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T R A N S C R I P T  O F  T H E  1 9 3 8  L I B R A R Y  O F  C O N G R E S S
R E C O R D I N G S  O F  J E L L Y  R O L L  M O R T O N

Recorded by Alan Lomax
Coolidge Auditorium, Library of Congress

May, June, and December 1938

D I S C  O N E

T R A C K  1

1638 A. May 23, 1938
The Story of “I’m Alabama Bound” (Spoken) 
“I’m Alabama Bound” [“Alabama Bound”] (Song)
[Alternative titles in brackets are those used by Jelly Roll Morton in these sessions —Ed.] 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: When I was down on the Gulf Coast in nineteen-four, I
missed going to the St. Louis Exposition to get in the piano contest, which was won by Alfred Wilson
of New Orleans. I was very much disgusted because I thought I should have gone. I thought Tony
Jackson was gonna be there, and of course that kind of frightened me. But I knew I could have taken
Alfred Wilson. So then I decided that I would, uh, travel about different little spots. Of course I was
down in Biloxi, Mississippi, during the time. I used to often freq— frequent the Flat Top, which was
nothing but a old honky-tonk, where nothing but the blues were played. There was fellows around
played the blues like Brocky Johnny, Skinny Head Pete, Old Florida Sam, and Tricky Sam, and
that bunch.

Alan Lomax: What did they play?

Jelly Roll Morton: Why, they just played just ordinary blues — the real lowdown blues, honky
tonk blues.

Alan Lomax: What are the names of some of ‘em?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, for an instant, Brocky Johnny used to say the— sing a tune something like
this. The title was [recites], “All You Gals Better Get Out and Walk, Because He’s Gonna Start His
Dirty Talk.” Yes, it was. So he happened to truck down to Mobile. 

At that time I was supposed to be a very good pool player. And I could slip upon a lot of people play-
ing pool, because I’d played piano and they thought I devoted all my time to the piano. So we gotten
Alabama bound. And the frequent saying was, any place that you was going, why, you was supposed
to be “bound” for that place. So in fact we was “Alabama bound,” and when I got there I wrote this
tune called “Alabama Bound.” It goes this way:
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Sings “I’m Alabama Bound”:
I’m Alabama bound, 
Alabama bound, 
If you like me, sweet baby, 
You gotta leave this town.

When that rooster crowed,
When the hen ran around,
If you want my love, sweet babe,
You’ve got to run me down.

She said, “Don’t you leave me here,
Don’t leave me here, 
But, sweet papa, if you just must go, 
Leave a dime for beer.”

I said, “Sweet mama, babe, 
Sweet mama, babe, 
If you must stay,
I’ll be gone for days and days.”

T R A C K  2

1638 B. May 23, 1938
Time in Mobile (Spoken)
“I’m Alabama Bound,” continued (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton: Of course, I wrote this tune while I was in Alabama about the year of nineteen-
five, when I was about, uh, twenty years old. I was considered very good amongst my friends — that
is, so far as the writing period. And I’ve always had of a kind of a little inkling to write a tune at most
any place that I would ever land.

Of course, we had King Porter around there — that is, I mean, Porter King — the man that “King
Porter Stomp” was named after. He was considered a very good piano player. And of course, we had,
uh, King — I disremember his name — I think his name’s Charlie King, another piano player around
there. Baby Grice was another one that was supposed to be good.

Alan Lomax: Where was this? 

Jelly Roll Morton: That was all in Mobile. Baby Grice was from Pensacola, Florida. Then we had
another one around that was supposed to be very good from Florida, also. His name was Frazier Davis.
And Frank Rachel was supposed to be the tops when it came down to around Georgia. But somehow
or another, most all those boys kinda felt that I had little composing ideas, and always tried to— and
that is, encourage me to play some numbers. That is, write a number, I mean. So that’s why I wrote
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“Alabama Bound.” 

Alan Lomax: Let’s hear you play it on the piano.

Jelly Roll Morton: What do you wanna to do?

Alan Lomax: Bang it away on the piano.

Jelly Roll Morton [playing more loudly as he speaks]: That’s the way I’d play it for the girls who’d
do the high kicks. Said, “My, my, play that thing, boy!” [Laughs.] And I’d say, “Well, I'll certainly do
it, little old girl.” 

That’s just the way they used to act down in Mobile in those days, around St. Louis and Warren, part
of the Famous Corner. I never will forget, after I beat some guys playing pool, if it wasn’t for one of
my piano playing friends, you’d never heard this record because the guy was gonna knife me right in
the back, I’m telling you. He had a knife right on me. He said that I only used the piano for a decoy,
which he was right. And, of course, he had a, had it in his mind that I was kind of nice looking.
Imagine that, huh? Well, I said, uh— [Laughs.] Of course, he wasn’t such a good-looking fellow his-
self. He had some awful, rubber-looking lips, I’m telling you [Laughs.] Yes, indeed. He was kind of
jealous of me — I suppose he was, anyhow. 

Sings “I’m Alabama Bound”:
But I said, “Alabama bound, 
Yes, Alabama bound,”
One of them good-looking gals told me, 
“Baby, come on and leave this town.”

I got put in jail,
I got put in jail,
There wasn’t no one in town
Wouldn’t go my bail.

They had a sweet, sweet gal,
They had a sweet, sweet gal,
She got stuck on me
And took me for her pal.

T R A C K  3

1639 A. May 23, 1938 
“King Porter Stomp” (Piano Instrumental)
The Story of “King Porter Stomp” (Spoken)

Plays “King Porter Stomp.”
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Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: “King Porter” was the first stomp, or the first tune with the
name “stomp” wrote in the United States. [Clears throat.] You must pardon me for clearing my
throat, see, but I’ve got to do it occasionally. 

Of course, I’ll tell you the fact about it, I don’t know what the name stomp mean, myself. It really
wasn’t any meaning, only that people would stamp their feet, and I decided that the name stomp
would be fitted for it.

Of course, this tune— I was inspired by the name from a very dear friend of mine and a marvelous
pianist, now in the cold, cold ground — a gentleman from Florida, an educated gentleman with a
wonderful musical education, far much better than mine. Now this gentleman’s name was Mr. King,
Porter King. 

T R A C K  4

1639 B 
The Story of “King Porter Stomp,” continued (Spoken)
“You Can Have It, I Don’t Want It” (Song)
Copyrights and Battles of Music (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton: Now this gentleman was named Porter King, as I before stated. And, of course,
he seemed to have a kind of a yen for my style of playing, although we had two different styles of play-
ing. And, of course, he particularly liked this type of number that I was playing, and that was the rea-
son that I named it after him — but not “Porter King.” I changed the name backwards and named it
“King Porter Stomp.”

Now this tune become to be the outstanding favorite of every great hot band throughout the world
that had the accomplishments and qualifications of playing it. And until today, this tune has been the
cause of many great bands to come to fame. It has caused the outstanding tunes today to, uh, to use
the backgrounds that belong to “King Porter” in order to make great tunes of themselves.

Alan Lomax: What— uh, when did you write this, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: This tune was wrote the same year as “Alabama Bound,” in nineteen-five. It was
wrote the same time with another tune that I wrote. Of course, I never got any credit for it. Mr.
Williams — Clarence Williams — got the credit for it. It was “You Can Have It, I Don’t Want It.”

Alan Lomax: How does that go?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, well, it went something like this. [Plays.] There was no words, it was a just
lot of foolish words to it.

Sings “You Can Have It, I Don’t Want It”:
You can have it, I don’t want it,
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Papa, Lord God, take it from me,
Papa, Lord God, take it from me,
Oh, take it from me.

You can have it, I don't want it,
That's the thing I say,
Oh, my baby, yes, baby,
You can have it from me.

Spoken: Of course, it didn’t sound so good, see? But, uh, Clarence Williams thought it was all right,
and he’d taken a number, and it was really his first hit. It was my material because I used to— In fact,
I happened to be the man that taught Mr. Williams how to play. And of course I don’t intend to say
anything unless it’s real facts, and it’s really fact. Of course, we'll finish up by playing “King Porter
Stomp,” do you think?

Alan Lomax: Why didn’t, why didn’t you ever copyright any of these tunes way back then?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I’ll tell you why we didn’t copyright ‘em. We didn’t copyright ‘em for — that
is, for a great reason — not only me, but a many other. Why, the publishers thought that they could
buy anything they wanted for fifteen, twenty dollars. Well, the fact was that, at that particular time,
the sporting houses were all over the country, and you could go in any town. If you was a good piano
player, just as soon as you hit town, you had ten jobs waiting for you. So we all made a lot of money,
and ten or fifteen or twenty or a hundred dollars didn’t mean very much to us during those days. I’d
really like to see those days back again, I’m telling you the truth! They were wonderful days! 

So, the publishers, we didn’t give ‘em anything. So they decided, ‘We know a way to get ‘em.’ So, they
— a lot of publishers — would come out with tunes, our melodies, and they would steal ‘em. But we
kept ‘em for our private material. That is, to battle each other in battles of music. Battles of music is
old, ages old. And of course, if we had the best material, we was considered one of the best men. And
of course, the best player always had the best jobs. And the best jobs always meant plenty money.
When I made a hundred dollars a day I thought I had a small day. And now today if I make ten, I
think I’ve got a great day. That’s how that was. 

Is there any other information you would like to ask?

T R A C K  5

1640 A
Jelly Roll’s Background (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Ready?

Alan Lomax: Yeah. Uh… Jelly Roll, uh, tell us about yourself. Tell us where you were born, who your
folks were, and when, and how?
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Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I’ll tell you. As I can understand, my folks were in the city of New Orleans
long before the Louisiana Purchase. And all my folks came directly from the shores — or not the
shores, I mean from France. That’s across the world, in the other world. And they landed here in the
New World years ago. I remember so far back as my great-grandmother and great-grandfather.

Alan Lomax: Tell us about what their names were, Jelly.

Jelly Roll Morton: Their names— my great-grandfather’s name was Emile Péché. That’s a French
name. And the grandmother was Mimi Péché. That seems to be all French, and as long as I can
remember those folks, they never was able to speak a word in American or English.

Alan Lomax: Did they own slaves?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, well, I don’t know. I don’t think they had no slaves back there in Louisiana,
I don’t think so. I don’t know, but they never spoke of anything like that. But anyway, my great, my
grandmother, her name was Laura. She married a French settler in New Orleans by the name of Henri
Monette. That was my grandfather. And [n]either one of them spoke American or English.

Well, my grandmother bore sons named Henri, Gus, Neville, and Nelusco — all French names. And

Laura Monette (Jelly Roll’s grandmother) and Joseph Adams, date unknown.
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 68.
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she bore the daughters, Louise and Viola and Margaret. That was the three daughters. Louise, her eld-
est, her elder daughter, happened to be my mother — Ferd Jelly Roll Morton. Of course, I guess you
wonder how the name Morton come in. Why, the name Morton being a English name, it wouldn’t
sound very much like a French name. But my real name is Ferdinand Lamothe. 

My mother also married one of the French settlers in New Orleans out of a French family, being a
contractor. My father was a brick contractor — bricklayer — making large buildings and so forth and
so on.

We always had some kind of a musical instruments in the house, including guitar, drums, piano,
trombone, and so forth and so on, harmonica, and Jew’s harp. We had lots of them. And everybody
always played for their pleasure — whatever the ones that desired to play. We always had ample time
that was given us, and periods, to rehearse our lessons, which was given to anyone that was desirous
in accepting lessons.

But of course, the families never — the family, I mean — never had an idea that they wanted musi-
cians in the family to make their living. They always had it in their mind that a musician was a tramp,
other than the… other than the exceptions… with the exceptions of the French Opera House play-
ers, which they always patronized. They only thought they was the great musicians in the country. In
fact, I myself was inspired by going to the French Opera House once. Because the fact of it was I liked
to play piano, and the piano was known at that time to be an instrument for a lady. So I had it in my
mind that if I played piano, I would be misunderstood.

T R A C K  6  

1640 B 
Music Lessons (Spoken)
“Miserere” (Piano Instrumental)1

Alan Lomax: Did they used to call you sissy?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, no, they didn’t. They didn’t call me sissy, but they always said that, uh, that
a piano was a girl’s instrument. So then I taken to the guitar, uh, that was due to the fact that my god-
mother was always interested in me. And I become to be a very efficient guitarist, until I met Bud
Scott, one of the famous guitarists in this country today. I was known to be the best. And when I
found out that he was dividing with me my popularity, I decided immediately to quit playing guitar
and try the piano, which I did secretly — that is, with the exception of my family. They’re the only
ones that knew. 

I taken lessons. I tried under different teachers and I’d find that most of them were fakes, those days.
They couldn’t read very much theirselves. During that time they used to have in the Sunday papers
different tunes come out, and when these tunes would come out, it would be my desire to have— to
play these tunes correctly.

1“Miserere” from Giuseppe Verdi’s Il Trovatore.
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At the time I had a colored teacher by the name of Mrs. Moment. Mr. Moment was no… Mrs.
Moment was no doubt the biggest ham of a teacher that I’ve ever heard or seen, since or before. She
fooled me all the time. When I'd take these numbers and place in front of her, she would rattle them
off like nobody’s business. And at about the third one she rattled off sound like the first one. Then I
began to get wise and wouldn’t take lessons any further. Then I demanded I would either go by myself
and learn the best way I knew how, or be placed under an efficient teacher, which I was then placed
under a teacher at the Saint Joseph University, a Catholic University in the city of New Orleans.2

And I become to learn under the Catholic tutelage, which was quite efficient. I then later taken les-
sons from a known professor, colored professor, named Professor Nickerson, which is considered very
good. I tell you things was driving along then.3

Then one day at the French Opera House, going there with my folks, I happened to notice a pianist
there that didn’t wear long hair. That was the first time I decided that the instrument was good for a
gentleman same as it was a lady.

Alan Lomax: What was his name and when was this?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I don’t remember his name but I — undoubtedly I was — must have been
about ten years old. I don’t remember his name.

Alan Lomax: That was about when?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, that was no doubt about the year of 1995— uh, uh, 1895.

Alan Lomax: Was he from France?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, he’s supposed to be. All the French Opera players were supposed to be from
France. I remember the old building very well on Royal Street.

Alan Lomax: Do you remember any of the stuff they used to—  the pianists used to play in the French
Opera?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they used to play numbers like “Faust” and tunes like that, you know —
French numbers. And for an instant, used to play this number and sing it and—

[Begins to play “Miserere”] 

Alan Lomax: Did they play any Debussy? Do you remember?

Jelly Roll Morton: What was that?

2Rachel D. Moment, born August 1874 (Louisiana). (Source: http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk) 

3William Nickerson, born November 1865 (New Orleans). (Source: http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk) 
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Alan Lomax: Did they play any Debussy?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I don’t remember, now, it’s— 

Alan Lomax: Did you ever hear of a composer named Gottschalk?

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes.

Alan Lomax: Did they use to play his stuff around there?

Jelly Roll Morton: No doubt they did, but I was kind of young at that time. This is “Miserere” from
Il Trovatore. 

T R A C K  7

1641 A 
“Miserere,” continued (Piano Instrumental)
The French Opera House and the Tenderloin (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Miserere.”

Spoken: Of course, that was the type of number that, uh, the type of numbers that they used to play
in the French Opera House. And it was one of the tunes that has always lived in my mind as one of
the great favorites of the opera singers. I’ll tell you the truth, of course. I transformed a lot of those
numbers into jazz time. And from time to time — for an instance, “Sextet” from Lucia [di Lamermoor,
by Donizetti] — of course there’s different little variations and ideas in it that no doubt would have a
tendency to detract, or to masquerade the tunes.

As I mentioned before, my, my name was Lamothe. Lamothe was really my name. My father wanted
me to be a hard-working boy. He wanted me to, uh, work in the bricklayer trade. He wanted to pay
me two dollars a day as a foreman. I decided after I learned to play music that I could make more
money, which I interceded.

In my younger days I was brought into the Tenderloin District by friends — young friends, of course
— even before we were in long pants. We used to steal long pants from around the fathers and broth-
ers and uncles and so forth and so on.

Alan Lomax: Could you go down there before you had long pants on?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, why, the policemen would run you right in jail. They’d run you ragged. I
remember Fast Mail very well. Fast Mail was his— known to be Fast Mail because he had two legs
and feet that couldn’t be beat. Of course, we kids from time to time would climb those eight and ten
board, uh, ten feet-high board fences. We’d really climb ‘em and get away from these people, but they
kept us right out of the District. They’d take the straps on the end of the clubs and just make switch-
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es out of ‘em — cut our legs into ribbons. I was very frightened, I was very much frightened.

I happened to invade that section, one of the sections of the District where the birth of jazz originated.

Alan Lomax: Where was this? How old were you?

Jelly Roll Morton: At that time, uh, that was the year of nineteen-two. I was about seventeen years
old. I happened to go to Villere and Bienville, at that time one of the most famous nightspots after
everything was closed. It was only a backroom, where all the greatest pianists frequented after they got
off from work. All the pianists got off from work in the sporting houses at around four or after unless
they had plenty money involved. And they would go to this Frenchman’s (that was the name of the
place) saloon, and there would be everything in the line of hilarity there.4 They would have even mil-
lionaires that come to listen to the different great pianists, what would no doubt be their favorites
maybe among ‘em.

T R A C K  8

1641 B 
The Stomping Grounds (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: What did they used to play?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they played every type of music. Everyone, no doubt, had a different style.

Alan Lomax: Were they white and colored both?

Jelly Roll Morton: They had every class — we had Spanish, we had colored, we had white, we had
Frenchmens, we had Americans.

Alan Lomax: Do you remember, uh, specifically, they— Were they Frenchmen who had just come
from France, there in those places?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, we had ‘em from all parts of the world. New Orleans was the stomping
grounds, we’ll say, for all the greatest pianists in the country. Because there were more jobs in that sec-
tion of the world, in that— for pianists, than any other ten places in the world. The reason for that,
they had so many mansions — sporting houses — that paid nothing to no pianist. Their salary was a
dollar a day in the small places that couldn’t afford to pay. The big places guaranteed five dollars a
night. If you didn’t make five dollars, they would pay you five dollars. But that was never the case,
because when you didn’t make a hundred dollars, you had a bad night.

Such houses as Hilma Burt’s next, next door to Tom Anderson’s saloon, corner of Custom House and
Basin Street was one of the mansions. Tom Anderson was supposed to be the husband of this Hilma

4The Frenchman’s saloon was owned by John (or Jean) Laban, who immigrated to New Orleans from France in 1889. (Source: http://www.doctor-
jazz.freeserve.co.uk) 
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Burt. Was no doubt one of the best paying places in the city.

Alan Lomax: How much would you make there?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I never made never no night, as I remember, under a hundred dollars. It was
a very bad night when we made a hundred dollars. It was very often, men would come into the hous-
es and hand you a twenty, or hand you forty, or fifty-dollar note. It was just like a match.

Wine flowed much more than water did during those periods. And many of those houses, there’s more
wine sold than beer — I mean, the kind of wine I’m speaking about, I don’t mean sauterne or noth-
ing like that. I mean champagne. Beer was sold for, for a dollar a bottle. Wine sold from five to ten,
depending upon the type of wine that you bought. Of course, they were all imported. Among the
main ones were Clicquot, which is a, which is a French wine. And Mumm’s Extra, Extra Dry — that
was an English wine.

Alan Lomax: Well, you were telling us about this hangout for pianists. 

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes.

Alan Lomax: Who used to be down there?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well I didn’t finish on that — I was only getting to this point —why we had so
many pianists. Well, after four o’clock in the morning, all the girls that could get out of the houses,
they were there. There weren’t any discrimination of any kind. They all sat at different tables at any
place that they felt like sitting. They all mingled together as they wished to, and everyone was just like
one big happy family.

People from all over the country came there. There were most times that you couldn’t get in. This
place would go on from four o’clock in the morning at a tremendous rate of speed, with plenty money,
drinks of all types, till maybe twelve, one, two, three o’clock in the daytime. Of course, when the,
when the great pianists used to leave then all the crowds would leave. Among some of these great
pianists, I may mention some that I remember very well: Sammy Davis, one of the greatest manipu-
lators, I guess, that I have ever seen in the history of the world on a piano. And a gentleman was—
had a lot of knowledge in music. I may mention— 

Alan Lomax: Was he white or colored?

Jelly Roll Morton: He was a colored boy. 

Alan Lomax: Where was he from?

Jelly Roll Morton: He was from New Orleans, born and reared in New Orleans. He was a Creole. 
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1642 A
“The Style of Sammy Davis” (Piano Instrumental)
The Renown of Tony Jackson (Spoken)
“Pretty Baby” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton: For a little illustration of Sammy Davis, I will see if I can imitate him just a bit. 

[Plays in the style of Sammy Davis.]

That sounds— 

Alan Lomax: What’s the name of that piece?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I don’t know the name of this tune. It’s a— I only remembered a little bit.
Of course, it’s been years since I’ve seen Sammy and— 

Alan Lomax: Is that a ragtime tune?

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah, that’s considered ragtime. That was one of his styles. Most everybody had a
different style. And among ‘em we had, no doubt, according to what I can understand from through-
out the country, Tony Jackson always frequented this place. And Tony was considered, among all who
knew him, the greatest single-hand entertainer in the world, his memory being something like
nobody’s ever heard in the music world. There’s no tune that would ever come up from any opera,
from any show of any kind, or anything that was wrote on paper that Tony couldn’t play by memory.
One of Tony’s great tunes that he wrote some years ago about the year of 1913 or ‘14, was “Pretty
Baby.” I guess we all remember “Pretty Baby” all right. It was a million dollar hit in less than a year.
I'll demonstrate a little bit of it.

Plays and sings falsetto: Pretty baby… 

[Clears throat.] Oh, boy, when I was — I’d do that. [Laughs.] He’d know I was coming in, when
he’d hear me do that, see? And he’d sing it:

Sings “Pretty Baby”:
You can talk about your jellyrolls, 
But none of them compare.
Pretty baby o’ mine, 
Pretty baby of mine.

Spoken: Then among the— uh, he would be among the great favorites. He was no doubt the out-
standing favorite in the whole city of New Orleans. I have never known any pianist to come from any
section of the world that would leave New Orleans victorious. We had so many different styles that
whenever you came into New Orleans, it wouldn’t make any difference if you just came from Paris or
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any part of England or Europe or any place. Whatever your tunes were over there, they were the same
tunes in New Orleans. Because the boys always played every type tune, and especially Tony. He played
all the high-class numbers, same as the low. He was the outstanding favorite, no doubt, in the city of
New Orleans, by both white and black.

Alan Lomax: Was he colored, too? 

Jelly Roll Morton: He was very colored. He was real dark, and he wasn’t a bit good looking. But
he’s— had a beautiful disposition.

T R A C K  1 0

1642 B 
Tony Jackson was the Favorite / Dope, Crown, and Opium (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes, Tony Jackson was no doubt the favorite, as I have before stated. And he was
a favorite among all. He had such a beautiful voice and such a marvelous range. His range on a blues
tune would be just, just exactly like a blues singer. On a opera tune would be just exactly as an opera
singer. And he was always one of the first with the latest tunes. And he never went in for battles of

Tony Jackson, 1912. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 509, Folder 47.
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music very much, but he never did shun: when they’d call on Tony, he was always there.

He went to Chicago and was the favorite there. He was very much instrumental in me going to
Chicago first. Very much to my regret, because there was much more money in New Orleans than
there were in Chicago. But Tony Jackson liked the freedom that there was there. Uh, Tony happened
to be one of these gentlemens, uh, that’s called — a lot of people call him lady or sissy or something
like that. But he was very good and very much admired.

Alan Lomax: Well, was he— uh, was he a fairy?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, I guess it’s a— he’s either a ferry or a steamboat, one or the other, I don’t
know. [Laughter.] One or the other. I guess it’s a ferry. That’s what you pay a nickel for, I guess.
Anyway, Tony was a great favorite in the city of Chicago, also. He was no doubt the outstanding
favorite in the city of Chicago, until he enticed me to go to Chicago on several trips. I got the blues
and went back to New Orleans. I finally stayed for a while, until a contest came up once, and success-
fully, I won a contest over Tony Jackson. That threw me in first line. I never believed that the contest
was given to the right party, even though I was the winner. I always thought Tony Jackson should have
had, I’m saying, the emblem as the winner.

Alan Lomax: Well, uh, tell us something about what used to happen at those funerals in
New Orleans.

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I haven’t finished. Well, I— 

Alan Lomax: Let’s get back, get back down— 

Jelly Roll Morton: You wanna get back down there. Well, I haven’t gone from New Orleans see,
because, you see, in the Frenchman’s, we had, uh, Alfred Wilson and Albert Carroll. They both great
pianists. Both of those boys were colored. And we had big Kid Ross, a white boy. Kid Ross was one
of the outstanding hot piano players in the country, there was no question about it. In fact, all these
men I’ve mentioned, they was hard to beat. Kid Ross, he was the steady player at Lulu White’s, one
of the big mansions in New Orleans and one of the big sporting houses there. 

Tony Jackson, he used to play at Gypsy Schaefer’s, one of the most notoriety women I have ever seen
in a high-class way. She was a notoriety kind that everybody liked. She spent her money and didn’t
hesitate about spending it. And her main drink was champagne. And if you couldn’t buy it, she’d buy
it in abundance.

Alfred Wilson didn’t care to work very much, neither did Albert Carroll. Sammy Davis was good and
he knew it, and he didn’t care to work. 

Well, poor Alfred Wilson, the girls taken to him and showed him a point where he didn’t have to
work, that he could have as much money as he needed without working. He finally become to be a
dope fiend. He got— he got on hop. Uh, that’s the plain name that they call it, ordinary name, which
is taken for opium. He— 
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Alan Lomax: Did many of these people take dope?

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes, many of ‘em. Many of ‘em, the higher class ones, even. The higher class ones
always used opium. And uh, the lower ones they resorted to cocaine, crown, heroin, morphine, and
so forth and so on.

Alan Lomax: What’s crown?

Jelly Roll Morton: Crown is some kind of powder form, a drug that you can— that you could at that
time buy in most all of the druggists in New Orleans. There wasn’t, uh, nothing prohibitive about it.
It was some sort of a thing like cocaine. 

T R A C K  1 1

1643 A 
Poor Alfred Wilson (Spoken)
Tony Jackson’s “Naked Dance” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton: Poor Alfred Wilson smoked so much dope till he died. Albert Carroll, he was
known as the greatest show player that ever was in existence, as I can remember. I don’t know if Albert
Caroll ever did smoke any dope but he was a great gambler and he’d stay up all night. He was always
fat and sound. Had very bad eyes, would always squinch ‘em all the time. 

I can plainly say this for Tony Jackson. I don’t remember at any time that anybody ever stated that
Tony used any dope. For your information I will try to play one of Tony Jackson’s fast speed tunes like
he used to play years ago. 

Plays Tony Jackson’s “Naked Dance.”

Tony used to play these things for what, uh, in the sporting houses— for what they called the “naked
dances.” Of course, they were naked dances all right because they absolutely was stripped. They was
stripped. Of course, a naked dance was something that was supposed to be real art in New Orleans.
And, uh, that was one of the tunes I guess we all played, but we always accredited Tony Jackson to be
the best player of this type of a tune.

Of course, there were many houses in New Orleans. The District there was considered the second to
France, meaning the second greatest in the world, with extensions for blocks and blocks on one side
of the north side of Canal Street, which is supposed to be the highest class — although the highest
class district ran from the lowest to the highest, meaning in price and caliber alike.

We had a uptown side of the District, which was considered very big, but the price was pretty much
even all the way round. And of course they turned out a many different artists in that section, but
never the first-class artist because the money wasn’t there.
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Alan Lomax: Uh, what were some of the tunes they used to play down the lower class districts?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they played, for an instant, around the honky tonks like, like Kaiser’s honky
tonk, and the Red Onion, and Spano’s. Those were honky tonks. I’ll tell you the fact about it, I don't
think some of those places were swept up in months. And they’d have a gambling house in the back
there. Of course, every place had a gambling house in New Orleans because the doors were taken off
the saloons from one year to the other.

Of course, I don’t know any time that the racetracks ever closed down. They’d have a hundred days
of races at the city park and the minute they’d close down, the next day they would be at the fair-
grounds for a hundred days. So that would have a continuous— a continuous racing season in New
Orleans, which meants three hundred and sixty-five days a year. So gambling was always wide open.

These honky tonks had these dirty, filthy places where they gambled, and they had a lot of rough peo-
ple that would fight and do anything else. It was really dangerous to anybody that would go in there
that didn’t know what it was all about. And they always had an old broke-down piano with some infe-
rior pianist. And they would play something like this.5

T R A C K  1 2

1643 B
“Honky Tonk Blues” (Song)
In New Orleans, Anyone Could Carry a Gun (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, the girls would start with “Play me something there, boy, play me some
blues.” So they’d start playing in this way. 

Plays “Honky Tonk Blues.”

Alan Lomax: Sing it. 

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Honky Tonk Blues”:
I could sit right here, think a thousand miles away,
Sit right here, think a thousand miles away,
Since I had the blues this bad, cannot remember the day.

Tell me, baby, what you got on your mind,
Tell me, baby, what you got on your mind,
I'm eating here and drinking, having a lovely time.

Let me be your wiggler, till your wobbler comes,
Let me be your wiggler, till your wobbler comes,

5Spano’s honky tonk was owned by Paul Spano, born in New Orleans of Italian parents. (Source: http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk)
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You tell your wobbler, what your wiggler done.

I never believe in having one woman at a time,
I never believe in having one woman at a time,
I always have six, seven, eight or nine.

She said, “Babe, oh, baby,
Babe, oh, baby,
You bound to set your sweet papa cra— crazy.”

Spoken [over playing]: Sometimes they’d have good looking, good looking women of all kind, beau-
tiful women. Some was ugly, very ugly. Some looked like they had lips— lips looked like bumpers on
a boxcar. [Lomax laughs.] I’m telling you, they had all kind of men dressed up. Rags— rags looked
like ribbons on some of ‘em. Some of ‘em with big guns in their bosoms. There was a law in New
Orleans that anybody could carry a gun if they wanted — almost. ‘Course it was just about a ten-dol-
lar fine, uh, didn’t make very much difference. And, if they fined you ten dollars, why, your sentence
would be thirty days in jail. And, possibly they’d put you in the market to clean up the markets in the
morning. And most of the prisoners would always run away.

T R A C K  1 3

1644 A 
New Orleans Was a Free and Easy Place (Spoken)
“Levee Man Blues” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Yes, I’m telling you, they— they put ‘em in the market
sometimes, and, of course, they’d run away, as I before stated. So the thirty days didn't mean anything.

Of course, it was a free and easy place. Everybody got along just the same. And, uh— and that’s the
way it was. There wasn’t no certain neighborhood for nobody to live in, only with the St. Charles
Avenue district, which is considered the millionaire dis— district. In fact it was. 

And that’s how it was. Why, everybody just went anyplace that they wanted. Many times you would
see some of those St. Charles Avenue bunch right in one of those honky tonks. They was around —
they called theirselves slumming, I guess, but they was there, just the same. Nudging elbows with all
the big bums. And I’ll go so far to say that some of them were even lousy. You would meet many times
with some of those fellows that was on the levee. Such as the, the inferior longshoremen — long what
is it? Longshoremens — is that right? And screwmens.6 And many of ‘em I would doubt— that, uh,
very unclean. Some of them was even lousy I believe. I’ve known many cases where they’d take a louse
and throw on another guy that was dressed up to get him in the same fix that they were in. [Lomax
laughs.] Oh, it was a funny situation.

6Laborers who used screwjacks to pack and stow cotton in the holds of ships.  
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Alan Lomax: Do you remember any of the stuff that they sang, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: On the levee?

Alan Lomax: Yeah.

Jelly Roll Morton: Well they used to sing some— 

Sings “Levee Man Blues”:
I’m a levee man,
I’m a levee man,
I’m a levee man,
Yes I’m a levee man.

I said, “Captain, captain,
Let me make this trip,”
I said, “Captain, captain,
Let me make this trip.”

If you do, captain,
I will get my grip,
If you do, my captain,
Let me go home and get my grip.

‘Cause I need the money, 
Oh, the money, babe,
And I need it bad,
I need the money,
And I need it bad.

Because I want lot of money,
‘Cause I never had,
I want a lot of money,
‘Cause I never had.

Alan Lomax: Tell us about old Stack-a-Lee.

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Stack-a-Lee was, uh— was one of the, one of the verses that
went in, uh— what do you call this number’s wrote in, rewrote in St. Louis? “Stack-a-Lee and Billy
Lyon” ‘bout the “milk-white Stetson hat”? That’s, uh—

[Very slow, dying fall in the voice — infinitely sad]7
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T R A C K  1 4

1644 B 
The Story of Aaron Harris (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: Tell us about some of these bad men they had down in New Orleans.

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I believe Aaron Harris was, no doubt, the most heartless man I’ve ever heard
of or ever seen.8 I knew him personally, but I really didn’t know the man until I had known him for
quite a while. He used to love to play pool. And I was, uh, supposed to be a very good pool player.
[Plays softly.] So, every day he used to play me for two dollars. It was really his object to try to win
some money off me because he knew I played piano in the sporting houses every night. And we all
made lotta of money, so it was his object to try to beat me. So I’m playing this man every day and
nobody tells me that it was Aaron Harris. At this time I believe he had eleven killings to his credit,
including his sister and his brother-in-law. Somehow or another he got out of all, all the trouble that
he ever was in. So, one day he said to me, with his last money.

He said, “Let me tell you something.”

I said, “What do you mean?”

He says, “If you make this ball on my money, I’m going to take every bit of the money you’ve got in
your pocket.”

I said, “Well, a lot of people, you know, they go to the graveyard for taking. I got what it takes to
stop you.”

He said, “What is that?”

I say, “A hard-hitting .38 special. And that’ll stop any living human. You have your chances to take
my money, because if I can make this ball, in the pocket she goes.” 

I raised my cue high in the air, because my taw ball was close under the cushion. And I stroked this
ball. And into the pocket she went. It was then that Aaron Harris found that he had been playing a
shark all the time. So, undoubtedly, he decided I didn’t know he was Aaron Harris, at the time. Of
course, I never would have spoke to him like that if I had a’known it, see?

8Peter Hanley (http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk/portnewor.html) offers this portrait: Aaron Harris (1880-1915) was one of 14 children of a black
New Orleans grocer, George Harris, and his wife Mary Jane Moore. The family lived at 2238 Cadiz Street in the 13th Ward in 1900. Despite his repu-
tation, Harris was never convicted of a crime in New Orleans, although he stood trial for the murder of his brother, Willis Harris, in 1910. Aaron was
acquitted on the grounds of self-defense. After a heated argument, Willis attacked Aaron with a razor, and Aaron coolly shot his brother dead. In 1915,
Aaron was working as a cotch dealer for various gambling houses. Boar Hog, the nickname of George Robertson, a watchman for the Frisco Railroad
Company, had accused Aaron of stealing goods from the company. Aaron, never one to ignore a challenge, threatened to kill Boar Hog.

On the fateful night of 14th July 1915, Aaron left work and was walking down Tulane Avenue when he encountered Boar Hog. He reached for his Colt
41 but Boar Hog was quicker and shot Aaron twice with his Colt 44. Aaron fell to the ground, and the blood-splattered “heartless killer” never moved
again in this life. As Lead Belly sang in the Los Angeles studios of Capitol Records in October 1944, when he recorded that thrilling blues-ballad called
“Ella Speed,” Aaron Harris “was dead, goin’ home all re-ragged in red.”
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He said, “Okay kid, you’re the best. Loan me a couple a dollars.”

I said, “Now, that’s the way to talk. If you want a couple dollars, I’ll be glad to give it to you. But don’t
never take anything away from me ‘cause nobody ever does.”

After leaving, at that time one of the big gamblers in New Orleans, a good friend of mine that used
to wear a diamond stud so big that he could never get the tie — no kind of a tie — firm enough to
hold that diamond in place that it would stand straight up; it would hang down. His name is Bob
Rowe. He’s a man that owns strings of racehorses on the track when he died some years ago. He said
to me, he says, “Kid,” — I guess he’s a little older than I — he says, “Don’t play that fellow no more.”

I said, “Why? Why should I eliminate playing a sucker? He brings money here every day for me. Why
should I pass up money?”

He say, “You know who you playin’?”

I say, “Why, certainly, I should know. Why, I beat him every day. He’s my sucker, that’s who he is.”

He says, “Yes,” says, uh, “You know him, don’t you?”

I said, “I do.”

He said, “What’s his name?”

I said, “I don’t know his name but I know him.”

He said, “Well, I’ll tell you his name. Maybe you’ll know him better.”

I says, “Okay, let’s have your— let’s have you divulge it.”

He says, “Okay,” says, “That’s Aaron Harris.”

So I come near passing out. [Laughs.] I says, “From now on, I won’t play Aaron Harris no more.” So
I’ll play one of the, well— 

D I S C  T W O

T R A C K  1

1645 A 
The Story of Aaron Harris, continued (Spoken)
“Aaron Harris Blues” (Song)
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Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Of course, I never played Aaron Harris no more. From then
on, I decided to be good friends with Aaron. And I didn’t want Aaron’s money any more. Well, of
course, they wrote a song about Aaron, because Aaron was known to be a ready killer. I wouldn’t be
saying this now, but he’s dead and gone because he got killed. But here’s a song they wrote about him
[sings]:

Aaron Harris was a bad, bad man,
Aaron Harris was a bad, bad man.
He is the baddest man,
That ever was in this land.

He killed his sweet little sister and his brother-in-law,
He killed his sweet little sister and his brother-in-law,
About a cup of coffee,
He killed his sister and his brother-in-law.

He got out of jail, every time he would make his kill,
He got out of jail, every time he would make a kill.
He had a hoodoo woman,
All he had to do — pay the bill.

All the policemens on the beat, they had him to fear,
All the policemens on the beat had old Aaron to fear,
You could always tell,
When Aaron Harris was near.

He pawned his pistol one night to play in a gambling game,
He pawned his pistol one night to play in a gambling game.
When old Boar Hog shot him,
That blotted out his name.

Spoken: That was the baddest man I ever seen. Boy, that man was terrible! That man would chew pig
iron and spit it out into razor blades. And chew the— I’m telling you, he would chew glass up, if it
was necessary — the same thing that would cut a hog’s entrails out. He’s a tough man, Aaron Harris
was. He was no doubt the toughest.

T R A C K  2

1645 B 
Aaron Harris, His Hoodoo Woman, and the Hat that Started a Riot (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: See, Aaron— Uh, I guess the reason why he got out of trou-
ble so much— It was often known that Madame Papaloos was the lady that always backed him when
he got in trouble. I don’t mean with funds or anything like that. Money wasn’t really in it. As I under-
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stand, she was a hoodoo woman. Some, some say voodoo, but we— it’s known in New Orleans
as hoodoo.

Well, uh, Madame Papaloos is supposed — that is, from, uh, certain evidences — to tumble up
Aaron’s house. Take all the sheets off the bed. Tumble the mattresses over. Put sheets in front of the
glasses. Take chairs and tumble ‘em all over. That is said and known to, uh, discourage the judge from
prosecuting. And, of course, the different witnesses have all their tongues supposed to be tied. They
supposed to tie ‘em with, uh, buy lambs’ tongues, and uh, beef tongues and veal tongues out of the
markets, and stick ‘em full of needles. That is what I understand, I don’t know, ‘cause I’ve never seen
‘em. Stick pins and needles all through ‘em. And take some, uh, we’ll say, twine, in order to make it
real secure and tie these tongues up. And that’s supposed to have the prosecuting attorneys and the
judges and the jurors and so forth and so on, have their tongues tied that they can’t talk against who-
ever the victim’s supposed to be. Not the victim, but, uh, the one that’s arrested — the prisoner. 

So, Aaron Harris was always successful in getting out of all of his troubles. Of course, they had a lot
of bad men in New Orleans, because New Orleans— wherever there’s money, there’s a lot of tough
people, there’s no getting around it. But they had a lot of swell people there, too. 

We had another tough guy by the name of Sheep Bite. He was the toughest man in the world, until
Aaron Harris showed up. When Aaron— Aaron Harris showed up, he was just like a lamb, like any-
body else. He was also one of those raiders go round to games, to cotch games, as they call ‘em, uh,
they what— The cotch game is what you call, uh, three-card Spanish poker — and take all the money,
and curse you, beat and kick you, take a pistol and slap you across the head. And it was all right, when
Aaron Harris walked in. Why, he’s just the nicest little boy you ever seen in the world. [Laughs.] He’s
nice, lovely, see?

Alan Lomax: Do you have any songs about Sheep Eye9?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, never had a song about him, see? Because he really was yellow. See, then, lis-
ten— I hope he’s dead, because if he ever hears this, I’ll be dead soon, see? [Laughs.]

Alan Lomax: What about, uh, Robert, uh— 

Jelly Roll Morton: Robert Charles? Well, they never— there was a little song about Robert Charles,
but I don't remember it. Robert Charles, uh, would you like to hear about that? [Alan Lomax: Yeah.
I want to hear it. Please.] Uh, Robert Charles— 

Jelly Roll Morton: How’s that?

Alan Lomax: […] 

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah. Robert Charles was a man that sold papers at the Dryades Market, at
Dryades and Melpomene [in fact at the corner of Dryades and Terpsichore  —Ed.] in New Orleans.
And a very swell fellow. One day, he had some trouble with his wife, an argument, and she went out

9Alan Lomax seems to have misheard Jelly Roll, and in his transcription and in Mister Jelly Roll refers to Sheep Bite as “Sheep Eye.”
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and got a policeman. And the policeman wanted to arrest Robert Charles, according to the informa-
tion that I gather, which, I feel, is very authentic, because I only lived four blocks from Robert
Charles, at that period. 

And Robert Charles was under arrest. And the policeman didn’t want him to have his hat. So he broke
away from the policeman and taken a Winchester rifle and killed him. And from that it started a riot.
It was known as the New Orleans Riot. That happened way back there around, I guess, uh, 1900 or
pretty close around there.10

T R A C K  3

1646 A 
The Story of the 1900 New Orleans Riot and the Song of Robert Charles (Spoken) 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Well, after that, why, he shot the policeman, as I stated, see,
and killed him. And, seemingly, that Robert Charles must’ve been a marksman. It was later learned that
Robert Charles made all of his own bullets. And had a couple of barrel of bullets. Barrels of ‘em. And
every time he would raise his rifle, when a policeman was in sight, there’d be a policeman dead. It was
never learned how many policemens were killed. Some said thirty-two, some said eighteen and so forth
and so on. They had different numbers that was stated in the police department or the papers.

Robert Charles was very orderly, seeming, to everybody. Never had any trouble before. But this arose
him to fury. And through this killing, it started a great New Orleans riot. People, innocent people of
all kinds, were killed.

Robert Charles lived in a little-bitty, small shack-like. There was another one, right next to his — I
would say, twin houses. It was stated from time to time that this building was burned down in order
to get Robert Charles out. But I can assure you, I was there when it all happened and I was there when
it all stopped: there was no burning, but I think it was smoked, in order to get this gentleman out.

After the riot, there’s never been anything of authenticity where Robert Charles had been captured. It
was learned, uh, later years, that he’d gotten sick, or something happened to him, and he was sup-
posed to have confessed that he was the Robert Charles. He also had a friend with him at that time
that wanted to betray him. I think this man were killed. In fact, I’m sure that he was. And that was
the end of Robert Charles. 

They had a song out on Robert Charles, like many other songs and like many others, uh, bad men
that always had some kind of a song and somebody originated it on ‘em. But this song was squashed
very easily by the department. And not only by the department, by any of the surrounding people that
ever heard the song. Due to the fact that it was a trouble breeder and it never did get very far. I used
to know the song, but I found it was best for me to forget it. And that I did, in order to go along with
the world on the peaceful side.

10See William Ivy Hair, Carnival of Fury: Robert Charles and the New Orleans Race Riot of 1900 (Baton Rouge: Louisiana State University Press, 1976).
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Alan Lomax: You can’t remember any of it? Not the word or not one line or anything?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I don’t remember the music at all.

Alan Lomax: How’d the words go?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, there’s a few words that stated Robert Charles was a paper man that sold
papers at a market — that wouldn’t be the words exactly — and that he had some trouble with his
wife. And the policeman wouldn’t get him — let him get his hat. And on this he broke away from the
officer and shot this gentleman. And that started a riot because, of course, if you shoot one officer, it’s
no more than right that another officer’d come to take his place.

T R A C K  4

1646 B 
The Story of the 1900 New Orleans Riot, continued (Spoken) 
“Game Kid Blues” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: So, the song was quelled, as I ‘fore stated. And, of course,
I’m a little bit ahead of my time — before the song came out. After the killing that first day — which,
I believe, was on Sunday — the next day, the riots broke out after the newspapers was full, uh, was
filled with the killing of the policemens. 

This man [Robert Charles] also killed a policeman that was gazing at another brother officer that was
dying when a priest was making his rites, and looking over the priest’s shoulders. And he [Robert
Charles] raised his rifle and shot the officer, supposedly, right between the eyes. And didn’t harm
the priest.

Men were beat up on streetcars, white and colored. Any place a white man seen a colored man there
was a fight. Or a colored man seen a white man, there was a fight. All for the trouble of Robert
Charles. The streetcars had to stop. Transportation had absolutely quit. 

Abe Baldwin was a big prominent factor in New Orleans at the time. Abe Baldwin, I believe, was a
great ammunition dealer, considered one of the biggest in the— in the world. He also supposed to be
connected, as I understand, with the big locomotive companies. And he issued a statement that if they
didn’t quit killing the colored people, that he would all arm ‘em. He’d arm all of them in order to let
‘em fight back for their rights. And through this, I believe was, uh, came a halt of the Robert
Charles riot.

Alan Lomax: Well, were— were the white men made so angry that they just started killing the—
killing the colored people off? Is that what happened?

Jelly Roll Morton: I believe so. I believe so. And of course, vice versa. [Both laugh.] Of course, I
can’t see any reason for these things, anyway. Arguments with you and I, I don’t see why anybody else
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should harm you or harm me for it.

Alan Lomax: Well…

Jelly Roll Morton: At that time, we had a lot of great blue players around. For an instant, we had one
of the famous ones, at that time — nothing but blues — what was his name — Game Kid. Game
Kid was one of the favorites in the Garden District, right, uh, right in the section where the Robert
Charles riot began. Here’s one of the blues he played. [Plays.] Play it, Game Kid. 

Sings “Game Kid Blues”:
Could sit right here and think a thousand miles away,
I could sit right here, think a thousand miles away,
Since I had the blues, cannot remember the day.

T R A C K  5

1647 A 
“Game Kid Blues,” continued (Piano instrumental)
“Buddy Carter Rag” (Piano instrumental)

Plays “Game Kid Blues.”

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Game Kid wouldn’t work. He’s a man that really wouldn’t
work, just ragged as a pet pig, a big smile on his face, kind of nice looking, sort of brown-skinned fel-
low, until you got to his lips — nice and fat and greasy lips. He just played the piano all day long after
he’d get up and’d go around from one girl’s house to another — what they call the goodtime houses
— not for any financial purposes at all, just to have a lot of fun — he’d rush the can all day long.
That’s when you could get a can of beer for ten cents. And, of course, you got this little half pint of
whiskey for twenty-five cents. All you had to do was go in. That’s — I don’t mean the piano player,
it didn’t cost him nothing, see — just go in, rush a can of beer right quick. And, after your can of beer,
maybe at the same time, you might say, “Well, bring half a pint of whiskey.” That’d cost you thirty-
five cents. Well, you see, a real big sport would go in, and he’d rush about ten cans right straight and
get about a quart of whiskey, and the whole doggone thing wouldn’t cost him over two dollars and he
was a big sport, and he had all evening there and Game Kid would be playin’ there and just swillin’
all the lush in the world, right there. [Laughs.] Game Kid was a hound, I’m telling you. He was a
good blues player. One of the best there was in the section.

Alan Lomax: Play us another one.

Jelly Roll Morton: But, of course, we had another one, uh, you shall get another one, see. We had
another one that, uh, was a very good blues player, too. [Recorder paused.] And, uh, we had anoth-
er one that was a very good player. And Buddy Carter, of course, he played blues, as well as, uh, he
did some of these hot, honky tonk numbers, such as, these numbers like this:

[Playing a blues reminiscent of “Casey Jones” — in first bar]
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Plays “Buddy Carter Rag.”

[Spoken: Recognize that bass?]

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Old Buddy Carter really did play those kind of stomps and
things. They call them stomps now, but he could play them at all times. That was when I was a little
bit of a fellow there. I guess times have changed considerable.

T R A C K  6  

1647 B 
New Orleans Funerals (Spoken)
“Steal Away” (Song)
“Nearer My God to Thee” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: In New Orleans, why, we’d often wonder where a dead per-
son was located, ‘cause anytime we had somebody that was dead, we know we had plenty good food
that night — plenty ham sandwiches, cheese sandwiches, with mustard slapped all over the bread.

Those days I belonged to a quartet. And we, of course, we specialized in spirituals for the purpose of
finding somebody that was dead. And we could sing ‘em too, I’m telling you. The minute we’d walk
in — of course, we’d have our correct invitation — and that would be right to the kitchen where all
the food was.

Of course, the dead man or the dead woman would always be laid out in the front. And they’d be by
theirselves most all the time. They was dead and there was no other reason to be where there was liv-
ing people.

Alan Lomax: How about one of those spirituals, Jelly, that you used to sing?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I guess one of those spirituals, I guess, would kind of sound good. Let
me see. 

Sings “Steal Away”:
Steal away, steal away,
Steal away home to Jesus.

Steal away, steal away,
Steal away home to my Lord.

Spoken: And one of our favorite numbers was this one:

Sings “Nearer, My God, to Thee”:
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
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Nearer to Thee,
There where my heart should be,
Nearer to Thee.

Alan Lomax: But you’d be thinking about that ham, wouldn’t you?

Jelly Roll Morton: I’d think about the ham [sings]:

Oh, Nearer, my God, to Thee [Spoken: We’d be sad, too. Terribly sad.],
Nearer — [Alan Lomax: Thinking about the whiskey coming up.] — to Thee. 
Spoken: Plenty whiskey in the flask and everything. The boys’d bring it there.
Nearer, my God, to Thee [Spoken: That would be some of the harmony we’d use.],
Nearer to Thee.

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: The boys had some beautiful harmony they sang. And, of
course, we got together and made all kinds of crazy ideas of the harmony, which made it beautiful and
made it impossible for anybody to jump in and sing. [Alan Lomax: Mmm.] I tell you, we had such
beautiful numbers to sing at all times. Of course, now, when the dead man would be there, he would-
n’t hear anything that we would be singing, at all. Nothing. And, of course, we’d all go right on back
to the kitchen and get our cheese sandwiches, ham sandwiches, all slapped over with mustard, and
some whiskey and cans of beer, sometimes. And, sometimes, if it was a man dead, a lot of times the
lady would be glad (you know, the wife to the husband) would be glad that he’s gone. And she would,
of course — she’d be having a wonderful time, also.

T R A C K  7

1648 A 
Funeral Marches (Spoken)
“Flee as a Bird to the Mountain” (Piano instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Of course, everybody in the city of New Orleans was always
organization-minded, which, I guess, the world knows, and, uh, a dead man always belonged to sev-
eral organizations, such as clubs, and, uh, we’ll say, secret orders, and those — so forth and so on. And
every time one died, why, nine out of ten, there was always a big band turned out, when — the day
that he was supposed to be buried — never buried at night, always in the day. And, of course, a lot
of times right in the heart of the city, the burial would take place.

Well at — at — when the band would start, why, we’d know that the man was fixing to be buried.
So, you could hear the band come up the street before they would get to the — to the place where
the gentleman was to be taken in for his last rites. And they would play different dead marches. And
on leaving, this would be the march they would usually start to playing, “Flee as the Bird to the
Mountain.”

Plays “Flee as a Bird to the Mountain.”
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Jelly Roll Morton: When they would enter the graveyard, some of ‘em call ‘em ceme— cemeteries,
and so forth and so on. Very seldom they would bury ‘em in the deep. They would never bury ‘em in
the mud. They’d always bury ‘em in a vault. And they’d leave the graveyard, as they call it, while the
band would get ready to strike up. They’d have a second line behind ‘em, well, maybe a couple of
blocks long, with broomsticks, baseball bats, and all forms of ammunition, we’d call it, to combat
some of their foe when they come to the — to the dividing line. And of course they’d start. The band
would get started. They’d hear the drums. [Imitates drum roll on piano.]

Plays introduction to “Oh! Didn’t He Ramble.”

T R A C K  8

1648 B 
“Oh! Didn’t He Ramble” [“Didn’t He Ramble”] (Piano Instrumental)
Evolution of “Tiger Rag” (Spoken)
“Tiger Rag,” first and second strains (quadrille / waltz) (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Oh! Didn’t He Ramble”:
Didn’t he ramble, he rambled,
Rambled all around, in and out the town,
Didn’t he ramble, ramble,
Rambled till the butchers cut him down. 
[Spoken: The band would start playing.]

Didn’t he ramble, ramble,
Rambled all around, in and out the town,
Oh, didn’t he ramble, ramble,
Rambled till the butchers cut him down.

Spoken: That would be the last of the dead man, he’s gone, and everybody came back home and they
believed truly to stick right close to the Bible. That means rejoice at the death and cry at the birth.
New Orleans sticks close to the — to the Scripture.

Alan Lomax: What would happen on the way home, though, with those baseball bats?

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Well, on the way home, everything was sad when they’d be
playing the dead march. There would be no fights, no trouble. But on the way back, they had bound-
ary lines. The boys had knives, baseball bats, pickaxe, shovel handles, axe handles — everything in the
form that they was supposed to try to win a battle. When they got to a dividing line, which was not
supposed to be their district, they’d better not cross. If they do, they would be beaten up. And some-
times they were beaten up so bad that they had to go to the hospital. That’s the way it always ended
in New Orleans.

Now the boys from then on — the band would always figure on a big night, because they had some
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money. It wasn’t very much, ‘cause the band men didn’t make very much in New Orleans. The only
musicians that made real money was the piano players. The other fellows, they — a lot of times, they’d
work for a dollar a night. Maybe a funeral procession like that would maybe be two dollars or two
dollars and a half. So they had to make the best of it that way. So that was always the end of a perfect
death. [Clears throat.] It must… [Recorder paused.]

Jelly Roll Morton: Now jazz started in New Orleans. And this, uh, “Tiger Rag” happened to be trans-
formed from an old quadrille that was in many different tempos. And I’ll, no doubt, give you an idea
how it went. This was the introduction, meaning that everyone was supposed to get their partners.
[Plays introduction.] “Get your partners, everybody, get your partners!” And people would be rush-
ing around the hall getting their partners. And maybe — have maybe five minutes lapsed between that
time — and, of course, they’d start it over again and that was the first part of it. 

Plays fragment of introduction.

Spoken: And the next strain would be a waltz strain, I believe. 

Plays waltz.

Spoken: That would be the waltz strain.

T R A C K  9

1649 A
“Tiger Rag,” third, fourth, and fifth strains (mazurka / two-four time / “Hold That Tiger” strain)
(Piano Instrumental)
“Tiger Rag,” transformed (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton: Also, they’ll have another strain that comes right belong, uh, right
beside it. [Plays.] The mazooka time!

Of course, that was that third strain. And, of course, they had another strain and that
was in a different tempo. 

Plays in two-four time.

Alan Lomax: What kind of a time… 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: That’s a two-four time. Of course they had another one.

Alan Lomax: That makes five.

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah. 

[Playing like a little amateur pianist at a Sunday school supper.]
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Plays fifth strain, “Hold That Tiger.”

Jelly Roll Morton: Now I will show you how it was transformed. It happened to be transformed by
your performer at this particular time. “Tiger Rag,” for your approval.

Alan Lomax: Who named it the “Tiger Rag”?

Jelly Roll Morton: I also named it. Came from the way that I played it by making the “tiger” on my
elbow. And I also named it. A— a person said once, “It sounds like a tiger hollerin’.” I said, “Fine.”
To myself, I said, “That’s the name.” So, I’ll play it for you.

Plays “Tiger Rag.”

T R A C K  1 0

1649 B
“Tiger Rag” (Piano Instrumental)
“Panama” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Tiger Rag.” 

Spoken: Hold that tiger!

Jelly Roll Morton: That was many years before the Dixieland had ever started, when I played the
“Tiger Rag.” Of course, we named it “Tiger Rag,” but we had a lot of other numbers around that’d
was supposed to be good. For an instant, we’ll say “That’s-a Plenty.” “That’s-a Plenty,” uh — no, we
won’t say that, we’ll say “Panama.” That was a very good hot number. And we played it pretty good
around there.

Plays “Panama.”

T R A C K  1 1

1650 A 
The Right Tempo is the Accurate Tempo (Interview and Demonstration)
Harmony, Melody, and Riffs (Interview and Demonstration)

Alan Lomax: Uh, Jelly, you were down in New Orleans, uh, in the early part of the twentieth centu-
ry, and all the boys were playing this fast ragtime music. Show us how they used to play, getting faster
and faster.

Jelly Roll Morton: Okay. [Plays.] It would get too fast, you know. [Laughs.]

[Very good, indeed, a warm little melody — breaking into the treble — 
a swinging piston-like base] 
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Alan Lomax: And everybody had their own style of playing. You had yours, and Tony Jackson had
his, and all the rest of them had theirs.

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, yes, all of ‘em had. Everybody had their different style. Of course, there was
some more accurate than others. Of course, that style that I just got through playing was the style of
the ones that couldn’t play very well. They'd have an inspiration that they would be doing better if
they continued increasing the tempo.

Alan Lomax: And, uh, what did you decide to do about that?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I decided that that was a mistake. And I believe it was a mistake, because
everybody grabbed the style. I thought that the accurate tempo would be the right tempo suited for
any tune, regardless to what — any tempo that you would set, fast or slow, you should end it up, espe-
cially if it was meant for a dance tune.

So that was the idea that I decided on. But I find that the slow tunes did more in the development of
jazz, that is, the medium slow tunes, than any other thing. Due to the fact that you would always have
time to hit a note twice, when ordinarily you would only hit it once. And that give it a very good flavor.

Alan Lomax: Show us how you used to play when you were developing — 

Jelly Roll plays.

Alan Lomax: And tell us about your theory of harmony in jazz, Jelly.

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, of course, my theory is to never discard the melody. Always have the melody
going some kind of a way. [Plays chords.] And, of course, your background would always be with
perfect harmony. With what is known today as riffs, meaning figures, musically speaking, as figures.

Alan Lomax: Show us a riff.

Jelly Roll demonstrates a riff. 

Jelly Roll Morton: That would be a riff against a melody. For an instant we’d say the melody was —
was this: [Plays melody with riff.] That’s what’s called a riff. Of course, a riff is something that gives,
uh, any orchestra a great background. And the— the main idea of playing jazz — there’s no jazz piano
player can ever really play jazz unless they try to get— to give the imitation of a band.
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T R A C K  1 2

1650 B 
Jazz Discords and the Story of the “Kansas City Stomp” (Interview and Demonstration)
“Kansas City Stomp” (Piano Instrumental)

Alan Lomax: Now show us the way that some piano players played. Play jazz with the discords.

Jelly Roll Morton: Okay. Well, of course, they do a lot of that. [Plays.] That’s the way that some of
them play with the discords there. They don’t regard the harmony or the rules or the system of the
music at all. They just play anything. The main idea is to keep the bass going. That is, they thought,
by keeping the bass going, it gives them a sort of— of a set rhythm. And by giving them a set rhythm,
they imagine they’re doing the right thing, which is wrong. There’s only a very few jazz pianists, if
there’s any, that as I state today — so far as the present time — musicians as pianists. I don’t know of
but only one that have a tendency to be on the right track, and that’s Bob Zurke of the Bob Crosby
Band. As far as the rest of ‘em, all I can see is ragtime pianists in a very fine form. Anything else, sir?

Alan Lomax: Uh, play us one of your early pieces, the “Kansas City Stomp.”

Jelly Roll Morton: Like the “Kansas City Stomp?”

Alan Lomax: Where does that start?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, the “Kansas City Stomp” didn’t come from Kansas City. I wrote the “Kansas
City Stomp” down on the— on the borders of Mexico. Right near the American border from near the
California side, in a little place called Tijuana, Mexico.

The tune was named after a saloon that was ran by a friend of mine, or run, rather [laughs], by a
friend of mine by the name of Jack Jones. A very unfortunate gentleman, although he was worth a
million dollars. And he asked me to name the tune after his saloon, and his saloon was named the
Kansas City Bar. So I named it the “Kansas City Stomp.” I was— 

Alan Lomax: Why was he unfortunate?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, unfortunately, he had some trouble, and he had to go to the penitentiary
for twenty years [Alan Lomax laughs], with all the money he had. So I’ll play the tune for him. I
guess I haven’t time on, on this side, but I’ll do my best. [Begins to play. Recorder paused.]

Plays “Kansas City Stomp.” 
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T R A C K  1 3

1651 A
“Kansas City Stomp,” continued (Piano Instrumental)
Breaks in Jazz (Interview and Demonstration)
“Darktown Strutters’ Ball” [“Strutters’ Ball”] (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll plays “Kansas City Stomp.”

Spoken: That was the “Kansas City Stomp.” You may notice that in playing jazz, the breaks are one
of the most essential things that you can ever do in jazz. Without breaks and without clean breaks,
without beautiful ideas in breaks, you don’t need to even think about doin’ anything else. If you can’t
have a decent break, you haven’t got a jazz band, or you can’t even play jazz.

Alan Lomax: Show us a good break, Jelly.

Jelly Roll Morton plays.

Spoken: Now that’s what you’d call a pretty good break. For instance, I’ll play just a little bit of
melody of somethin’ and show you. [Spoken over playing:] That’s what you call a break, uh. Maybe
I’d better play something that you’d understand more. For an instance, “Strutters’ Ball.”

Plays “Darktown Strutters’ Ball.”

Spoken: I made those blakes— breaks kind of clean, because the fact of it is, everybody know this
tune and they know how it’s played and they'll know where the break come in. 

Without a break you have nothing. Even if a tune haven’t a break in it, it is always necessary to arrange
some kind of a spot to make a break. Because without a break, as I said before, you haven’t got jazz
— and now your accurate tempos with your backgrounds of your figures, which is called riffs today.
Of course that— that happens to be a musical term: riffs.

Alan Lomax: What’s the difference between a riff and a break? Aren’t they about the same thing?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, no, no. There’s a difference — a riff is a background. A riff is what you would
call a foundation, as, like — you would walk on. Something that’s standard. And a break is something
that you break. When you make the break — that means that all the band break, with maybe one,
two, or three instruments. It depends upon how the combination is arranged. And as you— as the
band breaks, you have a set, given time, possibly two bars, to make the break.

Alan Lomax: Isn’t— isn’t the break what you— when you make breaks, isn’t that what you mean by
swinging?

Jelly Roll Morton: No no, that’s not what swinging is. Swing don’t mean that. Swing means some-
thing like this: [begins to play; disc runs out.]
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T R A C K  1 4

1651 B 
Slow Swing and “Sweet Jazz Music” (Interview and Demonstration) 

Alan Lomax: […]

Jelly Roll Morton: Okay, I’ll— I’ll show you what’s a slow swing — oh, absolutely — a lot of peo-
ple have a conception, but the conception is wrong. Now, naturally, a person’s conception is got to be
wrong, unless they know what they’re talking about. A lot of times you may be right, but that only
comes from guesswork. The fact of it is, every musician in America had the wrong understanding
about, uh, jazz music. Uh, somehow or another it got into the dictionary that jazz was considered a
lot of blatant noise and discordant tones, that is, something that would be even harmful to the ears.

I know, many times, that I would be playing against different orchestras, and I would notice some of
the patrons, as they would be dancing around, they’d get near to an orchestra — of course, I would-
n’t permit mine [to play so loudly], so I’d— I’d be a little more careful than that — they’d get near to
an orchestra, and they’d hold their ears. I heard a very funny fellow say it once, in a colored dance, “If
that fellow blows any louder he'll knock my eardrums down.” Of course, you’ve got to be careful
of that. 

Jazz music is based on strictly music. You have the finest ideas from the greatest operas, symphonies,
and overtures in jazz music. There’s nothing finer than jazz music, because it comes from everything
of the finest class music.

Alan Lomax: Well, show us what this discordant type of jazz was like, Jelly.

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, it’s— it’s so noisy, it’s impossible for me to— to prove to you, because I only
have one instrument to show to you. But I guess the world is familiar with it. Even Germany don’t
want it. But she don’t know why she don’t want it. Because of the noise. That’s why. Italy don’t want
it, because of the noise.

Jazz music is to be played sweet, soft, plenty rhythm. When you have your plenty rhythm with your
plenty swing, it becomes beautiful. To start with, you can’t make crescendos and diminuendos when
one is playing triple forte. You’ve got to be able to come down in order to go up. If a glass of water is
full, you can’t fill it any more. But if you have a half a glass you have an opportunity to put more water
in it. And jazz music is based on the same principles. [Begins to play.]

Spoken [over playing]: I will play a little number now, of the slower type, to give you an idea of the-
the slower type of jazz music. Which you can apply to any type tune. That depends upon your abili-
ty for transformation. [Plays “sweet jazz music.”] There you’ve got sweet jazz music.

Alan Lomax: What’s the name of it?

Jelly Roll Morton: I don’t— I don’t have any name for it. Just a number that I— just thought I’d play
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awhile here, just to give a person a good idea. [Plays a few passages in double-time.] 

That’s also one of my riffs in, what you call riffs in, uh, jazz you know, in the slower tunes. I’ve seen
this blundered up so many times that it’s given me the heart failure. No, I haven’t got a drum. That’s
my foot, if you happen to, to think of something I, I can say [Laughs].

T R A C K  1 5

1652 A 
“Salty Dog” (Instrumental and Song) 
Bill Johnson, Jelly’s Brother–in–Law (Spoken) 

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Salty Dog.” 

Spoken [over playing]: That one had a name — that was the “Salty Dog.” That’s the “Salty Dog.”
[Laughs.]

Alan Lomax: Do you know the words to some of that? 

Jelly Roll Morton: Huh? No — that wasn’t mentioned in there.

Alan Lomax: “Let me be your salty dog…”

Jelly Roll Morton: No — it’s the “Salty Dog.” 

Sings “Salty Dog”:
Oh, the salty dog,
Oh, the salty dog,
Oh, the salty dog.

[Spoken: That’s about all the names there. That’s all— all the words there was.]

Oh, the salty dog,
Oh, the salty dog.

Spoken: That’s the way Bill Johnson used to play — him and his three-piece organization — and Bill
Johnson is a brother-in-law of mine — and is older than I am — was a very, very good-looking boy
in those days. And my, how did the girls take to him and those bad chords on the bass fiddle! My,
[laughs] he really changed that, I’m telling you!

Alan Lomax: Was he the one that took the first jazz to New York?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, yeah, Bill Johnson was the first one that taken the first jazz band into the city
of New York. They played the Palace Theater. Well, I’m a little bit ahead of my story. 
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Bill— Bill wanted to come to California. And, uh, in the meantime, he wrote my wife a letter, and
she financed the trip. He had a band. He’d composed this band formerly of some of the Tuxedo
Orchestra which was Freddie Keppard’s old original orchestra, which was the first combination of
what is known now as the Dixieland combination. But, of course, this band was augmented a bit from
the Dixieland combination. They had added, then, the guitar and the bass fiddle. Of course, Bill seen
the opportunity, so he got into the band and got the bass fiddle and got the band for himself.

So he— we’s financed the trip and came to Los Angeles. On entering Los Angeles, they made such a
tremendous success that the Pantages Circuit signed them up immediately. That was the year of 1913.
And they made the trip throughout the country of the Pantages Circuit, which was the largest circuit
at that time in the world. And through this trip they came east, and they came into Chicago in early
1914. I happened to be there, myself, with a similar combination of what Freddie Keppard used to
have, which was considered a Dixieland— which is considered now a Dixieland combination.

They came to Chicago and turned the town upside down. Caused my trumpet player to quit, which
was considered the best trumpet player in Chicago at the time. His name was Armstrong. [Alan
Lomax: What?] But not Louis Armstrong. [Lomax laughs.] It was John Armstrong of Louisville,
Kentucky. And John couldn’t play that kind of trumpet. And I had been teaching him little bit and
he was little stubborn. And when Freddie played, he wanted to hit me with a rack. When I mean a
rack, that is something that’s very…

T R A C K  1 6

1652 B 
“Hesitation Blues” [“Hesitating Blues”] (Interview and Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Long time, people thought I wrote this tune. I used to sell
‘em just a little bit of lead copies for thirty-five cents there. I kept the sheet music so nobody could
see it. 

Sings “Hesitation Blues” [“Hesitating Blues”]:
If I was whiskey and you was a duck,
I'd dive to the bottom and I'd never come up,
Oh, how long do I have to wait?
Can I get it now — do I have to hesitate?

If I had a woman, she was tall,
She make me think about my parasol,
Oh, how long do I have to wait?
Can I get it now — do I have to hesitate?

Know an old lady by the name of Jane,
I hit and knocked her right off her cane,
Oh, how long do I have to wait?
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Can I get it now — do I have to hesitate?

Mama, mama, look at Sis,
She’s out on the levee doin’ the double twist,
Lord, how long do I have to wait?
Can I get you now — do I have to hesitate?

She said, “Come in here, you dirty little sow,
You tryin’ to be a bad girl, you don’t know how,”
How long do I have to wait?
Can I get you now — do I have to hesitate?

She said, “Touch my bonnet, touch my shawl,
But do not touch my waterfall,”
Oh, how long do I have to wait?
Yes, if I get you now won't have to hesitate.

There’s a girl sittin’ on the stump,
I know, I know, she’s on the stump,
Just for how long — [Spoken: This is a dirty, little verse.] — ah, do I wait,
[Spoken: Couldn’t say that.] [Alan Lomax: Say it!] [Laughter.] [Spoken: Oh, to be dirty!]
[Unidentified woman: Don’t mind me.]
Can you get you now, do I have to hesitate?

Tell me, babe, what you’ve got on your mind,
I'm eatin’ and drinkin’, havin' a lovely time,
How long — do I wait?
Yes, to get you now do I have to hesitate? 

D I S C  T H R E E

T R A C K  1

1653 A 
“My Gal Sal,” original and transformation (Interview and Song) 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: This was a real favorite in the city of New Orleans. 

Alan Lomax: About when? 

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, about, uh, the year of nineteen-six, nineteen-seven. 

Sings original version of “My Gal Sal”:
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They call her “Frivolous Sal,”
A peculiar sort of a gal,
With a heart that was mellow,
An all around good fellow,
Is my old pal.

For troubles, worries, and cares,
She’s always willing to share,
A wild sort of a devil,
But dead on the level,
Was my gal Sal.

Spoken: This was my transformation, one of the first to transform in the business. Of course, I used
to transform ‘em all the same way:

Sings his transformation of “My Gal Sal”:
They call her just Frivolation Sal, babe,
Yes, that peculiar sort of a gal,
Heart that was mellow,
All round good little fellow,
She’s-a, she’s my old pal.

Oh, them troubles, just worries and cares,
She’s always willing to share,
Yes, wild sort of little devil,
Just knows, babe, she’s on the level,
She’s my, she’s my gal Sal.

Yes, them cold people miss Sal,
A peculiar sort of a gal,
Heart that’s mellow,
Yes, all round good little fellow,
She's my old pal.

Oh, them troubles, just worries and cares,
She’s always willing to share.
Yes, wild sort of little devil,
Just know, babe, she’s on the level,
She’s my, my gal sal.
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T R A C K  2

1653 B 
The St. Louis Scene (Spoken)
“Randalls’ Tune” (Piano Instrumental)
“Maple Leaf Rag,” St. Louis style (Piano Instrumental)

Alan Lomax: […]

Jelly Roll Morton: All right. Now this tune— You ready now?

Alan Lomax: Yeah. 

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, this tune, I never really know the name of it, but it seems to be a tune that
everybody played around St. Louis in the early days.

Alan Lomax: When?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, well, around 1911, twelve, and like that. There wasn’t very many good piano
players around there, with the exception of Tom Turpin. And even a little earlier than that, uh, Scott
Joplin. He was around. And, uh, Louis Chauvin11 no doubt was among the best. And none of these
boys read any music, with the exception of Artie Matthews, to amount to anything. Of course, they
were good composers and things like that. And they always had arrangers to take the tunes down.

The time that I came into St. Louis— I came in, I was afraid that I’d meet somebody that could top
me a whole lot, so I wouldn’t admit that I could play. So, when I went in I, I claimed that I was a
singer, because I would— I just had came off circuits and things like that. And I was afraid.

I was hired at a club called the Democratic Club. That was a nightclub. Run by— the proprietor’s
name was Noah O’Warrington. And he had, uh, the pianist there called George Randalls.12 He was
supposed to be one of the best. This is one of his best tunes. It’s played just about the way I’m going
to play it.

Plays “Randalls’ Tune.”

Of course, they had some very good hot tunes around. George couldn’t read, and they had a lot of
‘em. Like Bob Hamilton, played pretty good — in fact, real good. But of course he couldn’t read any
music, and it was pretty tough when we get those tough tunes.13 “Maple Leaf Rag” was a great rag
during that time, even way back in nineteen-four. And it was one of the best rags. It was played about

11Louis Chauvin (1883–1908), Creole composer and pianist from St. Louis, is best known for his “Heliotrope Bouquet” rag (1907) composed in collab-
oration with Scott Joplin. 

12Actually George Reynolds, pianist (b. 1888) from St. Louis, Missouri. In 1926 he recorded for Paramount in Chicago with Preston Jackson and His
Uptown Band.

13Jelly Roll is likely recalling Rob Hampton, noted ragtime pianist and composer. (Source: http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk) 
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this way in St. Louis, but maybe — I say I hate to make a remark like that — but maybe not as good.
Because the boys couldn’t finger so good.

Plays “Maple Leaf Rag,” St. Louis style.

T R A C K  3

1654 A 
“Maple Leaf Rag,” St. Louis style, conclusion (Piano Instrumental)
“Maple Leaf Rag,” New Orleans style (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Maple Leaf Rag,” St. Louis style. 

Spoken: That was the way they played it in Missouri. Of course, I played the same tune. I had played
it, I guess, long before I went to the state of Missouri. And I played it in a different, in a different
tempo. That is on the version of my creation of jazz music. In fact, I changed every style to mine.

Plays “Maple Leaf Rag,” New Orleans style. 

Spoken: That was the style that I played it in New Orleans. In my estimation it’s a vast difference.
How much you have you got on there left?

Alan Lomax: Little bit more, but tell the story about the Spikes brothers. 

Jelly Roll Morton: After I arrived in St. Louis,
and I decided to not tell anybody I could play
piano— My goodness, the snow was piled up,
you couldn’t see the streetcars! I never seen such
a snow in all my life. I just had left, uh, Johnny
and Reb Spikes, the boys that wrote “Someday
Sweetheart.” In fact their name is on it. So of
course they’ve got the full claim to it. We had left
McCabe’s Minstrel. I quit the show in St. Louis,
and that’s why I happened to be there. 

Jelly Roll Morton (in blackface) and Rosa Brown,
from review in 1914 Freeman Magazine. Notated “to

dear grandmother Laura Hunter.”
[Stamped: Floyd Levin, 11361 Dona Lisa Dr., Studio City, CA 91604.] 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 72.
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T R A C K  4  

1654 B 
Jelly Roll Carves St. Louis (Spoken)

Well, anyway, after I applied for the job and I got the job. They had a singer there — it was a man
singer, at this very club. His name was Spec. I never— I don’t remember his first name or his last
name. I don’t think I’ve ever heard either one of his names, with the exception of Spec. Spec had a
rough— oh, a terrible voice. I had a bad voice myself, very bad, but not as bad as Spec’s. Well Spec
was a real favorite. He used to sing some kind of a song about the doctor’s application — what’s good
for you. That meant something about food. Could tell all about the different foods. When you had
different diseases. That was good for the different diseases, was the food. Spec didn’t come to work
until late. Since I went to work at nine o’clock in this place and Spec didn’t get off till twelve or one
o’clock at the other job he was working and we stayed till four and five o’clock in the morning at
this place.

So of course George was a little bit chesty — that’s the piano player — because all the girls was around
trying to make eyes at him, and he’s a fairly nice looking fellow, and he was known to be the best in
town. And I thought right away if he’s the best in town, I thought he was very— very, very bad.
Terrible, to be exact. So I asked George to play me a tune, and he didn’t seem to want me to be work-
ing in the place. So he played the tune — didn’t look like he was very much particular about playin’
it. I told him, I said, well, uh, one of these tunes he played, I said, “You don’t play that right.” Said,
“I’d like you to have a little more pep in this thing here because it helps me out a little bit.”

He says, “Well, if you don’t like the way I’m playin’ it, play it yourself,” not knowing that I could play.
[Laughs.]

I says, “Well, okay. If you don’t play my tunes right, you don't have to play ‘em. I can play ‘em myself.”

He said, “There’s the piano. Play it.”

So I got up and I played the tunes. And where, where I told him the mistakes were, he found I was
really telling the truth.

Alan Lomax: What’d you play, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: I don’t remember the tune that I played at that time. But it was some popular
tune. And he couldn’t play it correct. Immediately, he had a great big broad smile on his face. Seeing
that I was superior to him, he wanted to make friends with me. Of course, I didn’t object and gotten
to be friends right away.

From then on he asked me— He had a lot of music and lined it up on the piano. Just, just a little bit
of portions of it so he could tell the music — not that he could use it, because he couldn’t play by
music. And he asked me, did I read music. And I told him “a little bit.”
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‘Course he gave me the different difficult numbers that he thought was difficult. And they was all sim-
ple to me because I knew ‘em all, anyway. And I played everything he had. By that time, he started
getting in touch with different piano players around that was supposed to be good readers. And other
good musicians that supposed they could play very good on their instruments, which was nothing but
brass band instruments. They never had no bands at all around there.

So they finally start to bringing me different tunes. They brought me all of Scott Joplin’s tunes. I knew
‘em all by heart anyhow, at that time. So I played ‘em all. [Laughs.] They brought me James Scott’s
tunes. I knew ‘em all. They brought me a few from Louis Chauvin. I knew ‘em all.

They brought me Artie Matthews’ “Pastimes.”14 In fact, Artie Matthews himself brought ‘em down.
But I didn’t know it was Artie. I had played his tunes. So he decided to find out whether I could either,
uh, really play piano or not and could really read. Artie was supposed to be the best reader of, of all
of ‘em among the whole St. Louis bunch.

So Artie brought me down some light operas, such as [Dvorák’s] Humoresque and things like that.
Well, I know’d ‘em all anyway. So he decided to bring down Martha, an overture. And Martha was
something I had been rememberin’ for years at that time.15 So that was all okay. At that particular
time— 

T R A C K  5

1655 A
Jelly Roll Carves St. Louis, continued (Spoken)
“Miserere,” swinging arrangement, with portion of “Anvil Chorus”16 (Piano Instrumental)

Alan Lomax: […] Okay.

Jelly Roll Morton: As I said, they brought me a lot of light operas, including “Miserere” from Il
Trovatore and so forth and so on, like that. And finally, they brought me Poet and Peasant.17 It seems
like in St. Louis, if you was able to play Poet and Peasant correctly, you was really considered the tops.
And the man that brought it to me was supposed to be the best musician in town. And it seems like
he wasn’t able to master this piece himself.

I had known this tune for many years and had played it in recitals and so forth and so ons, and light
concerts and things. And they placed this number in front of me, and I started looking at it like I’ve
never seen it before — which I had rehearsed it maybe two months before I was able to play it.

14Composer, musician, and music educator, Artie Matthews (1888–1958) was born in Braidwood, Illinois, and composed his “Pastime” rags between
1913 and 1920.

15Overture to Martha by Friedrich Adolph Ferdinand von Flotow (1812–83).

16“Anvil Chorus” from Verdi’s Il Trovatore.

17The Poet and Peasant Overture by Franz von Suppé (1819–1895).
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And I start playing this number. So I got to a passage, and this passage was a very fast passage, and I
had to turn the page over. But it was impossible for me to turn the page over due, due in, uh, due to
the fact that, uh, this passage was so fast. And I had to manipulate it so fast I couldn’t turn it over,
even though I knew the tune. And Mr. Matthews grabbed the tune from in front of me, which was
Poet and Peasant, and said, “Hell, don't be messing with that guy. That guy’s a shark.”

And I told ‘em, “Boys, I been kidding you all the time.” Say, “I knew all these tunes anyhow.” 

So I swung a few of these operatic tunes for ‘em like, uh, “Miserere” from Il Trovatore in my style.

Plays Verdi’s “Miserere” swung.

Spoken [over playing]: I combined the “Anvil Chorus” with it.18

T R A C K  6

1655 B
“New Orleans Blues” [“Low Down Blues”] (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “New Orleans Blues” [“Low Down Blues”]:
I could sit right here and think a thousand miles away,
Sit right here and think a thousand miles away,
Have the blues, I cannot remember the day.

Tell me, babe, what’s on your mind,
Tell me, baby, what’s on your doggone mind,
Tell me, baby, what’s on your doggone mind.

I never believe in havin’ no one woman at a time,
Never believe in havin’ one woman at a time,
I always have six, seven, eight, or nine.

I said, “Babe, oh, baby, babe,
Oh, babe, oh, baby,
You got to set your papa crazy.”

I got a sweet woman, she lives right back of the jail,
I got a sweet woman, who lives right back of the jail,
She’s got a sign on the window, good cabbage for sale.

My gal’s got a Hudson, her pal’s got a diamond ring,
My gal’s got a Hudson, her pal’s got a diamond ring,
Her sister’s got a baby from shakin’ that thing.
18Also from Verdi’s Il Trovatore.
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Oh, got the lowdown blues, got ‘em lowdown blues,
Oh, lowdown blues, yes, lowdown blues,
I got the lowdown blues, too doggone, make you cry.

Do you see that spider crawling up that wall,
Do you see that spider crawling up the wall,
She’s goin’ up there to get her ashes hauled.

Yes, got the lowdown blues, got them lowdown blues,
Got the lowdown blues, oh, lowdown, lowdown blues,
Got the lowdown blues, to doggone make you cry.

T R A C K  7

1656 A 
“Winin’ Boy Blues” [“Winding Boy”] (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Winin’ Boy Blues” [“Winding Boy”]:
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Pick it up and shake it like Stavin’ Chain,19

I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

Winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I’m the winding boy, bred to fame,
I shook that thing like it’s game,
Winding boy, and don’t deny my name.

I seen that gal, she’s sitting on the stump,
I seen that gal, she was sitting on the stump,
I seen the gal, sitting on the stump,
I screwed her till her pussy stunk,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

I met that gal, met her on the grass,
I met that gal, met her on the grass,
I met that gal, met her on the grass,
I pulled that snake right from her big ass,

19In his jacket notes to 1936 recordings by Stavin’ Chain II (AFS-94B2 Library of Congress, 1936), John A. Lomax wrote that Stavin’ Chain was “a
Negro hero a la Paul Bunyan. John Henry could only manage that hammer, Stavin’ Chain could do anything. He was the great woman man of the
South.”  See Jelly Roll’s description of him in “Unrecorded Interview Material and Research Notes by Alan Lomax, 1938-1946” in this PDF. The name
may originate in the term for a chain stretched across a port to enforce the payment of harbor taxes; it also refers to a device used to control ejaculation.
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Lord, I’m the winding boy, and I don’t deny my name.

Dime’s worth of beefsteak and a nickel’s worth of lard,
Get a dime’s worth of beefsteak and a nickel’s worth of lard,
Yes, a dime’s worth of beefsteak, nickel’s worth of lard,
I’ll salivate your pussy till my peter get hard,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

Every time the changing, changing of the doggone moon, ba ba la bub oh, 
Every time the changing of that doggone moon,
Every time the changing of the moon,
The blood come rushing from the bitch’s womb,
I’m the winding boy, yes, I don't deny my name.

T R A C K  8

1656 B 
“Winin’ Boy Blues,” continued (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: That’s dirty, isn’t it? Oh, yeah.

Alan Lomax: [. . .] 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: And again. [. . .] “Winding Boy”? Oh, yeah.

Sings “Winin’ Boy Blues”:
Yes, winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Pick it up and shake it like the Stavin’ Chain,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

I want a mama, that’s nice and kind,
I want a mama, baby, that’s nice and kind,
I want a mama, that’s sweet and kind,
So she can shake that big behind,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

I like a gal that’s good to me,
Yes, like a sweet mama, that’s good to me,
I like a sweet little mama’s good to me,
Let me have that thing really free,
I’m winding boy, don’t deny my name.
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Oh, little winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Yes, winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Pick it up and shake it like Stavin’ Chain,
Winding boy, don’t deny my fuckin’ name.

When I see that gal coming back to me,
When I see my gal coming back to me,
When I see my bitch coming back to me,
I know I’m gonna make her sing “Nearer, My God, to Thee,”
Winding boy, don’t deny my name.

T R A C K  9

1657 A 
“The Anamule Dance” [“The Animule Dance”] (Song)

Alan Lomax: Take it a little bit easier, if you please.

Jelly Roll Morton: All right. 

Scats introduction to “The Anamule Dance” [“The Animule Dance”]:
Oh, squat laba labo, 
Baba laba laba laba labo, 
baba babo baa-bo. 

Alan Lomax: Yeah. Hit it. 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: 
[Laughs.] Ladies and gentlemen, we now in the jungles.
We are broadcasting from Station J-I-N, JIN, “The Breath of a Nation.”
Everyone of you are animules.
You should be walkin’ on four legs, but you’re now walkin’ on two.
You know, you come directly from the animule fam-i-lee.

What is it that I see coming through the weeds?
Just as tall as they can be, all speckled and striped there,
They haven’t got a collar and tie on. Mmm hmm, I know ya.
Why, you’re just so tall, you can eat trees from the leave,
And never bend your knees.
Yes, I understand, this is Mister G. Raffee.

Who’s that other big fellow that’s following right in your tracks?
Why, he looks like he’s got dirty clothes on.
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Look like they was one— white once, but they’ve gone darker.
Ha, I think I can see, why, he’s got a trunk with him.
Oh, yes, I realize who that is.
That’s Mister L. E. Phant.

Who’s that little bitty thing that’s walking through the weeds, there,
With the hair all over its head?
That look like Aunt Dinah’s little bitty children.
I see — looks like it’s kinda angry.
Oh, I know what that is, that’s the Lady Porcupine.

There’s something walking straight up on two legs.
What is that? Oh, I know, 
That’s a cross between a gorilla and a rang-u-tang — 
A little bitty ring-tailed monkey.

Yes, we’re right in the animule field.
And another thing I want to tell you people with clothes on — 
You have tails just the same, but you’re wearing clothes and you can’t see them. 

[Whispers (…)]

Sings:
Way down jungle town, 
For miles around,
They used to give a ball, 
Every night at the animule hall.

The band began to play,
They began to shout, you’d laugh — 
[Spoken:] Ha, ha, ha, Lord, till your sides would crack,
When they call them doggone figures out.

Sings:
The monkey hollered, “Run, I say!”
Wildcat did bambocher,
Tiger did the mooch,
And the elephant [snaps fingers in syncopation] did the hootchy-ma-cootch.
The panther did that eagle rock and began to prance
In the jungles at that animule dance.
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T R A C K  1 0

1657 B 
“The Anamule Dance,” continued (Song)
The Story of “The Anamule Dance” (Spoken)
The Origins of Scat and “Scat Song” (Interview and Demonstration)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: This am the second strain of the “Animule Dance.”

Why, the lion came to the door,
Ha! You could tell that lion was posilutely sore.
“Let me in the hall.” “What you gwine-a do?”
“I’m gwine break up this doggone animule ball, yes.” 

“Don’t you think I want to dahnce?
Give me one more chahnce.”
And the lion give a roar,
Tore down that door, 
Broke up that animule ball.

Sings:
Yes, the monkey hollered, “Run, I say!”
Wildcat did bambocher,
Tiger did the mootch,
And the elephant [claps hands in syncopation] did the hootchy-ma-cootch.
That panther did that eagle rock and began to prance,
Way down in the jungles at the animule— 

Oh, the monkey hollered, “Just run, I say!”
Wildcat did the bambocher,
Tiger did the mootch,
And the elephant did that hootchy-ma-cootch.
That panther did the eagle rock and began to prance,
Down in the jungle at the animule dance.

Spoken [over playing]: You see, the “Animule Dance” is a number that was ages old. I wrote the
number and ten thousand claimed it. I don’t believe it’s ever been published. I don’t guess it ever will
be published. Or maybe it will. But since so many claimed it, I thought I wouldn’t try to claim it. But
there’s nobody ever been able to do it so far but myself.

Alan Lomax: When did you write it?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, that was wrote around nineteen-six. Right after the “New Orleans Blues” was
wrote and the “Winin’— Winding Ball.” Of course, that’s an unknown tune right now — the
“Winding Ball.” But it was a very big hit for the time, in New Orleans, around the Tenderloin
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District. That was one of the numbers I made a lot of money on — “Winding Ball.” And I also made
a lot of money on this number, too, uh, which is known as the “Animule Dance.” Of course that
means “animals.”

Alan Lomax: Well, what about some more scat songs that you used to sing way back then?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, I’ll sing some scat songs. That was way before Louis Arm— Armstrong’s time.
Uh, by the way, scats is something that a lot of people don’t understand and they— and they begin
to believe that the first scat numbers was ever done was done by one of my hometown boys, Louis
Armstrong. But I must take the credit away, since I know better. The first man that ever did a scat
number in history of this country was a man from Vicksburg, Mississippi, by the name of Joe Sims,
an old comedian. And from that, Tony Jackson and myself and several more grabbed it in New
Orleans. And found it was pretty good for an introduction of a song.

Alan Lomax: What does scat mean?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, scat doesn’t mean anything but just something to give a song a flavor. For an
instance we’ll say [sings]:

Scat, skeet, skeet, do do do doodle, 
Skeet, skull, skoot, do do doodle,
Skoodle ball, be-be-be-dee doodle do do,
Skwatab, ah skwazab, skwazee, ah then skweedle-dee-do,
Be-be-be-dee, bobble-ee bloot-a da bah bah bah bobble-ee,
Ah, skoogle-ee skoodle-ee do, yeah skoogle-ee skoodle-ee do,
Ah, skoogle-ee skoodle-ee do, ohh skweedle-ee,
Dee dee dis skwad da-bee-da-da,
Skoogle-ee skoodle-ee do, yeah skoogle-ee skoodle-ee do,
Oh skoogle-ee scat scat ba-da-bee-da,
Scat skoogle-ee do-bee-do-do.

T R A C K  1 1  

1658 A 
The Great Buddy Bolden (Spoken)
“Buddy Bolden’s Blues” (Song)

Spoken [over playing]: This is about one of the earliest blues. This is, no doubt, is the earliest blues
that was the real thing. That is a variation from the real barrelhouse blues. The composer was Buddy
Bolden, the most powerful trumpet player I’ve ever heard or ever was known.20 The name of this was
named by some old honky-tonk people. While he played this, they sang a little theme to it. He was a

20Legendary New Orleans trumpeter Charles “Buddy” Bolden was born in New Orleans in 1877. See Peter Hanley’s excellent portrait at
http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk/portnewor.html and stories about him in the “Selections from the 1949 New Orleans Jazz Interviews by Alan
Lomax” (Disc 8).
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favorite in New Orleans at the time.

Sings “Buddy Bolden’s Blues”:
I thought I heard Buddy Bolden say,
Dirty nasty stinkin’ butt, take it away,
A dirty nasty stinkin’ butt, take it away,
Oh, Mister Bolden, play.

I thought I heard Bolden play,
Dirty nasty stinkin’ butt, take it away,
A funky butt, stinky butt, take away,
And let Mister Bolden play.

Spoken [over playing]: Later on this tune was, uh, I guess I’d have to say, stolen by some author I
don’t know anything about — I don’t remember his name — and published under the title of “St.
Louis Tickler.” But with all the proof in the world, this tune was wrote by Buddy Bolden. Plenty old
musicians know it.

Alan Lomax: When?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, this number is, no doubt, about nineteen-two.

Alan Lomax: Tell about Buddy Bolden playing trumpet […]

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh well, I tell you, Buddy was, uh, the most powerful man in the history— Why,
Buddy Bolden would play sometimes at, uh, at most of the rough places. For an instant, the
Masonic— Masonic Hall on Perdido and Rampart, which is a very rough section. Sometimes he’d
play in the Globe Hall. That’s in the downtown section on St. Peter and St. Claude. Very, very rough
place. Was very often you could hear of, uh, killings on top of killings. It wouldn’t make any differ-
ence. Many and many a time myself, I went on Saturdays and Sundays and look in the morgue and
see eight and ten men that was killed over Saturday night. It was nothing for eight or ten killings on
Saturday night.

Occasionally, Buddy Bolden used to play in the Jackson Hall, which was a much nicer hall on the cor-
ner of Jackson Avenue and Franklin in the Garden District. Occasionally, he would play in the Lincoln
Park. Anytime they could get him, that’s where they’d have him. That is, uh, any of those halfway
rough places.

I used to go out to Lincoln Park, myself, when Buddy Bolden was out there, because I used to like to
hear him play and outblow everybody. I thought he was good myself. Anytime there was a quiet night
in, uh, in the Lincoln Park. Why, little places I used to hang out, a corner — what the boys used to
call a hang out corner — on Jackson and South Robertson. It was about ten or twelve miles to the
Lincoln Park. Anytime that he had a quiet night, all he did was take his trumpet and turn it towards
the city.
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T R A C K  1 2

1658 B 
The Great Buddy Bolden, continued (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: Anyhow… 

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes, anytime it was a quiet night, night out to the Lincoln Park — which I before
stated, it was at least about ten or twelve miles from the corner that we hung out. Maybe, uh, an affair
wasn’t so well publicized. So in order to get it publicized in a few seconds, old Buddy would just take
his big trumpet and just turn it around towards the city and blow this very tune that I’m talking about.
In other words, the tune is “I Thought I Heard Buddy Bolden Say.” And the whole town would know
that Buddy was there. And, and in few seconds, why, the parks would start to gettin’ filled. It was
nothing for Buddy to blow any place that you could hear his horn, during those times.

Alan Lomax: Did you hear him, where?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, I heard him, I heard him up until he went to the crazy house. 

Alan Lomax: What— 

Jelly Roll Morton: Later he went to the crazy house. But I had an opportunity to be in the, in the
Jackson Hall once when he was playing at some matinee, a holiday. And there was a man standing at
the stationary bar. A little bitty short fellow — seemingly he was sick, had rheumatism. And a great
big husky guy steps on his foot. And I was just between ‘em. And they got in an argument. And the
little bitty guy didn’t want to stand for it. Just pulled out a great big gun, almost as long as he was old.
And shot. And if I hadn’t pulled my stomach back, he’d a’shot me in the stomach. He killed this guy.
Laying on the floor, and my goodness — Buddy Bolden started blazin’ away. He was up on the— up
on the balcony bandstand. And he started to blazin’ away for all he was worth, in order to try to keep
the crowd together. I realized it was a killing and many others did too, and we start breakin’ out win-
dows, just going all through the doors. They always had a policeman, one policeman, all, at all dances,
and two sometimes. They run over the policemens and everything.

After I got on the outside, I felt that I was safe. So I decided that I’d look and see what would hap-
pen. After a while, the patrol pulled up. They took the dead man and they laid him in the bottom of
the patrol wagon. And they finally— here comes the little man that shot him. Little crippled man,
that is, full of rheumatism.

And later on they put Buddy Bolden in the patrol. And I’ve often wondered why would they put Mr.
Bolden in that patrol? And he was up there trying to blow the notes to keep everything quiet. And I
was right there and seen the man got killed.

Alan Lomax: Why did Buddy Bolden go crazy?

Jelly Roll Morton: Why, I tell you. They claim that Buddy Bolden went crazy because he really blew
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his brains through the trumpet. He was the blowingest man that ever lived since Gabriel. [Laughs.]

Alan Lomax: Mmm. 

Jelly Roll Morton: He was really a great man at that. But he didn’t play jazz. He was a ragtime player.

Alan Lomax: Where’d he come from?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, Buddy Bolden was a New Orleans boy — as far as I know.

Alan Lomax: A Negro?

Jelly Roll Morton: He was a Negro, yes. Right in New Orleans.

Alan Lomax: Dark or—?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, no, he was, uh, he was light complected. He was what you call a, a light
brown-skin boy.

Alan Lomax: Did he drink hard?

Jelly Roll Morton: Drank all the whiskey he could find or anybody else could find. And the funny
thing about those guys in those days, a musician didn’t think he was a good musician if he had a col-
lar and tie on. He wouldn’t wear a collar and tie. He’d have his shirt busted wide open. Every button
open. And have a red flannel undershirt so the girls could see it and that was a great fad. The girls
went and how did they go for those red undershirts. [Laughter.]

T R A C K  1 3

1659 A 
“Mr. Jelly Lord” (Song) 

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Mr. Jelly Lord”:
In foreign lands across the sea,
They knight a man for bravery,
Make him a duke or a count, you see,
Must be a member of the royalty.

Mister Jelly struck a jazzy thing,
In the temple by the queen and king,
All at once he struck upon a harmony chord,
King said, “Make Jelly a lord.”

Mister Jelly Lord,
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He’s simply royal at that old keyboard,
You should see him toil.
He plays jazz music, as a rule,
He sits upon his throne, that old piano stool.
With his melodies,
I mean, he stomps the ivories,
Now at home, as well as abroad,
They call him Mister Jelly Lord.

When Mister Jelly struck his hometown,
All the people gathered ‘round,
They said, “Mister Jelly, you so grand,
We gonna make you King of Dixieland.”

All the people from far and near,
Said, “Mister Jelly, you have nothing to fear,”
The preacher man said, “The bars are bare,”
If we can’t make him king, then make him the mayor.

Jelly Lord,
He’s simply royal at that old keyboard,
You should see him toil.
When you see him strolling down the streets,
Yes, the man’s an angel with great big feet.
With his melodies,
Have made him lord of ivories, just a simple little chord,
Now at home, as well as abroad,
They call him Mister Jelly, oh — 

Jelly Lord,
He’s simply royal at that old keyboard,
You should see him toil,
When he plays jazz music as a rule,
God knows, a irate fool.
With his melodies,
Has made him lord of ivories, just a simple chord,
Now at home, well as abroad,
They call him Mister Jelly Lord, babe.
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T R A C K  1 4

1659 B 
How Jelly Roll Got His Name (Spoken)
“Original Jelly Roll Blues” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: I’m going to try to play the “Jelly Roll Blues” for you. One
of the numbers that’s supposed to have had more originality to it than any other hot tune or blues in
America, according to, uh, musicians, publishers, and so forth and so on — members of the
music world.

I didn’t name the “Jelly Roll Blues” the “Jelly Roll Blues.” It was named by the people of the city of
Chicago. How I happened to get the name myself thrown on me as an alias was due to the fact, in the
show business, with one of my old partners, a black-face comedian and the first eccentric dancer in
the United States — Sammie Russell, who was later known as Barlow, the teammate of Sandy Burns.
One night, while working ad lib on the stage doing comedy, Sam said to me, “You don’t know who
you talking to.” I told him I didn’t care, and we had a little argument. I finally asked him who was he.
And he stated to me, he was Sweet Papa Cream Puff, right out of the bakery shop. That seemed to
produce a great big laugh. 

While I was standing there mugging, as you call it, the thought came to me that I’d better say some-
thing about the bakery shop. I said to him, he didn’t know who he was talking to. He finally wanted
to get acquainted, so he asked me who was I. And I stated to him, I was Sweet Papa Jelly Roll with
the stovepipes in my hips, and all the women in town was dying to turn my damper down.

Alan Lomax: What you mean by saying you had stovepipes in your hips?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, stovepipes — I don’t know — it was one of these kind of a things, you know,
was very warm — hot hips. So the people automatically named it. But my original title for this tune
was the “Chicago Blues.”

I’ll now try to see if we can do a little bit of it.

Plays “Original Jelly Roll Blues.”

Spoken [over playing]: I remember, I— how the folks used to say when I used to play, to get around
to chittlin suppers after work hours and play these things — why, they said, “Boy, bring me some
more o’ those chittlins,” see? [Laughs.]
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T R A C K  1 5

1660 A 
“Original Jelly Roll Blues,” continued (Song)
Jelly Roll’s Four-Beat Foot (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Original Jelly Roll Blues.”

Spoken: This is the way we used to sing in the Elite.21

Sings:
In New Orleans, in New Orleans, Louisiana town,
There’s the finest boy for many miles around.
Lord, Mister Jelly Roll, affection he has stole.
What? No! I sure must say, babe,

Jelly Roll Morton and his Red Hot Peppers, probably Chicago, c. 1926. 
Left to right: Andrew Hilaire, Kid Ory, George Mitchell, John Lindsay, Morton, Johnny St. Cyr, Omer Simeon.

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 195.

21See “The 1938 Writings of Jelly Roll Morton” in the booklet for Jelly Roll’s history of Chicago’s Elite No. 2 night club. 
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Certainly can’t abuse, just can’t confuse.

Isn’t that a shame?
Don’t you know the strain?
That’s those “Jelly Roll Blues.”

He’s so tall, so chancy,
He’s the ladies’ fancy.
Everybody knows him,
Certainly do adore him.

When you see him strolling,
Everybody opens up.
He’s red hot stuff,
Friends, you can’t get enough,
Play it soft, don’t abuse.
Play them Jelly Roll Blues.
[Clears throat.]

Spoken: You see that’s my foot there you hear, see? Every, uh, everybody in the world who’s ever heard
me remembers the foot, see? That’s how I started to gettin’ the four beats to ‘em.

Alan Lomax: What do you mean, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: Huh? I was— that’s the “Jelly Roll Blues,” the song, see? 

Alan Lomax: Yeah, but where did you start getting the four beats?

Jelly Roll Morton: Right from the foot — the way I used to tap my foot, you know. That’s how it
started. Of course, “The Pearls” brought it out in later years. Yes, nobody did that for years but me.
That’s how the four beats came. They used to beat what you call two beats to the measure.

Sings:
He’s tall and chancy,
He’s the ladies’ fancy,
Everybody knows him,
Certainly do adore him.

When they see him strolling, 
Everybody opens up,
He’s red hot stuff.
Friends, you can’t get enough,
Play it soft, don’t abuse,
Play those Jelly Roll Blues.
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Spoken: That’s a— 

T R A C K  1 6

1660 B 
“Honky Tonk Blues” (Song) 
Old-Time Honky Tonks (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Honky Tonk Blues”:
I could sit right here and think a thousand miles away,
I could sit right here and think a thousand miles away,
Since I had the blues this bad, I cannot remember the day.

I wish that I had never was born,
I wish the day that I never was born,
To see that man kill my baby and he’s gone.

I’ll never get a sweet man like that anymore,
I’ll never get a sweet man like that anymore,
He had that thing, all the women was calling for.

Spoken [over playing]: I’d like to explain you something about the old-time honky tonks. When any-
one said “honky tonks” in the city of New Orleans — of course, they’d spread it out in different places.
For an instance, they spread it out maybe in Memphis, like Jim Commande’s and that bunch. A honky
tonk — for an instance we’ll say Kaiser’s, one of the biggest honky tonks in New Orleans, and Spano’s.
They were terrible honky tonks, where occasionally it would be nothing for a man to be drug out there
dead. The place’d be wide open just the same, no trouble happening. They ran twenty-four hours a
day. Mostly at night was when the attendants was there. 

The attendants was such as some of the lowest caliber women in the world. Some of them maybe did-
n’t bathe in six months, and maybe they wouldn’t bathe then but only in a tin tub. And the men —
I have personally seen some of ‘em that was actually lousy. They would reach up, maybe in their col-
lar — if they seen a decent person come in and formed a dislike for ‘em — and get one of these edu-
cated louses, I guess, and positively throw [it] onto the person when his back was turned. There were

[Piano — a kind of primitive walking base — very badly played to illustrate the style]
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so many that became lousy and didn’t know how they got to be lousy.

The main intake for these honky tonks was the revenue that would come from the little pitiful gam-
bling games, lotta times waiting for a sucker to come in. But if one came in — don’t worry, he would
be really taken. They never had a chance to win. And the odds was so much against any stranger
because of the tough caliber that hung there. And, of course, there would be a few drinks bought and
so forth on…

D I S C  F O U R

T R A C K  1

1661 A
Real Tough Boys (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: As I before said, they always had some kind of a gambling
game going, and if you ever decided to try to play cotch, which is strictly a New Orleans game — the
three-card Spanish poker. They deal from the bottom of the deck. The way those guys could shove
those cards at the bottom of the deck and pull — and, of course, you pulled your cards from the bot-
tom of the deck to deal. And boy, they’d have a legay in no time! 

Of course, among some of those real tough boys there were men like Chicken Dick. Chicken Dick
was a real tough guy, a wolf. Oh, he was a tough guy, real tough. Had had shoulders on him and arms,
well, much more stronger looking than Joe Louis.

Aaron Harris, no doubt, was the toughest of ‘em all. He was a known killer. A very dangerous char-
acter that had very little to say. I know many instances where the policemens wanted Aaron, but they
couldn’t afford to say very much to Aaron unless they intended to kill him. And they was afraid that
if they tried that their life would be in danger. It seemed like he never missed. Any time he got ready
to kill — anyone, man or woman, made no difference, because he killed his sister — he’d never miss.
He’d kill you when he wanted to.

Toodoo Parker was also a very tough guy. He was a man that you couldn’t bother with, but they all
respected Aaron Harris. Sheep Bite was the toughest guy you ever seen in the world until Aaron Harris
walked up. When Aaron Har— Harris walked up why, he was just the same as a lamb.

I knew Sheep Bite very well. I was raised with up him. In fact I know all of these boys very well. Of
course he was a real big-mouth tough guy. And if he could bluff you, then he would murder you if it
was necessary.

Alan Lomax: What would he say?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, I couldn’t afford to say the words that he would say.
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Alan Lomax: Go ahead and say it.

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, there’s a lady in the house and I couldn’t afford to say— 

Unidentified woman: […] 

Jelly Roll Morton: Must I say a word like that in front of the ladies? Well, I tell you, his chief words—
When he’d walk into a gambling house everybody would start quitting — say, “Cash in my checks
there, I gotta go.” He’d say, “You motherfucker, you gonna play. Sheep Bite’s here and I’m the baddest
son of a bitch that ever moved. And set down there and play, and, if you don’t, I’m taking this money.”
‘Course it made no difference whether he lost or won. He took the money, unless Aaron was there.
Then when Aaron was there he was very polite.

Well, uh, Toodlum was a very tough guy, too. And, uh, he was a very dangerous man to fool with.
But he respected Aaron Harris, too. They all respected Aaron.

Ernest Mayfield was a kid that claimed that he’s, uh, he was here even before the Mayflower sailed at
that— I mean his, his, uh, parents.22 He looked very much like an Indian and claimed that all his rela-
tions were Indians. He was a dangerous man with a gun. He would shoot you in two minutes. Never
fought anybody with his fists. And never nobody cared to bother with him. Even Aaron Harris fig-
ured that he was kinda treacherous, and he may get you with your back turned, because he was known
to get you anytime you did anything to him at all.

They had a very tough bunch of boys. No doubt, there’s some of them still living that frequented one
of the corners where I used to sing in the quartets, at Jackson and South Robertson. They called it
Jackson and Locust, those days. A very tough gang hung out there — the Pickett Boys. There was
Buss, there was Nert, there was Nonny, there was Bob. And they had another one. I don’t remember
his name. Well, they lived way back of town, as they called it in New Orleans, out Jackson Street.

Alan Lomax: Were these guys thieves as well as tough guys?

Jelly Roll Morton: I really don’t know how they made their living.

Alan Lomax: Were they sweetback men?

Jelly Roll Morton: I really think that they really were sweetback men. They always had a lot of
women running after ‘em. Anyway, they were very tough. The policemen was known to never cross
Claiborne Avenue. And they lived five blocks beyond Claiborne, at Galvez. They were tough babies.

22Ernest Mayfield was born in 1890 in Bay St. Louis, Mississippi, worked as a wagon driver in New Orleans, and died at age 20. Peter Hanley
(http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk/portnewor.html) writes: “Jelly Roll described Ernest Mayfield as an American Indian, or at least part American
Indian. The 1910 United States Census, however, recorded his race as mulatto, but it is probable that the assessment of Jelly Roll, a keen observer of
people, was substantially correct … He may have been treacherous and a person to treat with great caution, but he did not live long to experience
much of life.”
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T R A C K  2

1661 B 
Sporting Attire and Shooting the Agate (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Nert had a burned hand, and he used to wear a kind of a
stocking over it. He was seemingly simple, to me. I think he was a half-wit. In fact, I’m sure that he
was. [Laughter.] He would laugh and go on and he wanted to have, uh, some kind of importance.
And he wanted to be known as such.

All those boys in New Orleans dressed very well. But they all had the real tight trousers, those days.
When they’d get into their trousers, why, they’d fit ‘em like a sausage. [Lomax laughs.] Of course,
Bertenards and Wagners were their tailors, and they know’d just how they wanted those clothes and
they would fit ‘em that way.

I’m telling you, it was very, very seldom that you really could button the top button of a person’s
trousers. They had to leave, had to leave the trousers’ top buttons open. And they had the suspenders
and — of course, they didn’t really need any suspenders because they was so tight fitting. And it was
one of the fads that they would take one suspender down, as they would walk along with a walk that
they had adopted from the river, which they call “shooting the agate.” [Laughter.]

Well, Nert would come along shooting the agate, and leave his shirt open in the summertime, so you
could discern his red flannel undershirt. That was considered a big thing with some of the real illiter-
ate women. If you could shoot a good agate, and had a nice high-class undershirt with a flannel shirt
with the, the collar turned up, boy, I’m telling you, you liable to be able to get next to that broad. She
liked that very much.

Alan Lomax: What— How did they walk when they shot the agate?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, of course, uh, by not being able to walk, I can’t explain it to you. But I tell
you, it was a kind of a very mosey walk, with holding two fingers down of one finger on each hand,
the, the front finger next to, uh— in other words, the index finger. Yes, like that, you know, and with
the arms stiffed out, you know, especially when they would be standing. And if— of course, if they
was dressed up and you tried to talk to ‘em, they would find the nearest post — when they have a lot
of creases in their clothes, or get to a house. And they’d stiffen their arm out and hold theirself so far
away, as just as far away as their arm would let ‘em, so they wouldn’t get any, uh, their clothes soiled.
They was very particular about that. Especially, yeah— [Laughter; Lomax apparently imitates
the pose.] 

Especially some of ‘em, they wore— That’s right, you’ve got the right idea — with that kind of a bro-
ken up, uh, stand. Especially some of them would wear overalls — overall jumpers, with a high-class,
uh, pair of trousers maybe costin’ fifteen, or eighteen, or twenty dollars during those days. And of
course they wore the best of shoes. And not only shoes. They, they would never— nobody would wear
a Stetson hat. In those days, myself, I thought I would die unless I had a hat with the emblem of a—
in it named Stetson. And I wou— didn’t rest until I got myself a Stetson hat and a pair of Edwin
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Clapp shoes.

Of course, there was many of ‘em didn’t wear
ready-made shoe— shoes at all, during those
times. They wore a lot of shoes what they call
St. Louis flats and the Chicago flats. These
shoes [clears throat] were made, uh, with the
cork soles on ‘em and no heels and would turn
up in the front. A lot of times they would have
different designs in the toes of the shoes, uh,
such as gamblers’ designs, such as maybe a club,
or a diamond, a heart, or a spade. I have, uh,
heard later on, that even some of ‘em had made
arrangements to have some kind of a electric
lightbulbs in the shoes with a battery in their
pocket, [Lomax laughs] and when they would
get around some jane or something that was
kind of simple and thought they could make
her — as they call making ‘em — why they’d,
they’d press a button in their pock— in their
pocket and light up the little bitty bulb in the
toe of their shoes. 

Alan Lomax: Is that true?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, it is really the fact. And I’ve
known it to be fact because it has come— that part has come from authentic source. But the others,
I have really seen myself to know it's really original stuff. 

And these boys were tremendous, and they were great sports. It was nothing like spending money that
even worried their mind. If they didn’t have it, somebody else had it and would spend it for ‘em.

T R A C K  3

1662 A 
Sweet Mamas and Sweet Papas (Spoken)
“See See Rider” (Song)

It really was a miracle— [Coughs and clears throat with gusto.] That whiskey was certainly was
wonderful. That’s how some of the boys used to say, you know, when they’d get drunk. Yes, indeed!

It was a miracle to see how some of the boys lived. Today, why, they wouldn’t even think of that par-
ticular type of living. But they didn’t care. The fact they was all neat, and they all strived [to] at least
have a Sunday suit. And without a Sunday suit, why, you didn't have anything. But not the kind of

Jelly Roll Morton, before 1920.
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 73.
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suits that you wear today. The boys wouldn’t wear anything but a blue coat and some kind of a stripes.
That was considered a suit. And if you really came up with all the goods, as they wore in the suit, why,
you was considered outta line.

There’s a many time they would kid me and tell me, “Boy, you come from the country. Here you got
trousers on the same as your coat. You’re way out of line. There’s no question about it.”

Now these, uh, these boys used to all have a sweet mama. Well, uh, of course in that class there they
was what you’d call, uh— I guess I’d have to tell it as, as it is. They was what you— I’d call em’ maybe
a, a fifth-class whore. They got something when they could, and when they couldn’t, why, they would
work out in the, in the yards. A lot of ‘em worked out to— the colored girls worked out in the white
people’s yards. Of course, it applied to the same as with the poorer class white people, the same way.
They all practically lived out in the same section together. There was no such a thing as a segregation
at all, in that section. In fact, nowhere in New Orleans, at that time.

Well, every night the boys would hang around. Some of them would even go so far to meet their sweet
mamas. St. Charles Street was quite along ways off. But sometimes they would brave it and walk to
where their sweet mamas were working.

And of course, sometimes, it was okay for them to go into the house. And they would, uh, keep ‘em
out in what they call the servants’ room. And, if they was hungry, well of course they’d feed ‘em there.
And, if they wasn’t hungry, why, they’d bring a pan out. I’ll tell you, sometimes in fact I’ve tried those
pans myself. Some of those pans were marvelous, I’m telling you.

See, the girls, the way they would do— whoever they would be working for — for instant, they would
be working for maybe the Godchauxs or Solaris, or whoever they would be working. I know these
names, because I’ve been in some of the homes, myself, seeking after a pan. For an instant, they would
cook turkey. And it would be up to them maybe to carve the turkey. Well, for their sweet papas, why,
they’d get the best part of the turkey. There’s no argument to that. They’d have better than any of ‘em
would have. There’s no question about it — cranberry sauce and every other thing. It wouldn’t have
to be Christmas for this, because New Orleans is a place where, no doubt, the finest food in the
world prevails.

They would have gumbos, especially, and oysters of all kinds — the Bayou-cooked oysters. And you
could hear ‘em sometimes after they get home, and would get around. Sometimes they would get
around all together — maybe a whole lot of sweet mamas and, uh, a lot of sweet papas — and they’d
have a little bit o’ ball to their self.

And they would play the blues. Sometimes, Josky Adams— I was quite small, but I’d get in on those
pans occasionally. Josky was much larger than me and much older.

[Clears throat.] That whiskey is marvel— just lovely! 

Why, I used to go with Josky’s sister. He had a beautiful sister, and I always had it in my mind that I
wanted to marry her. And I used to come— sometimes go over to his house and hear him play the
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blues and he’d sound like this. [Plays.] That would be behind his sister’s and mother’s back.

Sings “See See Rider”:
She said, “See, see, rider, see what you have done,
See, see, rider, see what you have done”

T R A C K  4

1662 B 
“See See Rider,” continued (Song)
Parading with the Broadway Swells (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “See See Rider”:
See, see, rider, see what you have done,
See, see, rider, see what you have done,
You made me like you, now your man done come.

I want a mama that’s gonna be good to me,
I want a mama that’s gonna be good to me,
I want a mama, one as sweet as can be.

I want a gal that works in the white folks’ yard,
I want a gal, works in the white folks’ yard,
I want a gal that works in the white folks’ yard.

[Spoken: This is a verse I used to always like, see.]

Do you see that little fly crawling up the wall,
Oh, do you see that little fly climbing up the wall?
She’s going up there to get her ashes hauled.

I’ve got a mama, she lives right back of the jail. 
[Spoken:] My, my!
I got a sweet mama, she lives right back of the jail,
[Alan Lomax: Take your time, Jelly. Play it right.]
She’s got on a sign on her window, “Good pussy for sale.”

Spoken: I’m telling you, those guys used to do all that stuff, see, while the family’s there, you know.
They’d have, have a wonderful time. And, I tell you, they had, had a lot of things that really happened
around there. I was a kid around then. I always wanted to be hanging out with big men. I guess that’s
one reason why they think I’m even older than what I am.

They used to have clubs. They used to have the Broadway Swells and the High Arts and all— clubs
all over the city. For an instant, they had these clubs. There’s always one would parade at least once a

[Not very close to the usual tune]
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week. Every Sunday there was a parade in New Orleans. They’d have a great big band, and they would
have horses, and they would have big streamers and things that cost plenty money. And they— one
would out, outdo the other, try to outdo the other. They’d get the best bands and— but they all had
their streamers and their sashes, uh, for things like that. Why, they’d have it made from Betat’s.23

Betat’s was the best there was in the city. These things cost plenty money. 

And of course they decided once that they wanted to take a kid into the Broadway Swells and have
him parade. The men that rode on, on the horsebacks — they called, they were called “aides.” And of
course, they give me an invitation, because at that time I was considered the best dresser. Of course,
my people always had me wearing diamonds since I guess I was just a baby. And I always had some
kind of a diamond on, and they would just figure I was a smart kid. I accepted the invitation all right.

T R A C K  5

1663 A 
Parading with the Broadway Swells, continued (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton: So they decided, said, “This is, uh, the smartest kid around, so, uh— and, uh,
most of the kids is so poor, he can get anything he wants. Uh, in order to beat the other clubs, I think
we ought to make this kid a kind of a honorary member of the Broadway Swells.” And they spoke to
me and asked me, says, “What do you think about it, kid?” Do you think that you could get a horse?
A horse’d cost you five dollars for that day. And of course you’d have to have a streamer. And you’d be
a honorary member of the Broadway Swells.”

Jelly Roll Morton’s first home, 
1443 Frenchmen St. at Robertson, New Orleans. 

[With notation: Photo from Richard Wo(burn?).] 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 83.

23A supplier of Mardi Gras regalia.
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I thought that was a swell idea. And I personally accepted.

Of course, these clubs didn’t, uh, come, come up with such clubs as the Orleans Aides, and the
Tramps, and the Bulls and Bears, and so forth and so ons. [Clears throat.] These were different clubs,
for an instant. And they had some higher-class clubs, uh, like the Iroquois and the Allegros. Of course
they was— these were much finer clubs with the higher-class people and people that could afford
much more.

I’ll be honest with you, I have never seen such beautiful clubs as they have in the city of New Orleans.
And of course, they all had their cliques, and they had their, their surroundings to be bothered with.

I accepted the idea and, uh, they wanted to be the first to display a kid as a aide. And I rode about in
the second line of the horses, which was very, very far in front. The grand marshal was number one.
He rode the horse in the center, and they would ride two horses — that is, side by side — after that.
And I rode in the second line.

And, of course, my horse wasn’t up to the minute, and the boys just kidded me terribly because my
horse was small. I thought I should have a small horse since I was nothing but a kid. And the funny
part of it, the horse that I rented — why, they didn’t, uh, shear him. And he had long hair on, and
everybody’s horse was slick and shiny. And the kids was around what was jealous of me, was calling
my horse a goat, and would take my horse up by the front knees and say, “We can truck this horse on
our back.” Say, “You should be riding the horse. Don’t let the horse ride, uh—[Laughs.] Don’t you
let- you ride on the horse. You ride the horse!”

And, of course, I went along. I got angry two or three times and I nearly beat the horse to death.
Because I wanted to show ‘em that I had a good horse and he could run fast. I’m telling you the truth,
up until today, that’s one of the things I feel most sorry for — was the way I beat that horse that day
to try and make him prove that he was a good horse. Of course, I shouldn’t have had such a ambition
to try to prove to the boys what I did.

Well, anyway, we went along, and, uh, of course, every member in, in the organization that can afford,
they always have, uh, at their home — they have maybe a barrel of beer. Never a half a barrel — a real
barrel. Of course, not what, I mean, they’d have a barrel of today. They’d have that and plenty sand-
wiches, and a lot of whiskey and gin and so forth. 

Well, everybody in the neighborhoods — of whichever these beers would be, or the, we’ll say the, the
Grand Salute — why, they would have women on top of women, children and everybody and second
lines just following the band and the parades. And of course, if they had ten fights that day, they did-
n’t have many.

And, uh, of course they would, uh, start on one side of the street, for an instant, like, uh, the house
is at your left-hand side. They would parade and go up the right-hand side and go all around to the
next block, and then come down the left-hand side to get to the place. And there would be a grand
opening right there, and the band would play in front of the place while everybody marched. And the
boys would go in and, of course, uh, all the organizations would get their food and their drinks first.
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And they’d drink and have a hell of a time right there, and there might be a big fight before they got
out of there. There would be no argument. Then when they would get through, then the band would
drink. They would have enough to drink at that time.

Alan Lomax: How would they talk in these fights, Jelly? What would they— Give us an argument.

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, they— Well if they, if they were, for instance, an argument, well I tell you it’s
a tough thing. One guy would say, “Get the hell outta here. Where you get that stuff at? You don’t
belong in here.”

— Say, “Who said I don’t? Why I live in this neighborhood.”

— Say, “I don’t give a damn if your mammy lives in here. You’re gonna get out of here. If you don’t,
you black son of a bitch, I’ll knock your brains out.” And it would start on like that. And pretty soon
fists would be flying.

T R A C K  6

1663 B 
Fights and Weapons (Spoken)
“Stars and Stripes Forever” (Piano Instrumental) 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Sometimes it would require maybe a couple of ambulances
to come around and, and dig up the people that was maybe cut or shot occasionally. This didn’t hap-
pen all the time, but very, very seldom it didn’t happen, see? Uh, the fact of it is, there always would
be a fight. But there was no parade at no time that you couldn’t find a knot on somebody’s head where
somebody had got hit with a stick or something.

They had a tough little guy named Black Benny around there. He was really a tough little egg. He
used to hung around the charcoal schooners at the head of the new basin. And anytime Benny was
around it was a fight. He would really fight. He’d carry his broomstick, and he’d always want to be
the grand marshal of the second line gang. [Laughs.] And he finally later turned out to be somewhat
of a musician — uh, Black Benny, and Nicodemus also. They were terrible boys to get along with. Of
course, sometimes they would get in an argument and there would never be a fight. They would get
in an argument like this:

Say, “Listen, don’t cross this line.”

Say, “Why not?”

— “If you cross this line, this’ll be your ass.”

— “Whose ass?”
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— “Your ass, that’s whose ass it’ll be.”

Say, “Well, let me tell you something. I don’t give a damn about you and your whole goddamn family.”

Says, “If I hit you, your old double great-grandpa will feel it, see? I’m tellin’ you. So don’t you fool
with me.”

And from then on it would go in an argument like that. And sometimes it would never— they’d never
have a fight. And sometimes they’d wind up being friends.

The second liners — their main instrument was a seven-shooter. They had those little bitty .22 seven
shooters that shot seven times. I have seen many cases whereby that there’d be an argument and maybe
a fellow would be right across the street. I’ve seen one case where a fellow shot seven times and each
bullet hit this party and even didn’t go into the skin. They certainly was bad pistols. [Laughter.] But
if a guy would shoot a pistol — one of those seven-shooters — nobody would take a chance on him
because they’d known of many of ‘em to die from this.

Well, razors was a very prevalent thing. You could see many razors. Since they didn’t have the razor
blades that they have today, like the safety razor — they had the regular old razors. And they would-
every, every home almost had one of those because New Orleans was a great place for barbers, and
they had many barbers.

Alan Lomax: Why’d they use a razor in a fight, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they use it— 

Alan Lomax: They wouldn’t kill a man, would they?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, uh, they’d do anything as long as they could win. The main object is to win
their fight. Whether it was a razor or whether it was a crowbar or not. It didn’t make any difference.

Alan Lomax: Why’d they use razors more than knives?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, well, a razor had, uh, it’s got a sharper edge on it. And of course it can cut
you quicker. And, uh, anybody see a razor, they knows it means disaster. So a razor was something
that I always moved from if I could see one myself, and I seen a many of ‘em. In fact, I used to be a
barber. I know what a razor is. A razor is a very tough thing. It was one of the first trades I learned,
uh, being a barber. ‘Course that’s very interesting, too, to talk about my uncle, because he learned me
how to be a barber. 

Yes, they’d have lots of fights. Well, here’s the way some of the bands would play:

Plays “Stars and Stripes Forever.”

Spoken [over playing]: Oh, Buddy Bolden used to blow a mean horn, then.
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T R A C K  7

1664 A
Luis Russell and New Orleans Riffs (Interview and Demonstration)
“Call of the Freaks” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton plays.   

Alan Lomax: Play it like he played it.

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: All right, something like this. This is one of the tunes that
sounds like a drum. [Laughs.] This is one of the tunes that, uh, Luis Russell played. Luis Russell was
a Panamanian. He got his learning in New Orleans.24

Alan Lomax: When?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, he came to New Orleans… I’m not quite sure, but, uh, I’ll say around 1916.
‘Course these are all New Orleans riffs. The way we used to make ‘em to the— That’s the way you
used to make ‘em there. 

Alan Lomax [whispers]: Tell us what the name is.

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, the name of this number is, uh, “Call of the Freaks.” Luis came to New York
some years ago after playing in King Oliver’s band in from The Plantation in Chicago. [Clears
throat.] Oh, that whiskey is lovely!

They invaded New York with a terrible band, in spite of the fact that they had some, some of the very
best musicians in the world in the jazz music. Luis Russell isn’t considered a jazz piano player because
he cannot play jazz. I’m playing this in the typical jazz tempo. But he is a very good musician, and he
can knock the bird’s eyes down. He invaded New York with this thing and happened to get a job after
King Oliver had failed with these great musicians and had to leave town. He even stole a few of my
men when he left to Chicago. He didn’t know that it was better to have some, some fellows that could
play together than have a bunch of stars that couldn’t, so he failed in his trip to New York at the Savoy
Ballroom. Luis stayed. He finally got a job at a place in New York called The Nest, run by Johnny
Carey. And he wrote this number, as a kind of theme, and named it.

Alan Lomax: Was he a fairy, Jelly? 

Jelly Roll Morton: No. No, Luis Russell is not a sissy. He wrote this number and called it “Call of
the Freaks,” finding there were so many freaks in the city of New York that was so bold they would
do anything for a dollar and a half. [Laughter.] When he start to playing this thing, why, they would
start walking. They all become to know the tune. They’d throw their hands way up high in the air and

24Panamanian-born Luis Russell was a pianist and band leader in New Orleans, Chicago, and New York, and worked with King Oliver and Louis
Armstrong in the 1930s and 1940s.
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keep astride with the music, and walking. [Alan Lomax: (…)] And of course they used to have a lit-
tle verse in here that goes like this:

Sings “Call of the Freaks”:
Stick out your can, here come the garbage man, [Lomax laughs.]
Stick out your can, here come the garbage man,
Yes, stick out your can, here come the garbage man.

Yes, stick out your can, here come the garbage man,
[Spoken:] The freaks would be marching, I’m telling you!
Stick out your can, here come the garbage man,
[Spoken:] They’d stick their self out in the rear.
Yes, stick out your can, here come the garbage man— [Disc ends abruptly.]

T R A C K  8  

1664 B 
Jelly’s Travels: From Yazoo to Clarksdale (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over discordant chords: That can never be music. 

Alan Lomax: Um… 

Jelly Roll Morton: That can never be music. […] 

[Recorder paused.] 

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: I first went to Memphis— I went to Memphis around nine-
teen-eight, uh, possibly the early part of the year. At that time I was very shy about trying to play piano
any place. I’d never play until I would find out who was the best man on a piano. The simple reason
why — I had been to several places, and every place that I had been, they seemed to have accepted
me as superior. 

When I went to Memphis, I went there with a fellow from Jackson, Mississippi I had met there. It
was very often, the boys, to be recognized as somebody, would use alias names. This is a little bitty
guy. Seems like he stole his name from some other big tough guy. He named himself, I believe, “Jack
the Bear.” Maybe you heard that through your travels, did you? Jack the Bear said, “Let’s go to
Memphis.”

I said, “All right.”

He said, “Let’s hobo.”

I said, “No, I can’t hobo. I tried that once for twenty miles. When I got off the train — I had on a
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sixty-dollar suit of clothes — I thought the train was goin’ slow, so I got off in a little town called
Pascagoula, Mississippi, just as the train drove across the drawbridge, I thought it was slowing down,
and I jumped off. And I fell, head foremost, and tore the knees of my trousers of the sixty-dollar,
brand new suit of clothes. So I don’t have to do that no more.” So I wouldn’t go that way.

So, he says, “I tell you what we do. You play piano very well. We can always get plenty to eat if you
go along.”

I says, “Oh yeah. We can always— I can always play up on some food. There ain’t no argument to
that, see [laughs] — and a place to sleep.” And nearly every town we went to, why, we started— The
first town we hit was Yazoo, Mississippi, from Jackson. Immediately, I started to playing piano, and I
made the landlady of the house. So that meant food for Jack and I. [Laughter.] Well, of course, Yazoo
is one of those little bitty old towns with a river running right through it, or maybe a pond, I’d call
it. So, one of the guys realized that I was around, and looked like I was gonna get in trouble. So I told
him, “It’s best thing for us to do to leave.” 

So, somehow or another we got into Clarksdale. [Clears throat.] We didn’t have very much money.
Because it wasn’t in New Orleans where I could pick up plenty of money in the sporting houses. The
sporting houses in Jackson was kind of cheap. Wasn’t nothing like New Orleans at all, where people
spent money like water. So we got into Clarksdale, Mississippi and funds looked like they was draw-
ing low. And I was a good pool player. At those days I used to play anybody in the pocket. I didn’t
need no money because I know I had to win.

So I went into the poolroom and I started to playing a guy for twenty-five cents, and I beat him sev-
eral games. He said, “I’ll play you for two dollars.” But I hadn’t played him that much, so I said, “No,
I gotta go.”

I let him pay off and I went. That was enough at first to get something to eat on. So he decided that
he knew something, and we tried this trick which I’ll tell you on the other side.

T R A C K  9

1665 A 
Jelly’s Travels: From Clarksdale to Helena (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: So we got to Clarksdale, as I before stated, and I beat the
guy at playing pool, so, uh, we had a little something to eat. So that he says, “I know something and
we can make some money on it,” he said. “What is”— I told him, “What is it?”

He says, “We got enough money to buy some Coca-Cola and a bag of salt?”

I said, “Sure.”

He said, “From now on, I’m the doctor. We curin’ consumption.”
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So, of course, I’ve always been known to be a fair talker. So I went around from door to door to some
of those poor old people, white and colored.

Consumption, then, they had a lot of it in this country. And anybody said they that could cure con-
sumption, boy, you could really reap a fortune — there’s no argument about it. But we didn’t have
nerve enough to stay long enough. We just wanted to get some money to get a ticket to Memphis.
But we didn’t go that far — we went to Helena for our next jump. So— 

Alan Lomax: […] “Consumption Blues,” Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: “Consumption Blues?”

Alan Lomax: “T.B. Blues”?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, the “T.B. Blues”? That’s late, very late. Nothing in that time at all. This is way
back in around nineteen-eight.

Alan Lomax: There wasn’t any song about it?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, nothing like that, no. [Clears throat.] Oh, this whiskey is lovely!

So we started around and I would knock on the doors — that was the idea — and ask anybody —
the different people that would come to the door — “Have you anyone in your family with the T.B.?”
And most of ‘em would say, “Yes.” If anyone was puny or thin, they just accepted it for granted that
they had the T.B., see?

“Well, ladies, or gentleman,” whoever it would be, “it doesn’t mean anything at all to me, but I per-
sonally know this gentleman has cured so many cases, and he happened to be in the city. And you
may as well take your, uh, take the opportunity. He’s got a medicine that, uh, probably one bottle can
cure you. He wouldn’t have it on the market for anything, because he said there’s nothing this good.
And it only costs you one dollar a bottle.” 

So we’d have just ordinary bottles, just any kind of bottles we could get a hold of. Of course, they were
good-sized bottles. There was nothing in it to hurt anybody. Wasn’t nothing but salt and Coca-Cola.
So, uh, somehow or another we sold one of these bottles to a poor family and the child died. So we
caught the next train, see? [Laughter.] We didn’t have a chance to reap no harvest.

So we got into Helena, and we had a few dollars. So I beat everybody around Helena, playing pool as
a rule. He only had me to really help him get along, because he felt that I was pretty smart. 

I’m a little ahead of my story. Going up on the train, he had some kind of a fake pin on, in his lapel
of his coat. And every time he’d get to one of those real simple looking colored people — especially a
man — and had on any kinda pin, he would walk up to him and cover the pin with his hands.

Say, “I got you covered. Now if you can’t tell me what it’s all about” — of course he didn’t use those
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words — “I’ll have to take this pin off you here and you’ll, you’ll— you really violating the regula-
tions of the order. So I’ll have to have some money to, to not condemn you. And you’ll never be able
to get in this order.” And from time to time, he’d pick up a couple of dollars — two, three dollars —
and doing that kind of thing.

Anyway, we got into Helena, Arkansas. That’s across the river from Mississippi. I started playing pool
there. We got there in the daytime. I hadn’t got there very long and I beat a few of the supposed-to-
be sharks around there. I could play pool almost as good left-handed as I could right.

So they had a lot of stool pigeons around. I had on a blue suit. It was getting kinda greasy then ‘cause
it wasn’t pressed up so much. And by wearing the same suit all the time, I guess it really had a bad
odor, even. So a fellow marked chalk on my back. That was to designate to the policemens that I was
a stranger in town and I was a shark on the pool table.

T R A C K  1 0

1665 B 
Jelly’s Travels: From Helena to Memphis (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: So pretty soon a policeman tapped me on the shoulders,
“Where did you come from?”

I wasn’t so afraid of policemens, because I had seen so many of ‘em in New Orleans that I— A police-
man was just another man to me in a sense, but I always knew that I had to respect superiority, and
I respected him very much. If I hadn’t respected him, it’d been very, very bad for me because I learned
they didn’t take much time in, in just shooting you down a little later. [Clears throat.] This whiskey’s
tremendous! 

So I told him that I had, uh, came from Clarksdale, which didn’t mean a thing. And I told him a lit-
tle later down the line, I came from, uh, from Jackson.

So he said to me, says, “I want you shuck— sharks and crooks to get out of town.”

Said, “I’m very sorry, but I’m a musician.”

He said, “Musicians don’t mean anything down in here. We put more of them in jail than anybody
else because they don’t want to work.”

I said, “Did you say ‘leave town’?”

He said, “Yes.”

I said, “Well, that’ll be my next move, because I don’t intend to do anything but play music.”
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There was a boat — I don’t remember the name of this boat — that was leaving for Memphis, very
shortly. I believe the boat's name was The Natchez. In fact, I’m almost positive it was The Natchez.

Alan Lomax: That was the best boat on the river then, wasn’t it?

Jelly Roll Morton: It was, no doubt, the best boat on the river. [Clears throat.] This whiskey is
tremendous!

So we got The Natchez. I don’t remember the fare that we paid, Jack and I. Jack was supposed to know
all about Memphis. A big lying dog, he never had been to Memphis before [laughs] after I got there.
He was gonna take me around and introduce me to the different personnels of Memphis. 

We got into Memphis, all right. After I was in Memphis, and safe and sound on the shores of
Memphis, Tennessee, I decided to go to this Beale Street that I had heard a lot of talk about. I first
inquired was there any piano players in the city? And they told me, absolutely, the best in the whole
of state of Tennessee was here.

I asked them had they heard about Tony Jackson, Albert Carroll, Alfred Wilson, Sammy Davis. At
that time there was— I was known as Winding Ball, but I didn’t want them to know it. I said,
“Winding Ball?” That was my nickname.

They said, “No, we hadn’t heard of them guys. Them guys wouldn’t be able to play with this fellow
— Benny Frenchy — was the best in the whole state.” Well, that kind of frightened me, and I would-
n’t even try to touch a piano until I could hear Benny Frenchy. 

The place I was talking was a place called the Monarch Saloon, on Beale Street near Fourth. At that
time they had a very tough character — colored fellow, ran a saloon there — by the name of Hammitt
Ashford. He later killed somebody and had to leave the town. He was a colored fellow. The Monarch
Saloon was ran by a white fellow by the name of Mike Haggarty. He was the tough guy of Memphis,
Tennessee. It was oftentimes that he would go and get some of his, his visitors or hang-arounders, or,
uh, whatever you want to call ‘em, and gamblers that gambled in his place when the policeman picked
‘em up. Why, he’d walk into the police station and say, “Turn ‘em a-loose, and don’t bother none of
these people that hang around my place.” And the police department didn’t have any trouble at all in
getting this prisoner out immediately.

So, about the third day I was there, they had a fellow that ran the game — a dice game — by the
name of Bad Sam. His watch was on from twelve o’clock in the day until twelve o’clock at night. From
twelve o’clock at night until twelve o’clock in the day, Frazier— Dav, uh— Will Frazier ran the night
watch. So, when I was speaking, I happened to be talking to Bad Sam about Benny Frenchy. 
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T R A C K  1 1

1666 A 
In Memphis: The Monarch Saloon and Benny Frenchy (Spoken)
“Benny Frenchy’s Tune” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: They had a piano right in the saloon. I think the saloons
had to close at one o’clock, but that didn’t mean a thing because they all they would do was pull the
shades down and keep ‘em going all night long. They had a piano right into the saloon. Upstairs, they
had a dance hall that went maybe once or twice a week. Nothing went into that saloon but pimps,
robbers, gamblers. Oh, it’s a shame to, to think about how those environments that I really just drift-
ed into. And— 

Alan Lomax: Tell us about some of those guys, Jelly.

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, well, I’ll tell you about some of ‘em. I want to tell you first about, uh, Bad
Sam and that bunch. So every time it seems like Benny Frenchy had certain dates to come at the
saloon. And when he would come into the Monarch Saloon, that would be a natural drawing card.
There would be, we’ll say, from that bunch of honky-tonk bunch down at Jim Commande’s, on
Winchester and Front on the river in Memphis, which was one of the lowest honky tonks. There was
tough killers hanging around — prize fighters of all, uh, of the lower caliber, that’d probably kill you
for an argument.

Well, when Benny would show up, there would be a type of those low-class whores and a lot of—
some of ‘em that was a little better class — but they would have a way of dancing when he’d play.
They would run right directly up to the wall with a kind of a little bit of a shuffle, and slap their hands
together, and kick back their right legs and say, “Oh, play it, Benny, play it!”

Alan Lomax: What’d they call that?

Jelly Roll Morton: I don’t know what’s the name of the dance. It never really had a name to it. It’s
just a little dance they’d done in Memphis. I had never seen it before or since. Anyway, I didn’t know
who I was talking to, only that I know the gentleman was the man that ran the game — Bad Sam. So
I said to him, I said, “Who is this fella?”

He said, “That’s Benny Frenchy.”

— “I never heard of him.”

— “Where in the hell you been? Never heard of Benny Frenchy.”

I said, “What, is he supposed to be good?”

Say, uh, “Why, he’s the best in the whole state of Tennessee.”
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I say, “Why, that damned fool can’t hit a piano with a brick,” see?

Alan Lomax: How was he playing, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: I’ll show you how he was playing.

So he said to me, he says, “What, can you play?”

I say, “Well, I wasn’t supposed to be good — I’m not supposed to be good, but if that’s playing I can
beat all them kind of suckers.”

He said, “Wait a minute, Benny. Here’s one of these little upstarts round here think he can play.
Would you mind letting him get down there and see what he can do? Will you play?”

I said, “Why, sure there’s no worry about playing around a palooka like that.” Why, certain, of course,
“palooka” was not meant the same thing whatever I said, see?

Alan Lomax: What did he say?

Jelly Roll Morton: So he says, “Okay.” And he got up. Well, he was playing tunes like this:

Plays “Benny Frenchy’s Tune.” 

Spoken [over playing]: The girls said, “Oh, play it, Mr. Frenchy.” “Play it Mr. Frenchy.” And, oh
boy, how the girls’d be kicking, and everybody would be standing around this guy […]. I never heard
such as— Why the fellow never spoke to me after I got through playing. I never heard anything as
bad as that guy.

T R A C K  1 2

1666 B 
“Benny Frenchy’s Tune,” continued (Piano Instrumental)
Bad Sam, Memphis’ Toughest (Spoken)
“The Stomp That Beat Benny Frenchy” (Piano Instrumental) 
“All That I Ask is Love” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: So Bad Sam yelled out to Frenchy, “Say, Benny!” Say,
“What?” “Here’s a little bum here, thinks he can play piano. Will you get up and let him try his hand,
see what he can do? Because if he can’t play I’ll kick him in the ass and run him out of here.”

Spoken: Now Bad Sam was a very tough man, but I hadn’t known it and, uh, a kind of chill came
over me when he said that. It kinda added a little fear. When this— After he said that, uh, this sup-
posed-to-be-tough partner of mine, uh, Jack the Bear, he didn’t open his mouth, then I realized he
wasn’t so tough, see? Then I, uh— Courage came to me and I says, why, no matter how I played I
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could beat that guy playing, ‘cause he can’t play anything at all. 

I said, “Well you, uh, of course, you wouldn’t kick me if I can beat him playing, because this guy can’t
playing nothin’ at all.” I got up a lot of courage.

He said, “This is a game kid, all right.” He said, “Let him go down.”

I later found that Bad Sam was really the toughest Negro in Memphis. No doubt, he’s the toughest
man around that whole section of the world, colored or white. It was known that he was— he would
break somebody’s jaw with one lick. And he had Mike Haggarty backing him up, that owned the
Monarch Saloon with plenty money. I happened to be there personally when he hit a man in the jaw
for selling chickens in the gambling room, which was barricaded just the same, I guess, even worse
than the, uh, than the trenches — that is, in the wartime. Barricaded with steel and iron to keep
policemens out. And, uh, Mike Haggarty demanded that they shouldn’t go back there, and there was
no way to get back there. And Bad Sam would be back there with his two pistols. And he was a pow-
erful man. The man was hollering, “Chickens,” one day. And he walked out and told him, says,
“Listen, I’m losing a whole lot of money here. I just lose a bet around here, maybe a hundred and
some dollars. And I told you about that chicken. I’m not gonna tell you no more.”

And the guy hollered, “Chicken,” very softly. “Get your chicken sandwiches?” And when he said that
again, Sam said, “Wait a minute,” and put some money behind the rack. When I say rack, that means
the gambling rack, where there’s money behind there and there’s somebody to take care of the cuts.
He walked from behind, then I actually seen him do it. He drew back his right hand and hit that man
on the jaw and broke his jawbone. His jawbone came through his flesh. And I actually seen that.

So, uh, I got out and played anyway, against Benny Frenchy. And here’s the kind of tunes that was
out, those days that I played.

Plays stomp.

Spoken: And in, in the meantime they had, uh, a tune out, along that time — a sentimental tune —
and I could sing pretty good at those days. Of course I never was a great singer but I could do much
better than I can now. So I— [Begins to play; clears throat.]

Alan Lomax: Sing it out!

Jelly Roll Morton sings “All That I Ask is Love”: 
All that I ask is love,
All that I want is you,
And I dare by all the stars,
I'll be forever true.

All that I seek to know,
All that I want above,
All that I crave in this wide, wide world,
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All that I ask of you is love.25

Spoken: I brought the house down with that thing there. Don’t believe me? Think I’m kidding you.
I brought it down.

T R A C K  1 3

1667 A
“Make Me a Pallet on the Floor” (Interview and Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: This one of, this was one of the early blues that was in New
Orleans, I guess, many years before I was born. The title is “Make Me a Pallet on the Floor.” A pallet
is something that— you get some quilts— in other words, it’s a bed that’s made on a floor without
any four posters on ‘em. A pallet is something, uh, that I can define in New Orleans. For an instance,
you have company come to your home, and you haven’t enough beds for you and your company. So
what you do, in order to get ‘em to spend the night over, is to make yourself a pallet on the floor. So
you’ll say to your guests— You’ll say to your guests, uh, “Well, you can stay overnight. Uh, it’s per-
fectly all right. You’re my friend, and I think it’s rather dangerous—” During that time there was a lot
of kid— kidnappers in New Orleans, and there was no law against it, but only that you had the priv-
ilege to kill them. “It’s rather dangerous, so maybe you better stay over night and, uh, sleep in my bed,
and I’ll make me a pallet on the floor.” So that, that's where the word “pallet” originated from. I don’t
think it’s in the dictionary, though.

Alan Lomax: What about, uh, woman when she has a man in her bed and she doesn’t want her hus-
band to smell him when he comes home? Isn’t that where it comes from, too?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I tell you, uh, when, when a woman has got a man, and she don’t want her
husband to know anything about it— It is very often — it has been known that from time and time
again — that the hard-working men in New Orleans has searched the women’s underwear for stains
and spots and so forth and so on. And sometimes they searched the bed for stains and spots, and so
forth and so on. So in order to eliminate that— in that case, if they is sure that the, the gentleman is
on the job, so they make a pallet on the floor in that case, also.

So, so here’s, uh, the words to, to some of these things:

Sings “Make Me a Pallet on the Floor”:
Make me a pallet on your floor,
Make me a pallet on your floor.
Make me a pallet, babe, on your floor,
So your old man will never know.

Are you sure your man is hard at work,

25“All That I Ask Is Love.” Music by Herbert Ingraham, words by Edgar Selden. Published in 1910.
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Are you sure, sweet baby, your man is hard at work?
Are you sure, sweet mama, babe, your man is at work?
Don’t you let that dirty, no-good son-of-a-bitch shirk.

I wanna pitch some peter with you today, bay-bay-bay-baby,
I wanna pitch some peter with you today, baby—

T R A C K  1 4

1667 B
“Make Me a Pallet on the Floor,” continued (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton continues “Make Me a Pallet on the Floor”:
I wanna pitch some peter with you today, bay-bay-babe,
I wanna pitch some peter with you today.
I wanna pitch some peter, babe, with you today,
So with your man you will not stay, ba ba la ba.

Yes, make me, baby, a pallet on your floor, Lord, Lord, Lord, Lord,
Make me a pallet on your floor.
Make me a pallet, babe, so your man will never know,
Make me a pallet, a pallet on your floor.

Baby, I need some money to get my suit out of pawn,
Baby, I need some money to get my suit out of pawn, babe.
Bitch, if you don’t give me some money to get my suit out of pawn,
You wish the day that you never, never was born, Lord, Lord.

[Spoken over playing: This number’s many years old.]

Yes, that bitch says, come here, you sweet bitch, let me get in your drawers,
[Spoken:] I’m remembering them things, now.
Come here, you sweet bitch, let me get in your drawers,
Come here, you sweet bitch, 
[Spoken:] Gimme that pussy!
Let me get in your drawers,
I’m going to make you think you fucking with Santa Claus.

You got the best cunt I ever had— 
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T R A C K  1 5

1668 A
“Make Me a Pallet on the Floor,” continued (Song)

Alan Lomax: […] finish.

Jelly Roll Morton continues “Make Me a Pallet on the Floor”: 
I said, bitch, you got the best cunt I ever had,
I said, bitch, you got the best cunt I ever had,
I said, sweet bitch, baby, you got the best cunt I ever had,
Maybe it was that all I got was always bad.

I put that bitch right on the stump,
I set that bitch right on the stump, Lord, Lord, Lord,
I set my bitch, babe, right on the stump,
I screwed her ‘til her pussy stunk.

If your man knew I had that big prick in you,
If your man knew I had that big prick in you, Lord, Lord, Lord, Lord,
If that man knew, babe, I had that big prick in you,
What do you think that dirty no good son-of-a-bitch would do?

I would tell him to kiss my fuckin’ ass,
I would tell him to kiss my fuckin’ ass,
I would tell him, baby, to kiss my fuckin’ ass,
Just as so long as you kissin’ ass will last.

Do you love me, baby, the way I grind you so?
Do you love me, baby, the way I grind you so? Lord, Lord, Lord.
Do you love the way I grind you, and I grind you so?
Tell me, baby, that your man will never know, Lord, Lord, Lord.

Always make it, babe, that pallet on your floor, Lord, Lord, Lord, Lord,
Make me a pallet on your floor, Lord, Lord, Lord, Lord.
Make me a pallet, babe, on your floor,
So that dirty, no-good son-of-a-bitch will never know.

When I first had you, I knew you was my bitch— 
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T R A C K  1 6

1668 B 
“Make Me a Pallet on the Floor,” conclusion (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton concludes “Make Me a Pallet on the Floor”:
Anytime I fuck a bitch, I know she’s my bitch,
Anytime I fuck a bitch, I know she’s my bitch,
Just anytime I fuck my bitch, I know she’s my bitch,
But all I ask you to do, don’t tell your dirty, no-good son-of-a-bitch.

Tell me, baby, don’t you like the way I grind?
Tell me, baby, don’t you like the way I grind?
Tell me, baby, babe, don’t you like the way I grind?
If you do, baby, let me get a little from behind.

She said, baby, you know, I like the way your grind from my wind,
She said, baby, you know, I like your grind from my wind,
You know, I like your grindin’, baby, from the way I wind,
That’s the reason why I’m gonna let you get a little bit from behind.

Would you throw your legs way up in the air?
Would you throw your legs way up in the air?
Baby, throw your legs way up in the air,
So I can take this big prick and put every bit right there.
[Clears throat. Spoken:] Yes, this whiskey’s good.

Throw your legs up like a great church steeple,
Throw your legs up like a great church steeple,
[Clears throat. Spoken:] Oh, my goodness — whiskey!
Throw your legs up like a church steeple, so I can think I’m fuckin’ all the people,
Throw your legs up like a great church steeple.

Baby, it’s been a pleasure in me, fucking you,
Baby, it’s been a pleasure in me, fucking you,
Baby, it’s been a pleasure, babe, in me, fucking you,
Baby, it’s been a pleasure in me, fucking you.

Now, get me a towel, get it drippin’ wet,
Bring me a towel, bring it drippin’ wet,
Just bring me a towel, just bring it drippin’ wet,
You the fuckinest bitch, yes, baby, I ever met.
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D I S C  F I V E

T R A C K  1  

1669 A 
“The Dirty Dozen” (Interview and Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: This is “The Dirty Dozen.” I really think this originated in
Chicago. I heard this tune about nineteen-eight, when I happened to be in Chicago. 

It seems like, uh, Chicago hadn’t been, uh, started to be a— beginning to be a freakish center. It seems
like that there was a lot of sayings about what the different people would be doing and the uncultured
way and the sex appeal. So I heard that song then.

Sings “The Dirty Dozen”:
Oh, you dirty motherfucker,
You old cocksucker,
You dirty son of a bitch,
You bastard,
You’re everything,
And yo’ mammy don’t wear no drawers.

Yes, you did me this, you did me that,
You did your father,
You did your mother,
You did everybody
You come to,
‘Cause yo’ mammy don't wear no drawers.

That’s the Dirty Dozen,
Oh, the Dirty lovin’ Dozen,
The Dirty Dozen,
Yes, yo’ mammy don’t wear no drawers.

Spoken [over playing]: This would be played in the houses in Chicago where they didn’t mind about
the language. Different places, uh, sometimes I would visit these places. I was supposed to be one of
the higher-ups. ‘Course I’d— Sometimes I’d walk in and catch those things. It would be very embar-
rassing a lot of times, just the fact that, uh, old King Jelly Roll Morton was there. But I’d catch ‘em
and they wouldn’t stop. Just keep on playing, you know. Some would care and some of ‘em wouldn’t.
[Laughter.] The gals, they would have their dress up way up to their ass. Just shakin’ it and breakin’
it. At that time they, they wore what you called — the ladies did — the split drawers. They’d just be
shakin’ it down. And some guy plunking on the piano, some rough looking guy — I wouldn’t know
who he was. They had several of ‘em. And they’d sing it right over and over. They’d sing all kinds of
verses. Some of them meant something, some of them didn’t have any rhymes, and some did and so
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forth, and on.

Sings:
So, I had a bitch,
Wouldn’t fuck me ‘cause she had the itch,
Yes, she’s my bitch,
Oh, yo’ mammy wouldn’t wear no drawers.

Spoken [over playing]: The main theme was the mammy wouldn’t wear no drawers. I thought it was
a very disgusting mammy that wouldn’t wear some underwear.

Sings:
Said, you dirty motherfucker,
You old cocksucker,
You dirty son of a bitch,
Oh, everything you know,
Oh, you low bitch,
Yes, and everything you knew.
Mmm— yes, babe— mmm, Lord,
Yes, you did,

Yes, you dirty bitch,
Suck my prick,
Oh, eat me up,
All that kind of stuff,
Yes, yo’ mammy won’t wear no drawers.

Alan Lomax: […]

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah. 

Sings:
Said, look up bitch, you make me mad,
I tell you ‘bout the fuckers that your sister had,
Oh, it was a fad.
She fucked a hog,
She fucked a dog,
I know the dirty bitch would fuck a frog,
‘Cause yo’ mammy don’t wear no drawers.

I went one day,
Out to the lake,
I seen your mammy
A-fuckin’ a snake,
All she tried, she tried to shake,
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All she shuck, shake on the cake.
Mammy don’t wear no drawers.

T R A C K  2

1669 B
The Murder Ballad, Part One (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
I know you’ve got my man,
I know you’ve got my man,
Try to hold him if you can.

I know that man don’t want nobody but me,
I know my man don’t want nobody but me,
If you don’t believe it, I’ve got his room key.

If you don’t leave my fuckin’ man alone,
If you don’t leave my fuckin’ man alone,
You won’t know what way that you will go home.

I’ll cut your throat and drink your fuckin’ blood like wine,
Bitch, I’ll cut your fuckin’ throat, drink your blood like wine,
Because I want you know, he’s a man of mine.

I’ve told you once, I’m not going to tell you any more,
I tell you once, I’m not going to tell you any more,
Right to the burying ground your big black ass will go.

I’m going to tell him, I’m going to tell him ‘bout you,
I’m going to tell him, I’m going to tell him ‘bout you,
He’ll either have me, or he won’t have you too.

Let me tell you one of the things that I’ve said,
Let me tell you one of the things that I’ve said,
The bitch that fucks my man, they’ll find among the dead.

I know you don’t believe a thing that I’s saying,
I know you don’t believe a thing that I say,
If you don’t leave my man alone, they’ll find you every Decoration Day.
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T R A C K  3

1670 A
The Murder Ballad, Part Two (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
Now, let me tell you, I don’t want to tell you anymore,
Let me tell you, don’t want to tell you anymore,
I catch you again, you be on that floor.

If I see my man hanging round your door,
If I see my man hanging round your door,
If I see my man hanging round your door.

Tell me, baby, what you doin’ comin’ out that bitch’s house?
Tell me, baby, what you doin’ comin’ out that bitch’s house?
I don’t think she’s no good, she’s a great big louse.

If she comes out here, that’ll be her last time,
[Spoken: What did you say?]
I said, if you come out here, that will be your last time,
I’ll teach you some lessons ‘bout fucking a man of mine.

She said, I’m comin’ out, I’d like to see someone stop me,
She said, I’m comin’ out, I’d like to see a bitch like you stop me,
This ain’t no slavery time, and I’m sure that I’m free.

Yes, come on, bitch, your day has come,
Yes, come on, bitch, your day has come,
You fucked my man, but you will never fuck another one.

She pulled out a pistol and shot her right in her eyes,
She pulled out a pistol, shot her right in her eyes,
She said, open your legs, you dirty bitch, I’m gonna shoot you between your thighs.

She said, I killed that bitch because she fucked my man,
She said, I killed that bitch because she fucked my man,
She said, I killed that bitch ‘cause she fucked my man.

Policeman grabbed her and took her to jail,
Policeman grabbed her and took her to jail,
There was no one to go that poor gal’s bail.
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T R A C K  4

1670 B 
The Murder Ballad, Part Three (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
She got in the jailhouse, they asked her, what you there for?
Her inmates in the jailhouse: what are you here for?
She said, I killed that bitch, that’s what I'm here for.

You a murderer, that’s why you in jail,
You a murderer, that’s why you in jail,
They had you pretty soon, they was on your trail.
[Clears throat. Spoken: Oh, that good whiskey makes me moan!]

Her trial came up, she was in front of the judge,
Her trial come up, she went in front of the judge,
[Clears throat dramatically.]
Her attorney tried to give the judge a nudge.

The jury said, that girl is here,
The jury said, that girl is here,
The jury said, that murdering girl is here.

The prosecutor said, today, we dishing out years,
Prosecutor said, today, gal, we dishing out years,
So be careful, don’t have your fears.

She said, Judge, I killed her ‘cause she had my man,
She said, I killed her, because she had my man,
I killed that bitch ‘cause she had my man.

I’d rather be in — dead in my grave than hear that bitch havin’ my sweet man,
I’d rather be dead in grave, hear of her havin’ my sweet man, 
I’d be dead in grave, let her have my sweet man.

Jury found her guilty, she must go to jail,
Jury found her guilty, she must go to jail,
Up the river to Baton Rouge is her trail.

Judge said, fifty years for killing the woman that loved your man,
Judge said, fifty years for the woman that you killed f ’ lovin’ your man,
I wish I could help you, but I’m sure that I can’t.

So the poor gal was took away to that mournful jail. 
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T R A C K  5

1671 A 
The Murder Ballad, Part Four (Song)

Alan Lomax: Play it a bit more [. . .] 

Jelly Roll Morton sings: They brought that gal to the prison gates— 

Alan Lomax: A little bit more [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: All right.

Sings:
They brought that gal to the prison gates,
They brought that gal to the prison gates.

The keeper said, hard labor is your task,
Yes, the keeper said, hard labor is your task,
There’s any more questions, don’t you forget to ask.

Your number is nine-ninety-three,
Your prison number is nine-ninety-three,
Start to workin’ right under that great big tree.

Coffee and bread is all you will get,
Coffee and bread is all that you will get,
Outside when it rain, you are sure to get wet.

Don’t you wish you had a let that woman had your man,
Don’t you wish you had let that woman have your man,
There is a lot of others that you could have your man.

Time is comin’ that a woman don’t need no man,
[Spoken: That’s what she said when she was in jail.]
Time is comin’ a woman won’t need no man,
You can get it all with your beautiful hand.

Woman, woman, what have you been doin’,
Woman, woman, what have you been doin’,
This jailhouse has brought you way out to ruin.

I can’t have a man, so a woman is my next bet,
I can’t have a man in here, a woman is my next bet,
She said to a good-lookin’ mama, baby, I’ll get you yet.
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[Clears throat.]

They went to sleep that night, the other gal crawled in her bed,
They went to— to sleep that night, the other gal crawled in her bed,
She says, I’m goin’ to get some of this cunt, you bitch, I said.

T R A C K  6

1671 B 
The Murder Ballad, Part Five (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
She said, gal, when I get through, you’ll think I’m a man,
She said, when I get through, you’ll think that I’m a man,
I’m goin’ to fuck you, bitch, that you’ll think I’m a man.

She had a thing just the same as mine,
She had a thing just the same as mine,
We rubbed together, my, but it was fine.

She said, I could learn to love you like I did that boy,
She said, I could learn to love you like I did that boy,
To play with my thing like that is pleasure like a toy.

Every mornin’ I want you give me some of this good cunt you’ve got,
Every mornin’ I want you to give me some of this good cunt you’ve got,
Because it sure is fine, it is good and hot.

[Piano interlude]

I want you to screw me, screw me like a dog,
Screw me behind, sweet bitch, screw me like a dog,
When it gets good, I want to holler out like a hog.

Years and years I could take a prick just like a mule,
I could take a great big prick just like a great big mule,
I found out what a big damn fool.

I hustled night and day for that man of mine,
I hustled day and night for that man of mine,
Now I am through, I’m behind the walls for a long time.
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T R A C K  7

1672 A 
The Murder Ballad, Part Six (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
Ask my sister, please don’t be like me,
Ask my sister, please don’t be like me,
It's better to have had the things you don’t want and go free.

Now I’m back here for my natural life,
I’m back here for my natural life,
All I hate, I ain’t got nothin’ but my life. 

If the gods of heaven would show me how,
If the gods of heaven will show me how,
I could get away from here, I would leave right now.

Prison walls isn’t made for people to go,
Prison walls ain’t made for people to go,
I killed that gal, but I never will know.

I’m sorry, sorry, sorry to my heart,
I’m sorry, babe, sorry to my heart,
I’m sorry, that the argument ever did start.

I’m in jail now and he’s got him another bitch,
Yes, I'm in jail and my man’s got another bitch,
I hate him, too, he’s a dirty rotten son-of-a-bitch.

I pray and pray and pray and pray,
I pray and pray and pray,
That the Lord will show me another day.

I jeopardized my life for that no-good man,
I jeopardized my life for that no-good man,
I jeopardized my life for that no-good man.
[Spoken: Yeah.]

And at last there’s nothing else for me to do,
At last there’s nothing else for me to do,
I’m going to die in here, and I hope my man does, too.

Good-bye the world, and I am gone,
Good-bye to the world, because I know I’m gone— 
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T R A C K  8

1672 B 
The Murder Ballad, conclusion (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
Good-bye to the world, I know I’m gone,
Good-bye to the world, because I know I’m gone,
And I’ll be gone out a long, long, long.

[Piano interlude]

I hope heaven will be my home,
I hope heaven will be my home,
No more on this earth for me to roam.

Sinners, sinners, sinners, won’t you pray for me,
Sinners, sinners, won’t you pray for me,
Pray for me to let the devil let me be.

When I’m dead and dead way down in my grave,
When I’m dead, dead way down in my grave,
No more good peter of that man I’ll crave.

I won’t be buried like all my family was,
I won’t be buried like my family was,
I won’t be buried like my family was.

They will put me in a box in the prison yard,
They will put me in a box in the prison yard, 
Not even a tombstone or not even a card.

There won’t be nobody following behind myself,
There won’t be nobody following, it will be me by myself,
They’ll lower me in the ground, I won’t be on the shelf.26

If you get out of here, try to be a good girl,
[Spoken: Oh, I had to tell ‘em.]
Girls, if you get out of here, try to be a good girl,
That’s the only way you gonna wear your diamonds and pearls.

26In Catholic cemeteries, primarily, burial plots are elevated or in shelves in the walls.
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T R A C K  9

1673 A
“Fickle Fay Creep” (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 0

1673 B 
“Jungle Blues”
(Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 1

1674 A 
“King Porter Stomp”
(Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 2

1674 B 
“Sweet Peter” (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 3

1675 A. June 8, 1938
“Hyena Stomp” (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 4

1675 B. June 8, 1938
“Wolverine Blues” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton plays introduction and scats “Wolverine Blues”: 
Skeet, scat, oh, scow, bow, boo-do-doodle-doo-scoo,
Scow, scay, do-doodle-do scow bow,
Oh, scooden do-da-bo-don-do bow bay,
Scooden do bo-don-do bow bay,
Spa dow, skee deedle-oo, oh…
Skull dee, skeet scat, skeet dee-do-do,
Skoo da-doodle-oo skoodle-oo do-do,

[Same intro as something else]
[a little dash of “Song of India”]

[Jungle beat in left hand — various blues strains in right — St. Louis blues strain later on — 
a walking base figure]

[The tune that reminds you of all the William S. Hart pictures you ever saw — 
a march tune strain in next to the last part — 

climax by doubling chords and breaking away in right hand.]
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Skoodle-oo do-do-do,
Yeah, skeet scow scoo do-doodle-oo scow,
Oh scoot da babe, yeah, scoot that Wolverine Blues.

Sings:
Wolver— Wolverine, babe,
I’ve been yearning,
Wolver— Wolverine,
For your returning,
Soon, I'll be back with you,
And, once more, babe,
I’ll be dancing, back in Lansing.

Michi— just Michi-gan,
How I love you more,
Night and day.
Yes, I’ve seen ‘bout all there is to see,
I know they’re waiting, back at home for me,
That’s why— got Wolverine Blues.

T R A C K  1 5

1676 A. June 8, 1938
“Wolverine Blues,” continued (Piano Instrumental and Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings: 
Play that thing!

Spoken: Swing it, that’s the tune caused the name!

Just skeet, scat, skeet, skadoodle-oo,
Skeet, scat, skeet, skadoodle-oo,
Skeet, scat, skeet, skadoodle-oo,
Skeet, scat, skoo-do-da-doodle-oo,
Skoo baby, skoodle-ee-do-daddle-da,
Scow doe, scow bo, scow bay, scow hay,
Oh skoodle-ee doodle-ee skoodle-ee-do-do,
Skoodle-ee-do-do, doodle-ee-do-do-do-do-do,
Yeah, skoodle-ee-do-do,
Just skoodle-ee-do,
Yeah, hey now,
I know they’re waitin’ back home for me with the Wolverine Blues.
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T R A C K  1 6

1676 B. June 8, 1938
“State and Madison”
(Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 7

1677 A. June 8, 1938
“The Pearls”
(Piano Instrumental)27

T R A C K  1 8

1677 B. June 8, 1938
“The Pearls,” conclusion
(Piano Instrumental)

D I S C  S I X

T R A C K  1

1678 A. June 8, 1938
“Bert Williams” 
(Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  2

1678 B. June 8, 1938
“Freakish”
(Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  3

1679 A. June 8, 1938
“Pep” (Piano Instrumental)

27Alan Lomax’s note on disc’s dust jacket: “Written in 1918 in Mexico near the border (Sonora State). A young girl liked this tune so much JR named
it after her — Pearl.”

[a slow, lovely tune — chime passage — a nostalgic
first strain which makes you think of misty days 

on the lake]

[Full of all Jelly’s technical tricks and manipulations — runs, arpeggios, breaks in the treble register,
trills — particularly lovely passage in second strain on second side. A very removed, objective kind of
music. All of this of Jelly’s — technically proficient — and cold — the beat rather monotonous and
metronome-like — no drive, no great heart — brilliance but little heart or promise. Narcissist.]

[kind of lightly acrid quality to this composition]

[very intricate — desperately cheerful]
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T R A C K  4

1679 B. June 8, 1938
The Georgia Skin Game (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: While I happened to be in this little bitty city of Biloxi,
which was quite a prosperous little city at the time, because it was a great summer resort. Had a lot of
millionaires, used to make kind of a headquarters during the winter season because the weather was
fine. Fine oysters and fishing and so forth and so on. Golf and different things.

Many times I have played for a lot of big parties and so forth, for the Duquets, the oysters and shrimp
owners, and so forth and so on. But somehow or another I had a, a kind of a yen to be what they
called a half-smart guy, see? And all the smart guys that I’ve seen, since I become to realize — why,
they were much worse off than I was. I’ve only realized that in later ages, though. All the smart guys
usually wore, uh, maybe some overalls. If not, a flannel shirt, even in the summertime, busted open
right at the top, with no tie on. That was considered, from that dress, that was a sharp shooter —
smart fellow. 

And they had a fellow that dressed always in overalls. I don’t believe that no time I’ve ever seen him
in a real suit of clothes. He was a very nice fellow. Somehow he liked music and taken a liking to me.
He was considered one of the best Georgia skin players in that section. It was nothing for him, when
these turpentine men would come into town — what they’d call “town” would be Biloxi or Gulfport
or one of these little coast towns — but they’d always start maybe gambling and Georgia skin was, no
doubt, the main game. Of all the games in history that I’ve ever seen, I’ve never seen one game have
so many different kinds of cheats right in front of your eyes. It’ll take a magician to even catch ‘em,
and maybe not even him, he couldn't catch ‘em, maybe.

Anyway, Harry Dunn was supposed to be the best. He was a tall, lanky fellow, very thin, and had a
very nice disposition with a smile. He’s light in complexion, and somehow or another he seemed to
like me very much. And he told me, “Someday I’m going to make a gambler out of you.” And of
course that interested me; because I wanted to have the other young fellows that was out of my class
beat. And he used to teach me, day by day, when he wouldn’t go out wanting to meet what you call
a payday. That— meeting a payday means that he was going to bring the bacon home. Win all the
money from the people that have worked.

Well, Harry taught me a few things about the Georgia skin game such as the “hold-out cubs,” they
call ‘em. That was a cub is something where you have three cards where it’s impossible for this card to
come out of the deck. And of course, these cards are in the, in the party’s hand that’s playing the other
card. And in that case, you can never lose. But, of course, it’s very dangerous if you’re not able to get
the cards back into the deck. Harry taught me that trick. And he, he taught me several other tricks in
the line of cubs, what you call “run-around cubs.” Meaning that you sure had to win if you could get
the works in.

So once he was gonna make a payday at a railroad camp. [Clears throat.] This whiskey’s lovely. Uh,
so, I went along with Harry a few miles up the road. They had a camp at a little place called Orange,
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Mississippi. I always remember Orange because it almost meant fatal to me. Now, Orange— I didn’t
see anything in Orange at all but probably the, the log camp and two, three little houses. That’s all
Orange had. So we— I went with Harry as his little brother, he used to call me. And there was anoth-
er fellow along — I don’t remember his name — that was a ace Georgia skin player.

T R A C K  5

1680 A. June 8, 1938
The Georgia Skin Game, continued (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: Orange, Mississippi, is, uh, pretty close to the line of
Alabama. So, uh, Harry always knew, somehow or another, that I had pretty good relatives, and by
me being able to play piano I always had a opportunity to make a little money in the sporting hous-
es and so forth and so on. Which you could find a sporting house in every city at that time — I mean
a tenderloin district.

So Harry knew this quality that I had of keeping some kind of money. So he invited me to — says,
“I want to let you see how these things is done. Because showing you without the actual experience
— uh, you wouldn’t be able to do it, and then it takes a lot of nerve.”

Well, of course, I convinced Harry that I had a lot of nerve and I could do these things myself. Well,
when you’re skinning, why, the cards is laying on the table and people’s running through ‘em, look-
ing for what they call “singles.” So I went in the game. He told me to stay out of the game, but I, I’d
intended to get right in the game to have some experience. And I did.

In the meantime, after we’re playing in this little bitty camp, I’d noticed there’s three jacks together.
So I picked up the three jacks, and as Harry had taught me to “swing out” as you call it, I swung out.
And I kept these jacks, and they dealt the cards, and the next time the deal went around, one jack fell.
That’s what they call “falling.” So I said, “That’s my card and I’ll take the card.”

By that time Harry had won up an awful lot of money. And, uh, he was throwing what you call a
“side.” A side is a thing that it takes two to play — well, that is, opposition against one another. So of
course, I picked out the jack. And when I picked out the jack, I still had these cards — other three
cards — in my hand. So, I told the boys, “All right, get down here on this card.” They start to getting
down. “Getting down” means to put some money up. They’d put up from fifty cents, a dollar, two
dollars, and so forth and so on. So I knew that I had the best card, as they call the best card the one
that don’t lose. The one that stands up longer. 

So I told the boys, “Just make it easy on yourself and just roll in.” They used to say, “Come on, let’s
roll up,” you see? And they’d roll. And I made so much money on that deal, I didn’t know. I was pick-
ing it up so fast, it was, it was a shame.

So I didn’t know how to get the cards back into the deck. So one of the, the camp men — they usu-
ally turned the deck over after every deal — they picked up the deck and turned the deck over before
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Harry could do anything, and I didn’t know how to get the cards back in there. So since I had the jack
and they couldn’t find the other three jacks, of course everything was on me. The suspicion was right
on me and a fellow pulled out a great big pistol. He said, “You either come in with my money, or off
goes your head.”

T R A C K  6

1680 B. June 8, 1938
The Georgia Skin Game, conclusion (Spoken)
“I'm Gonna Get One and Go Directly” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: So he said, “If you don’t, uh, give me my money,” he says,
“off goes your head.” And he pointed a great big pistol at me.

And, uh, Harry said, “Don’t hurt this boy. He don’t know what he’s doing. He’s only a young broth-
er of mine. And I’ll assure you that I’ll give you all your money back, uh, that you lost on this deal.”

So when they started to claiming money, why, the one maybe who’d lost three dollars on the deal, he’d
say ten. And everyone would have their money much more than what it was. I had quite a bit of
money in my pocket. I’d taken all the money I had in my pocket and all I had won and practically all
Harry had won, and so forth and so on, like that. So he kept me out of the game, which it was only
a question of a short time before Harry would have all the money, if I would let Harry alone. 

Then of course there would— there was then a certain suspicion on Harry, because I’d tried to cheat.
So Harry said, “You stay out of the game.” Said, “Let me play these boys and maybe I may be lucki-
er than you.” And he, he sang a song like this as he would turn— flip the cards over.

Sings “I’m Gonna Get One and Go Directly”:
I’m gonna get one and go directly.
[Spoken: Pop! The card would hit.]
I’m gonna get one and go directly. 
[Spoken: The card’d hit. (Hits piano.)]
Oh, my baby’s down and out. [Hits piano.]

Alan Lomax [whispers]: Go ahead and put in your— the bet tone.

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
I’m gonna get one— [Alan Lomax: Put in the bet and play.] —and go directly. [Hits piano.] 

Spoken: “Two dollars more’ll catch you there, boy.”

Oh, I’ll get one and go directly.

Spoken: Said, “Three dollars more. Five? I got you on that. Okay, bet. Bet. Roll up. So, okay, roll up
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here. Two more on trey there. Okay, bet.”

I’m gonna get one and go directly. [Hits piano.] 

Spoken: Say, “Do you want anything over that ten spot?” “All right, king, come up there. Ten dollars
more’ll catch a king.” “Okay, boy, it’s a bet.” “Okay.”

If I can make this one last,
If I can make this card last,
I'm gonna get one and go toreckly. [Hits piano.] 

Spoken: “Eight more dollars up there on the eight spot. What you say, a dollar for every point you
got there? Okay, bet? Yes, bet. Okay, let’s make it sixteen. You only got a few good. There’s nobody
else standing there but you and I. I got the ace here. I think my ace is better than your, your, your
eight spot, what do you say? Okay. Twenty dollars bet. Twenty dollars more. Okay.”

I’m gonna get one and go toreckly. [Hits piano.]

Spoken: Eight spot fell and Harry taken all the money. And we finally got out of the place safe. It was
a tough thing for me, though, I’ll tell you that. Fact […] life. Harry Dunn was the fellow’s name.
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Handwritten note by Alan Lomax, probably manuscript material for Mister Jelly Roll. Circa early 1940s. (Page one)
Courtesy of the Alan Lomax Archive.
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Handwritten note by Alan Lomax, probably manuscript material for Mister Jelly Roll. Circa early 1940s. (Page two)
Courtesy of the Alan Lomax Archive.
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Handwritten note by Alan Lomax, probably manuscript material for Mister Jelly Roll. Circa early 1940s. (Page three)
Courtesy of the Alan Lomax Archive.

 



T R A C K  7  

1681 A. June 8, 1938
“Ungai Hai,” the Sign of the Indians (Interview and Song) 

Jelly Roll Morton sings:
Ungai hai.
Ungai hai.
Ungai hai.

Spoken: That’s the sign of the Indians. That would be some of the boys when they would be travel-
ing in the city of New Orleans, that is, during the Mardi Gras. They’d prepare for the Indian tribes-
I never known any more than four or five tribes in the whole city, of all the thousands of people that
there were there. Uh, these, uh, people they had the idea that they wanted to act exactly like the old
Indians did in the years gone by, and they wanted to live true to traditions of their style. If they hap-
pened to meet a friend of a tribe, or a friendly tribe to them, they would pitch in and start to dancing.

This was one of the biggest feats that ever happened during the Mardi Gras in New Orleans. Even
when the, the parades that cost millions of dollars would be coming along, if a band of Indians was
coming — come in — why the, the parade wouldn’t have anybody there. Everybody would flock to
see the Indians.

They would dance, and they would sing, and they would go on just like the regular Indians. They
would be armed with fictitious, uh, spears and tomahawks and so forth. And incidentally, sometimes,
some of them would break the rules and have some real material to fight with, with steel, and so forth
and on. Some even had pistols. And I have known many cases where there have been killings in the
city of New Orleans with the Indian bands.

Now here’s the way they would sing, uh, when they would be dancing. They’d form a ring and one
would get in the center and he’d start his kind of a Indian dance. And he’d be singing, throwing his
head back and downward, and stooping kinda over and bending his knees, and doing a kind of a, a
jug dance, I’d call it. And they would say, 

Sings: 
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais.
[Spoken: And the whole bunch would answer back:]
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais.

Spoken: See, they would, uh, they’d have a kind of a rhythm, uh, with their, with their heels. Like
this [demonstrates rhythm with heels]:
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Sings: 
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais.

A la caille-yoko,
A la ca-woh,
Oh, t’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
hou tendais.

Spoken: When they would say other things, they would, they would stop for a minute and throw
their head back and say:

A la caille-yo,
A la ca wais,
Houwais bas q’ouwais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Hou tendais,
T’ouwais bas q’ouwais,
Ou tendais.28

Spoken: Now there would be, from time to time, if they didn’t meet a friendly tribe towards them-
Which, uh, I thought, when I was a child, it was really Indians. I thought they had the paints and
everything else on ‘em just like the Indians would, some with the blankets, and so forth and so on.
Women never was in these masquerades at all.

They’d meet, uh, so— a real enemy. The enemy would walk up to — that is, what you call the spy-
boys. They would use them about two blocks ahead. I had a little experience in it myself. I happened
to be a spy-boy. They was always kids that did the spying. These were real men that did this Indian
dance and, and played the Indians. And their main object was to make the enemy bow, and they
would use this word. When the spy-boys would meet another spy-boy, they said, “Bow-wow. Bow-
wow. Ah, no, bow-wow.” I don’t remember all the words they used to use. And they’d point their fin-
gers to the ground, “Bow-wow!”

And if they wouldn’t bow, then they, they’d use the Indian call [whoops]. And, when they’d use that
Indian call, why, that was to call in the tribes. And there’s many time, when these Indian, these Indian

28Lines from the traditional Mardi Gras Indians chant whose title has various renderings, including “To Way Pockyway” and “Hey Pockyway.” The
Neville Brothers, the Wild Magnolias, and Dr. John recorded versions of it. The non-English text is not French or Creole, but comes, I suspect, from an
African language whose sounds have been repeated for generations without apparent attachment to meaning so they may have drifted too far to be
readily recognizable. (Letter from Barry Ancelet, January 31, 2005.)
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things came up there’d be a killing. The next day there’d be somebody in the morgue.

T R A C K  8  

1681 B
“New Orleans Blues” (Piano Instrumental)
The Spanish Tinge (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “New Orleans Blues.”

Spoken: Uh, this was one of the early tunes… [Recorder paused; microphone repositioned.] That’s
the type of tune, was no doubt one of the earliest blues that was created as a composition, a playable
composition, in the city of New Orleans. This tune was wrote about nineteen-two. All the black bands
in the city of New Orleans played these tunes — that’s this tune, I mean. Of course, you may notice
the Spanish tinge in it. This has so much to do with the typical jazz idea. If one can’t manage a way
to put the tinges of Spanish in these tunes, they’ll never be able to get the right season, I may call it,
for jazz music.

T R A C K  9

1682 A 
The Spanish Tinge, continued (Interview and Demonstration)

Jelly Roll Morton: Of course you got to have these little tinges of Spanish in it, uh, in order to play
real good jazz. Jazz has a foundation that must be very prominent, especially with the bass sections,
in order to give a great background. Plus, what’s called “riffs” today, which was known as “figures.”
But figures has, hasn’t always been in the dance bands. I’ll give you an idea what, uh, the idea of
Spanish there is in the blues. 

Plays short demonstration of “New Orleans Blues.”

Uh, this particular tune— I wouldn’t be honest if I said that maybe the whole tune belonged to me,
although my name is on it. It’s supposed to be arranged by Mr. Joe Jordan, but these arrangements
were made also by myself. 

Uh, there’s a man that used to teach me to play piano. I’ll have to give him credit for some contribu-
tion to this tune. His name was Frank Richards. He was older than I was. He was on the ragtime order.
But he was a very good player, as far as it went — although he was incapable of instructing anybody
along music in the very, that is, for a very short ways. That’s all he could go. He couldn’t go very far,
because he didn’t know so very much about music himself. But at least in the early days, in my begin-
ning on piano, he was the first one that started my instructions, and I thank him greatly for that. His
name is Frank Richards. I mentioned it before, but I want to be sure that you get his name correctly:
Frank Richards.

[begins with little Creole strain — 
then a little Cuban habanera rhythm]

[Ask (Rudy) Blesh if this is a Jelly Roll original?] 
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Unidentified woman: Hmm.

Alan Lomax: What part of the blues did he contribute?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well I, I claim that his, his contribution was more in the perfection way. The
melodies were all mine. But I believed that he could do much better than I could with it, because, uh,
he made a lot of corrections that probably would have gone maybe haywire. And of course, I’ve kept
the tune ever since. It’s one of my first tunes. [Recorder paused.]

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: As, as I before said, maybe you may be able to, uh, notice
the Spanish tinge. But you must have a powerful background. For an instance, those days they used
“La Paloma.” Was one of the great Spanish tunes. 

You know, New Orleans was inhabited with maybe every race on the face of the globe. And of course
we had Spanish people there — plenty of ‘em — and plenty French people. Of course, I’ll— I may
demonstrate a little bit of “La Paloma” to show you that the tinge is really in there.

Alan Lomax: Take it easy.

Jelly Roll Morton plays “La Paloma.” 

Spoken: That would be the common time, which it gives you the same thing in the— [Demonstrates
syncopation]. I hope this is quite clear to you, see? Only one is a blues, but differentiating, in these
things, it comes from the right hand. You play the left hand just the same, but of course, blues you-
you get the syncopation in there. It gives it, uh, a entirely different color. It really changes the color
from red to blue. And maybe you can notice this powerful bass hand? 

T R A C K  1 0

1682 B
Improving Spanish Tempos and “Creepy Feeling” (Interview and piano instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: I, I personally didn’t believe that the Spanish tunes were
really perfected in the tempos. The fact that the tempos wasn’t always correct. And, uh, I heard a lot
of Spanish tunes, and I tried to play ‘em in correct tempo myself. And, uh, I didn't possibly play ‘em
very correct in tempos. But I wasn’t altogether satisfied with some of the melodies. I decided to write
some of them myself. I will now try to play one for your approval. This number is “Creepy Feeling.”

Plays “Creepy Feeling.” 

[one of J.R.’s finest things — 
really Spanish in its atmosphere — 
4 beautiful strains — lovely breaks]
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[Disc skips; song restarted]

T R A C K  1 1

1683 A
“Creepy Feeling,” continued (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 2

1683 B 
“The Crave” (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 3

1684 A 
“Mamanita” [“Mama ‘Nita”] (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 4  

1684 B
“C’était N’aut’ Can-Can, Payez Donc” (Interview and Song)29

“If You Don’t Shake, You Don’t Get No Cake” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “C’était N’aut’ Can-Can, Payez Donc”:
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
‘N’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc.

C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc.

Alan Lomax: […] Give us again.

C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
‘N’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc.

C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,

29The can-can, a variation on the quadrille and polka, was first danced in France in the 1820s and subsequently banned by the police as indecent.
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C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc,
C’était n’aut’ can-can, payez donc.

Spoken [over playing]: This one of the— what was one of the early tunes in New Orleans. It’s from
French origin. And I’m telling you, when they start to playing this thing in the dance hall they would
really whoop it up.

Alan Lomax: When was that?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, well, this was around about nineteen-five, nineteen-six. All the bands — the
little bands that was around — played it; the different musicians that could, as far as they could go.
But it happened to be a favorite so far as the tune goes. But there seemed to be some vulgar meaning
to it that I have never understood. I know what all the rest mean, but the can-can — I can’t under-
stand the can-can business. [Laughs.] But I’ll tell you, everybody got hot and they threw their hats
away when they get to start playing this thing. [Plays.]

Sings “If You Don’t Shake, You Don’t Get No Cake” 
If you don’t shake, don’t get no cake,
If you don’t rock, don’t get no cock.

I said, if you don’t shake, don’t get no cake,
If you don’t rock, you don’t get no cock.

If you don’t fuck, you don’t have no luck, [Laughs.]
If you don’t fuck, you don't have no luck. [Laughs.]

If you don’t fuck, you don’t have no luck,
If you don’t fuck, you don’t have no luck.

T R A C K  1 5

1685 A
“Spanish Swat” (Piano Instrumental)

T R A C K  1 6

1685 B
“Ain’t Misbehavin’ ” (Song)  

[Piano Introduction]

[Invincibly cheerful, this music]
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Jelly Roll Morton sings: 
Ah, boot it,
Just boot it,
Boot it boot,
Boot it boot it boo-oot,
Baddle-daddle-addle la ba,
Misbehaving, ba-ba-da-da-da,
Misbehaving,
Yes, baby, I’ve got my lovin’ love for you,
Ba ba la ba da, baby.

T R A C K  1 7  

1686 A. June 12, 1938
“I Hate a Man Like You” (Interview and Song)
“Rolling Stuff” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton sings “I Hate a Man Like You”:
I hate a man like you,
Don’t like the things you do,
When you married me, I knew you wasn’t right,
When you stayed out from me the first night.
Do you think that’s treating your little wifey right?
Lord, I hate a man like you.

I hate a man like you,
[Spoken:] Can’t get used to the way— the things that you trying to do,
I knew you wasn’t the one for me,
When you took your fist and knocked me down to my knee,
If I could get a divorce I know I would be free
From a doggone man like you.

Yes, I hate a man like you,
Can’t used to— gettin’ used to the things that you do, no!
When you took your man friend at my home,
He told me all about the places that you did roam.
I looked in your pocket and found a sweet woman’s comb,
Yes, I hate a man like you.

[Hums complete verse:] Mmmm hmmm…

I hate a man like you,
Don’t like the things you do.
My people told me that I was going wrong,
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And I had a yen for you, I thought I’d like you strong,
But you so dumb, you don’t know right from wrong,
Lord, I hate a man, man like you.

Spoken [over playing]: And I had the blues, and then on she, she just moaned. It was a shame the
way that man treated that woman. And this happens to be a even true song. The music was wrote on
account of this happening. Of course, I played some blues to kind of pacify the young lady. She was
a beautiful thing, too. I played some rolling stuff like this: [Plays.]

T R A C K  1 8

1686 B. June 12, 1938
“Michigan Water Blues” (Interview and Song) 

[Piano introduction.]

Jelly Roll Morton: [. . .] play a blues by one of the most great— Play a blues by— it was by a great
pianist, maybe one of the best the world has ever seen. He, he enjoyed wearing the title of the “World’s
Greatest Single-Handed Entertainer.” Playing all the classes of music in the style they was supposed
to be played in, from blues to opera. And he sang one of these numbers, the blues that he wrote him-
self, it was “Michigan Water.” I’ll show you the different types that he played it in. 

Sings “Michigan Water Blues”:
Yes, Michigan water tastes like sherry,
I mean sherry, crazy ‘bout my sherry,
Michigan water tastes like sherry wine,
Yes, Michigan water tastes like sherry wine.

Mama, mama, look at sis,
She’s out on the levee doing the double twist,
Mama, mama, won’t you look at sis,
She’s out on the levee doin’ the double twist.

She said, “Come in here, you dirty little sow,
You tryin’ to be a bad girl, you don’t know how,
Come in here, you little dirty little sow,
You tryin’ to be a bad girl that you don’t know how.”

Spoken: [. . .]

She said, “Touch my bonnet, touch my shawl,
Do not touch my waterfall,
Touch my bonnet, baby, touch my shawl,
Please, don't you touch my waterfall.”
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Spoken: Then they’d do the single— single running bass. [Demonstrates.] Then 
they’d do what they call a double running bass there. [Demonstrates.]

Jelly Roll Morton, Victor session, Chicago, 1926. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 74.

[Sounds like boogie]
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D I S C  S E V E N

T R A C K  1

1687 A. June 12, 1938.
“Winin’ Boy Blues” [“Winding Boy”] (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton, spoken over playing: This happened to be one of my first tunes in the blues line,
down in New Orleans, in the very early days when people first start to playing piano in that section.
Of course, when a man played piano, the stamp was on him for life — the femininity stamp. And I
didn’t want that on, so, of course, when I did start to playing, the songs were kinda smutty a bit. Not
so smutty, but something like this:

Sings “Winin’ Boy Blues” [“Winding Boy”]:
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
Oh, the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name,
I can pick it up and shake it like Stavin’ Chain’s,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

I had that girl, I had her in the grass,
I had that bitch, had her in the grass,
Yes, baby, I had that bitch had her in the grass,
One day she got scared and a snake ran up her big ass,
Yes, I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

I had that bitch, had her on the stump,
I had that bitch, had her on the stump,
I had that bitch and had her on the stump,
I fucked her till her pussy stunk,
I’m the winding boy, don't deny my name.

Nickel’s worth of beefsteak and a dime’s worth of lard, Lord, Lord, Lord,
Nickel’s worth of beefsteak and a dime’s worth of lard,
Yes, baby, nickel’s worth of beefsteak, dime’s worth of lard,
I’m gonna salivate your pussy till my peter get hard,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my name.

T R A C K  2

1687 B. June 12, 1938
“Winin’ Boy Blues,” continued (Song)
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Jelly Roll Morton continues “Winin’ Boy Blues”:
Every time the changing of the moon,
Every time the changing of the moon
Yes, baby, every time the changing of the moon,
The co— blood come rushing from the bitch’s womb,
I'm the winding boy, don’t deny my fucking name.

I want about ten bitches to myself,
I want about ten sweet bitches to myself,
I want about ten sweet bitches to myself,
The one I like I’m gonna keep her for myself,
Winding boy, don’t deny my fucking name.

Mmmm, hmmm, 
Oh, de da de,
Da da da da, da de da,
Oh, da de de,
Mmmm, hmmm,
Oh, da de da,
Da da, da de da,
Mmmm, hmmm.

[Piano interlude]

I’m a poor boy, I’m long ways from home,
I’m a poor boy, long, long ways from home,
Long ways, I’m a poor boy, from home,
I’m gonna try to never roam alone,
I’m the winding boy, don’t deny my fucking name.

T R A C K  3

1688 B,30 June 12, 1938
“Boogie Woogie Blues” (Piano Instrumental)
“Albert Carroll’s Tune” (Piano Instrumental)
“Buddy Bertrand’s Blues” (Piano Instrumental)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Boogie Woogie Blues.”

Spoken [over playing]: Oh, pick it! 
Do that thing, little old boy! 
Yes, indeed!

30The accession numbers of AFS discs 1688A and 1688B were erroneously reversed.
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Oh my, that Texas feeling!

Spoken: Here’s the way Albert Carroll would play for the girls. He played that stuff, I’m telling you.
It sure sound good!

Plays “Albert Carroll’s Tune.”

Spoken [over playing]: Oh, play it, Mr. Carroll! He’s not good looking, but he sure was sweet.

Spoken: Old Buddy used to play some blues of his own. Uh, what is Buddy’s last name? I don’t
remember his last name right now — Buddy Bertrand, that’s his name. 

Plays “Buddy Bertrand’s Blues.”

T R A C K  4

1688 A. June 12, 1938
“Buddy Bertrand’s Blues,” continued (Piano Instrumental)
“Mamie’s Blues” (Interview, Piano Instrumental, and Song)

Jelly Roll Morton plays “Buddy Bertrand’s Blues.”

Spoken [over playing]: The girls was crazy about this little blues that Buddy Bertrand played in the
Tenderloin District of New Orleans. 

Here’s was among the first blues that I’ve ever heard, happened to be a woman, that lived next door
to my godmother’s in the Garden District. Her name was Mamie Desdunes. On her right hand she
had her two middle fingers, between her forefingers, cut off, and she played with the three. So she
played a, a blues like this, all day long, when she first would get up in the morning:31 [Plays.]

She used to sing for us like this: 

Sings:
I stood on the corner, my feet was dripping wet,
Stood on the corner, my feet was dripping wet,
I asked every man I met.

Can’t give me a dollar, give me a lousy dime,
You can’t give me a dollar, give me a lousy dime,
Just to feed that hungry man of mine.

31Born Mary Celina Desdunes (1879–1911). See Mister Jelly Roll for Bunk Johnson’s recollections of Mamie Desdunes, as told to Alan Lomax in a
March 1949 interview.

[very Spanish in feeling]
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I got a husband, and I got a kid man too,
I got a husband, I got a kid man too,
My husband can’t do what my kid man can do.

I like the way he cooks my cabbage for me,
I like the way he cooks my cabbage for me,
Looks like he sets my natural soul free.

Spoken [over playing:] This is the way to uplift them a little — the real blues, when they was made
into tunes.

T R A C K  5  

2487 A. December 14, 1938
When the Hot Stuff Came In (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: When did the hot stuff come in, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, the hot stuff came in nineteen-two. And this— 

Alan Lomax: Yeah, but into the bands?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they came in around nineteen-three. They, they came in immediately after
the— after nineteen-two, this, uh, the hot idea was arranged. Of course, they had another hot style
before. It was, uh, it would say, what you call ragtime. The kind that you start to playing at a certain
tempo, then you increase and you increase and you increase. You don’t do it deliberately, but you, you
increase, due to the fact that there wasn’t a perfect tempo set for that, uh, that kind of a music. And— 

Alan Lomax: Yeah, but the tunes that you’d play in those bands, how would they go, now? […]

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, for an instant they, uh, they’d go like this, uh, “National Anthem,” see. For
instance, say: [vocalizes] Yum, dum.

Alan Lomax: Okay, who’d start it?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, uh, here’s the way they’d start. Uh, the drums begun: Hrump, hrump,
hrump, rump, rump. Then the trumpet’d pick it up, you know, they’d be going right along: hrump,
rump. Trumpet say: Boo do. And when they say that, the drums’d say: Hrump, rump, hrump, rump,
rrrrrr — boom! And then they’d start, see? [Vocalizes:] Yum, dum, dum, dum. Dum, dum, dum, dum,
dum, dum.

For an instance we’ll say, “Stars and Stripes Forever.” They’d play it on this style [vocalizes]: 
Dum-duh da-dam-duh da-da-duh,
Da-da-da da-da-da da da-da dah,
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32Jelly Roll appears to conflate “Stars and Stripes Forever” with the “Star Spangled Banner.” In 1916, President Woodrow Wilson ordered the U.S.
military and naval services bands to play the “Star Spangled Banner” as the national anthem, but it was not officially designated as such until an act
of Congress on March 3, 1931.

Dum da dum duh da duh duh,
Dum dum dum dah dum da da dah,
Dum-dan da-da dah.

They’d pick up the next strain and play it like this [vocalizes while tapping his feet]:
Da-da da daddle daddle da da-da da, ba da da dah,
Bada doo da do-do do do-duh,
Ba-ba-da bah, da-da dah,
Dum da duddle duddle du-duh duh duh duh,
Duh-duh-duh, duh-duh-duh,
Buh du diddle diddle duh duh duh duh duh,
Duh duh duh, duh,
Do do do do do doodle-oo dee, diddle-dee, loodle do dee,
Duh-duh dum-dum duh duh duh uh-dum duh, dum,
Dum duh-da-dum da-duh-dah,
Da-dah duh dum da la-da,
Dum da-da-da-dum dee dum dee dee deedle-ee deedle-ee da deedle-ee dee-dee.

You see, they’d be going out then, see? Sometimes they’d start going out a half a strain. I’m telling you,
they’d be terrible hot. And everybody— the kids’d be jumping up. And the boys’d — like the drum-
mer — he’d be throwing his sticks up in the air and catching ‘em, throwing ‘em on the ground, bounc-
ing ‘em up there, as they walk, and catching ‘em. And he’d better not miss, because the whole bunch’d
razz him. The bass drum player, he’d have his, his bass drum beater, just twirling it around in the air.
And the boys, usually, that played trombone — I used to do it myself — if they had a slur to make,
used to make these slurs [imitates trombone]: Ahrum, dum, dum, dum, ahrum. See, uh, you would-
n’t keep up with the music. You’d stop while the slur would be going on and catch up later. You’d shove
one foot out there and stop while the slur says: ahumm, and then walk. See? Oh, it was tremendous!
And everybody would raise a lot of sand and everybody seemed to like it very much.

Alan Lomax: Well, Jelly, how would they do the National Anthem? Do it just like you did a
while ago. 

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, let me see. [Alan Lomax: As long as it takes.] How did— Let me see — how
the National Anthem go? I’ve forgotten how that goes now [hums]: Dum, dum, duh, dum.32

Alan Lomax: […] [Hums a few notes.]

Jelly Roll Morton hums and vocalizes a march to foot patting beat and begins scatting: 
Duh-dum duh-dum dum,
Dum duh-dum,
Ah, duh-dum duh-dum,
Dum duh-dum dum.
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Spoken: Let me think.

Dum, boom, dum dum dum dum dum dum dum,
Dum, duh-dum duh-dum,
Dum duh-dum dum, dum duh-dum,
Dum, duh-dum duh-dum, duh-dum duh-dum dum,
Duh-dum duh-dum.

Dum duh duddle-uh dum dum,
Dum duh-duddle-uh dum dum,
Duh duh duh duh dum duh du duddle-uddle dum,
Dum duh duddle uddle duh, [Spoken: How that go, say—] duh duh dum,
Woo do doodle-oo doodle oo doodle oo oodle oodle,
Duh da doodle-oo,
Dum, duh dum duh dum, 
duh dum duh dum dum, dum duh dum,
Ah, dum dum dum dum, dum dum dum dum,
Duh duh dum,
Dwee duh doodle-oo dwee duh,
Dum do doodle-oo dum duh,
Duh duh duh, duh duh dum,
Duh dweedle dweedle dweedle dweedle dee,
Dee dee de-dweedle dee dee,
Dwee dweedle-ee, dweedle dweedle-ee dwee,
Do do do do do do duh do da-dweedle-ee do.

Jelly Roll Morton: How’d that go, sir? [Resumes scatting with a falsetto horn imitation.] Then
they’d start again with hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump. Drums.

Alan Lomax: Drums.

Jelly Roll Morton: Here the way the drums’d go: hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump. Hrump,
hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump. Hhrump, hrump— Leader said, “Look out, back there.” Hrump,
hrump, hrump. “Get set ‘cause we goin’.” Hrump [laughs], hrump, hrump, hrump, hrump. Leader’d
pick up his horn and says: duh duh. [Imitates drum sounds:] Hrump-pump, hrump-tump, rrrrrr —
boom! And then they’d start. 

They used to play a number, kind of late, uh, like, well, “Alexander’s Ragtime Band” come in — used
to play that. Uh, National Anthem, naturally’d go with it.

Both Morton and Lomax hum, then Morton vocalizes:
Dum dum dum dum dum dum,
Dum dum duh-dum,
Dum duh dee duh, dum duh-dum.
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Spoken: It’s a bass solo [vocalizes]:
Ah dum duh dum duh dum, yum duh duh dum, dum duh dum.

Then they’d take it [vocalizes and pats feet]:
Duh dwee duh, dwee duh dweedle-dweedle dwee duh,
Do do do dwee duh duh duh da-dweedle doodle da-dwee,
Dwee da dweedle-dwee duh-duh-duh-duh dwee,
Do do do do da-doodle dwee duh,
Duh-duh-duh, duh-duh-duh-duh-duh-duh-duh, duh.

Spoken [coughs]: Oh boy, I think about drinking that beer, I can’t help it. Look like I’m drunk now!
I’m telling— [coughs]. Whiskey’s a swell thing. 

Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah, they, they’d go— go to town that way, see. There’s no getting around that.
And of course, they’d make all these places— 

Alan Lomax: Would people be dancing in the street behind the line?

Jelly Roll Morton: In the streets. They’d have sticks. Boy, the second line — the funny thing about
the second line, they in front of the band. See, of course, uh, the fact of it is, the band comes along
right behind the aides. The aides is supposed to be the fellows on horsebacks. They’d spend plenty
money for those big streamers and sashes is what they buy to put on ‘em, in order to make ‘em look
better than the other fellow. So the grand marshal’s in front, and everybody’s on a horse is considered
an aide, and the band is right behind ‘em. So that’s how that worked. And of course, the second line
is in front of the grand marshal but they call them the second line. They’re there to protect the parade
and the people that’s in the parade, to fight the other foe off, whoever that foe may be, until they get
to their boundary line where they meet a enemy. And where they meet the enemy, they stop right
there. They wouldn’t cross the line. If they did it was a tremendous fight, terrible fight.

I’ve known one case where a fellow must have been cut at least a hundred times. I seen blood coming
from him, just gushing, just the same out of one of the gushers out in Yellowstone National Park. I
never seen such a thing. This fellow happened to be a Creole boy. I didn’t know him very well, but I,
I, at least, I known of him. And, uh, he never did stop fighting. He just kept on trying to run after
this fellow that cut him. And I never seen a man in such shape in all my life.

T R A C K  6  

2487 B. December 14, 1938
The First Hot Arrangements (Spoken)

Jelly Roll Morton: A fellow by the—  [Recorder paused.]
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Alan Lomax: When were the first hot arrangements written, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, the first hot arrangements that ever was in existence — and I played most
all the popular tunes throughout the country, including the marches — was about the year of 1912,
in St. Louis. After I, after I got out of William McCabe’s ministrel show in 1912, early part, in January,
I think, I finally was able to pick up a little job. I first went to work at a club there. A fellow by the
name of George Reynolds was playing piano. At that time, I kind of figured I was pretty good singer
— which it was way out the way, but I figured it anyhow. And I had a way that I’d never play in any
city until I heard all that was there played. The fact of it is, I had been in St. Louis from time and time
and again, but they had a new, a lot of newcomers, such as Walter Farrington, Bob Hamilton, and uh,
different fellows like that.

So I taken a job as singing. And when I taken the job singing, I tried to correct George Reynolds, the
pianist that was playing for me. Instead of him trying to stand correction — he wasn’t, uh, an able
musician and he couldn’t read at all — he criticized me and demanded that I should play for my own
self. I was a bit angry, so I told him that I could play for my own self and I would. After I played he
become very much elated. 

Then they had a lot of music around there. He couldn’t read it, but they just had it, I guess, to— for
the singers to learn the words. Daddy White was one. That’s really the fact, that’s what they bought-
They bought the music to learn the words and let somebody else play the tune — maybe Artie
Matthews — then they would copy it. So Daddy White was there with me and another fellow named
Red — there was no women entertainers — and myself. And it seems to be George Reynolds’ main
object to crush me, and I needed the job very bad and my intention was to stop him from trying to
crush me. So, after I played for a while, they bought the music around and I started playing the music,
and then they start to try to test me ‘cause there was a bunch of new fellows that didn’t know me. [. . .]
Did I? Yeah, well, all right.

Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: So I finally got a job anyway, away from this place, out in, uh, a section, a kind
of a German section, and they wanted some more musicians. Well, there weren’t an awful lot of musi-
cians to pick from outside of the piano, the guitar and the mandolin, and drums. And the first hot
arrangements were made right along that time. I picked up a clarinet out of a band — a brass band
— and I picked up a trumpet out of a brass band, and made, uh, fixed up the guitar and a mandolin,
and myself and drums.

Alan Lomax: Were those hot men, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: No, they weren’t hot men.

Alan Lomax: They were Negroes, though?

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah, they were Negroes.
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33An ethnic vaudeville-type comic song possibly composed during the 1893 Chicago World’s Fair.

Alan Lomax: And did you write the arrangements for them that you wanted them to play? 

Jelly Roll Morton: Yes. They read music, most of ‘em.

Alan Lomax: And what did you write down, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I would write down any kind of a tune at all, any popular tune. I think
there’s a tune out, uh, “Cryin’ Just for You” around that time. And, uh, it was one of the tunes — I
don’t remember off-handed. But all the popular tunes, I knew ‘em. And we, we even jazzed at that
time “Ist Das Nicht Das Schnitzelbach,” a German tune, because we had to play that a lot.33 And I
made the arrangements for these things because they didn't play ‘em to suit me, and I told ‘em if they
played what I had down on the paper, they would be playing exactly as I wanted ‘em to play.

Alan Lomax: Well, where did you learn how to write arrangements for a band? You never played in
any band.

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, sure. I been playing in bands all my life. My first instrument was a guitar. I
played— 

Alan Lomax: You didn’t know the trombone or the cornet or—?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, yes. I, uh— My first instrument was a guitar. Then later I played drums. I
played, uh, what you call— At that time they call ‘em trap drums — that was one, one man beat
two drums.

Alan Lomax: Yeah, but you didn’t play in any hot, hot bands?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, yes, it was ragtime bands.

Alan Lomax: Where did they play?

Jelly Roll Morton: They played in New Orleans. A lot of times we played in parades. Mostly, of
course, they’d have from two to eight and ten parades, on Sundays. I’ve never seen it so small that they
didn’t— only had one. And the style we played, uh, during that time was a little bit different. We did-
n’t have large bands. Anybody that got the job, of course he offered the services — that is I’ll say he
offered, I’ll say the job, to different people.

Alan Lomax: Well, would— How would it happen? I mean, a guy, somebody would tell you there
was a parade. And what would happen, then?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, somebody’d say, “Okay.” They used to— They didn’t call me Jelly Roll then.
They called me Winding Ball, see. Say, “Winding Ball, there’s a parade coming up at such and such,
er, uh, a club.” And “Such and such a club have this, this date. Now, if you want this, I can get it for you.”

119



Well, of course, it would mean five dollars for the leader, and two-and-a-half or three dollars for the
men. So by being a leader — in that case, anybody could be a leader, all you had to do was get the
job. All I’d have to do was get the job and I’d get the men.

Alan Lomax: How would you go about getting the men?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, all I would tell ‘em, “A parade— ”

Alan Lomax: Well, where did you go to find them?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, we found them very easily.

Alan Lomax: Where’d you go?

Jelly Roll Morton: We’d go right in the Tenderloin District, right up Twenty-Fives or around, uh— 

Alan Lomax: You’d walk in the door, and what would you say?

Jelly Roll Morton: Say, “Boys, I got a job. Sunday.” You’d always know in the last few minutes, any-
how. You’d never know in front. Because it wasn’t really an organized band. They wouldn’t hire those
big organized bands. “Boys, I got a job. Uh, you want it?”

—“What is it?”

—“Parade.”

—“When?”

—“Sunday.”

Everybody do, “Count me in. I’m in on it. I’m in on it.” They wasn’t in on it for the money so much,
but they was on— in on account of the drinks they could drink. Every time the parade would walk
four or five blocks, why they’d start— have a keg of beer, sandwiches, whiskey, and all kinds of drinks.
So that’s what they was really in on it, so they could get drunk and, uh, have a good time. Of course,
they called it a ball. And, of course, we had, uh— 

Alan Lomax: What about the fights?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, they’d have plenty of fights. Did see plenty of fights. The boys’d have all kinds
of fights, and throw rocks and broomsticks at one another, and they’d never try to hurt a musician.
So it was fun for us to see a guy get beat up sometimes.

So, uh, all we had in the band as a rule, would be composed of a bass horn, one trombone, one trum-
pet, an alto, and maybe a baritone, a clarinet, and, uh, a bass drum and snare drums. About seven,
eight pieces be all we’d have. And, brother, I’m telling you, talking about noise, you never heard no
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sixty-piece band could make as much noise as those few guys could make.

Alan Lomax: And what would you play?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, sometimes I’d be playing trombone. Sometimes I’d be playing bass drum.
And very seldom I played snare drum because they had— we had a pretty tough guy around New
Orleans, Joe White. He’d always be playing the snare drum, and he was a good snare drum player. So
I’d always be playing one or the other. And, of course, every time we’d get a few blocks we’d have plen-
ty to drink and so forth and so on. I didn’t care so much for the drinking part—

Alan Lomax: […]

Jelly Roll Morton: No, I didn’t, uh... But I did like to see the boys the way they used to act, you
know, beat up the horses and go to the— Get drunk and says, “I can pick up this horse and grab his
front legs and hold him up,” and all that kind of a stuff. 

And, uh, the girls’d be waiting for ‘em to pass their doors and, and giving them a general hurrah and
everything like that. Why, it was really a swell time! And we had plenty of fun, the kind of a fun I
don’t think I’ve ever seen any other place. Of course, there may be nicer fun, but that particular kind
— there was never that kind of fun anyplace, I think, on the face of the globe but New Orleans. And
we had that every Sunday. 

So we had mostly a job every Sunday. And sometimes the big leaders would get the jobs. Like Manuel
Perez or Buddy Bolden or some of them fellows. When they’d turn out it would be a battle of music
on the street. I’ll dare say that the first time a battle of music was ever waged was in New Orleans, in
those parades.

Jelly Roll Morton, 
first RCA session, 
New York City, 
September 14, 1939. 
Left to right: 
Sidney Bechet, 
Sidney de Paris, 
Zutty Singleton, 
Albert Nicholas, 
Morton, 
Happy Cauldwell.
Courtesy of the 
Historic New Orleans Collection. 
MSS 508, Folder 79. 
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T R A C K  7  

2488 A. December 14, 1938
The Pensacola Kid and the Cadillac Café (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: […]

Jelly Roll Morton: [. . .] nineteen, uh, in, uh, in Los Angeles.

Alan Lomax: What were you doing? 

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, uh, I went to Los Angeles playing the Cadillac. You want me to say when
when I went to Chicago? 1917 when I went to Chicago? Before the — Los Angeles in ‘27.  

Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: All right, whenever you’re ready. [Starts to strum guitar as he speaks ] In 1917
I had just came back to Chicago for a short while. I played [. . .] spots. I wouldn’t take a cheap job. 

Recorder paused; interview restarted.

Jelly Roll Morton [spoken while strumming guitar]: In 1917 I came back to Chicago from a sum-
mer trip on the road. I had been fooling around, doing a lot of pool playing just before Pensacola Kid
left for South America. Went to Buenos Aires, the Argentine Republic. I even remember his address
very well. His address was 747 Tucamon Street, Hotel Stella, Buenos Aires, Argentine Republic, South
America.34 Uh, he went down there in order to try to beat all the pool players at playing pool, which
was no trouble because he had beat everything there was in America. He was a very shrewd pool play-
er. He beat everybody, but in the year of 1917 he still didn’t have any money. I was quite prosperous
[clears throat]. That was the year that Blankenship was the champion pool player of America.
Blankenship came on the south side of Chicago and wanted to play anybody out there. And, uh, it
didn’t seem like anybody had much money, and Paul thought he could beat him — the Pensacola Kid.
So him and I had been friends for years, and he said “I can beat this guy.” I said, “He’s the champion
of the world.” You know you had to be good to be the champion. “I know you’re good.” Of course I
was good, too. So, anyway, he wanted to play for two hundred. I had the money, but, I, I told him
that fifty was enough, and I let him have the fifty dollars to play him. 

Uh, Blankenship was almost out. Pensacola Kid needed eighteen balls, and he left them very, very hard
against the cushion. It was right in the center of the table, and they was playing line-up pool. He was
lined up exactly with the front ball, and it was kind of very hard for him to make his shot. So he made
the, the last ball on the table. He played the— what you call the “cushion tang,” and made that ball.35

By that time I was getting ready, thinking about leaving Chicago. I didn’t like Chicago so much; they

34Transcribed by Alan Lomax in Mister Jelly Roll as the Sala Hotel.

35Possibly means “cushion lag,” a fancy billiard shot.
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had an influx of a different class of people that was invading Chicago at the time. So, just about that
time, after being there a couple of months or a little more, a very prominent figure around Chicago
by the name of Lovey Joe — Joe Woodson — he came to me and told me they had a job in Los
Angeles that they particularly wanted me if they could get me. I didn’t even stop to ask him for salary
because I was so anxious to get away from Chicago. I told him, okay, I would take the job. And this
job happened to be in Los Angeles, California, at the Cadillac Café.

They previously had a band playing there when I went to the Cadillac. This band was named the
Black and Tan Band — that’s the name they had taken. They had no fame at all. It was a band con-
sisting of four pieces.

Alan Lomax: Four?

Jelly Roll Morton: Trumpet, trombone, drums, and piano. But they didn’t have a regular piano play-
er. They’d take up anybody who could half-way do.

When I went to Los Angeles, it was taking the job away from these boys. And they also had a brass
band to meet me at the station. I’m telling you it was a funny situation. I had a lot of clothes those
days. But the funny thing, I took my— my chosen — it was a blue suit to travel in. I went over the
Santa Fe Road, it happened to be in the summertime, and my God, the dust was terrible! And this
blue serge suit, by riding in the tourist car, the dust could get to me just as it seen fit. I was almost as
dusty as a boll weevil. I got to Los Angeles and, and having a big brass band to meet me at the sta-
tion— When I got off with all that dust, immediately, the newcomers that didn’t know me wanted to
know was that the hot Jelly Roll they was talking about? Said, “It’s the first thing this guy needs to do
is go to the cleaners — he’s got a dirty suit of clothes on.” And it was a fact — it was terribly dirty.
But it was a new suit, and it looked swell when I left Chicago. 

Well, anyway, I thought my trunk would be there that night, because I had to start to work on that
very night. But instead of my trunk coming, it was delayed for three or four days and I had to wear
the same suit. Then they was sure that I didn’t have anything at all. And I was under very, very tough
criticism from beginning. But I was very well up on the piano and a lot of the entertainers there knew
me. We had about ten. I remember a few of them. We had Albertine Pickens, and, uh, had Ross, and
Rucker — one of ‘em was a comedian, one was a singer — had Bricktop. And some of ‘em was from
out there in California. So they thought it was very strange because I had been a very good dresser, to
come there with only one suit of clothes. Of course, after my trunks got there, well I liked to turn the
town out. They thought I was one of the movie stars, I had so many clothes.

Well, anyway, on my opening night, they had to have the police department to stop the crowd. I guess
I was pretty well advertised. And things went on that way for quite a while, and then the movie star
trade started in. They heard about me, and we didn’t have anything but movie stars for I don’t know
how long — long as the place ran there. As long as I stayed there, until I got in a argument
with Bricktop.36

36Ada “Bricktop” Smith is also referred to as “Bright Red” by Alan Lomax in Mister Jelly Roll.
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Bricktop — I’ve known her since she was a kid. Born and raised in Chicago, much younger than
myself, but she had learned the art of the average entertainer. That was when she got a big bill to
switch it and put a small bill in its place. And I had my eyes on her. In those days, I never looked at
the keys and never turned around — I always looked at the entertainers. For every move they’d make,
I had ‘em. Whether they was singing or whether they was stealing, I had ‘em both ways.

So, uh, Bricktop went south in her stocking with a ten dollar bill after we’d played quite a little while,
and I’d seen her, and I demanded from the boss that she come up out of her stocking. The boss says,
“Well, I’ll pay the ten dollar bill.” I said, “Don’t you pay it. I wanna make her come up with it.” I said,
“You paying it will only encourage her to steal further.” And he didn’t want to do it. 

So Bricktop know, uh, know Hegamin very well — Lucille Hegamin’s husband. The former was a
blues singer for Columbia records. [Clears throat.]

T R A C K  8

2488 B. December 14, 1938
At the Cadillac Café, Los Angeles, continued (Spoken)
“Little Liza Jane” (Song)

Jelly Roll Morton [spoken over guitar playing]: Lucille Hegamin, as I stated, was a former
Columbia star — that is, uh, a blues-singing star. And her husband was a very good pianist. He used
to pinch hit for me lot of times in Chicago and I knew him very well.

So Bricktop, she didn’t like the idea that I’d checked up on her and caught her stealing, so she decid-
ed to try to do a little undercover work. And she did do a little undercover work. Had, uh, sent for
Hegamin. I believe, Hegamin was at the time in New York City. So, instead of Hegamin coming by
his self, Lucille came along with him. I walked into the place like I used to do every day to, uh, get
my meals at the Cadillac, the place I was working. I walked in. I seen somebody strolling across at the
piano. It was a stranger. And I happened to glance around and I says, “It looks like Hegamin to me.”
I said, “Hegamin?”

He says, “Who’s this talking?”

Said, “Jelly Roll.”

Says, “Oh, gee, I’m glad to see you.”

“I’m glad to see you, too.” He always knew I threw— always thrown a lot of work in his way. So he
was glad to see me, naturally.

So I said, “So, what’re you doing here?”

He says, “I’m gonna work here— here.”
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I said, “Where at?”

“Right here where I’m playing the piano.”

I said, “Do you mean at the Cadillac?”

He said, “Yeah.”

I said, “You don’t mean you're working here?”

He said, “Yes, I’m working here.”

I said, “That’s strange. I been working here all the time and they didn’t tell me a thing about it.” So I
said, “All right, it’s okay, don’t worry about it.”

So he was very sorry to know that he came to take my job. Of course, I knew nothing about it. So,
uh, the boss happened to be there, Murray. And I asked him what kind of tricks he was pulling. So,
he said, well, I was hard to get along with, not realizing the fact that I was right and the party was
wrong in stealing the money. And he just went and got somebody who was as good as me. I told him,
okay, that I would close the joint in two weeks. Well, it might not have been two weeks, but it wasn’t
any more than two weeks and a half it was really closed.

I went out to a little town called Watts, about nine or ten miles from Los Angeles. They had a lot of
roadhouses those days — Baron Longs, and many others I can’t think of. A colored fellow had a place
— by the name of George Brown — that wasn’t doing any good and, uh, immediately, he accepted.
But I told him that I didn’t want to open until he had notified all of Hollywood that I’d be working
out there.

Well, we had lot of invitations printed, and so forth and so on. And, uh, my opening night there was
nothing but Hollywood out there. That ended the Cadillac — they had to close. They just kept on
going down and down and down, that they couldn’t stay open anymore because no money was taken in.

By that time, Willie Tyler was playing the Pantages circuit — him and his wife —and, uh, was a great
violinist. So Willie wanted to stay in Los Angeles.37 We had formerly worked together, we both had.
So I gave Willie a job with my band. It was only seven pieces, and I increased it to a violin, made eight.
Since he was considered one of the finest violinists in the United States, I thought he would be a great
asset to the band. Which he was, so far as his, his playing was supposed to be, or was, rather.

Well, anyway, after he had gone out there, and he had, uh, with me working, he had, uh, had an idea
he wanted to take the band away from me. He wanted to stay out there. So, uh, he out-talked Mr.
Brown, which I was working for, and taken the band over. Taken— 

37William A. Tyler led an all-Negro orchestra at the Lafayette Theater in New York City and recorded a 1917 session for Columbia with W. C. Handy's
Orchestra of Memphis. He was also a concert violinist. Alan Lomax in Mister Jelly Roll misidentifies Tyler as “Willie Taylor.”
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Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: Of course, he’d taken, uh, want to take the band over and Mr. Brown give him
the opportunity to take the band over. He told him he could produce a better band than me, which
he had a very fine band. And again I found, uh, that, uh, Hegamin was the stumbling block in my
way again. He took Hegamin on the piano, and that left me out without a job again.

By that time, the Cadillac was quite sure that I was the man. So Murray got in touch with me and
told me if I would come back to the place, he would give me half interest in the place. So I went back
taking the, the Black and Tan Band — forming this organization of four pieces — and run Brown’s
out of gas. And run Brown’s out of gas. Took all the movie stars again, with four pieces and they had
eight — which was considered the best band in town, no question about it. They, they must have
had many.

So Brown found he couldn’t do any business in Watts, so he decided to come in Los Angeles and try
to get what they call the overflow trade. He moved a half a block from the Cadillac, on the corner of
Sixth and Central. And we was in the middle of the, of the block of Central, between Fifth and Sixth,
pretty close to the Southern Pacific Depot.

Well, anyway, he came up there with this tremendous bunch. My brother-in-law was playing the
drums for him at the time — Johnson, Dink Johnson. Well, anyway, they did fairly well for a little
while, but all the trade drifted right back to the Cadillac. And we had the trade that everybody want-
ed to be around — the movie stars. So, uh, pretty soon they start to cutting off. At that time Wood
Wilson was the boss of the band. It changed, uh, from the violinist to Wood Wilson, the bass player.
So they start to cutting off different pieces. They cut off the trombone, and later they cut off the vio-
lin, then they cut off the trumpet, they cut off the clarinet. It worked down to bass, piano, and drums.
[Laughs.] That’s the combination they had, see? [Laughs.]

Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, I’ll tell you that in a second. Well, so finally, Wood Wilson being the boss—
and he couldn’t fire the drum and just keep himself and the piano there. So the boss let him go, and
it worked down to drums and piano. And they finally let the drummer go, which is my brother-in-
law, and they kept the piano, which was Hegamin. And they finally had to let him go and close the
place up. I also told him the same thing that I told Murray, that I would close the place up.

Then the Cadillac was again in bloom, in first-class shape. The tunes we was playing out there — we
couldn’t play the tunes like we could in New Orleans because we didn’t have the ability, the same kind
of ability, I would say, out there. So we had to play what we could. We played numbers like “The
Russian Rag,” was quite popular; and uh, maybe, “Black and White,” “Grace and Beauty,” and
“Maple Leaf Rag.” ‘Course we had some very good men and things like that there. We had some very
good tunes.

Alan Lomax: Do you remember any songs that they sang?
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Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, they sang a song, “Daddy Dear,” and, uh, let’s see— Trouble of it, I can’t
remember off-handed on account of the years are getting mixed up. Uh, “When the Midnight Choo
Choo Leaves Alabam’,” that was one they were singing. Uh, they seem like they would hold a num-
ber a long time. They would sing a number maybe for a year or two — “I’m Crying Just For You.”
“Melancholy Baby” was quite prominent, still, at that time.

Alan Lomax: [. . .]

Jelly Roll Morton: 1917. That’s all in the year of 1917 this happened. And, um, there’s a number
that we used to sing in Frisco. But we was down in Los Angeles at that time.

Sings fragment of “Little Liza Jane” while strumming guitar: 
Ba-dum dum dum,
Ba-dum dum dum,
Da-dum dum dum,
Da-dum dum dum,
Fa la la, 
[Spoken: I’m trying to remember the name of this thing.]
Ba-dum dum dum,
Ba-dum dum dum,
Fa la la,
Oh baby, fa la da, 
[Spoken: I can’t remember this dang thing.]
Ah baby, la da da da,
[Spoken: It was a kind little comedy song. The whole coast went for this.]
Ba-dum dum dum,
Ba-dum dum dum, 
Ah da,
Ba-dum dum dum,
Ba-dum dum da-dum ba-da da-dum,
Ah baby, um-um-um,
Uh hmm hmm hmm-hmm hmm-hmm.

Spoken: They used to sing that little number. I forgot the— What’s the name of that tune? And then
they had a lot of other popular tunes that they used to sing. Of course, I brought all ‘em, uh, most of
the tunes myself, from Chicago. They didn’t have an awful lot of tunes to sing out there, but I brought
a bunch of music with me and that started the people up. And the first thing I did, I wrote, I wrote
a tune called “The Cadillac Rag.” I’ve forgotten the tune now. It’s quite a hard tune. I used to play it
on the piano. And it was one of those things where the singers would sing it and all, [strums guitar]
and I’d have a answer in it. And “The Cadillac Rag” got to be kind of pretty fair. 
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T R A C K  9

2489 A. December 14, 1938
“Little Liza Jane,” continued (Song)
On the West Coast: Getting Along Swell (Spoken)

Alan Lomax: Sing it.

Jelly Roll Morton sings “Little Liza Jane”:
Oh Liza, little Liza Jane,
A do-do-dee do deedle la-da-da,
Little Liza Jane,
A dum dum dum dum da-da-dum,
Little Liza Jane.

Spoken: Well, of course, I seen my brother-in-law, and, uh, Bill Johnson was out there. Uh, Dink was
out there, he stayed out. He was crazy about California. So he wouldn’t— he wouldn’t leave Los
Angeles at all. I would constantly ask him where Anita was, and he wouldn’t never tell me. So, uh,
finally I runned upon the old lady. I, I found where the old lady was staying — her mother. And she
says, “Oh my, how Anita would like to see you!” And she got me in touch with Anita. 

At that time Anita was down in Nevada. She had bought a saloon business in a little town called Las
Vegas, Nevada. The place was named the Arcade. And she had made a lot of money down there —
plenty money, in the saloon business.

So, anyway, somehow or another, her mother notified I was in Los Angeles, and she got in touch with
me. She came up to Los Angeles to see me, and we went back together. And she decided then to let
the saloon go, unless I wanted to come down there. I went down there, and it was too doggone cold
in the sum— in the winter, and it was too hot in the summer. The fact of it was I’d rather be round
those palm trees, myself, in Los Angeles.

So Dink went down — the brother, her brother, rather. And when he came back he was able to buy
a McFarlan automobile, and they was plenty high, those days.38 So, anyway, Anita decided to stay in
Los Angeles, so she went into a small hotel business. She bought a hotel on, on the corner of, uh,
Central near Twelfth, in Los Angeles, and named it The Anita. 

And by that time, I had several little businesses branching out myself, again. I was connected with a
dance hall, but the dance halls, you, you could only run till twelve o’clock. And I decided, if I went
out in Watts County, the same section where I had worked for George Brown, I would, I would be
able to, uh, run a night spot all night long, which I did. They had a place called Leek’s Lake. And that’s
the place I had taken, and I named it Wayside Park. I had a partner out there with me. His name was
Woodward. He was a trombonist. That's the, the place that King Oliver made such fame in the Pacific
Coast in.

38The McFarlan Motor Car Co. of Connersville, Indiana, built luxury automobiles from 1910 to 1928. (Source: http://www.doctorjazz.freeserve.co.uk) 
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So we went along, and we made a lot of money, together. Money was no object — I had plenty
clothes, plenty diamonds. I also become in possession of a ni— of a club, a gambling club next door,
uh, to the hotel, which was on the corner, right across from Watson Burns’. Watson Burns was con-
sidered at that time one of the greatest billiard players in the world. We had become to be very per-
sonal friends. And there was a lot of money made in this gambling place.

I had a fellow running the place for me from New Orleans that I had a lot of confidence in. He was
the first fellow that played the part of Tarzans in the moving pictures — a great big black fellow, stand-
ing almost seven feet high. And he must weigh at least three-hundred pounds, all solid meat.

Alan Lomax: What was his name?

Jelly Roll Morton: Huh?

Alan Lomax: What was his name?

Jelly Roll Morton: His name was Zack Williams.39 I trusted Zack to run the dice game for me. And
uh, of course, Zack was looking out for Zack. He made a lot of money, but, still in all, he always want-
ed some more money. And I ran the club along and did pretty good. Until once I taken a trip to Frisco
on the train, and I had a two-thousand dollar bankroll down there that was for him to mostly use for
change, and occasionally, call a bet when nobody else would call the bet in order to keep the game
going. Everything was trusted up to his honesty, which I found it shouldn’t have been because he was-
n’t trustworthy. 

As the wire reached me before I was to Fresno — going toward Frisco — that the bankroll was lost.
And I know who it was lost to. It was lost to a fellow that he palled around with, named Slick.

So when I came back, I just got rid of the club. And that left Zack out in the cold because he’d lost
his movie job. He was such a big star that he would go, go to work anytime he got ready. So we went
along and made a lot of money. Zack was a very expensive help to me. Every morning he demanded
a steak that would cost a dollar and a— dollar and a quarter, raw. They had a market right under our
place — the hotel.

Alan Lomax: Why did you stick with this guy then, Jelly?

Jelly Roll Morton: I couldn’t stick with him because he’s stealing my money.

Alan Lomax: So why did you stick with him at all?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I didn’t know that at all. I didn’t know that he was a— he was so crooked.
I was trusting everything to his honesty since he, he was a home boy. And I had always known him,
well, maybe to be straight — but maybe I didn’t know how crooked he was, see? So Zack was a— was
a tough man to get along with, ‘cause he had those dollar and a quarter steaks and I didn’t care so

39Zack Williams (1886–1958) was a prominent black film actor and founding member of the Screen Actors Guild.
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much for steak, especially those big ones like he did. And my wife used to cook ‘em for him. Every
morning when he’d come to work he had that steak.

But we had a lot of money and money was no object. In fact I used to keep a top tray full of bales of
bills. Sometimes they were ones and twos and fives and sometimes tens. But they’d be in bales. Once
I told a fellow that I had a trunk of money and I brought him in the hotel to show him. And I just
opened the top tray, and he was so excited to see the top tray full of bills, he just decided the trunk
was full.

Alan Lomax: Well, how were you and Anita get-
ting along at that time?

Jelly Roll Morton: Oh, we was getting along
swell. It’s a day that I don’t like to bring back,
because I never realized how happy I was until
after I left her. There was nothing under the sun
that I ever wanted that I didn’t get during that
time but two things. And those two things, and
one of them was a yacht, and the other was a cow.

Alan Lomax: A what?

Jelly Roll Morton: A cow. I never did have a
cow. I wanted that, see, and I wanted a yacht. But
after I looked up the prices for yachts, I said,
well, I couldn’t handle a yacht. And the expense,
the upkeep was tremendous, so I couldn’t think
of that. But outside of that everything was swell.
We finally moved around the corner to Twelfth
and Central to Pico Street. We had a private
apartment there because her mother didn’t care
for the hotel so much, so we all— I always lived
with her and her mother. It was the group,
because she personally looked out for her moth-
er in spite of the fact that she had seven other
brothers. But they always depended on her to
look out for mother — which it was always done
in fine style.

Anita had about three or four fur coats, all the time. The reason I say three or four, because sometimes
the old lady would take one — I mean her mother. So if she had four, she’d have three left. And of
course, there’s nothing too good for the old lady, and she realized it and she would sometimes pick
her best apparels to ask for. And she got ‘em. Anita loved her mother very much, and I thought an
awful lot of the old lady myself, for a very long time.

Jelly Roll Morton and Anita Gonzales.
Location and date unknown. 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 86. 
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Alan Lomax: Was Anita as devoted to you as she was to her mother?

Jelly Roll Morton: She was devoted to me, more so than she was to her mother. If I told her to do
something, she realized I was her husband and she respected me, as a husband — as few women today
respect their husbands. Aside from that, Anita was a very beautiful woman, very beautiful woman.
And she dressed very handsomely, and plenty diamonds to elaborate the conditions generally. She’d
listen to everything that I said do. I couldn’t wish for a finer woman than Anita. Personally, I don’t
believe there ever was one born any finer than Anita. And I think that I have missed an awful lot by
leaving her. ‘Course it was all a mistake, but nevertheless it happened.

So finally, I was doing such good business, that a fellow by the name of George Brown — that was in
the club, the gambling club and having the, the roadhouse outside of town. And in town, I had the
dance hall, that couldn’t run any later than twelve o’clock. And he was a big politician. So he said to
me one day — with a fellow by the name of, uh, Pops. Pops was a partner of mine in the dance hall
business. He says, “You put up six hundred, I’ll put up six hundred, and let Jelly put up six hundred,
and we’ll control this campaign. And we’ll run this town, to suit ourselves.” I said, well, I wasn’t so
interested in running a town, all I was trying to do was make some money.

T R A C K  1 0  

2489 B. December 14, 1938
In the Publishing Business (Spoken)
“Tricks Ain’t Walkin’ No More” (Song) 

Alan Lomax: Jelly Roll, when you were in Los Angeles in, uh, 1929, you started in publishing busi-
ness with the Spikes brothers.

Jelly Roll Morton: Not 1929.

Alan Lomax: 1921.

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, yeah, about 1921, ‘20.

Alan Lomax: And what was the first tune you all published?

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, “Someday Sweetheart.”

Alan Lomax: Tell us about the history of that tune.

Jelly Roll Morton: “Someday Sweetheart” was a tune that a old racetruck, racetrack man, friend of
mine — Kid North — he only could play one tune. And he told me that I could have the tune since
he found that I was a writer of music and we had been friends then for quite a while.
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He was a former trainer of Joe Gans, the old champion from Baltimore.40 Then he had been in race-
track business for a long time. The title of the tune that he wanted to give to me, which a part of it
was taking for “Someday Sweetheart.” The title was named “Tricks Ain’t Walkin’ No More.” All right?

It went somethin’ like this. I don’t remember the words. ‘Course when I— I can’t sing anyhow. But I
always have to clear my voice [clears throat]. Whiskey’s a swell thing.

Sings “Tricks Ain’t Walkin’ No More”:
Tricks ain’t walking no more,
Tricks ain’t walking no more.
Every time I see that woman,
She meets me,
I’m gonna tell you,
She’s got that lovely fee.

But tricks ain’t walking no more,
Why, they’re passing right by that whore,
I’ve never — they seen things so bad before,
‘Cause tricks ain’t walking no more, I’ll tell you,
Tricks ain’t walkin’ no more. 

Ah, da, da, la,
Da, da, da.

Spoken: That’s the verse.

Oh, I want you to be mine,
If you’ll come with me,
And be with me,
I’ll love you all the time,
So won’t you be mine?
I’m gonna take you to grind.

Just then, her man would come,
And I would run,
That would be the end for me,
‘Cause tricks ain’t walking no more,
Oh, tricks ain’t walking no more.

Every time you see a man coming down the street,
He won’t stop, he’ll pass her door, babe.
Tricks ain’t walking no more,
She can’t get a dime, that poor whore,

40African-American boxer Joe Gans (born Joseph Gaines, 1874-1910) won the world lightweight championship in 1902. 
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I never seen things so tight before,
Because tricks ain’t walking no more — I mean it,
‘Cause tricks ain’t walking no more, babe.

Spoken: That was, uh, that was the thing that Kid North used to do. He played a little piano and he
had a, he had a kind of a little house there. He was a single fellow and he kept this house mostly to
lure the girls, until he got married to, uh, a beautiful girl named Helen. He particularly named this
place “The Lion’s Jaw.” Says he, “Anytime I catch ‘em, boy they— when they go into The Lion’s Jaw,
they’re clinched.” Says, “I never let ‘em get away.”  He’s a funny sort of a guy. He always made a lot
of money, and a very swell dresser and very tight across the chest. He wouldn’t give a dollar and a half
for a diamond as big as anybody’s head. That was one of his words that he would say all the time. 

I thought he was a swell guy. He finally went with Kid North, I mean, uh, with Bob Rowe. And he
coupled up with him in the racetrack business. He never spent a dime on those horses. It was all Bob
Rowe’s horses, but Bob always wanted somebody to be with him, because Bob was kind of sickly. And
of course, Kid had the big front as the owner. At one time, Bob had a very fine racehorse that really
made him. The fact of it is he was a dead horse when Bob bought him. I think he paid about three-
hundred dollars for him — a horse, Coffield. Made an awful lot of money for him.

But, anyhow, Kid was a smart fellow. And, uh, I’ll say that he’s very much instrumental in some parts
of the tune “Someday Sweetheart.” And I was the one that used to play the tune around. Of course,
my name doesn’t appear on the tune, and I’m not jealous about it. I hope the boys would write ten
million other ones like that. But uh, since it happens to be a thing of— like the Archives, that you’re
supposed to give facts, I think the facts is something that really should come out.

Alan Lomax: What happened to the tune after, after you began to play the “Tricks Ain’t Walking
No More?”

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, they, uh, they wrote up the tune together and called it— [Alan Lomax (…)]
—yeah, and called it “Someday Sweetheart.” And they left my name off of it, which I was really the
cause of the tune anyhow. This tune was practically wrote in Los Angeles and Frisco. At the time Reb
and I was working for the mayor’s son in Oakland, in a cabaret there on the main street. Uh, that was
after I broke up my place in San Francisco, uh, which is around the early part of 1919 — uh, 1918,
rather. So the tune came out and was quite famous. In fact, I helped to make the tune famous myself.
Later, the “Wolverine Blues” was supposed to be published. The fact of it is, I never seen a public—
publication on it from the Spikes, Morton and Spikes Music Company. But I notice this, when the
Melrose taken it over, that Spikes’s name appeared as Spikes, Morton, and Spikes on “Wolverine
Blues.” They wrote a few of the words. That’s all they did write of it. I demanded that this tune be
changed over, under my name from the Melrose Music Company.

Alan Lomax: Well, Jelly, where’d you get your idea for the Mel— for the “Wolverine Blues?” I remem-
ber you told me, for the, for the “Jelly Roll Blues,” you got your idea from some, some things you’ve
heard and put together. 

Jelly Roll Morton: Yeah.
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Alan Lomax: Where did you get the idea for “Wolverine Blues?”

Jelly Roll Morton: Uh, well, I got the idea for “Wolverine Blues”— uh, I first wrote the “Wolverine
Blues” in the city of Detroit, Michigan.

Alan Lomax: I remember you told me that. But what about the idea for the tune, now? Where does
the tune come from — the melody?

Jelly Roll Morton: You mean the music, the melody? I don’t know. It’s one of those things just roam-
ing around in my head. Sometimes I, I just start, get at the piano and say, I think I’ll write a tune, and
something will just bob up in my head, and out it comes on my fingers. That’s just about how the
idea came. Although I tried to use a trumpet strain, which was the first strain. Uh, you may be able
to remember one of these new tunes that come out now at, uh— It’s, uh, I think it’s “The Rhythm”—
not the “Rhythm is Jumping” — “Flat Foot Floogie” or the other one. What’s that other tune? Uh,
one of them has got part of the “Wolverine Blues” in it. 

Alan Lomax: What’s the trumpet strain?

Jelly Roll Morton [vocalizes]: a-daddle-la-da, da-da-dam, a-daddle-la da-da, da-da-dam.

Alan Lomax: Where did— where did you remember than trumpet strain from?

Jelly Roll Morton: Well, I just wanted to make that as a trumpet strain. I didn’t have that as a trum-
pet strain. I just thought I’d make that for the trumpet strain. And the next strain, I made it for a
trombone strain. 

Alan Lomax: Uh huh. 

Jelly Roll Morton: And, uh, of course, I played the trio, then what you call a harmony strain, and
then I made a clarinet strain in there. And it proven very effective. And, of course, the last strain, I, I
planned to put all the instruments together in order to make, make the piano sound like a band as
much as possible. Then I, I— of course, I blasted away on the last strain, which we’d call a triple forté.
Of course, jazz — when you’re playing jazz piano — it must sound like a band. If you don’t make it
sound like a band, you’re not playing no jazz piano. And that was the idea for it.
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Jelly Roll Morton’s last will and testament, June 28, 1941. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 87.
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S E L E C T I O N S  F R O M  T H E  
1 9 4 9  N E W  O R L E A N S  J A Z Z  I N T E R V I E W S  

R E C O R D E D  B Y  A L A N  L O M A X

Note on the 1949 New Orleans Jazz Interviews 

In early April 1949 Alan Lomax visited Albert Glenny, Johnny St. Cyr, Alphonse Picou, and Paul
Dominguez, Jr. in order to gather their first-hand recollections of early New Orleans jazz and Creole
music. Lomax’s purpose was to amplify and further contextualize what he had learned from Jelly Roll
Morton, as research for his biography of Morton, Mister Jelly Roll: The Fortunes of Jelly Roll Morton,
New Orleans Creole and “Inventor of Jazz.” These elderly ambassadors of jazz were recorded at their
homes in New Orleans, with the sounds of roosters crowing, radios playing, dogs barking, cars pass-
ing, and horns blaring in the background. Lomax speaks off-microphone and his questions and com-
ments are occasionally difficult to hear. Though every attempt has been made to optimize sound qual-
ity, Lomax’s view of the recordings as being primarily research material should be kept in mind. A cat-
alog of the full six hours of recordings can be found at http://www.lomaxarchive.com.

M U S I C I A N  B I O G R A P H I E S

A L B E R T  G L E N N Y  
b. New Orleans, March 25, 1870; 
d. New Orleans, June 11, 1958.

Albert Glenny was a member of Buddy Bolden’s
marching band (c. 1900) and played string bass
with the bands of Kid Rena, Big Eye Louis Nelson,
John Robichaux, and the Depression-era WPA
Brass Band and ERA Orchestra. Alan Lomax inter-
viewed Glenny at his home at 1315 St. Antoine
Street. The box of the recording tape bears this
description: “79, spry old gentleman, spots and
freckles, eyebrows gone, toothless, his memory
slow, eyes blurry and red, the slightly clawed fin-
gers, clean, poor clothes, broken but polished
shoes, quiet old fellow, looks 60.” 

Albert Glenny
Photo by William Russell, July 1945. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 618. 
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D R .  L E O N A R D  B E C H E T
b. New Orleans, April 25, 1877; 
d. New Orleans, Sep. 17, 1952.

Dr. Bechet was a trombonist, dentist, and older brother of
renowned clarinetist Sidney Bechet. He led the Silver Bells
Brass Band, featuring Sidney, until World War I and was a
member of the Young Superior Brass Band in the 1920s. 

A L P H O N S E  P I C O U
b. New Orleans, Oct. 19, 1878; 
d. New Orleans, Feb. 4, 1961.

Clarinetist Picou is best remembered for his solo in “High
Society,” a song widely held to be pivotal in the evolution
of early jazz. He played in Freddie Keppard’s Olympia
Orchestra, the Excelsior, Columbia, and Tuxedo brass
bands, and his own Independence Band.  

P A U L  D O M I N G U E Z ,  J R .  
b. New Orleans, poss. June 1888; 
d. poss. San Bernadino, California, April 1978.

Dominguez was a Creole violinist and guitarist who played in many Storyville cabarets and with Louis
Armstrong in 1923 at Anderson’s on Rampart Street. A one-time concert musician, he considered
himself and his father, bass player Paul Dominguez, Sr., to be “real musicians [who] were all educat-
ed in music and knew [their] instruments” — as opposed to the “rough element” of black Uptown
that played by ear and did not read music.

Dr. Leonard Bechet, outside his dental office in New Orleans. 
Photo by John Reid, c. 1944. Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 139. 

Alphonse Picou. 
Photo by William Russell, c. 1945. 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 1197. 
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Alphonse Picou and Paul Dominguez, Jr. were interviewed at Picou’s home. Lomax noted on the tape
box that Dominguez “hasn’t played guitar for 20 years.”

J O H N N Y  S T .  C Y R  
b. New Orleans, April 17, 1889; 
d. Los Angeles, June 17, 1966. 

Guitarist and banjo player St. Cyr is best
known for his work on Louis Armstrong’s Hot
Seven and Hot Five sessions. He played in the
National, Tuxedo, and Magnolia orchestras,
accompanied Fate Marable on the S.S. Capitol
riverboat and Armand John (A. J.) Piron, and,
in Chicago, was a member of King Oliver’s
band and Jelly Roll Morton’s Red Hot Peppers.
The last five years of his life he spent as band-
leader of the Young Men From New Orleans at
Disneyland in Los Angeles.

Biographical information compiled from:
Rose, Al and Edmond Souchon. New Orleans Jazz Family Album. Baton Rouge: Louisiana

State University Press, 1967.
Lomax, Alan. Mister Jelly Roll: The Fortunes of Jelly Roll Morton, New Orleans Creole and

“Inventor of Jazz.” Berkeley: University of California Press, 2001.
http://www.redhotjazz.com

Johnny St. Cyr, possibly at William Russell’s 
record store, New Orleans.
Photo by Don Perry, May 1949. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 1489.
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Letter from Johnny St. Cyr to Alan Lomax, June 25, 1949. 
Courtesy of the Alan Lomax Archive.

139



T R A N S C R I P T  O F  S E L E C T I O N S  F R O M  T H E  
1 9 4 9  N E W  O R L E A N S  J A Z Z  I N T E R V I E W S

D I S C  E I G H T  

T R A C K  1   

“Original Jelly Roll Blues” (Guitar Instrumental)
Johnny St. Cyr (guitar)

Johnny St. Cyr: Here’s one of Jelly Roll’s numbers that I always liked.

Plays “Original Jelly Roll Blues.”

T R A C K  2  

Jelly Roll’s Early Playing Days in the District (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax

Johnny St. Cyr: Oh, it was around nineteen-six. I used to go round the different dance halls in the
red light district to listen to the different orchestras, and on several occasions Jelly Roll was the pianist. 

Alan Lomax: With the orchestra.

St. Cyr: With the orchestra, yes. He used to play at night and then be practicing on the piano all day
in the dance hall. Guys used to kid him about it and ask him when do he sleep? [Laughs.] He used
to fool with the piano so much. He just loved it that way. 

Lomax: How did he sound to you then, was he already mighty good?

St. Cyr: Oh, yes, he was very good then. Very good then.

Lomax: What did he look like?

St. Cyr: Well, he looked about the same. He— the years hasn’t changed him very much. [Lomax: Uh
huh.] He looked about the same. A little— well, not quite as heavy as he was in recent years. But his
features never changed any. Jelly Roll hasn’t aged a bit so far as his looks is concerned.

Lomax: Did you, uh, was he felt to be one of the best pianists at that time?

St. Cyr: At that time, he was one of the best. Well, really, the best one we had was Tony Jackson. He
was the best piano player we had at that time. But, uh, with the exception of Tony Jackson, why, he

140



was one of the best we had around town, you know.

T R A C K  3

Hot Bands and Creole Tunes (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Who was the great man around that period?

Johnny St. Cyr: What do you mean, uh, in general, or on any particular instrument?

Lomax: Well, who was, who was the top guy, in jazz right then in New Orleans around nineteen-
eight?

St. Cyr: Well, we had several of them. Bunk Johnson was with the Superior Band. That was a pretty
hot band. And we had, uh, Freddie Keppard was with the Olympia. They had a tough band. And, uh,
Manuel Perez was with the Imperial. Now, the Olympia was the hottest band. The Imperial and the
Superior were more on the legit side, see? Played very good music.

Lomax: But Keppard was with the hottest band, wasn’t he?

St. Cyr: With the hottest band.

Lomax: That was even earlier than nineteen-eight, wasn’t it?

St. Cyr: Oh, yes, yes. That was much earlier than nineteen-eight. 

Lomax: When was that about?

St. Cyr: That was around — oh, as far back as I remember — that’s around about nineteen four —
four or five. And back around— uh, the first real hot band, to my knowledge, was back around nine-
teen hundred. That was the Golden Rule band. You never hear no talk about those people. 

Lomax: Never heard of them.

St. Cyr: There was something about their playing that, uh— it just was irresistible. They were actu-
ally so hot— I’m writing an article on them. They were actually so hot that they were barred from cer-
tain halls downtown; that the, uh, old timers wouldn’t let their daughters go where the Golden Rule
band was playing. [Lomax laughs.] They said their music had a tendency to excite them emotional-
ly so that they was doing vulgar dances and all that kind of stuff, see? That’s just what effect their
music had on dance […]. 

Lomax: And this guy was playing real hot breaks on the piccolo?

St. Cyr: Yes sir.
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Lomax: That’s something new.

St. Cyr: Absolutely.  

Lomax: They weren’t a parade band, they were a— ?

St. Cyr: Regular dance orchestra. What we called a dance orchestra. Seven piece band. Who didn’t use
a piano and you didn’t miss it. And the rhythm was perfect.

Lomax: Uh, was it a— were they playing ragtime tunes?

St. Cyr: Absolutely. 

Lomax: What—

St. Cyr: They were originators of ragtime.

Lomax: “Maple Leaf Rag” and—  

St. Cyr: All that. All those Scott Joplin numbers.

Lomax: Uh, huh. I guess they had some Creole tunes of their own that they played.

St. Cyr: Well, no. Those Creole tunes come up in the later years. Come up in later years. And, to my
knowledge, they, uh— we had lots of Creole tunes during that time, but the bands never bothered
with them. They were all trying to play the popular numbers.

Lomax: What do you mean? Who played those Creole tunes then?

St. Cyr: Ah, people used to just sing ‘em. They’d always get a bunch of Creoles — Creoles are noted
for good times, you know. On Sundays they’d have what we call a cowan in Creole, turtle dinners, you
see. It was famous around Creole section. Until today they’s quite a few of ‘em still has those cowan
dinners. And, uh, they have their wine and their beer there, and— wasn’t as many musicians then as
they have now. And those babies get out there and they’d get happy. And they’d get to get to singing
and clapping [claps]. People would be dancing and that’s it! [Laughs.]

T R A C K  4

“Eh, La Bas” [“Et Là Bas”] (Song) 
Johnny St. Cyr (vocal and guitar)
Riffs and Breaks from Creole Tunes (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax
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Johnny St. Cyr sings “Eh, La Bas” [“Et Là Bas”]:
Et là bas, et là bas, et là bas, et là bas (2x)
Ma laissez la vie Dauphine
Mon jouer ma des Josephine
Li glissez son sur un gros baubine 
Et li cassé son si jeune fille (Chorus: Et là bas, etc.) 

Mon allez la bas
Ou à les soussicons
Y'etait pagait les saussicons
Et y vont mes belles passons (Chorus: Et là bas, etc.) 

Alan Lomax: Now you said you couldn’t sing!

Johnny St. Cyr: No, no, I can’t, I can’t. [Laughs.] I don’t consider that no singing. [Laughs.]

Lomax: That’s fine. That’s great for me. I wish you could think of some more of those cowan tunes!

St. Cyr: [Laughs.] Say, man, I’m getting close to sixty now. A lot’s happened in my life since then.
[Laughs.] And so much other music, you know, its more, uh— developed, complicated music that I
played since then. It’s hard for me to remember.

Lomax: Johnny, don’t you think they took some of those old Creole tunes and made their, made their
riffs and their breaks out of them? They used them for—

St. Cyr: Oh, lots of them, they did, yeah. I imagine they did. I couldn’t just put my finger on any par-
ticular number. But they’d get ‘em — lot of those riffs and breaks from those old tunes.

Johnny St. Cyr with the Wooden Joe Nicholas Orchestra, New Orleans, July 20, 1949. From left: Albert Burbank,
“Wooden Joe” Nicholas, Louis Nelson, Austin Young, Albert Jiles, and Johnny St. Cyr.

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 643.
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T R A C K  5

Old-Time Creole Musicians and the French Element (Spoken)
Leonard Bechet and Alan Lomax

Leonard Bechet: Oh, they had a variety of musicians, you understand, old-time musicians that I
never seen it even in the Jazz Foundation and none of the— no, none of these books, you understand.
I remember that there was, uh, such as, uh, a man that they used to call Eulette. He used to be a great
violin player. Adolphe Morette. Old time, I mean before the— I was right small, a little bitty boy, you
understand? Those were— that’s way back! Now they had what they called the France Amis Hall.
That’s right on Robertson Street. Now its no more hall. Now, he used to play— [Alan Lomax: Who?]
Mr. Morette, Adolphe Morette. Then they had, then they had, uh, Georges Morette. Then they had
Néné Morette. All them is people that used to be old-time musicians that’s actually way beyond these
people that you talk of — that’s further back, I believe, then, then Bolden, you understand? But they
never played that jazz music.

Alan Lomax: What did they play?

Bechet: Well, they used to play the violin, cornet.

Lomax: Did they play quadrilles, is that the kind— ?

Bechet: Oh, yeah, quadrille, and polka, polka salon, they— all that. That used to go on a long time
ago. The French people, you understand — the Creole French people — there was a time that they,
they had a circle of their own, like. You understand? The colored Creole people. They had a—

Lomax: […]

Bechet: Yes! That’s around— uh, where they used to attend to the France Amis— the Jeunes Amis
Hall. It was only a French element, you understand, that used to go there. And they used to have fine
music. They used to put on plays and all that, in French. 

Lomax: These were a mostly, this was mostly a very light group [Bechet: Yeah.], light skinned. They
weren’t [Bechet: Well…] They didn’t have […] too much […] dark. 

Bechet: No, no. But, uh, but then, gradually, it’s like everything else, then they get to come in like that.

Lomax: And your mama, that’s one reason she didn’t think so much of Bunk Johnson, and these other
people, because they didn’t live along with that French element? 

Bechet: Well, well, in a way, in a way, yeah. Because that was a bunch of rough element that was
uptown. And they never had that, uh, of course, that, uh [Lomax: Background.] — what would you
call it? — a background like the, like the Creole people. They was, they was naturally always rough,
ignorant, and then—
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Lomax: They didn’t have good manners?

Bechet: Not— no. And all the Creole musicians, you understand, they’d always did hold up a nice
prestige, you understand, and demand great respect, you understand? Like, uh, Milford Piron. That’s
a, that was a cornet player. But that never played jazz — played nice music, you understand? And they
had— they demand a great respect among the people, you understand? Now all such people as that,
they, uh, they kind of a hesitate, you understand, to join in on that other side, you see? But there was
a time that, when that Manuel [Perez] started playing jazz so good, that used to draw such a crowd
from uptown that these fellas begin to shake ‘em up and they started, you understand, like wild. 

T R A C K  6

Playing Hot with Buddy Bolden (Spoken)
Alphonse Picou, Paul Dominguez, Jr., and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: What’s the difference between playing hot and playing another way? 

Paul Dominguez, Jr.: Well, it’s just like I told you today. Like the part of, uh, William Tell. One part
of it— 

Lomax: Tell me about Buddy Bolden.

Dominguez: Well, that means Buddy Bolden, too. If he had to play William Tell, this is how he
would play it. William Tell is written, and it goes on this order: 

Dum, duh duh dum, duh duh dum dum dum, 
Dum, duh duh dum, duh duh dum dum dum.

Buddy Bolden is going to play it: 

Yah dah dah, da-da-da, dah dah dah, dee dee!
Dee dah dah, dah dah dee dee dah dah!

That’s hot. That’s what’s meant by that.

Lomax: In musical terms, how would you express that, Paul?

Dominguez: Well, I wouldn’t know what word to use for it, but it’s just a make-up of their own. It’s
a make-up of their own. In other words, it’s original. 

Lomax: Uh, what else goes into making up jazz, besides that? Anything else?

Dominguez: I tell you what it is, what I think it is. It’s no more than an addition to the bars that you
have. If you have four, five, six note or eight notes to one bar, you put sixteen to it.
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Lomax: Is that what you think, Picou?

Alphonse Picou: That’s what it is. 

Dominguez: That’s what it is.  

Picou: And when I played with, uh, I played with Buddy Bolden—

Lomax: Did you play with Bolden?

Picou: Sure. And we never did use a piece of music at all. [Laughter.]

Lomax: What kind of a man was Bolden?

Picou: It was nothing but head stuff.

Dominguez: Head stuff. Head music.

Picou: That’s all. Head music.

Lomax: Uh huh. What kind of a man was Bolden, anyway, personally?

Picou: Personally, he was, uh, a light brown-skinned man, you know? And, uh, he used to blow that
cornet that you could hear him for blocks. [Laughs.]

Lomax: Was he a gay, jolly fellow?

Picou: Oh, yes, very. Very jolly.

Lomax: And, uh, how did he dress?

Picou: Dressed common.

Lomax: Uh huh.

Dominguez: Yeah.

Lomax: Was he a great woman’s man?

Picou: Oh, yes. That’s what put him to his grave was women. [Laughs.]

Lomax: I thought he blew his brains out doing trumpet?

Picou: No, he got crazy, you know. 
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Lomax: Uh huh.

Picou: And he died, I don’t know, when they put him in the crazy house, that’s all I heard of him and—

Lomax: Was he, uh, back about the time you were starting in the district with Perez and all? Was he
already current then?

Picou: No. 

Lomax: No?

Picou: That’s before that. That’s before him. 

Lomax: Oh, it was?

Picou: Yes.

Lomax: You came along before Bolden?

Picou: Oh, yes.

Lomax: You’re an older man than he is?

Picou: Oh, sure.

Lomax: At the time he was the big man, wasn’t he?

Picou: He was a big man. Yeah, big fish. [Laughs.] They used to call him King Bolden.

Dominguez: King Bolden.

Lomax: He was the best man in New Orleans in his time?

Dominguez: Oh, he had a wonderful reputation as far as the musicians.

T R A C K  7

“High Society” (Instrumental)
Alphonse Picou (clarinet) and Paul Dominguez, Jr. (guitar)

Alphonse Picou: This is “High Society,” played by Alphonse Picou and Paul Dominguez. The com-
poser of “High Society” is going to play “High Society” — Alphonse Picou. 

They play “High Society.” 
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T R A C K  8

Sporting Life Costumes (Spoken)
Albert Glenny, Leonard Bechet, and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Tell me, how did the people dress, the sport— the sporting life characters, how did they
dress, Glenny?

Albert Glenny: How’d they dress?

Lomax: Well, they had a very extravagant way of dressing, didn’t they?

Leonard Bechet: Well, well, yeah, they had a type of people, you understand, that would try to dress
real decently. [Glenny: Yes!] But they had another type, you understand, that would put on expensive
shirts [Glenny: Shirts, yeah.], very expensive shoes [Glenny: Shoes…], you understand? And a funny,
funny shape. Everything that— [Glenny: Awkward, all awkward shoes!] I mean that they’d buy shoes
that was so [Glenny: Funny shoes!] out of place, you understand? Funny shoes that would turn up,
you understand?

Glenny: Toothpicks, they used to call it!

Bechet: Yeah, yeah, 

Glenny: Toothpicks! 

Bechet: Yeah, now listen! There was a case about a fellow, you understand, that had those kind of
shoes, you understand? And dressed up with a lot of silk shirts, you understand? [Glenny: Mmm
hmm.] And good pants. Paid a big price for one pants, tailor made. And so then he was singing, “I
thought I heard Buddy Bolden say / Funky town, funky town, take it away.” [Glenny laughs.] And
the judge says, the judge said — “I thought, ”uh, “What was you singing?” He says, “Sing that little
song that you sang.” So he says, “I thought I heard Buddy Bolden say / Funky town, funky town, take
it away.” He says, well, “Funky town, funky town, take him away!” [Laughter.]

Glenny: They fined him, too!

Bechet: Yeah, thirty-five dollars and thirty days!

Glenny: And thirty days.

T R A C K  9

Buddy Bolden: Man and Musician (Spoken)
Albert Glenny, Leonard Bechet, and Alan Lomax
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Alan Lomax: Did you play with Bolden awhile, too?

Albert Glenny: Oh, yeah. I played about three years with him every […]. I used to play with him
every Sunday and Saturday. There isn’t a band, I’ll tell you, a colored band, I tell you, I ain’t played
jazz with in the city of New Orleans with me.

Lomax: You played with Perez and you played with Robichaux and— ?

Glenny: John Robichaux? Played with him, too, at the Boston Club.

Lomax: Well, tell me, what was the difference— what would you say was the difference between, the
main difference between Perez and Bolden? In the way that the music was.

Glenny: Well, Perez had a very, pretty good band, but— uh, he didn’t jive, jazz so much. But-but he
was a trumpet player. [Leonard Bechet: Yeah.] He used to play the trumpet clean. [Bechet: Yeah.]
But Bolden played rag, you know what I mean?. [Bechet: Yes, they played all kind— ] All kind of
way— ways, you know. All kind of— make a lot of foolishness, you know: “Wow, wow, wow, wow,”
all that, you know? 

Lomax: He was putting in all kinds of funny stuff?

Glenny: Yes sir, all kind of funny stuff.

Lomax: What kind of a fellow was Bolden, anyway?

Glenny: He was a fellow about my color. About as tall as me. He was a very light, about my color, yes.

Bechet: Drink plenty, though.

Glenny: Oh, yes, drink. That’s what got him to killed. Got poisoned. They say a woman— oh, that
man had plenty of women! [Laughs.]

Lomax: What?

Glenny: [Laughs, mockingly.] What?

Bechet: He say, he had plenty women.

Glenny: Yes.

Lomax: Oh, I see, uh huh. 

Glenny: Yes.

Lomax: What kind of disposition was he? Was he a jolly fellow?
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Glenny: Oh, yes, he was a jolly fellow. Yeah, he sure was.

Lomax: How’d he dress?

Glenny: Well, he was always— well, he had nice clothes on. A suit, you know.

Lomax: Somebody told me he used to wear his shirt unbuttoned and he had a red undershirt that was
showing.

Glenny: Oh, no. Well, I ain’t going to say that, because I knew him better. I knew him. I used to drink
with him and play with him and go have a good time with him, myself. [Laughs.]

Lomax: I heard that Bolden blew his brains out. He went crazy, didn’t he, at the end?

Glenny and Bechet: No. 

Glenny: He, he died in the crazy house. He went crazy but he didn’t— 

Bechet: Yes, he drank […]. 

Glenny: —affected his brains. But he sure was a trumpet player that, you know, what the people liked,
that ragtime.

T R A C K  1 0

Creoles Playing with Negroes: Getting that Drive (Spoken)
Leonard Bechet and Alan Lomax

Leonard Bechet: We used to have to go through all that old rough stuff, you understand? Just like
Sidney actually went through, and he—

Alan Lomax: You said to get the benefit out of jazz— 

Bechet: Out of? Uh, yeah. I think that you got to— and you’ve got to play with a, with a variety of
people, you understand, until you get to the one that, that you like to be with, you understand?
There’s so much, you understand, to gain. But, uh, the most of the jazz players, you understand, like,
say, the— some of the Creole musicians, you understand, that didn't like the idea of mixing up with
them, they never went too far. Now, you see, Picou? Picou is a very good clarinet player, but that ain’t
a hot clarinet player. All he can play is that “High Society.” He plays music, but he brags so much
about— he claims that “High Society.” That’s what he claims, that that’s his.

Lomax: But, you said you think that Sidney got to be good because he mixed up with a rough element.

Bechet: Yeah. Yeah, I think so.
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Lomax: What did he learn from them, anyway? 

Bechet: Well, listen. He learned, uh, you have to play real hard when you play for Negroes, you under-
stand, and when you play with Negroes. That’s true.

Lomax: Real Negroes.

Bechet: You got to [laughs], you got to— you got to play, you got to— 

Lomax: Black?

Bechet: Yeah, yeah, the Negro—

Lomax: You have to play hard. You got to go.

Bechet: You got to play hard. You got to go some. Because they— uh, to avoid any criticism, you
understand. You understand, now. If you happen to be a little different from them, you got to come
up to the mark. I do believe, you understand, that that’s the only thing that you gain. You gain that,
what they call that, to go to it. 

Lomax: Drive. 

Bechet: Yeah, that drive, you understand? Persisting, and to, of course, to achieve, you know, what
that their idea is, you understand?

Lomax: Bunk [Johnson] was that like that, I think.

Bechet: Well, Bunk was, yeah, Bunk was like that.

Lomax: And Buddy [Bolden] was like that.

Bechet: Yeah, yeah. Now, you see—

Lomax: Was Manuel Perez like that?

Bechet: No. 

Lomax: No?

Bechet: No, that wasn’t like that. Manuel Perez was a kind of, was a good ragtime player, you under-
stand, but not like that.

Lomax: He didn’t have that drive.

Bechet: No, no, not like that.
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Lomax: He couldn’t play it. He couldn’t play uptown. 

Bechet: Well, uh.

Lomax: Not so well.

Bechet: He would play, you understand, but these people, you understand, they play like they’re
killing themselves, you understand? [Lomax: Uh huh. Yeah.] And then that’s a kind of an effort that
they puttin’ in there, that it’s, to tell you the truth, I consider it more artificial, you understand? 

Lomax: Well, Sidney puts it in.

Bechet: Well, listen, but Sidney puts it in with ease.

Lomax: Yeah. 

Bechet: Sidney puts that— 

Lomax: What about Louis [Armstrong]?

Bechet: Well, Louis got it in with ease, too.

Lomax: Well, now wait a minute, just one other thing. What about Freddie Keppard?

Bechet: Well, Freddie Keppard, now watch! Now, no! Freddie Keppard, that’s different! They, they
strain, they puts on, you understand, just like that Louis Armstrong. All that them is people, you
understand, that— well, all right, then, we might say now that he done achieved the point that, well,
that he can make those high notes with so much ease and all that, but, brother, did they work for that,
you understand. Did they!

Lomax: Well, did Keppard have this drive? Did Keppard—?

Bechet: Kep—

Lomax: Did Keppard have this drive you’re talking about?

Bechet: Well, yeah, yeah. 

Lomax: Did he play hard?

Bechet: Yeah, yeah, yeah. Play hard—

Lomax: But he was a light-skinned Creole boy, wasn’t he?

Bechet: Well, yes. Yeah, Freddie Keppard. Well, now, no, that was more an American style. We would-
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n’t call him, I wouldn’t call him no Creole, you understand. He’s a boy with more of an American style
and belonged to that rough element. 

Lomax: Oh, he did?

Bechet: Yeah! He didn’t belong to— yeah, he was like that Bolden. Just say he was a little light, you
understand, but he belonged to that Bolden bunch there. And then—

Lomax: How do the Creole people feel about jazz today?

Bechet: Oh, well, they like it now. Oh yeah, they really feel, they feel, you understand, that, that’s
good. But like you say, that jazz music, all that, that’s going to help, you understand, to get this mis-
understanding among the race, you understand, straightened out. Because it has some kind of bear-
ing, you understand. It’s bringing a certain group of people— anyhow, the better class of people, you
understand, is— they getting together, you know?

Lomax: That's right.

T R A C K  1 1

Jelly Roll’s Compositions (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Did you ever hear that he had been the composer of the “Tiger Rag” — Jelly?

Johnny St. Cyr: No. [Lomax: No?] No. The Dixieland Jazz Band was the first band I heard— heard
a record— heard of a band playing the “Tiger Rag” and it was supposed to be their own number. It
was the first time I ever heard it, when they played it. 

Lomax: Jelly Roll said that he developed that tune.

St. Cyr: Well, I’ll tell you. Those boys, they learned their instruments down here. And they picked up
pretty much— their numbers from parts from different numbers down here and made up the tunes,
you know what I mean? But, uh, that “Tiger Rag” wasn’t nobody’s particular melody. It was a combi-
nation of several different melodies they picked up and just put ‘em together and— 

Lomax: Jelly Roll said that it was that roar that he put in the thing, you know that—

St. Cyr: That “Whooooo,” that’s it? Yeah, I don’t know. I think he’s taking too much credit. 

Lomax: Uh huh. Uh, do you remember any particular tune that he was playing, that he was famous
for when at that time when you first met him?

St. Cyr: Well, that “Wolverine.”
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Lomax: Not— ? That early? [St. Cyr: Yes.] In nineteen-six?

St. Cyr: Yes sir! He was playing it long before it he had it published. Long before he had it published.

Lomax: Did you ever hear that he had composed the “New Orleans Blues”?

St. Cyr: Yes, I heard that.

Lomax: “In New Orleans, in New Orleans, New Orleans, Louisiana Town”?

St. Cyr: Yes. I’ve heard of that. I think that’s his number.

Lomax: Was that popular back in those— in nineteen-six?

St. Cyr: No, that come up in later years. He composed that after he began publishing numbers, music
with Melrose Brothers.

Lomax: And what about the “Jelly Roll Blues”?

St. Cyr: “Jelly Roll Blues”? That dated back that time, too. 

Lomax: Did you ever hear “Winding Boy, Don’t Deny My Name”?

St. Cyr: That’s right. That was another one back in those days.

Lomax: Was that his tune, too?

St. Cyr: That was his tune.

Lomax: Uh huh. What does that mean, exactly, Johnny? What does “Winding Boy” mean? Do you
have— [St. Cyr: Winding is just— ] It was something vulgar. 

St. Cyr: That’s a bit on the vulgar side, yeah.

Lomax: But what does it actually mean?

St. Cyr: Well, uh, let’s see. How could I put it?

Lomax: Put it any old way.

St. Cyr: The guy was a good jazzer! Mmm hmm.

Lomax: Winding. Was it “wining” or “winding”?

St. Cyr: Winding. It was called “Winding Boy.” It was “Winding Boy”! [Laughs.]
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Lomax: Uh huh. He was a kind of a fast— he lived a pretty fast life, didn’t he?

St. Cyr: Oh, yes, he did! Well, most of those guys around the district did, you know. They all were
halfway pimps and other things.

Lomax: Mmm hmm. And Jelly Roll was one of those guys that wasn’t— didn’t make any bones about it.

St. Cyr: Oh, no. That’s the idea.

Lomax: I always had an idea that’s what he meant by “winding.”

St. Cyr: That’s what it was. That’s what it was.

Lomax: Do you happen to remember “Winding Boy”?

St. Cyr: No, I just couldn’t remember— couldn’t start it.

Lomax: Was it pretty popular back then?

St. Cyr: It was.

T R A C K  1 2

How Johnny St. Cyr Learned to Play Guitar (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: When did you get the leisure to pick up a guitar and start playing?

Johnny St. Cyr: Well, I had started that at about the age of twelve. You see, my mother had a guitar.
My father made her a present of a guitar and he taught her a few chords. But I first started on a little
outfit I made with a cigar box. [Lomax: Is that so?] I made a guitar-cigar-box and just pegged keys.
You know, bored the holes in the head. And I had the strings graduated from fishing twine on down
to thread [Lomax laughs.] Just like, you know, just like— the smaller strings up to the big ones. And
I tuned it perfectly. Sounded more like a ukulele because it was a small outfit. But I learned how to
tune it and I used to make the few chords my mother taught me. And later on, why, she seen I had
such an interest in it, why, she let me use her guitar. And my brother was working at a place called
Louisiana Cooperage. And there were two friends of his working there, one by the name of Jules and
the other fellow by the name of Jack. We used to call them Jack and Jill. [Lomax chuckles.] Jack was
a mandolin player; he played a little guitar, not very much. But Jules was the guitar player. And he
was the one that taught me most of guitar playing. He used to come home on Sundays, him and Jack.
In fact, they had a group of them. Every week they’d put up so much on a Saturday night and get a
keg of beer, and one Sunday they— Jack and Jill would come with a mandolin and they’d have a dance
all day at, maybe, my house. Next time it would be the other fellow’s house — that way. And, uh, at
that time we had the Consumer’s Brewery here and they used to buy Consumer’s Beer, see? Adopted
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the name of The Consumers’ Band. But there were only two of them, and after they found out that
I could play a little, why, they take an interest in me, and Jules told me I could come to his house
every Sunday morning and take lessons; he’d teach me. So I did. And, after a few lessons, why, I was
just— I was playing with the Consumers’ Band. I was— [Laughs.] And it just went on from there.

Lomax: That was an old-time string band, huh? 

St. Cyr: That’s right.

T R A C K  1 3

“Guitar Blues” (Instrumental)
Johnny St. Cyr (guitar) 
Just the Guitar Blues (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax 

Johnny St. Cyr plays “Guitar Blues.”

Alan Lomax: What’s the name of that, Johnny?

Johnny St. Cyr: Oh, just the blues, that’s all. [Laughs.] The “Guitar Blues,” I call it. 

Lomax: You don’t remember— uh, is that one of the first tunes you learned how to play?

St. Cyr: That’s one of the first ones. Everybody was wild about the blues, then. They had all kinds of
blues. Kansas City blues, New Orleans blues and— they had no special name to them, ever fellow that
played, they had a blues of his own.

T R A C K  1 4

Bad Men and Pimps (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: These were pretty rough places that these guitar players hung out in, weren’t they?

Johnny St. Cyr: Yes, quite a few of them were. Then they had the better places, such as Tom
Anderson’s and—

Lomax: Some of these honky tonkies, you could get drug out of dead with no trouble.

St. Cyr: Oh, yes, yes, lots of them. Bad characters there. 

Lomax: Did you remember hearing about somebody named Aaron Harris?
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St. Cyr: Aaron Harris lived right back in this section. [Lomax: Is that so?] Yeah, he killed his broth-
er-in-law. Right here at Carrolton Avenue and this Washington Avenue canal [Lomax: What’d they
do with him, arrest him?] at five o’clock in the morning. No, he beat the rap. Then, in later years, he
slapped a fellow down in— downtown around Franklin Street. He was operating a game — cotch
game. And, uh, the man who was banking the game, fellow by the name of Toodlum and a pal of his
they called Boar Hog, they waited for Aaron Harris to— when he got off the— he used to come into
town every night to gamble, see? And they waited for him one night when he got off the Tulane bell-
car at Franklin and Tulane Avenue and let him have it the time he stepped off the car. He was a bad,
bad actor.

Lomax: They were, too, though, of course. [Laughs.]

St. Cyr: Oh, yeah, but I’ll tell you, they weren’t as bad as he was, because they were not bullies, you
know what I mean? But Aaron Harris really was a bully. And, uh, he’d draw a knife on a police officer.

Lomax: And make him back down.

St. Cyr: Yes sir! 

Lomax: Was he a big man?

St. Cyr: Oh, yes. He was a pretty big man. He was a man who stood about, oh, stood about six feet,
six feet one. Weighed about two hundred pounds, two hundred and ten, something like that. 

Lomax: Uh, they made a song about that, didn’t they?

St. Cyr: Yeah, I think they had, they had a little song they used to sing around here about old Aaron
Harris.

Lomax: Didn’t he have some protection from some voodoo woman or something like a hoodoo
woman?

St. Cyr: I don’t know, I heard that. I don’t know it to be a fact. But he must have had something for
that guy to beat that cold-blooded murder rap. 

Lomax: And what about Stavin’ Chain?

St. Cyr: Stavin’ Chain? Well, he was a pimp.

Lomax: Is that so?

St. Cyr: Yeah, he was supposed to have more women in the district than any other pimp.

Lomax: Did you actually know Stavin’ Chain?
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St. Cyr: No, I heard a lot of talk about him. I never knew him [. . .]. 

Lomax: What did you hear about him? This is very interesting, ‘cause, you know, they had a song
about Stavin’ Chain all over the country.

St. Cyr: Yes, “Nobody in town can do something like Stavin’ Chain”—

Lomax: “Make it on down.” [St. Cyr: Yeah.] Good tune, too. [St. Cyr: Yes, it was a good tune.] Did
you ever hear the tune?

St. Cyr: Oh, yes, I heard tune. I just— I couldn’t memorize the melody now. 

Lomax: Was that popular around New Orleans at the end of the century?

St. Cyr: Oh, yeah, at one time, it was.

Lomax: About when was that, Johnny?

St. Cyr: Let’s see. That was around nineteen-eight, something like that, nineteen-eight.

Lomax: Was Stavin’ Chain a white man or a colored man?

St. Cyr: He was a colored fellow.

Lomax: Uh huh. Supposed to be good looking?

St. Cyr: Yes, with that long […] [Laughs.] The women was supposed to be crazy about him.

T R A C K  1 5

The Story of “Coon Blues” (Spoken)
Alphonse Picou and Alan Lomax

Alphonse Picou: I used to play on— in the night clubs at Villere and Iberville and they had a woman,
a colored woman, working there, and she had a husband working on the railroad, putting up tracks,
you know? And while working, he was singing, you know, these songs, and that’s where the blues
come from — the first blues. So she invite me and the bass player at her house. She says she’s got a
wonderful blues. She says, if we get that, it’s going to be very good for the band. So the next morn-
ing we went to her house and I caught on to the melody and I wrote it down, from her, from her voice
and, uh, with my instrument and I wrote the music down. And that night we came and we played it.
[Laughs.] That was the first blues ever known.

Alan Lomax: Did that make a big hit?
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Picou: That made a big hit. And they still playing that blues up to now!

Lomax: What is it, Picou?

Picou: We used to call it the “Coon Blues.”

Lomax: Could you play a snatch of it, you think?

T R A C K  1 6

“Coon Blues” (Instrumental)
Alphonse Picou (clarinet) and Paul Dominguez, Jr. (guitar)

Alphonse Picou: We are going to play right now the first blues that was ever written in New Orleans,
uh, we call it the “Coon Blues.” First blues.

They play “Coon Blues.” 

T R A C K  1 7

Jazz is Just a Makeup: Buddy Bolden, Honky Tonks, Brass Band Funerals and Parades (Spoken)
Albert Glenny, Leonard Bechet, and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Glenny, when was the first time you heard the blues?

Albert Glenny: We got— we had the blues. We used to call it, we used to play— to call it the
“Barrelhouse Blues.” That’s that old blues.

Lomax: Uh, huh. When was that, Glenny?

Glenny: That’s, uh, about— that been about— I think about thirty or forty years ago.

Lomax: Who were you playing with when you—

Glenny: I was playing with, I was playing with, you know, what you call him, same fellow you say
went crazy.

Lomax: Bolden.

Leonard Bechet: Oh, yes. Bolden.

Glenny: Bolden! Yeah. He’s the one. “Barrelhouse Blues.” That’s what we used to— they used to call
it. He made that up himself.
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Bechet: Yeah, that’s like a make-up.

Glenny: That’s a make-up piece. [Bechet: Uh huh.] Sometimes you sit down there and you— all I
know is you pick up this cornet until you just play something. [Bechet: Yeah.] Then you make that
up and—

Bechet: Starts with a little regular stomp action.

Glenny: And then that stomp and the people get crazy about it. Just, just sit down there and think
about— that come to him. [Bechet: Yeah.] Then he tell us, “Watch me, I’m going to come with some-
thing new.”

Bechet: Yeah. “Just watch me.” That’s when it starts, “Just watch me.” 

Glenny: That’s when it starts. “Just watch me.”

Bechet: You couldn’t even ask him the key or nothing. [Laughs.] 

Glenny: He didn’t know. 

Bechet: ‘Cause they didn’t know. [Laughter] [Glenny: That’s right!] They didn’t know! 

Glenny: He’s the one! 

Lomax: Was that one of these blues that had three repeats and then a final one at the end? Is that the
way it went?

Glenny: No. We had two— only had two parts in there. That’s all. 

Lomax: Two parts. 

Bechet: Yes, sir.

Glenny: That’s right. 

Bechet: Mmm hmm.

Glenny: That’s nothing but the blues also.

Lomax: Well, didn’t they have that music down in those— down along the riverfront in those honky
tonks down along the— with the longshoremen down there? Didn’t they— isn’t that where they had
that music?

Bechet: Like you say, around the Globe Hall, he’s talking about. 
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Glenny: Oh, around the Globe Hall?

Bechet: Yeah, that’s where you had that. 

Glenny: Yes, they had that the Globe Hall. 

Bechet: Yeah, that had the Globe Hall right by Auditorium. 

Glenny: Over by the Auditorium, yeah. 

Bechet: Anytime you wanted to go to a honky tonk place, you’d go over there. 

Glenny: You’d go right there. 

Bechet: And there were— most of the jazz people never did play. [Glenny: Right there!] If you con-
sidered that you was, uh, were going to play jazz [Glenny: Right there!], they’d have to find you at
the Globe Hall, yeah! 

Glenny: The Globe Hall! That’s old time! 

Bechet: Yeah. 

Glenny: That’s— whew! [Laughs.]

Lomax: But now when you started out playing, Glenny, uh, they had brass bands here.

Glenny: Yes sir.

Lomax: And they had these string bands, like you played with.

Glenny: Yes sir.

Lomax: Now, which was the oldest? Did they have more brass bands or—?

Glenny: They had the Excelsior brass band, they had the Onward. They had the Excelsior— Pickwick
brass band. That’s three bands they had, that's all I know.

Lomax: That’s when you started out playing? 

Glenny: Yes sir. 

Lomax: And those bands were the ones that played for the parades?

Glenny: Parade and funerals. 
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Lomax: Uh huh. Now, who was the leader? 

Glenny: I used to play myself, in them days.

Lomax: And who was the leader of the Excelsior band?

Glenny: Baquet. George N. Baquet. George Baquet’s daddy.

Lomax: George Baquet’s daddy, huh? 

Glenny: Yes sir.

Lomax: And what did he play?

Glenny: Cornet. 

Lomax: Uh huh.

Glenny: B-flat cornet.

Lomax: Baquet played what kind of music? Sousa marches and things?

Glenny: Yes, I think, funerals and marches.

Lomax: This Excelsior band, did they read music? 

Glenny: Oh, yes.

Lomax: They all played from music.

Glenny: Yes sir.

Lomax: They had music on their instruments when they played.

Glenny and Bechet: Yes sir, oh, yes, sure! Yeah.

Lomax: Oh, I see. And that was an all-colored band, huh?

Glenny and Bechet: Colored band, yes.

Lomax: And what about the Pickwick band, who was the leader of that?

Glenny: Oh, this is a Spanish fellow, Cucha.1 That was his […]— he was a—

1Glenny is most likely referring to Norman “Deuce” Manetta, leader of the Pickwick Brass Band (1898-1901). The band originated in Reserve, Louisiana,
or neighboring La Place.
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Lomax: What?

Glenny: Cucha. [Lomax: Cucha.] Yeah, that was his name, that’s his name.

Bechet: Yeah.

Glenny: He was a Spanish fellow, he wasn’t from here. [Bechet: Mmm hmm.] I mean he was a musician.

Lomax: And what did he play?

Glenny: Cornet, trumpet. He was the leader of the band. 

Lomax: And did they play from music, too?

Glenny: Yes sir. Oh, yes.

Lomax: Uh huh. How many pieces did they have?

Glenny: Twelve. All brass bands is twelve pieces.

Lomax: I see. They didn’t play hot?

Glenny: No. No sir. Not in them days.

Lomax: They didn’t even play ragtime, huh?

Glenny: No.

Lomax: Even the least bit jazzy?

Glenny: No, just a little, you know, not too much.

Bechet: They’d play a little louder [Glenny: Louder— ] when they came back from the funeral
[Glenny: From the funeral— ], but not until later years.

Lomax: Did they have second lines? 

Glenny and Bechet: Oh, yes. 

Lomax: What would they doing those second lines?

Glenny: The second thing that no more parades […]. [Laughter.]

Bechet: Yeah. They’d hold each other, you understand.
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Lomax: What happened with the second lines?

Glenny: Well, they, they’d jump and cut up so much, and fight, you know. 

Bechet: Mmm hmm. 

Glenny: Disturbed with that much parading— 

Bechet: Yeah.

Lomax: Did the second line march in the front?

Bechet: Yeah. No, they walked— marched on the side.

Glenny: On the side.

Bechet: No, they’d follow you.

Glenny: Dance. You’d dance— and dance. That’s when you were coming back from the funeral, we’d
do that. [Bechet: Yeah, uh huh.] As long as the funeral was going, and they weren’t coming back,
nobody would start to dancing.

Bechet: Now they’d go to— for instance, say, those that was downhill would go to a certain distance,
until they hit a certain line. [Glenny: A line.] They’d meet up with those American ones that would
maybe be mixed up, you understand? [Glenny: That’s right.] That other element. Then it would be
a general fight. 

Glenny: Fight. That’s it. That’s right.

Lomax: Did people get hit with bottles?

Bechet: Oh yes, and other things, with bricks and with sticks. 

Glenny: That’s right. Correct. 

Bechet: Yeah, that went on.

Glenny: That’s right, I’m telling the truth.

Lomax: That was a lot of fun, though, wasn’t it? 

Glenny and Bechet: Oh, yes. [Laughter.]

Glenny: Some of the policemen, they had their fun with them, too.
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Bechet: Yeah. [Laughter.] Yeah. 

T R A C K  1 8

Young Sidney Bechet: Jim Crow and the Dangers of the District (Spoken)
Leonard Bechet and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Didn’t the family object to him [Sidney Bechet] mixing with those different riff-raffs
down there, and—

Leonard Bechet: Oh, sure! Oh, yeah, they often time used to think, you understand, that that would
just jeopardize him and himself being young but, uh— and come from a good family—

Lomax: What did the people, what did your people think about that district down there? Did they
think that was a terrible place?

Bechet: Oh, yeah. They always did consider that the district was one of the worst places, you under-
stand? That for anybody— thought that, uh—

Lomax: Of course, the young men would go down there anyway.

Bechet: Oh, yeah, yeah. They figured that that was going to interfere with the morals, you under-
stand, of especially young people.

Lomax: Was it a Jim Crow set-up down there?

Sidney and Leonard Bechet at Jazz Limited, Chicago, c. 1947. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 520, Folder 2556.
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Bechet: Well, well, yeah, yeah. It was a Jim Crow set-up. But, you see, boys like him, of course, the
most places that you could play that you get anything was if you played for whites, you understand?
For white people.

Lomax: Of course, those guys that played for the white, for the white houses, they didn’t ever get to
stay with the girls? 

Bechet: Oh, no, no, no. They didn't. No.

Lomax: That would have been considered very dangerous.

Bechet: Yeah, yeah. Well, they would keep their eyes, you understand, on that and then, and then the-
that’s one thing. As rough as what that they were, you understand, I must say that, and as ignorant as
what that they were, they were— they had sense enough, you understand, to kind of, uh— to not to
commit themselves in any way to— and to avoid, you understand, getting into any kind of conflict
or trouble. Now and then you maybe would hear of somebody, you understand, that mixed up with
colored and white, you understand? Once in a while you’d hear that, you understand? Because some-
times you’d hear of, of like arrests, like raids and things. Because the police, you understand, the law
was kind of always very hard on the Negro, you understand, about them trying to mingle, you understand?

Lomax: Well, wasn’t your mama worried about that element of it, too? Going down there? 

Bechet: Well, I’m going to tell you, she wasn’t worried about that, because the boy was really— he
wanted to dress up, you understand. That’s one thing, he used to keep himself well. Why, he had a
variety of fans that would give him— at their house and buy, make — I don’t know if he’d buy it him-
self — but buy expensive clothes for him. Now, they had a pimp that they called Clark [probably
Clark Wade]. He had plenty money. He was shot in a barroom one time. Somewheres in the district,
I don’t know exactly what place it was. And, uh, Clark used to think a whole lot of my little brother,
you understand, of Sidney. He used to have him to come over there, buy fancy, fine clothes, you
understand, for him and see that he goes on the job, ‘cause he liked his music, you understand? And
sometimes Sidney would do that and then wouldn’t come home, you see? 

Lomax: I see.

Bechet: Well, then we’d be a little worried about these things, but we never find— never could do
anything, you understand, about it. But when we would see Sidney, he’d come and then, well, he’d
give his mother some money, you understand, and then he would say where he was, that don’t worry,
he’s all right. So then, naturally, then my mother would feel, well, that’s one time, well, that’s over.
Until the next time come. [Laughs.]
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T R A C K  1 9

The Main Idea in Jazz: “Just Watch Me” — Improvising and Reading Music (Spoken)
Albert Glenny, Leonard Bechet, and Alan Lomax

Alan Lomax: Glenny, what do you think is the main idea in jazz, anyway? What’s the main feeling in
jazz that makes it different from other kind of music? 

Albert Glenny: It helps you dance and, you know what I mean, it gives you more pep.

Leonard Bechet: You forget all your troubles.

Glenny: Trouble and all that, you understand?

Lomax: Uh huh.

Glenny: That’s what it tis. And I like to play that music. I like that jazz. Me, I’m telling the truth. 

Lomax: What was the main change that you— you said you and your band helped to change the
music from old-time music to jazz. What was the main thing that you all did to make the change?

Glenny: Well, we just, just come up to ourselves that way, you know. We got a piece— if we play a
piece we liked, then we understand it— uh, that’s […]. Come on, let’s pick up on it. That’s all. Let’s
pick up on it. Then we found out that it was more—

Bechet: It was better, more appreciated.

Glenny: Better! That’s it. That’s all.

Lomax: When you start at one tempo, would a tune get faster and faster?

Glenny: Faster, yes sir. You know, then we start that, you know. [Bechet: Hold it.] Then we would
just hold it and see how it’s gonna be, you know, ‘cause if it takes, well, we got it and it’s gone! [Bechet
laughs.] 

Lomax: How would you learn to play your parts together? Would you play ‘em over and over and
practice a lot, or—?

Glenny: Well, sometime we on the job, we do that. [Bechet: Mmm hmm.]

Lomax: How would you manage to make your instruments conform to each other, though?

Glenny: Well, we understand one another, you understand? We works together, you see? It’s the same
thing if you— if me and you work together and we got a new way—
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Lomax: How are you going to know what’s in my mind when I’m playing cornet and you’re playing
trombone?

Glenny: Well, with the jam, it— you’ve be that together so long, you understand, that it comes to
you natural, you understand what I'm saying?

Lomax: It’s like mind reading, isn't it?

Bechet: Well, of course it’s by profession. Playing music professionally, you have everything right
before you what you’re going to play. [Glenny: Yeah, sure.] But the— that way of playing, like with
jazz, they don’t, they don’t— they just say, “Just watch me.”

Glenny: That’s all. That’s it!

Bechet: And I’ll tell you, you don’t know what they’re going to come out with. [Glenny: That’s right.]
But if you’re used to that bunch— [Glenny: That’s right!]

Lomax: How is other man going to know?

Bechet: Well, it comes out, I’m telling you. [Glenny: It comes out, all right!] You’ve got to be careful
and be right on the spot. And he’ll hit it, you understand, and they gone. And as soon as they get one
or two measures, that’s finished. 

Glenny: Oh, sure.

Bechet: Yeah. [Laughs.]

Glenny: Now I’m going to tell you about me, now. And, uh, like I told you before, I’ve played with
the best and the worst. You see that piece of music there? All right. He’s leading his band. He’s the
leader. He’ll play. I’ve never seen that before. I don’t know. Of course, I know a little bit, but so little-
I don’t— about music. But I’m going to tell the truth. You can pick any piece of music you want —
and you play — that I never seen. I don’t know what you’re going to play. You’re just— and I don’t
know actually what key you’re gonna play or nothing of that kind. I know all you got to do is start
out. [Bechet: Right.] I’m right there with you. I’m not— I ain’t going to make no mistake. 

Bechet: Explain what you had said about the WPA when they was testing you out. 

Glenny: Yeah.

Bechet: That’s very interesting. 

Glenny: Yeah. 

Bechet: How they did.
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Glenny: How— I don’t know—

Bechet: When the director, you understand, call on these different men [Glenny: Different men,
yeah.] and asked what they know about music. [Glenny: Yeah.] And they said they did know how to
play and when they started to play, they put 'em out. And this fellow said he didn’t know how to play
by music, but he can play! 

T R A C K  2 0

“Of All His Mother’s Children He Loved Jelly the Best”: A Little Tale of Jelly Roll Morton (Spoken)
Johnny St. Cyr and Alan Lomax 

Alan Lomax: You was going to tell me some little tale about Jelly awhile ago, I think, when you first
started this record.

Johnny St. Cyr: Oh, yes, uh, Jelly is a great talker. You know, he’ll talk himself into a million dollar
proposition then talk himself right out of it. And, uh, he’s dearly in love with Jelly — out of all his
mother’s children, he loved Jelly the best. [Laughs.] I remember an incident at Melrose Publishing
House. He came in, and he was playing one of his latest compositions on the piano. It was a very good
number, I disremember just what number it was. It was, it was one of his brand new numbers. And
he looked over to Mister Walter Melrose and he says, “How do you like that one?” So Melrose said,
“That’s good, Jelly, that’s good!” And Jelly said, “Good? Hell! That’s perfect!” [Laughs.] In the mean-
time a guy walked in and felt like getting his kicks and said, “Jelly, they tell me you’re the best stomp
piano player in town.” Jelly said, “Best in town? I’m the best in the world!” [Laughs.] He was just like
that, too, you know.

Lomax: Was he like that in New Orleans as well as in Chicago?

St. Cyr: He always was. That’s his attitude. [Lomax: Uh huh.] Yes, indeed. I mean, don’t bother to
sell him. He’ll sell Jelly!
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D I S C  O N E

I’m Alabama Bound (Alabama Bound)
(Robert Hoffman)

King Porter Stomp
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

You Can Have It, I Don’t Want It
(May Hill-Clarence Williams–Armand J. Piron)

Miserere
(Giuseppe Verdi, from Il Trovatore)

The Style of Sammy Davis
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Pretty Baby
(Tony Jackson–Gus Kahn)

Naked Dance
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Honky Tonk Blues
(Traditional)

Levee Man Blues
(Traditional)

Aaron Harris Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton)

D I S C  T W O

Game Kid Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Buddy Carter Rag
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Steal Away / Nearer My God to Thee
(Traditional)

Flee as a Bird to the Mountain
(Traditional)

Oh! Didn’t He Ramble (Didn’t He Ramble)
(Will Handy)

Tiger Rag
(Traditional)

Panama
(William H. Tyres)

Kansas City Stomp
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Darktown Strutters’ Ball (Strutters’ Ball)
(Shelton Brooks)

Sweet Jazz Music
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Salty Dog
(Traditional)

Hesitation Blues (Hesitating Blues)
(W.C. Handy)

D I S C  T H R E E

My Gal Sal
(Paul Dresser)

Randalls’ Tune
(Traditional)

Maple Leaf Rag
(Scott Joplin/Public Domain)

Miserere / Anvil Chorus
(Giuseppe Verdi, from Il Trovatore)

New Orleans Blues (Low Down Blues)
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

P U B L I S H I N G  C R E D I T S

These credits list titles of the published versions of the songs performed in these recordings.
However, Jelly Roll Morton often referred to some songs using different, alternate or shorthand

titles, as indicated in the transcript of the sessions, and in parentheses below.
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Winin’ Boy Blues (Winding Boy)
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

The Anamule Dance (The Animule Dance)
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Scat Song
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Buddy Bolden’s Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Mr. Jelly Lord
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Original Jelly Roll Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co. ASCAP)

Honky Tonk Blues
(Traditional)

See See Rider
(Traditional)

D I S C  F O U R

Stars and Stripes Forever
(John Philip Sousa/Public Domain)

Call of the Freaks
(Luis Russell–Paul Barbarin)

Benny Frenchy’s Tune
(Traditional)

The Stomp That Beat Benny Frenchy
(Traditional)

All That I Ask Is Love
(Edgar Seiden–Herbert Ingraham)

Make Me a Pallet On the Floor
(Traditional)

D I S C  F I V E

The Dirty Dozen
(Traditional)

The Murder Ballad
(Traditional)

Fickle Fay Creep
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Jungle Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

King Porter Stomp
(Morton–Burke-Robin/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Sweet Peter
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Hyena Stomp
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Wolverine Blues
(Morton–Spikes–Spikes/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

State and Madison
(Morton–Peary–Raymond–Raymond)

The Pearls
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

D I S C  S I X

Bert Williams
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Freakish
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Pep
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

I’m Gonna Get One and Go Directly
(Traditional)

Ungai Hai
(Traditional)
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New Orleans Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co. ASCAP)

Creepy Feeling
(Jelly Roll Morton)

The Crave
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Mamanita (Mama ‘Nita)
(Jelly Roll Morton)

C’était N’aut’ Can–Can, Payez Donc
(Traditional)

If You Don’t Shake, You Don’t Get No Cake
(Traditional)

Spanish Swat
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Ain’t Misbehavin’
(Razaf–Waller–Brooks/Anne Rachel Music Corp.–EMI Mills Music–
Razaf Music, ASCAP)

I Hate A Man Like You
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Rolling Stuff
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Michigan Water Blues
(Clarence Williams)

D I S C  S E V E N

Winin’ Boy Blues (Winding Boy)
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Boogie Woogie Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Albert Carroll’s Tune
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Buddy Bertrand’s Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton)

Mamie’s Blues
(Mamie Desdunes)

Little Liza Jane
(Traditional)

Tricks Ain’t Walkin’ No More
(Traditional)

D I S C  E I G H T

Original Jelly Roll Blues
(Jelly Roll Morton/Edwin H. Morris & Co./ASCAP)

Eh, La Bas (Et Là Bas)
(Traditional)

High Society
(A. J. Piron–Clarence Williams/Universal MCA Music Publishing, ASCAP)

Guitar Blues
(Traditional)

Coon Blues
(Traditional)
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Jelly Roll Morton, New York City, c. 1939. 
[Stamped: Duncan P. Schiedt, R.R 1 Box 217-A, Pittsboro, Ind. 46167.] 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 81. 
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U N R E C O R D E D  I N T E R V I E W  M A T E R I A L  
A N D  R E S E A R C H  N O T E S

B Y  A L A N  L O M A X ,  1 9 3 8 – 1 9 4 6

The following notes, not recorded onto disc, were taken down by Alan Lomax in his own short-
hand from his conversations with Jelly Roll Morton. Lomax drew considerably from these notes
— nearly 100 original handwritten pages that were partially typed up by Library of Congress
stenographers and Lomax himself — for his biography of Morton, Mister Jelly Roll. The chap-
ter headings, the lists, and the alternation between first and third person narrators, all suggest
efforts by Lomax to get a handle on the tale as it flew by him, and to organize and edit the raw
material for his future book. 

Portions of this manuscript were published before, and apparently they have been a source of
some confusion. This version, pieced together from files at the Library of Congress and the Alan
Lomax Archive and deciphered from Lomax’s shorthand, is as complete as possible. It is present-
ed in the chronological order of the narrative and obscure or erroneous renderings have been
corrected. Little else has been changed. 

[ C H R O N O L O G Y ]

Born New Orleans 1885 — Sept. 20. 
Sisters School at 4 yrs. on Villere St. near Marigny
Spoke French
Mother died in 1899.
Father disappeared then and he saw him only once later in Tenderloin District.
Lived with grandmother and godmother.
Godmother’s country home in Biloxi.
Eulalie Echo [Hècaud or Hecaut] (Paul Echo, a cooper), later married Eddie Hunter.

[School] until he was 10 or 11. He was a bad boy, taught. Sent to another man who whipped with
rattan — broke of meanness. Went there a season. Thought New Orleans whole world. 

1897 Went to Straight U. a couple of years.
1899 St. Joseph U. — sent to by godmother
1902 Left U. because he wanted to get away 

Job as dishwasher — $3.00/mo. Didn’t get the money. Mother paid the money and then he wanted
to go back.

Crazy for cream puffs — worked at baker shop.

In Biloxi — a very fast little town. Played in sporting house — a game center — Moss Point near
Pascagoula. Came home, went back.

1904 Took job there in honky-tonks — knew Sonny MacClimon who owned place. Worked 3 weeks
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not paid — back to Biloxi — went to Mobile, pool player, hustler — cuncan, Georgia skin, casino,
five-up, craps too. The big gamblers would have him show their hands — would get a $1.00 or so. 

Katie Powell from Pensacola gave him money — in Biloxi until fellow found out about it — beat her
up, ran her up and down the railroad tracks.

1902 Learned pool in Biloxi — godmother staying there permanently — Uncle Nelusco a drunk and
would drink Dago red until he turned blue — his people had lost all their money, moved to poorer
section — told them he had job in sugar refinery but really piano in sporting houses — family didn’t
understand how he dressed so well — uncle wore everything — the same size and stole his clothes —
Jelly Roll told his grandmother to have Uncle stop wearing his clothes (making $100 a day) — had 2
sisters — Uncle sent Mimi to the grocery store, spit on the floor and said if you aren’t back before the
spit’s dry I’ll beat you up — she got back in time but he slapped her down — Jelly Roll went crazy,
beat him up, and grandmother sent him away from home — had $4000 saved up but he didn't know
how to rent a room — nearly killed him to be put out — went to godmother’s. 

“If the push comes to a shove.”

Sims — Henry — fruit stand — others barbers

[Alan Lomax writes:] Stenographer’s notes here:

1906 King Porter Stomp, You Can Have It I Don’t Want It.

1898–1905?
Stale Bread — guitar player, guitar picker, New Orleans, white
Kid Ross — piano, white
Happy Galloway — 7 piece bands in barrooms — bass v, v, cornet, trombone, drums, clarinet, gui-
tar — colored — Odd Fellows Hall on Perdido
Peyton — similar band except he played the accordion
Buddy Bolden 

Partial resume of travels
1907 or 1908 — Excursion to Chicago
1908 — in Texas
to California — San Antonio
1909 — met Anita, married her
1910 — Memphis again, in circuit
1911 — St. Louis, Detroit, Chicago, New York, Kansas City, Europe (2 mos.)
1912 — Detroit, taxi business, Unique Theater, jumping around, Canada
1913
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[ C .  1 8 9 0 ]

Worried with spirits when I was a kid. Hardly a night passed when I didn’t have to jump in my bed.
Those spirits was one of the most horrible things ever happening to me. This one of the main reasons
I wanted to get away. This was the house on Frenchman Street and Robinson [Robertson]. Used to
keep holy water in a bottle tied at the end of the bed — fresh blessed — then the spirits weren’t so
bad. It seemed like they would touch my toes. I seen them, there is no argument about that. I would
take one jump and be in my mother’s bed. Mother 18 or 19 years old at the time. As grew older, went away.

New Orleans was a kind of haunted place, anyhow. Could see spirits all over the town occasionally.
Kids had to be home at nine o’clock when the curfew bell rang. This bell just struck the time, but you
didn’t have to be in — just the kids. Had a big dog, Ponto, at the time — a Newfoundland. Also had
four horses. One night I decided to steal away and show the tough kids I could stay up as long as they
could. When I came back I saw an image on the fence actually blowing smoke at me. Used to hear
dishes rattling in the house. Also heard sewing machine running. A lot of nights you could hear walk-
ing in the house. You got up and couldn’t see anybody. My people thought the house was haunted —
kept the house filled with holy water.

One of my uncles used to say he had seen a white horse a couple of blocks away. When he got to the
horse he tried to get on, and when he looked again, the horse was a couple of blocks away again.
Witches who can get through key holes. They get on you and you can’t catch your breath.

Uncle tried to flirt with girl he saw on the sidewalk. He said: “Don’t you think it is rather later for you
to be out?” Talked awhile. Then she walked and he walked behind her. When they got to the grave
yard, the gate just opened and she walked in. He started running. The minute I saw a spirit, a fear
came over me. There is nobody can convince me there is no spooks. I’ve seen too many. One man-
sion — nobody would live in it and they would give it to anyone who wanted to live in it. They
claimed nobody could stay in later than 12 o’clock. At this time all the lights would go out and you
would be left in the dark. At 12 o’clock someone would knock on the door. A fellow said he would
go in, he didn’t care nothing about spooks. It was claimed you could kill a spirit shooting it with a sil-
ver bullet. This guy brought along sweet potatoes. At 12 o’clock there was a knock on the door.
“Who’s there?” “One ghost, knocking at the door.” He would answer. “One man eating sweet pota-
toes in front of the fire place, doodley doo.” Heard the door kind of open. “I don’t want nobody in
here with me, doodley doo.” He said, “Don’t open this door.” “One ghost is in the inside now, doo-
dley doo.” He said, “Will one ghost have some sweet potatoes, doodley doo.” “No, the ghost won’t
have no sweet potatoes, doodley doo.” “One ghost has jumped out of the window, doodley doo.”

[ C .  1 8 9 2 – 1 8 9 3 ]

Jellyroll — No. 1

When I was a kid, around seven or eight years old, the first type of music I played in the line of rag-
time was small compositions that played mostly for pleasure and drinks, and it was one of the frequent
customs to serenade at late hours from twelve to two in the morning by knocking at someone’s door,
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and of course they always knew me and of course would be playing and they would always welcome
as serenaders.

There is plenty of liquor in all the homes in New Orleans. Then the family and all the surrounding
friends who would know or hear about it would come to join in and make a great festival. Lot of those
surprise parties were for some of the relations in the houses, for birthday parties or even for friends a
few doors away. It would be very often in cases of birthday parties there would be arrangements made
for refreshments and delicacies.

They played “Hot Time in the Old Town Tonight,” “Wearing My Heart for You,” “Bird in a Gilded
Cage,” “Old Oaken Bucket,” “Mr. Johnson Turn Me Loose.”

The orchestras were composed of mandolin, Spanish guitar and bass fiddle. The bass fiddle was
bowed. Many of these combinations were played in different honky-tonks and back rooms, which are
some of the first cabarets in America. There would be two rooms when there was a back room. There
was a bar in there where men put their feet up on the rails and drank what they wanted. Plenty of
them were very troublesome and had to be thrown out on their heads from time to time.

Of course, the second room which is called the back room would be fitted with a few tables and it
would be very dark. Women could go in them and children were allowed to get canned beer, whiskey
or anything else. They could not go into the saloon part.

Each night many parties would go into the back rooms, men and women to enjoy themselves. As a
rule children were very seldom seen later then seven o’clock, but canned beer was a popular thing,
since it was only ten cents.

There was no special entertainment. There would be little three-piece organizations and sometimes
two-piece organizations, consisting in the three-pieces of bass-violin, mandolin and guitar. They
would go around and play and pass the hat for collections. Sometimes they would have two-piece
mandolin and guitar. They played ragtime. They played blues, too. Their hot tunes were ragtime —
words with no meanings or no titles. No words but they would sing the blues occasionally.

[ 1 8 9 6 ]

When I was a kid I had a little gun. They used to catch me every day and beat me up. Used to fight
all the time with my uncle and once I beat him and then I was the tough guy of the neighborhood.
Was a tough little Creole around, Manuel Percy, and we were pals together. We met an Italian one day
who wanted to fight me. I rushed into this kid and he knocked me in the ditch. Manuel now in New
York — is a shrewd gambler. He asked me to be a witness in Chicago against some guys who beat him
up. He still was tough and wanted to kill several guys. A swell looking guy.
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[ C .  1 9 0 0 – 1 9 0 5 ]

Pimps

Buddy Duplessis — pimp, very gentlemanly, killed Dorsey
Willie the Pleaser — pimp, levee camp hoosier 
Bob Rowe 
Okey Poke — tended bar at Bonamots
Emile Pere
Clark Wade — killed by a woman, kingpin after Rowe went to California
Louis Wade — pianist pimp
Dick and Eugene Brady — pianist pimps
Ed. Mochez — died and left 110 suits of clothes 
George Alexander
Chinee Morris — the best looking of the lot
Calvin Jackson
Morris Moore
George Wepnen

Most hop smokers, gambled big, big diamonds, had all the best women. 

George and Cal Williams — good looking, lived off of women, same age.

Alfred Wilson, Sammy Davis, Albert Carroll, Frank Richards — all pianists, wouldn’t work for pimping.

Hundreds of men passing in the district, streets crowded, women standing in the door singing blues,
French block (between Franklin and Basin) — cribs, with chippies on. Chippy is a short dress, like
little girls — always tried to talk in the man's language.

Creep joints — a man in the room, be in action, whore pretend she was in love — another whore
would creep in and take the money and put “feelers” in man’s clothes.

Cribs — a space about 8 or 9 feet wide, big enough for a bed. Cribs rent¬ed for about from $1 to $5
a day. Sometimes would make more money that way. They would examine men before. Little disease
in New Orleans. Saloon keepers usually rent cribs.

Small-time houses — where landladies usually took fifty percent - $.50 to $1.00 — naked dances and
circus — women doing freakish things to each other — “smoke a cigarette in her box” — pay a $1.00
a piece for this exhibition.  

Do this for money. Jive — a fabulous, flowery thing — homosexual intercourse — they pretended to
eat dung-cakes (really they were ginger cakes mixed up with limburger cheese and water). The men
always picked up the most beautiful girl (the world is cruel). The cooks in the district were sissies —
the less fortunate pimps took on sissies.
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Jon Kenna (a comedian and pimp) went with a sissy and later married and sissy tried to disgrace him
and he shot sissy.

Bull-Dikers (women) —  a tune called “The Bull-Dikers Dream” — like “The Crave” — the naked
dances done on a narrow stage. The three finest houses had mirror parlors. You couldn’t find the door.
Lula White’s cost $30,000 — in the finest bedrooms there were mirrors at the head and the foot of
the bed. The houses of New Orleans filled up with mirrors. The food was the best.

Eloise Blackenstein and Louise Aberdeen’s place was a rendezvous for all the big sports. Had beauti-
ful furniture. Met Pensacola Kid in there. He was a musician. Tony Jackson was around. Knew lots
more songs than I did. Guys used to say: “Get off that piano stool, you hurting that piano’s feelings.”

Stavin’ Chain didn’t amount to very much. There was just a song around him. He was a very low class
guy, belonged to the honky tonk gang. Just a lady’s man. Was an ugly, gawky fellow. Nothing to make
nobody think about him the second time. Stavin’ Chain don't mean a thing. They named him that
for a nickname.

[ 1 9 0 1 ]

Pals working at Brooklyn Cooperage. Wanted to be with the bunch, to be ambitious after leaving the
strawberry farm. (This was at the age of 15.) Made from $2.50 to $3.00 a week. Put nails on the sugar
barrels, paid 25 cents 100 barrels. This was in New Orleans.

After my trips I came either to my godmother of grandmother. Whatever happens in a family, all you
have to do is take some money home and everything is all right.

Eddie Hunter, godmother’s second husband. Had two sons, Eddie and Morris. Eddie was the fight-
ingest son of a gun I ever seen. He could fight all the kids in the neighborhood, including me. I had
a little gun with bullets — didn’t intend to shoot him. Gun went off and hit his hand and went into
his stomach. He was pretty nice kind of fellow and didn’t get very sore. 

My godmother dickered around with spiritual business. Used to always have glasses of water around.
She would say: To do what I want to do I have to give up the things I think the most of. This is prob-
ably some of this underground stuff and is the reason why I had so much trouble. Very prominent
people would come to her house. Always had boxes of diamonds and jewels. I always had access to all
kinds of jewels. Not a handsome woman but very intelligent, nice personality, easy to make friends.
When I didn’t do what I was supposed to, she would always pet me. Spoke French. I went around to
all kinds of fortune tellers as soon as I got long pants on.

Cowein — uncooked turtle heart considered beneficial to whoever swallows it. It jumps for two or
three days after it is killed. If you swallow that, there is no one who can do any harm to you. My aunt
swallowed one and never had anything but luck. Married a prosperous man who was a good butcher.
He tried to get me to come into the markets at four or five o’clock in the morning, but I wouldn’t go.
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[ 1 9 0 1 ]

Winding Boy

The first night after my grandmother told me to go, I went to the theatre and saw a play where they
sang a very sweet song entitled, “Give Me Back My Dead Daughter’s Child.” I thought about how my
mother had died and left me a motherless child and how dirty my uncle Neliscot had been. I began
to cry. A motherless child and orphan left out in this wide world to mourn. You wouldn’t believe it,
but I was so dumb I didn’t even know how to rent a room. Walked the streets all night till time for
the train for Biloxi. Went to my godmother, who was a very fine woman, Eulalie Echo. I played in
various little places but I never made any money like I had in New Orleans. One of them was the Flat
Top in Biloxi. I stayed there until one night the owner was hit in the head with a pool ball, which he
has been crazy every since. 

I began hanging around with larger boys, for I was beginning to think of myself as quite a man. They
told me that you could be real man only if you could take a half pint of whiskey, throw it to your
mouth and drink the whole thing straight down. So I tried it and was knocked out for three whole
days. Lay under the bed at my godmother’s house all that time and they never found me. That ended
me with whiskey entirely and I never took another drink, except every so often. 

For a while, I played for a white sporting house woman, named Mattie Bailey. Nobody but white came
there, but it was a dangerous place. Seemed like she rather trusted me, so she always kept me behind
to close up the place for her. I was always the last man out and talk got around that she was intimate
with me. One night some of the bums and low riff-raff decided to lynch me, but Mattie heard about
it and got me out the back door in time. I decided it was a good time to leave for New Orleans.

The next time I left New Orleans I met Harry Dunn, who was considered one of the best Georgia
Skin players in Alabama. Somehow he liked music and taken a liking to me. He told me, “Someday
I’m going to make a gambler out of you.” And of course that started me because I wanted to have the
other fellows in my class beat. He used to teach me day by day when he wouldn’t go out to meet a
payday. When he said he was going to meet a payday, he meant he was going to bring the bacon home
— win all the money from the people who worked. 

When the turpentine men would come into one of these so-called towns along the coast, they would
always start gambling and Georgia skin was no doubt the main game. Of all the games in history that
I’ve seen, I never seen one game for so many different kinds of cheats right in front of your eyes. And
it would take a magician to catch Harry and maybe he couldn’t even catch him. 

Well, Harry taught me a few things about Georgia skin, and so once when he was going to make a
pay-day at Orange, Mississippi, he took me along, as his little brother, he called me. He knew I had
good relatives and that I kept a little money by being able to play in sporting houses. So, he told me,
said, “I want you to see how these things is done, because showing you without the actual experience,
you wouldn’t be able to do it.” 

Orange — I didn’t see anything in Orange at all but the log camp and two or three little houses. But
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they were playing Georgia skin in every one of them and pretty soon Harry was in the turpentine
money up to his elbows. This encouraged me to try one of those tricks Harry had taught me, so I got
three jacks in my hand and when the last jack fell, I told the boys to get down — meaning bet. They
got down heavy and it wasn’t long till I was taking in money so fast it was a shame. The trouble was
now I didn’t know how to get those cards back in the deck. When the boys couldn’t find the jacks, the
suspicion was right on me. 

A fellow pulled a great big pistol. “You either come in with my money or off goes your head,” he said. 

Harry tried to pacify the guy. He told him, “Don’t hurt the boy, He don’t know anything. He’s just a
young brother of mine. I’ll give you all the money back you lost on this deal.” 

So, when they started claiming money, why they claimed twice or three times more than they had lost.
Say, for instance, a guy had lost three dollars, he would claim ten and so forth and so on like this, that
until they nearly cleaned Harry and me both out. From then on, I stayed strictly out of the game and
watched old Harry take those turpentine men’s money. 

He begin to sing. 

“I’m going to get one and go—”

Bop! One card would hit.

“My baby’s crying for clothes,
I’m goin’ to get one card and go—“

Bop! 

“Roll up here to two. Move and a trey there. OK, bet. Eight more dollars on the eight-spot. OK. Bet.
Let’s make it sixteen. You only got a few and nobody standing but you and me. I got the ace here and
the ace got you, OK.”

“I’m gonna get one and go—”

Bop! And old Harry raked it in.

After this, Harry told me to stay strictly at home when he made pay days, but I always had it in my
mind to be a big gambler. I wanted to crack my jaw with a lot of that cheap notoriety talk like, “Three
hundred dollars — it’s a bet.” The boys would say, “Don’t bother that guy, he don’t talk much, but his
short words go a long way.” 

Well, I rambled around trying one game and another, until one day I met the original Pensacola Kid
at Moss Point. He cleaned me out and, when the game broke up, he called me over and said, “Come
on, kid, let’s go down town. You look pretty high class and I want to you to help me pick out some
clothes. So, I went along. It was about noon and nobody was around. We walked into a Syrian
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woman’s store and Pensacola Kid told me to go ahead and pick him out some clothes. He gave me
some money and [notes break off ]

[ 1 9 0 1 ]

Went to Biloxi. Very sad at being put out. Saw drama at Grand Theater by Baldwin Melville Stock
Company. Remember a part “Give me back my dead daughter’s child.” That started me crying. She
didn’t want to put me out, I guess, only to curb me so this wouldn’t happen again.

Went to Biloxi to my godmother’s. From there to Moss Point. Worked for three weeks there and
returned to Biloxi. Then went to Meridian, Miss. Became ill with typhoid. Returned to Biloxi on
stretchers. Had a diet of milk and whiskey for six months. That is why I hate whiskey now but I still
drink milk.

Returned to New Orleans after I was well. Also made Pensacola and Mobile. Went around playing
pool and piano. Playing piano fooled them on pool. Learned in Biloxi to play pool. Returned to New
Orleans feeling quite a man. Began hanging out with larger boys. You can be a real man only if you
take half a pint of whiskey, throw it up to your mouth and drink the whole thing straight down. Was
knocked out for three days straight. (Lay under the bed at home and they never found him.) That
ended me rip entirely with whiskey at that time.

[ C .  1 9 0 2 – 1 9 0 3 ]

In New Orleans, thought somebody did some black magic to me and I was referred to Sona. In this
case it happened that I was sick and they needed a pianist but they didn’t ask me. He walked into
where I was. I had seen him in the neighbor’s home. when I was little doing some kind of ceremony.
He didn’t have no shoes on and was doing a kind of dance and mumbling. There would be a dance
on a blanket and a feast. They would have jambalaya rice with some kind of peculiar odor to it. The
odor had a kind of drug-storish scent. They gave us kids poppy seed to put in our mouth. Don’t
remember what it was for. The seed was supposed to make you highly successful. You could swing
people your way.

There was some kind of workmanship you did to make somebody fall in love with you — take frog
legs and grind them, also boa constrictor tongues. Give them the names of who you want to fall in
love with you and this thing is arranged, but you don't know how it is done. These operators were all
over the country.

At the age of 17, I was sick and couldn’t get a job. Something wrong with my hands. At “Twenty-Five”
[Big 25] Sona came in. Said, “Son, you sick.” I said, “Someone did something to me — a woman.”
He said, “You don’t have to tell me, I know you have no money. I’m going to give you three baths and
you will be well by the last bath.” It was winter — went to his house. He stripped me, put me in a tin
tub with some kind of grass. He would shake all over and rub me. Did this three consecutive Fridays.
He said, “I will get you a job and then you can pay me.” He said, “When we get to this place, don’t
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open your mouth, just touch me.” He said “In three days you will have this job.” At two o’clock on
the third day, the maid walked in and said she was looking for a piano player. Asked how I was feel-
ing. Said regular piano player was sick — would I like to make a few dollars. I went there to sing and
play. They had a legitimate white pianist there — nothing hot. I went in there and started on the job.
In a week I had plenty money in my pocket. Miss Burt asked me if I wanted to work steady. “If you
think you can come steady, I will be glad to have you. Everybody likes your work very much.”

Work started at nine o’clock but sometimes I would come early to get the good meals. I never paid
Sona because I never believed he did anything. It is one of the most ungrateful things I ever did in my
life. In spite of him taking me down to that house, I should have realized there was some powerful
ingredient he used.

[ 1 9 0 2 – 1 9 0 3 ]

Played in sporting houses in Gulf Port, Biloxi. Met Skinny Head Pete, Florida Sam. They was the best
ones but they wouldn’t work. Were kept up by women. From time to time the girls got after me. Two
or three girls fell in love with me. I didn’t pay much attention because I was interested in playing pool.
It was dangerous in these places. Owner of the Flat Top in Biloxi was hit on the head with a pool ball,
has been a little demented ever since.

Played for Mattie Bailey, a sporting house woman. Her place was for white people. Always carried a
“38” special pistol. Often closed up for her because it was so dangerous. Talk got around that there
was something between Mattie Bailey and myself because I was always last man out, I was threatened
one night with lynching. She was white and they thought she was intimate with me. Decided this was
a good time to leave. Went back to New Orleans.

They were playing a lot of honky-tonk tunes. A few songs like “You’re Welcome as the Flowers in
May,” “Bird in a Gilded Cage,” “Old Oaken Bucket.” The honky-tonk tunes didn't have any names.
Words like: “You gals better get out and walk, cause he’s gonna start his dirty talk.” Only they didn't
say “gals.” A lot of them were dirty songs.

“Winding Ball” was composed in 1902. Was very famous about that time.

Took popular tunes and made them dirty tunes. Most everything was sentimental. They just had a
few honky-tonk players around. Played the mouth organ and jew’s harp a lot. Played mostly piano
and guitar. Big combination was mandolin, guitar, and bass violin.

[ 1 9 0 4 ]

On the Gulf Coast. Made McHenry, Hattiesburg, Jackson, Vicksburg, Greenwood, Greenville.

Decided to go to St. Louis for the piano playing contest at the World’s Fair. Girls willing to finance
me. I was a half-hand big-shot, what you call. Tony Jackson was supposed to go there so I didn't go.
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But Tony Jackson didn’t go and the contest was won by Alfred Wilson.

You found harmonicas, jews’ harps on the street corners. They would sing spasmodic blues. Play for
a while, pick a while and every now and then say a word.

Never did no manual labor. Helped my god-father for sport to do caulking, worked on a strawberry
farm for a day.

I was a pretty good runner when there was riots. Put me in jail for nothing in New Orleans.

[ 1 9 0 4 – 1 9 0 5 ]

The Rags, Bottles and Bones Men

The “rags, bottles and bones men” would take some of these Christmas horns and take the wooden
mouthpieces off it and play more blues on them than any of these guys in these parts of the country
ever thought of — real low down dirty blues, too, I mean. They couldn’t play but in one key, though.

John Robichaux had the best ragtime band in New Orleans — the best for many years — 1904–1905
and earlier. His biggest competition was named Manuel Perez, the best trumpet player — as good or
better than Buddy Bolden.

[ 1 9 0 4 – 1 9 0 5 ]

Well, I trucked up and down the Gulf Coast a good bit and once when I was playing at the Old Flat
Top in Biloxi, I happened to write “Alabama Bound.” The Flat Top was nothing but an old honky-
tonk, where nothing but the blues was played. A lot of piano stompers used to hang around there, fel-
lows like Brocky Johnny, Florida Sam, Skinny Head Pete, and Trigger Sam. They used to sing songs like:

“Now, all you gals better get out and walk, 
Cause I’m gonna start my dirty talk.” 

I’m Alabama bound, Alabama bound.
I can't wait til the sun goes down, 
I gotta leave this town.

All the girls began to do the high kicks, said, “My, my, play that thing boy.” I’d say, I’ll certainly do
it, lil’ girl.” Then I began to sing.

Well, that rooster crowed,
And the hen run around, 
If you want me baby,
You gotta run me down.
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This was wrote in 1905. Of course, I never got any credit for it. In those days, we didn’t copyright our
tunes and I’ll tell you why. The fact was that the sporting houses were all over the country and you
could make plenty money, especially, if you had a lot of tricky new numbers so you could show up
the other musicians. Just as soon as you hit town, you had ten jobs waiting for you and fifteen or twen-
ty dollars a night was just chicken-feed. We kept a lot of tunes for private material, to battle each other
in battles of music.

Battles of music is old, ages old, and the one that had the best material won and from then on he
could get the best jobs. Now the publishers wouldn’t give a musician anything for his tunes, so instead
of having them copyrighted, we had them stolen. That's what happened to “Alabama Bound.” It was
stolen, but it's too late now to do anything about it. 

I will never forget, if it wasn’t for one of my piano playing friends, you’d not be hearing this story,
because a guy was going to knife me right in the back. He had the knife right on me. He said I was a
pool shark and just used the piano for decoy. Of course, he had it in his mind that I was kind of nice
looking and he was jealous, because he wasn't no angel for looks himself. Had some awful rubber
looking lips, like bumpers on a boxcar.

But somehow or another, all those boys felt I had ideas about composing and they asked me for a new
tune. So I said [notes break off ]

[ C .  1 9 0 5 ]

I seen guys start off in New Orleans loaded down with diamonds and bales of money, the next year
broke. I learned from this. The big guy would buy it by the can, wouldn’t buy a card. If you wasn’t a
hop fiend you were supposed to be very brainy. Be talking sleepy all the time and rolling Bull Durham
cigarettes. Could see dope in the district with the doors wide open and the policemen didn’t care.

Jelly Roll took a job on a boat as a mess boy so that he could cheat at gambling — the Natchez. Poker
game started. Jelly Roll started cheating. Broke the game. If them guys had caught me as dumb as I
was, they would have thrown me in the river. They would be the biggest strong guys you ever seen. If
they went a little slow, they’d throw the whip into them — boy! “On there, cap’n boss.” 

If the bail of cotton would fall overboard, the guy that was responsible better jump on in after it.
They’d throw him a rope. They wasn’t nothing but roustabout, wasn’t from New Orleans. Must have
believed they were still in slavery. 

[ 1 9 0 5 ]

I had developed to be a good pool player. Dugan had played all the top notchers and he was interest-
ed in me. He taught me how to play. In New Orleans the good pool players was Buster Brown, Bama,
and Robert Braux. In 1905 came back to New Orleans and beat all of them.
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“Alabama Bound” had become famous all up and down the Coast. Any time I got broke, in at sport-
ing house I would go. You usually get up five or six o’clock in the afternoon, or even eight or eight-
thirty. Not due to work until nine o’clock. Worked for Hilma Burt (white), Tom Anderson’s old lady.
He was the most powerful politician in the entire South. He owned two saloons; Hilma Burt’s house
next door to one saloon; other was on Rampart and Canal St. Played for Josie Arlington and Lulu White.

Big houses all in same block. All stone mansions, from three to seven parlors, fifteen to twenty-five
women all clad in evening gowns and diamonds galore. No poor man could get in. Worked for Willie
Piazza (colored). Famous house, but not so big, about fifteen women. May Wilson worked there, a
good singer of everything including blues.

Also worked for Antonio Gonzales and Gypsy Schaefer who was the biggest money spending landla-
dy. Worked, too, for Emma Johnson’s Circus House — place where you got everything from soup to
nuts. Circus house made money by trickery, by naked dances. Put a screen around the players to sat-
isfy guests, but I put a knife through the screen. Did a lot of other uncultured things there that prob-
ably couldn't be mentioned. Done right in the eyes of everybody.

The minute a party was in, a button was pushed. Girls came right in the parlor looking like queens.
“Why, hello, boys. Where you from?” I hit the piano and by the end of the first piece, there was every-
body there. By the time I played the second piece — “Got some money for the professor?” No money,
they was told to get out. This is a high class place. Collected about a dollar a piece. Everybody had to
give something. That kept you in money and lots of times girls were jealous of the professors. Girls
made from $20 to $100 a night. Took them for $5 for a short while.

I wanted to be the champion pool prayer in the world. Wanted to combine this with piano playing.
Played for $500 a game. Went to Galveston and Houston. There were no musicians around.

[ 1 9 0 5 – 1 9 0 9 ]

Pine Hill, Alabama

On road with Bill Benbow, 1906. Pine Hill, Alabama (Scottsborough) played in school house, packed
house — the audience insisted that they be held over — next night 8, 9, 9:30 no one showed up —
nervous, sent band member to reconnoiter, found crowd with baseball bats, pistols, Winchesters,
brickabats — “You one of those band fellows?” “Naw.” “Lucky you not, gonna kill every last one of
them.” Back door of school overhung bluff — cut up bedclothes and slid down rope of them — went
to hotel and hid out.

Jelly Roll left New Orleans in 1908 to Memphis and Benny Frenchy. 

Stayed in Memphis and worked in theater in Buddy Magill’s (legitimate pianist) job — the Savoy for
Fred A. Barasso — in show Bessie LaBelle (the first baritone woman singer), tall and beautiful Creole
— Baby Cox (the most versatile performer in the business, today comedian, dancer, etc.) used to work
in Connie’s Inn — she was one year old then working
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Rena and Ethel James, famous duo singers

William Benbow and Edna Landry

Harry (drummer) and Zenobia (actress) Jefferson

Buster and Wille Porter (comedy singing and dancing)

Laura Smith and Stella Harris (great blues singers)

Mattie Dorsey Whitman (of the Whitman sisters, the organization that started in Atlanta that has pro-
duced some of America’s best vaudevillians).

Barasso planning circuit — 4 houses — Greenville, Vicksburg, Jackson, and Memphis. Jelly Roll
meets Handy plays violin and trumpet in a backroom on Beale — intro by Guy Williams, a guitarist
(the author of the Jogo Blues) — always playing it — Handy worked in Dixie Park with a band (Jelly
Roll asked them to play the blues, said blues can't be played by a band.) Jelly Roll played occasional-
ly with them. 

Jelly Roll started with Benbow as No. 1 company — Jelly Roll had band of drums and piano — Buster
Porter main comedian, Edna Benbow main blues singer — Benbow straight man — $25 a week —
Jelly Roll wanted to travel and catch more suckers playing pool — Stringbeans and Sweetie May
(Butler May of Montgomery) joined the […]

[ 1 9 0 5 – 1 9 0 9 ]

[The following appears in a transcript headed “Memphis,” beginning with the material on disc
1666B and picking up the story of Jelly Roll’s experiences in Memphis. It is obviously Lomax’s
re-rendering of Morton’s speech, later to be edited again for Mister Jelly Roll — Alan’s initial,
partial notes on this conversation appear above.] 

It wasn’t any trouble for me to find a job in Memphis after that [carving Benny Frenchy]. I played
the Monarch for a while and it was a tough joint. One night a girl looked at me like she thought I
was pretty and her big boyfriend started to come for me with his knife. Some people are crazy when
they get jealous. I grabbed a beer bottle from the top of the piano and told him to come on with his
goddamn knife. We circled around for a minute and then my friend Cuncan George walked in from
downstairs. He always carried a big six-shooter in his belt wit ha ring in the butt so he could get after
it easy, and when he saw I was in trouble he pulled at the ring. They guy with the knife got lost in the
crowd before George could get his gun out. I was strong from then on and nobody bothered me.

One day Buster Brown and Alto Lane, the smoothest gambling sharks that ever cut cards, came to
town. They were down on their luck and hadn’t had a bath in a month. They didn’t have enough
money to sleep in the saloons and every day they used to go down to the river to wash their feet. They
wanted me to lend them fifty dollars to take the crap game at the Monarch. I told them that they had
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to take the toughest rack men in the world, but they said they could take Jesus Christ in a crap game.
Anyhow they finally persuaded me to get them the fifty. The agreement was that they would rake in
two hundred, pay me back my fifty with twenty-five to boot and skip town. I knew they were slick,
of course, and so I got money from Blanche, a sporting woman I was living off of then and told them
to go ahead but to take George Frazier’s watch, not Bad Sam’s. Bad Sam was my friend.

Talk about nerve, those guys had it. They waked into the Monarch one night, ragged and dirty, with
a pair of loaded dice and took the dice. Now in the Monarch you had to shoot from a leather horn
with a string across the mouth to trip the dice, this making it harder to pull any funny stuff. So Alto
Lane took the dice in his hand, dropped his pair into the horn and rolled them. Pow. A strike. He
couldn’t miss, because his dice didn’t have anything but fives and twos, and the house dice were in his
vest pocket. Pow! He cracked another seven. $200 bet. Pow! Another strike. He reached for a ciga-
rette, changed the dice, handed the horn to the next man with the house dice in it and walked out of
the place with two hundred and fifty dollars in his pocket with the toughest thugs in Memphis stand-
ing all around him, ready to blow the head off of any man that tried to pull a fast one.

I took my seventy-five, but it made me nervous. I didn’t feel safe in that man’s town. About that time
I was working legitimate in Fred Barasso’s Savoy Theatre. Among other performers at that time there
were: Bessie Labelle, Baby Cox, Rena and Ethel Jones, Harry and Zenobia Jefferson, Mattie Dorsey
Whitman of the Whitman sisters, Laura and Stella Harris and that old big-mouth, Will Benbow and
his wife, Edna Landry. Barasso decided to try to start a colored circuit and for the first engagements
booked four houses: Vicksburg, Greenville, Jackson, and Memphis. I was glad to go. Benbow and I
went out with the first show and I believe this was the first colored circuit in America. I made old man
Benbow pay me my twenty-five bucks a week.

One night we played in Pine Hill, Alabama, which is not far from the famous Scottsboro. The place
we gave the show in was a little school house at the end of the road and overhanging a steep bluff.
Wasn’t no way to get out that place except along that road. The audience seemed to like our stuff and
they wouldn’t let us leave town although we had an engagement the next night in Jackson. That night
we pulled the curtain at eight and no one was there. Nine o’clock no one had come. Nine thirty, we
begin to get worried. I told one of the boys to scout around front and see what was the matter. This
guy walked out the front door and run into a whole nest of men armed with baseball bats, knives,
guns, clubs, and so forth and so on. They asked him, “Are you with that show?” 

“Nawsuh, I come from Scottsboro.”

“Well it’s lucky you aren’t, because we’re going to kill every one of them black bastards.”

This guy come on around to the back of the school house, at the foot of the bluff and begin to chunk
rocks at the window. I kept hearing something hit the side of the building and presently I stuck my
head out the window.

“Hey,” he said. “You all better get on out of here.”

“What’s wrong?”
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“Don’t ask me what’s wrong and don’t hang around talking. Leave,” he said and then he went running off.

Will Benbow was the kind of fool that never thought anything was the matter that he couldn’t talk
his way of out of. I told him, “Well, you can stay here if you want to, but I’m going.”

I had a couple of old blankets in my trunk and I cut them up in strips and made a rope and we all
slid down to the bottom of the bluff. That night we stayed in the hotel and didn’t go back for our
trunks until broad daylight. You know, I never did know what was the matter with those redneck guys.

Later on Stringbeans joined the show at Jackson. He was the greatest comedian I ever knew and a very,
very sweet fellow. He was over six foot tall, very slender, with big liver lips, light complected and he
always wore a big diamond in his in his mouth and I guess I got the idea for my diamond from him.
I put mine in one time when I had so many diamonds I didn’t know what to do with them all and so
I said I might as well put one in my mouth. People will do very, very foolish things when they’re young
and have got plenty money. 

Well, this Stringbeans got very famous on this circuit. He used to bring the house down when he sang
“I Got Elgin Movements in My Hips and Twenty Years Guarantee” and “What Did Deacon Jones Do,
My Lord, When the Light Went Out” or “Gimme a Little Piece of What You Settin’ On,” meaning
the girl was setting on a piece of cake and such stuff as that. He sang all these songs to the same tune,
but when he would wabble those big feet of his nobody noticed the difference and they liked him
right on.

Stringbeans grew very famous and the circuit grew with him. It got so we couldn’t find enough talent
for all the houses that wanted us — Mobile, Pensacola, St. Louis, Tampa, Nashville, and so forth and
so on. But back in those days I was a winding boy. I didn’t like to stay too long in one place or one
occupation. I wanted to see everything. I wanted to know all the tricks. I wanted to go to all the towns
and you know yourself that musicians are all pretty crazy and if you stay around most of them for very
long they likely drive you crazy too.

So Stella Harris and I decided to quit in Jackson. We had decided to settle down there a while but
Stella was a woman you couldn’t count on and right away she got stuck on one of the local pool sharks
and I had to beat him to death at pool to make her come back to me. When she came back, I kicked
her right out again, because I told her I didn’t want any woman that acted in the very dirty way she
did. It didn’t make no difference. We was nearly broken up anyhow.

Jackson was always a bad luck town for me and right away it dished me up some more. I left my suit
in a pressing shop one day and borrowed an old ragged no account suit from the tailor to look around
town in. When I come back for my suit, the guy drew a baseball bat on me. You wouldn’t believe there
was such dirty people in the world, would you? Well, there I was with an old striped suit, dirty and
ragged. After a year’s work on stage I didn’t have nothing but an old trombone. But I didn’t care. I
sung my “Winding Ball” and “Alabama Bound” and started West hunting pool tables and suckers
where they told me plenty pianos and plenty women had been broken hearted all their lives waiting
for some real high jive.
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[ 1 9 0 6 ]

Returned to Mobile and wrote “King Porter Stomp.” Partially wrote before. This was a combination
of three or four tunes. These tunes were private material that I kept to shoot at a guy.

Question: Do you still play pool?

Morton: Between playing piano, shooting pool, playing poker under strong lights, looking for marks
on the cards, my eyes is shot. 

[ 1 9 0 7  O R  E A R L I E R ]

Mail Robbery

Been to Mobile several times before — Biloxi. Met Lily White, New Orleans pool player, big tall,
lanky fellow, could reach over the table — convinced me that there wasn’t any use to pay train fare —
started west, went to Scranton, only 60 cents fare — going cross Pascagoula River jumped, tore both
knees out of trousers — went home on paid fare — returned to Scranton — caught a mail car —
deadhead — open and empty, no stops — got off — seen light — very dark, said, “Look out.” White
said, “Nothing at all.” “Let’s run!” “Aw, I ain’t goin’ to run.” Just as we got on street — guy with two
pistols, razor in left hand pocket raised arms, razor slipped in coat sleeves — 100 days on a county
farm. Inmates said, “New meat in the market.” Were going to jump on them for their money and cig-
arettes. Threatened to beat him — came to court and they give us a 100 days — they had a mail rob-
bery. First they claimed we had robbed the mail train to make money playing pool — system sucker
system — ending in a contest between the two partners. 

They went to the county farm on a low-sided wagon, chained to partner — ten other prisoners —
only ones that were handcuffed — 18 or 20 miles of rough roads from early in the morning until late
in the afternoon. Had been planning to run away. Jelly Roll said he had the rheumatism so bad he
couldn’t walk let alone run. Jelly Roll proposed to buy food for everybody — whereon they came to
a hole. Jelly Roll and partner bumped into the man to see if he had a pistol — borrowed knife of guard
to cut the bread. Had already removed his handcuffs. Planned to jump and run when he beat the
mules. The guard beat the mules for 15 miles without stopping. Jelly Roll thought he was a good run-
ner but the long legged guy could run faster — the guard sent the other prisoners to catch them —
every time Jelly Roll would holler at partner to wait, he’d just wave “come on.” Thick woods, rough
ground — dry — finally run into an open smooth spot — dry throat. Jelly Roll was about to give
out, stopped to pick up a log — threatened to fight them — backed them in and they finally let him
go. The reason Jelly Roll had run away was that it was said that whenever anybody got 100 days in
that jail, they wasn’t no more good.

…Got a drink in clear brand. Lily had been waiting a half hour — walked into Orange, Mississippi
— a little bitty town — tried to buy food in a little store and they wouldn’t sell to colored — felt safe
extradition — caught a freight into New Orleans.
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Jelly Roll always had in his mind to be a big gambler so he could say “$300’s a bet” — so he could
crack his jaw big — “That guy don’t talk much, don’t bother him.”

Back to Moss Point — a guy there — original Pensacola Kid, a thief — Jelly Roll lost all his money
to him. Pensacola Kid called Jelly Roll, “Come on kid, we’ll go to town and buy some clothes” —
been gambling all night — Jelly Roll called because he had good taste — gave Jelly Roll some money
— went into store about 12 — one woman in store — while Jelly Roll in back, Pensacola Kid stole
some clothes — then told Jelly Roll he had to go off a little while — when Jelly Roll was paying for
the clothes, the woman thought something was wrong, she looked and ran after and grabbed him —
“He stole my clothes.” The woman had to admit that he hadn’t stolen anything, but they gave him a
100 days because he cursed in court when he protested against the […]

They gave him a 100 days and all the girls he had been flirting with saw him with shackles on. At that
time there was something called the whore’s itch — broke out all over Jelly Roll — chains, shoveling
dirt out of big holes — would scratch and scratch — poisoned himself — formed big cake of a sore
between his thighs — told jailer he couldn’t work — the jailer said “If the doctor says you can work,
I’ll take these keys and knock your brain out” — big heavy keys — angered Jelly Roll a bit — mar-
velous fool — jailer laid his gun on the shelf and Jelly Roll thought he would grab it but didn’t. 

Some prisoner before Jelly Roll had tried to dig his way out and they accused him of it — doctor
found Jelly Roll would be too great a source of infection and expense — they turned him loose —
without money, sick. Had served 18 days.

There had been people there for years who had got a 100 days — lease system and then the prisoners
were always kept in debt — worked these debts off at 18 cents a day. 

Went and jumped on the coach and told conductor he would pay later — 

“When I get married!
Gonna marry a whore!
If I catch her fucking!
Know she done it before!”

Decided he’d never go back because he’d worked in the ditch and his girlfriends had seen him there.
Cured himself with sulfur, lard, and bluestone. 

Goin’ to Lunch

Jelly Roll was in and out of jail a great deal — trying to study Gambling, Pool, Music. Hung out at
Miley’s Hotel where there was a piano. Bolden, the officer, saw that everybody worked — chief indus-
tries fishing, shrimp picking — to keep away from Bolden tried shrimp picking but it hurt his fingers
— pricked fingers — quit at once — had to dodge Bolden all day — Bolden started him running —
Bolden known to never miss — missed Jelly Roll six times. The people said I was running so fast look-
ing like I stuck straight out — Bolden went home and waited for him — jailed for vagrancy — no

191



bars, no sheets, nothing but a torn Excelsior mattress. 

They formed a band — piano, trombone, drums — Ning Nelson, valve trombone, read music —
lousy drummer — dances $.25 admission - packed and jammed — tunes: “Have You Seen My Loving
Henry,” blues, series of hot tunes with no titles. This was part of the days when the piano [was] con-
sidered sissy. The same kind of trombone that Teagarden is playing now. Very ugly fellow — argu-
ment, hit Jelly Roll with brass knuckles — Jelly Roll come up with a pistol — put him in jail again
— Ning didn’t prosecute and Jelly Roll got off because they didn’t want the band broken up.

Jelly Roll disgusted, went to Gulf Port — Jelly Roll was watching a couple of white fellows in a sulky
beat a mule trying to make him run — instead of the mule running, he went sideways — Jelly Roll
laughed and they beat Jelly Roll up. Jelly Roll was hanging out  with a big bunch of swing players —
Kansas City Red, Buster Brown, Alto Lane — tough guys — Jelly Roll trying to chisel in — their
main job was skinning the turpentiners — the white men come over there and said “Whoever
laughed, I’ll give him the same I gave the mule.”

I used to hear them talk about things I never seen — the case of a guy murdered in a gambling house,
roll him over, put a candle in his mouth, use him for a bench and keep on gambling — big lie or true.
One of the tough guys said, “I did it” and Ning hit him and he went down. The other guy run and
notified the law. They told police Jelly Roll was in the bunch and he landed in jail. One night in jail.
Had arrested a big West Indian [who] had beat up 2 or 3 policemen. Jelly Roll afraid — West Indian
kept asking him to speak up. “I’ll dare you to bother me, I’m a British subject.” Couldn’t keep him
quiet. “Put your billy down, you coward.” Jelly Roll pretended to be sick. “You American Negroes.
You scared to death.”

They hit Jelly Roll and turned […]

Back to New Orleans — back home I’d go whenever I’d get in trouble.

Back to sporting houses, plenty money. Willie Piazza. Real pals with maid. Trouble with landlady. Told
maid. Told landlady gonna quit. Easter Sunday. Landlady was so mad, she fired him even though he
hadn’t really intended to quit and told all the other landladies he wasn’t dependable and they would-
n’t hire him after that — the beginning of the end of his sporting house career — never worked steadi-
ly later.

Mobile. The Dixie Park (colored). Actor William Benbow, planning road show — Jelly Roll went with
him. Himself, his wife, and me made up the show. William Benbow would do straight, blackface,
dancing, sing duets and mind reading with Jelly Roll overtures, 7 or 8 tunes [as] curtain raisers — play
on pump organs. In the meantime, we picked up a black greasy-looking fellow in a black undershirt
— training to be a comedian.  All white audiences. Benbow never paid, was a known guy not to pay
you. Found skin game, lost every time he turned around. Long Boy said he hadn’t had a bath in 6
months — smelled that this man was lousy — Long Boy a thief, too. Lousy accommodations. 2 cots.
One gonna make a thief out of Jelly Roll. Wrist watch hanging on the wall — “That watch would
have been gone long ago if he’d been on that side.” “Road man have to learn how to do anything.”
“I’ll get it.” The people heard. The minute I went to reach, they squealed. That taught Jelly Roll not
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to steal.

(lynching story again at this point)

Pine Hill, Alabama

Thomasville, Georgia. Jelly Roll quit — had been quarreling every day just like Mrs. Benbow —
Benbow was after woman he saw — cigar in his mouth all the time.

Jelly Roll back to New Orleans and Kenner and Lewis going to Pensacola (straight and came out of
New Orleans) — needed piano player — went on to Pensacola, job waiting, works at the Belmont
Theatre (Jacobi, manager) near depot — there three months, broke the record for holding one job. 

Good looking girl named Stella Taylor — found later she was a sporting girl — couple of colored tak-
ers named Goldstucker. Jim Goldstucker was going with landlady at the house she lived in — hon-
ored to eat at same board with Jim. Stella would run around with other fellows while Jelly Roll on job
— Jim and landlady told Jelly Roll to beat the hell out of her — Jelly Roll beat her up too bad and
she called the police — Jim and landlady told him what to do — to leave town — on Sunday — only
thing leaving was on a boat — got to Mobile.

Frazier Davis and big sport from Jacksonville (Ed Rooney) had given a dance and Frazier shot Ed and
he was in the hospital and Jelly Roll regretted he couldn’t say goodbye.

Jelly Roll had money, diamonds, clothes — diamonds kept to pawn when they needed money — had
met Charley York in Pensacola and found him in Mobile — Sam Davis and Billy Mills were in the
Lagman Theatre (colored) — went to look for Sammy, took room in small house — brought clothes
to pressers so he could start changing — a way I used to get in with the women and sports — chang-
ing plenty clothes — if you were ragged, they wouldn’t pay attention to me — “cladded properly” —
Sammy told him not to start dressing up again — the law was strict and they were putting people in
the jail that weren’t working — I’d gone there and become king of the underworld — a good piano
player, good gambler, and all the women after him — First day changed 2 suits and just walked
through district “sharp as a tack” — the next day with two more. I’d demand plenty of recognition —
beat all the pool players — fourth outfit, end of second day — have a big cigar in a holder, cracking
wise, afraid. 

The second evening and the fourth suit, a very ugly woman called me. The big colored landlady in
Mobile, Lula Knowles — a very beautiful girl, Lila Holliman in her house — got stuck on each other
— Lula was making a big play for me — 

“Come here a minute.”

“Where do you get all these clothes at?”

“I don’t have no clothes.” 

193



“Two suits yesterday.” 

“If I stay here ten years you’ll see me in that much.” 

Cheap notoriety talk. 

“What’s your name?”

“Ferd.” 

“Oh, Ferd, you’re the guy bets all — one of the guys playing pool:”

“Don’t you play piano? We heard about you running Johnny King, Skinny Head Pete in a hole. Come
here and play me a piece.” 

I used to have an expression, “You have a piano?” I’d be standing there looking at one. “Sure we have
one, don’t you see it?” “Yes, I know but whole a lot of ‘em thinks it’s drums.” 

Began to play, neighbors, sporting women fell for me in a big way — her and her boyfriend (Tom
Ridley, known knife bully) were at outs. Next day had dinner there. Third day made arrangements for
blowout. After dinner, been drinking, started out, had on the box back. If your coat hit you any place
but your shoulders, you didn’t have a no suit on. Lula asked Jelly Roll not to leave. No woman told
me what to do. As Billy Mills and I started to theater, she took a knife and tried to cut him but knife
didn’t cut because of the box back coat — coat split from end to end — home — new suit — seen
show and walked through tenderloin — 3 suits and then notoriety name was in the air that Lula
Knowles was crazy about that fellow and tried to cut him to death. 

Bob Ridley was sore — next day with suit in morning to sound her out and try to make her pay him
back. “If I was a nice boy one suit wouldn’t mean a thing.” Had to change again. Beautiful stripe
oxford grey on grey. Ate dinner and drunk — lay down dizzy — put pistol under pillow — Bob
Ridley called police — front door not locked — copper came, said, “You come around here and try
to take the town, you big pimp! We’ll show you what we’ll do with guys like you.”

$100 fine and 100 days. 

Before the arrest — Georgia skin with Bob Ridley — he won all the bets. Tom would be falling 4 or
5 times a deal — argument — knife — pulled a pistol, “Throw the knife. You shoulda been pushing
up daisies by now. Put the knife up.” Cracking my jaw.

Charles York got a note to Sammy Davis telling Sammy to give Charles Jelly Roll’s trunk — Lula was
sore and wouldn’t buy the days because Jelly Roll preferred jail to Lula — out to graveyard, only one
with shackles — cleaning grass, overseer with Winchester — Charley came every day and finally con-
vinced the guard that Jelly Roll was a homeboy and should get to go home for lunch like the others
— Charley and Jelly Roll had agreed that Jelly Roll should escape and Charley would bring them to
New Orleans — fourth day Jelly Roll went home to lunch and went to outskirts of town and hid in
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two-story attic and they stayed there all day and caught an L&N train.

Three or four black cat crossed his path —“I know I’m gonna get disappointed now” — yard in cres-
cent shape and train came in on the wrong side — by the time Jelly Roll got to the train, he missed
it — nearly got killed when a freight train backed up suddenly — Jelly Roll caught it anyhow and
tried the rods — caught a single rod and held on praying all the time. “Ride everything but the
wheels.” Went to Scranton that way. 

Around October — picked up 8 or 10 dollars a day in little places like Aunt Lucy’s and others. 

[ 1 9 0 7 ]

There was a slump and they had some kind of draft checks around. Drafts were as good as a gold dol-
lar. At this time, working in small time sporting houses and they would call you when they needed you.

[ 1 9 0 7 – 1 9 0 8 ]

In Greenwood, came to work on a stock show. Came in right on a lynching. Some man wanted to
horsewhip a colored boy. He wouldn’t stand this and he shot him. So they lynched the colored boy.
Nobody was very scared, no running around. Some fellows told me where to go and how to get there.
There was nobody on the streets. I was told the story of the lynching at the place where I stayed. There
didn’t seem to be very much tension there. It seemed like an even break. He killed a man who want-
ed to whip him and they killed him.

In Biloxi I came in view of a lynching. I was sick in bed. He was lynched for attacking a white girl. A
lot of those cases is lies and plenty of them is truth. In this case, the people of Biloxi felt it was facts.
This fellow was Henry Lider. It seems as though most of the people in Biloxi, white and black, were
satisfied. They seemed to think he really had attacked the girl.

Went to Chicago on a train excursion. Was in Chicago before I was in California. Would play on the
excursions. Some of the guys didn’t want to get up and let us play. They was jealous. Bob Caldwell
went up with Tony J. the first time he went to Chicago.

In Bad Sam Davis’ place, a guy tried to knife me. Had made friends with Cuncan George. He took a
liking to me. I started playing the piano. There behind me was a guy coming to me with a knife. His
girl had looked at me and liked me. I pulled the beer bottle from the top of the piano and said: “Come
on with your knife, I ain’t scared of you.” George carried a “45” at this time with a ring in the han-
dle. He walked in with a pistol in his hand. This guy seen the gun and got out of the way. Then I was
strong from then on and nobody bothered me.

Buster Brown and Alto Lane came in then. (In Memphis you shoot dice in a leather horn with a string
pulled across the top.) You was limited to three licks as far as you could shoot. They asked me for
money. At this time I was getting money from Blanche, a sporting woman. They had no place to stay
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— used to go down to the river to wash their feet. Told them to do their gambling with their loaded
dice on Frazier Davis’ watch and not on Sam’s. They had some special dice. Used to throw the dice to
pass the catcher. Would rub the dice to see if they were all right. Helped them and made some money
on the side.

1908 — went back to New Orleans. Fellow by the name of Pete Lala operated saloon on Marais and
Iberville [Marais and Customhouse]. This was a pretty good district. Fellow from uptown by the
name of Chicken Dick. I was a pool player at the time. Pensacola Kid was playing Buster Brown pool.
They asked me to keep the game. They were playing for $10 a game. Chicken Dick a big roughneck,
had a way of yelling. He started yelling when I was keeping the game. I had the tack in my hand and
I got close to the table. “What you doing? Keeping the game? I’m going to keep the game.” Pushed
me around. Hauled off and hit me and I fell on the other fellows and they shoved me over the table
and I fell with my hands on some balls. I hit him with a pool ball and he jumped up like a rubber
ball. Had some balls waiting and aimed again and hit him. Jumped on him and hit him with balls and
cue. That gave me a name. “Don’t fool with him; he like to kill Chicken Dick.”

Lemon Pool — Couple of guys play together. Try to hustle someone out of money. Say very encour-
aging things to guy you want to beat. Raise the bet that way. Get someone to put up rest of the money.
When the game breaks up, you leave and meet each other at another pool room.

Went to Texas to play pool. Used to fix the guys so they would think they were in hard luck. Other
guys couldn't get good shots. Was doing a lot of winning and they slipped up a guy on me, Joe
Jackson, a shark backed by Lucius Lomax, a rich guy in Houston who owned the pool room. He did-
n’t want me to clip all his trade. I shot left handed as well as right. There was a guy betting against me
who worked for the Chief of Police. I was shooting left handed and after a while I changed right hand-
ed. I made it very tough for him. I beat Joe. After I beat him a couple of times, this guy pulled out a
pistol. Said I was robbing him of his money. He was shooting. Somehow or other I got under the pool
table. That stopped me for a while playing pool.

Later on I got a tailor shop. Got the tenderloin trade. I was playing at Thelma Denton’s and Joseph
Sassa’s. This district was called the Reservation — strictly white trade in these two houses.

Anna May Fritz was going with this tough guy that did the shooting (in Lomax’s saloon). Anna May
and I stopping at the same place. Anna May was a personal friend of Rosie Brown, a personal friend
of mine. The tough guy got wind of the fact that I was trying to stop Rosie Brown from going with
Anna May. (At this time I thought it was important to have a big desk to be a business man. Had a
cigar in my mouth and feet on the desk.) Anna May and I had an argument. I slapped Rosie in the
face and said I would murder her if she didn’t do what I said. Tough guy came in and threatened me.
I had a pistol in the drawer. I told him not to come any further. “Don’t cross me no more. I heard you
say the Chief can get you out, but you can’t get out of where I will put you because I’m going to put
you in the ground.”

There two prominent pimps around. One of them — very good looking, called Black Dude. Other
was Jesse MacBeth. They seemed to be very successful — they were friendly with me. Fellow by the
name of Payton, instigator of a riot there (Texas). Payton was also a detective. I heard Payton killed a
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soldier to start the riot. I don’t know if that is true. Payton ordered these guys to leave town because
they wouldn’t work. I made out some papers and turned my supposed-to-be tailor shop over to them.
I had paid $25 for the whole thing, it was at San Felipe and Heine. It was underneath Tejan’s and
Witherspoon’s Club. (Tejan was manager of the colored baseball club.) When Payton told them to get
out of town they said they was in business. Payton started to beat them up. So finally they told him
all the arrangements I had made to protect them. Payton came to the tailor shop and told me I would
have to close the business. So I closed it. (This all happened after I went to San Antonio.) I had a girl
in all the towns I went and they all thought I was going to many them. The people in Texas had some
kind of fear if you said you came from New Orleans.

Was in San Antonio. Friend of mine, Nick Brusso, encouraged me to go to California because no one
could play anything there. In San Antonio, nobody could play anything there except one girl who was
a strictly show player. I went to California. In California, I made Santa Barbara, Los Angeles, San
Diego. Nick wanted me to go to California so he could get in with the sporting women. There were
very few colored people around. Liked it pretty well but I wasn’t well acquainted. Didn’t play very
much. Played pool occasionally. Played piano but I didn’t work because there wasn’t much to work for
— just parties and such. Went to Oxnard, sixty miles from Los Angeles. Good town with a lot of fast
stepping women. Went back through Memphis, Texas, Oklahoma. Nobody in California to play
the blues.

[ 1 9 0 7 – 1 9 0 8 ]

1907 — Met Walter Butler from out of Birmingham. Also met Phillip Moore and Oscar Curry, a
good single-handed entertainer. When I returned to New Orleans, I started hanging around the
uptown district near Hattie Rogers’ place. Also met Richard Jones who wrote tunes. Not a good piano
player. They thought I was a stranger and they thought they was bringing me down town. Met all the
big pool players and gamblers — Buster Brown, Bama, Pensacola Kid, Morris Moore — all very
good cheaters.

1908 — Started beating up on pool players. About this time beat Aaron Harris. Played Pensacola Kid
at Astoria Hotel. I didn’t know who I was playing at the time. I was trying to duck him but I beat
him. All the breaks was for me. When I turned to get the stakes, the guy holding them was gone. I
told him to get the $40 quick or I would knock his brains out with a cue. Seeing I was determined, I
got the money and the manager told me to stay out of the place. I didn’t know it was Pensacola Kid
until later when I was told.

Met Eloise Blackenstein who ran one of the houses with Louise Aberdeen. Pimps at this time made a
lot of money. Bob Rowe ran the game at Twenty-Five’s. His wife was named Ready Money. Pimps
were usually gamblers on the side. A lot of girls would take poison. The Suicide Queen used to take
poison all the time. Ready Money made her money hustling and she was a grand thief. Could get in
your pockets and you didn’t know. She and her husband both smoked dope. Rowe, her husband, had
so many suits, no one knew how many. You could buy dope in a drug store, and for opium you just
went to a Chinaman. Don’t seem like it was against the law.
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[ 1 9 0 8 ]

I was playing in sporting houses in New Orleans. Phillip Moore, a piano player; Rachael, piano play-
er, there were four of us, don’t remember the rest. We were sitting back of the Fire Department on
Basin Street. I was sitting on the back end and there was an old man told us to move. He told us a
couple of times to move. One word brought on another. He said he would get the Fire Chief. These
guys said they were going to beat up the chief or captain. Instead he brought back a policeman and
we beat up the policeman, thinking it was the captain. I was put into jail. He hit me with a billy —
had a bump on my head. I told the boys to get my landlady to bail me out. You never had to stay in
jail if you had money.

I was personally around in many places where raids were taking place, but they never put me in jail.
These honky-tonks were raided because the guys didn’t do nothing, just steal, sometimes hit you on
the head. They didn’t take everybody. Sometimes policemen told me to get out of there. Same thing
happened to me in New York in 1935.

Trucked cotton in New Orleans levee camp. The fellows who trucked is called longshoremen. Fellows
who put bales in place were screw men. These were permanent people. Made tremendous salaries.
Around $18 a day, and that is way back.

Another class on the levee are on river boats. Handled all kinds of things. They were called
roustabouts. Weren’t treated like other fellows. Had a captain over them with a whip or lash in their
hands. I have never seen them whipped but I have often heard they whipped them to keep them
going. They would carry on their backs all kinds of things, big boxes of lard. Carried this stuff up the
gang-planks. Looked like a man couldn’t carry so much. Singing and moving to rhythm of songs as
much as they could. People who works on a levee called levee camp people. There is nothing to do on
a levee except when the city is in danger.

Roustabouts would never dream of striking on river boats. They were just like in slavery. And on the
ocean going vessels they were getting big money. Longshoremen didn’t get as much as screwmen. I
never heard of those guys quitting.

[ 1 9 0 8 ]

From J.R.

Freddie Keppard — greatest hot trumpeter in existence — more numerous ideas — lowest and high-
est notes in history — “very fine fellow when he wasn’t drinkin’, always after goodlookin women” —
spent every dime he could get — died broke in Chicago — was playing with […]

Had the first Dixieland combination — piano, clarinet, trumpet, trombone, and drums, around
1908. It was created by the place they worked — the Tuxedo — business got bad, had seven pieces
— bass violin, viol, drum, guitar, trombone, trumpet, and clarinet, on Franklin Street between
Customhouse and Bienville, big dance hall in Tenderloin District — had to cut two pieces — instead
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cut off three and stuck in piano with Buddy Christian — fair pianist — no good piano player would
take a job like that — reason Jelly Roll quit guitar. Freddie Keppard was working for $1 a night —
the lower classes went to the dance halls, all the rich trade went to sporting houses. These places had
4 or 5 parlors and you could go from one to the other.

There was a Blue Book with all the information about the Tenderloin District. Jelly Roll’s name is still
in this book. They call it the New Orleans guide now.

[ 1 9 0 8 – 1 9 1 0 ]

Louisville, Winston Salem, Richmond, Chicago, Washington, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Kansas City,
St. Louis. Jelly Roll connected with about two years, last time in 1910. Dissatisfied in Jacksonville.
Stella Taylor and old girl of Jelly Roll’s decided to quit. Stella quit. Jelly Roll sent trunks to New
Orleans, had a blue suit left, went to get it pressed at Pearl St., near the railroad. The guy gave him an
old pair of torn pants full of holes and when he gent back for them, the guy drew a baseball bat. Stella
went with a pool player. Jelly Roll beat him to death at pool, hung around couple of months — Jelly
Roll bought first trombone — went into Memphis, joined Billy Cassands’s show (Sammy Russell,
comedian), stranded in Hot Springs — Jelly Roll spendthrift, didn’t have money — pool — “I
trust you.” 

If Jelly Roll lost, he would start an argument and knock a guy out with a cue. Sam had plenty of
money. Sam asked him to go to Houston and work in Pastime Theatre. He was a straight man. This
was Jelly Roll’s first attempt at solo performances. Texarkana, first jump. “I might as well be the best
straight man on earth, nobody doubts me.” Was a hit, then jumped Houston. Campbell producer sep-
arated Jelly Roll and Sam to do a single. Jelly Roll surprised with black face imitating Stringbeans and
others and was a hit again. Anna Mae Fritz, now in pictures — there two months and next Galveston
(Lincoln Theatre), Sandy Burnes at the Alcazar across the street — now a blackface team act.
Shreveport — outtalked man with nobody in show but Sam Russell and self — nobody showed up
and Jelly Roll and Sam did a 45 minute show alone — did okay. Cox & Cox, Harper and others
brought in — Dallas, Greenville, Denison — split up Cuero, Victoria & Yoakum giving balls (whole
band usually).

Xmas 1908 — Hotel man jealous of money, had him put in jail so he couldn’t get to dance and told
him to leave town. Back to Houston, organized show with Rosie Brown — first of San Antonio stocks
— inexperienced players — sisters grabbed parts and show failed — harmonica, jew’s harps, single
guitar, mandolins, one decent piano player in town. Carrie Huff of Zipp’s Alley where Jelly Roll
stopped, beat up Rosie Brown — made friends with Tom Sulsky — door to door until job at a sport-
ing house. Piano players were terrible, Yiddisher Rag, Gabby Glide, etc — told Jelly Roll a fellow had
gone to the Boston Conservatory, named Roach. I run him hog-hunting — Roach turned out to be
worse than any of them. Brownsville to see Bullfight — to Houston and played in Thelma Denton’s.
Had so much business had to enlarge the place — only decent piano there was Fred Washington (rag-
time) now in California — taught two boys to play. Selected to play for the new Airdome theatre
opening up. Picked up very bad trumpet, trombone, clarinet, drums (Curtis Mosby) and other odds
and ends. Not too good a drummer — weren’t even any drums there.  
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[ 1 9 1 1 – 1 9 1 4 ]

Jellyroll — No. 2

Freddie Keppard was one of the greatest hot trumpet players ever lived. Made high C, high G, high
F, could make a high note on the trumpet as well as the trombone.

John Armstrong was fuming to hit me with a rack. He thought I had a big pistol. I used to carry a .45
and he had seen it. It was almost legal at that time to carry a pistol in the city of Chicago. He look a
second thought and decided not to hit me with the rack. John Armstrong  played pretty good trum-
pet in the style they played all over, which in my mind was not very good. It was considered the best
in Chicago. Well, the Creole Band made a smash hit at the Grand Theater in Chicago in 1914, Dave
Peyton was conductor in the pit.

There was not many colored people in the city of Chicago. Both colored and white went to the the-
ater and there was no ill feelings. In Chicago at that time you could go anywhere you wanted regard-
less of creed or color. That is why most famous musicians went to Chicago and that is why Chicago
was one of the earliest places that jazz arrived in because of the nice treatment.

That was not true of Kansas City. I came to Kansas City in the year of 1911. I had been to Chicago
much earlier. Kansas City did not have one decent pianist. The people were prejudiced, also in
St. Louis.

They had a lot of good musicians in St. Louis because there was a publishing company by the name
of Stark and Co. that published Negro music special. They were also publishers of Scott Joplin, known
throughout the world as the greatest ragtime writer that ever lived, and also including James Scott,
Tom Turpin, Louie Chauvin, Artie Matthews, which is now the president of the Cincinnati local
of musicians.

[ 1 9 1 2 ]

Jelly Roll made the first jazz arrangements for dances in 1912 (all the arrangements up to then were
either rag or for the theater) — simply a matter of writing down what was playing. None of them
know yet why they are doing what they are doing.

There were no rhythmic figures used against the hot tunes then. 

He couldn’t find anyone to take Jelly Roll’s stuff down — [F.] Henri Klickman (arranger for Will
Rossiter — a publishing house) couldn’t do this. The first published hot arrangement was the “Jelly
Roll Blues.” The brass bands began to play it hot all over the country — it was considered the hottest
band arrangement at that time. James Reese Europe featured it on his European tour — made him-
self famous with it. Henri Klickman — made the arrangement from Jelly Roll’s piano score (only
white ragtime — “Hysterics Rag,” 1913). Dave Peyton (still alive in Chicago — arranger and orches-
tra leader, Dave Peyton’s syncopation at present, officer of colored local). Clarence Jones and Will
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Dorsey said what Jelly Roll put down was wrong but they couldn’t correct it. They argued for days
and days but couldn’t prove anything on him.

[ 1 9 1 5 ]

In San Francisco for about a year around 1915 — Mary’s Place, still standing near San Francisco on
Townsend St. across from 3rd and Townsend Station.

Bertha Gouzoules learned The Pearls, etc. from him.

[ 1 9 1 7 – 1 9 1 8 ]

1917–1918 — Los Angeles. Cadillac and Anita.

Running down to the race track. Stalling around with the horses. Tried ten times and won once, poker,
dice, etc. Seattle, Vancouver, Portland. Had already met Finny Boyd, the big shot in Seattle at the time
— little light looking fellow, the greatest dice player and biggest.

I’ve seen him in games with millionaires and make them take. Walked limp in one leg. Still alive and
gambling. Talked $85.00 worth over the phone. She wouldn’t write until I wrote and I said the same.
One of those foolish things — my fault — split with Anita. Pay the line to people. No matter what
the people put down he covered. Never said nothing to nobody — just stacked his money on the table
— supposed at that time to have three of four connections with the dope ring — rumors he was a
dope fiend — had three guys with him — never was no argument, one named Smokey, he would
never count his winnings. Say “shove it.” If somebody closed their hands, one of those would say,
“Dust your hand.” If he heard of a crap game in Europe, he would catch the next boat hoping he’d
get there in time. If the dice didn’t gallop to suit him, he’d say “throw ‘em here” and take out
his calipers. 

Some of the people who used to gamble in Jelly’s place:

Guy Hard Kid North
Rich Baker Bob Rowe
Gene George Brown
Russell Halton George Ramsay
Mac Harris Frank Ibson (Texas)
Blackie Williams Slim somebody (white)
Nigger Nate Raymond (Jewish Jimmie made him shrink)

If one of the coal black, blue-gummed Negroes bites you, they’ll poison you. They hate everybody in
the world but they self. I don’t like to be around them. Evil — but no special powers.
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[ 1 9 1 8 – 1 9 2 3 ]

They wanted Jelly Roll to register. They’d made him an officer but he said a dead officer isn’t no good
anyhow. Drafted him in the 22-45 group — just after that, the armistice was signed — none of the
big guys went — none of the good musicians went. We used to play benefit dances for the soldiers
and that helped keep me out of it.

The hotel was broken up. Anita was very jealous and sold to Blondie Robinson. Anything you offer
— sold for $400. Anita went to Jerome Arizona and opened a restaurant. Hot stock in gold mine —
went back together and opened place in Frisco (1918). The Jupiter (Columbus Ave. bet. Pacific and
Jackson) which served mostly whites. Jelly Roll played and Anita handled the bar. Place seated 550 —
10 piece band, 10 entertainers, 20 waitresses. Earl Dancer (responsible for the discovery of Ethel
Waters) was working across the street, was the boss politician. He made trouble all along. The trou-
ble about the dancing license, the […]. Spent $1,500 to get a license but never could get it. Jelly Roll
wrote a letter, called down to headquarters — Anita insisted on going — kept waiting 2 hrs. Anita
insisted on going into the office (had a pistol in her pocket).

“Take a seat.”

Slapped the letter before her.

“Do you know this hand?”

“Yes”

“Who’s is it?”

“Mine.”

“Who dictated it?”

“Me.”

“You sure Nash didn’t dictate it.” (Nash was a Negro attorney they hated.)

“Yes.”

“Why, you haven’t the intelligence to write it.”

“Say, I was going to school before you left Ireland.”

He began to rave, touched a button under his desk and you never saw so many six footers in your life.
Begin to get scared — by the door — still thought it a good idea to keep talking. I said, “What is this?
Look like you going to mob somebody.”
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“Shut up before you get your head knocked off.”

“You’re too smart. That’s what you’re in trouble for.”

“I’m not in no trouble, being molested.”

And Anita sat there cool.

“I’m gonna fight for my rights.” Jelly Roll got an attorney who wasn’t worth a dime. He lost $1,500.
They threatened to close Jelly Roll if he had dancing. They brought the case up before fixed commis-
sioner. Jelly Roll’s attorney said, “Now commissioner, this is a nice boy and I want you to give this boy
a chance.” Jelly Roll interrupted, “I don’t want no sympathy. Demand my rights.”

The commissioner’s decision, “You heard what the captain said.”

The Prohibition came. The night it went dry, they came down and told him it was penitentiary for
him if he sold liquor. The police would hang around the doors for hours and annoy the patrons.
“Where do you live? Why did you come here? This place is liable to be raided at any time.” 

“I’m gonna put you out of here. This is my premises.” 

Captain came down. Jelly Roll just about ready to shoot somebody with his left hand wheeler.
Frenchy, the headwaiter, went to a saloon and had a drink. Told the saloon keeper that Jelly Roll was
going to be raided. Guy tipped Jelly Roll off. Jelly Roll told the customers that dancing had been
stopped all over town. Anita found the planted whiskey and hid it in a slop barrel. When the police
came, Captain said, “You breaking the law.” 

“Who said so?”

“I said so.”

“Your word’s no prayer book, you know.”

Jelly Roll got his gun. I was going down fighting. Argument with Anita.

“You don’t have to kick my foot.”

“They’re gonna find you in the ditch dead.”

The captain started around behind the bar and then dashed to the place where the liquor was hidden.
When he didn’t find it, he raised Hell. Asked everybody where they lived and why they came to a place
that was liable to get raided any time.

Then Anita rolled up her sleeve and went down in the barrel and pulled up the whiskey and told Jelly
Roll what Frenchy had done. Instead of Jelly Roll’s quitting, he got mad. He was threatened. John
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Taylor, the toughest guy in town, came down to protect Jelly Roll. Had beat up the chief of police. 

Business was getting bad and Anita wanted to quit. Anita left town without saying anything about it
to get Jelly Roll out of it. Went to Seattle and begged Jelly Roll to come up. Threatened to go to Alaska
and so Jelly Roll wired her that he mother was sick and to wait. Then Jelly Roll caught the next train
to Seattle, left the place just as it was and found Anita. Anita said she didn’t want to go to Alaska, “just
wanted to get you here.”

Ed. Montgomery of New Orleans had become a big gambler. Jelly Roll had started losing money.
Anita didn’t care just so Jelly Roll was around. Before he got down to the last penny, Will Bowman
asked Jelly Roll to come to Vancouver and work in a cabaret. 

Padio, a trombone player, living in Oakland — got him. If him heard a tune, he’d make all kinds of
snakes in it nobody ever heard before. So he could catch an idea of how to surround those chords.
Dead. Never went East. Played in all the good bands. Wasn’t dark, he was black. No mixed bands,
mainly because no white boys then that would play. A few white bands from the East.

Oscar Holden, clarinet and piano. Saw him in Chicago first in 1912. Not hot. 

[ 1 9 1 8 – 1 9 1 9 ]

1918, Latter Part

The place (Patricia) didn’t do so hot. They didn’t understand American style of cabarets. Jelly Roll
pulled out and went to the Regent Hotel. (Doc Hutchinson, drums, Baltimore, not hot but good
drummer; Horace Eubanks, East St. Louis, clarinet, hot man, learned around St. Louis and from New
Orleans boys, good musicians, $50,000 to get him across; two others.) Patty Sullivan who owned the
Regent, a big gambler. Jelly Roll would go along. 

(Left Northwest last time in 1919 Christmas.) 

Eubanks left in charge of the band, pulled his stand up high, pointed his finger at the drummer. “You
the first man to go you miss a beat. Look out, men. Let’s go.” Drummer threatened to leave. Jelly Roll
had to tell Horace he was demoted but Horace took it as a joke. “If I’m going to be a leader, I’ll be a
leading son of a gun.” Horace brought his wife with him. The Regent did a hell of a business and
other places began to bring bands in. Horace quit in the holidays and went with another band. Picked
up a sax out of Denver named Hall and put him in Horace’s place — wasn’t hot. Couldn’t fill his place.
Had a lot of trouble getting men across the line because of opposition of Canadian Musicians’ Union.
Jelly Roll broke the barriers. Got in touch with Weber and threatened to have all the Canadians
thrown out of U.S. 

Business slacked up in the summertime and Anita and Jelly Roll who had been keeping a rooming
house got restless and wanted to leave. Went to Alaska for a vacation — Anita, Jelly Roll, and dog.
Stopped in Prince Rupert. Policeman asked Jelly Roll to leave town because he was well-dressed —
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caught the next boat — went to Juneau and other places — swell time for three months — nearly fell
in the ocean, can’t swim.

In Tacoma one time, Anita drank Worcestershire sauce and a little whiskey on top. Suddenly picked
up platter and busted it across Jelly Roll’s head — nobody could hold her — wanted to get to Jelly
Roll and kill him. The next day couldn't remember a thing about it. When they brought her home,
she got hold of Jelly Roll’s razor. Jelly Roll got out of the door — a friend got between and cut his
hand wide open — brought her to her senses. Jelly Roll stayed away in the hotel — Anita asked him
why he hadn’t knocked her out.

When back from Alaska, sold out — had diamonds pinned all inside my underwear. Before I had left
for Alaska had got hooked up in a game with Nigger Nate, Guy Harte, Chinese Smoke, Linney Boyd,
Russell Walton, Cole Cook, Blackey Williams — game worth a lot of money. The smallest bet on the
table $110 — Jelly Roll had lost $2,200 — Bricktop came in and say, “What’s the matter?” Jelly Roll
asked for money. “I have got $10 and wouldn’t loan this to my mother.” Got $5 and let his bet ride
on his money. Patty hit 18 straight licks and Jelly Roll stayed with him, eight straight licks to $1,280.
Jelly Roll began betting for himself and run it up to $6,000 — began breaking Jimmy — Jelly Roll
ended up with $11,000 — everybody handed Jimmy money — started throwing up jewelry — by
morning Jimmy had broke everybody in the whole bunch. Jelly Roll had given a pal a couple of thou-
sand to “wake up on.” Pal began buying drinks a dollar a drink and paying off like a slot machine —
got mad and asked for money — returned to crap table to lose everything he had — by morning as
broke again.

[ 1 9 1 9 ]

Left Vancouver with Hall and went to Casper, Wyoming, to work for Bill Taylor — a big barn — not
much business — 45 degrees below — had loaned Hall $600 and Jelly has never seen him since. Jelly
Roll followed him — 1920 — first time I met Andy Kirk, who was playing with a 12 or 14 piece
band of George Morrison (Andy Kirk is now very prominent). He was from Newport, Kentucky.
Wanted to show Jelly Roll up at a dance of George Morrison’s and then the people went nuts. Andy
Kirk made friends. George Morrison was booking gigs (Anita had gone back to Jelly Roll — were cor-
responding). Jelly Roll had $20,000 in cash and a lot of diamonds — met pal Goldstucker from
Pensacola (the brother of the man who incited him to beat up Stella Taylor) and began gambling with
one of the biggest gamblers, Ben Hooper (negro), there. Jelly Roll lost a lot of money — about May
or June, Jelly Roll was broke — soaked his jewelry — next morning got a wire from Anita that grand-
mother whom he had established in a country place near Los Angeles —

“Nan and dad both at point of death. Mother must undergo an operation and the baby’s (one of her
brother’s children) blind.”

He became frantic — had 30 cents — ashamed to wire for money — decided to hobo. Was lucky —
met a man who wanted him for a dance — demanded five dollars deposit — his worst suit was $90
— called expressman and asked him as a favor to bring his trunks to the depot — Jelly Roll knew
what time the passenger train was coming — worried — picked up his bag and went to the depot —
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Jelly Roll found the expressman waiting on the platform — bawled them out — jived he had left his
money at Ramsey’s poolroom — outtalked them and they left. Train pulled out with Jelly Roll on the
blinds (between the first and second cars). 

Put off at Colorado Springs — stalled around, played piano, caught a freight as far as Pueblo and
another freight to Los Angeles. Before I left Denver I was engaged with Gus West (a prizefight man-
ager) and Kid Lee (a prizefighter) and Handy (a chauffeur) making whiskey and delivering whiskey.
Jelly Roll — salesman and helped drive — made a lot of money. Jelly Roll double crossed Gus who
wasn’t making money with his young Sam Langford — Jelly Roll suggested they not let him train and
bring Nubby Joe Gans from New Orleans to fight — raised $1,000 and got four to one and knocked
Sammy out — ended Sammy’s career. Young Sam would knock everybody out and was hungry and
keeping everybody else broke — “If a man gets in front of me I’m going to knock his head off.” 

Well, I got in Los Angeles — everybody was well again — Jelly Roll raved and they quarreled. Started
up a band again (1920) — played Valley and got interested in race horses. 

Rowe asked, “Whyn’t you come down to San Diego? Nobody’s hanging around here now.” 

I bought an old broken down horse named Red Cloud. Couldn’t outrun me, so I couldn’t get an
owner’s badge. 

Sales talk: “That’s the fastest racehorse in the world. You can blind him and he can outrun anything
on the tracks — he can feel his way along.” Supposed to pay $400 but refused when he found he was-
n’t even a good mule. Had a job at night playing the Kansas City Bar — wrote the “Kansas Stomp”
and the “Pearls Theme” — tips 40 to 50 a day — fellow named Jack Jones (Negro), millionaire from
Muskogee (wife was Queen Anne Jones) — was a naturalized citizen — had murdered a man in
Muskogee in a garage — had owned the Newport Bar with partner, Sylvester Stewart, and had told
him his secret. Sylvester Stewart tipped off the police — officials to deport him. Took his Stutz and
left the place in a hurry (they were real light) heading toward interior of Mexico. American authori-
ties caught him and sent him to Muskogee — he’s still in jail — Queen took over the place. 

Jelly Roll left then — devoting all his time to the tracks and losing his money — commissioners
threatened to bar Jelly Roll’s horse because he wasn’t feeding his horse. 

Went back to Los Angeles and got a job — kept going back in the summer to Tia Juana. 

George Brown, jealous — Cyclone Johnson was prizefighter from Denver (was beating up policemen,
etc.) — a woman stole furniture in Pasedena (caretaker there) and Jelly Roll was arrested in connec-
tion with the case. Asked her who washer boy friend and she said Jelly Roll. When confronted by Jelly
Roll in the jail she corroborated Jelly Roll’s testimony that they were not acquainted. Police told him
that George Brown had been responsible — got out with Anita’s help. Later someone was held up and
Jelly Roll was picked up again. Again George Brown source of tip-off. 

Playing pool with Norman Pender (Blanche Callaway’s husband) and policeman (Cholo Johnson)
stuck pistol in side and said don’t move — under arrest. What for? You’ll know when you get to the

206



station. Was on a Monday. I remember that day. When I got to the station the charge was murder.
The day before a man was killed on 14th and Central — an old grocerman — two fellows (one was
Jelly Roll’s description exactly) — the eyewitness (a maid) saw the fellow who did the shooting. All
the evidence pointed to Jelly Roll’s guilt — but maid saved him —George Brown again responsible.

Jelly Roll Strikes Back

Jelly Roll walked into George Brown’s place and told him off, intending to kill him and Bill Bojangles
Robinson walked in and laid his hand on my arm and said, “What’s the matter, you’re going crazy,”
and led me out. 

A few days later another policeman stopped and Anita told the cop off — “We’re going to the the-
ater.” Went ahead and then Anita encouraged Jelly Roll to leave town and go to Chicago. Left Los
Angeles and Anita and never saw either one again.

The crapshooting preacher of L.A.:

“Hand me the African golf. I can preach to the dice just as good as I can to my congregation. Go on
and tell some poor washerwoman that the church is in debt. We gonna keep you in debt as long as
you come around here.”

L.A.: Johnny Spikes, Morton, Reb Spikes. Two Negroes Spikes, could read but had no ideas. Johnny
played piano, Reb, saxophone. Occasionally Jelly Roll condescended to play with these cornfed musicians.

“Some Day, Sweetheart” and “The Wolverine” already published. The business started in 1921.
Melrose wrote Jelly Roll, but Spikes got the letter that they were willing to pay $300 for advance roy-
alties. Spikes jumped up and wrote the words, got 1/3 of the money. Jelly Roll published the tune as
Spikes, Morton, & Spikes. They wanted me to drag them over the fence. Reb married into a million-
aire family (her old man got rich off the growth of Los Angeles), Bob Owens. Argument over the
things that they had done. Jelly Roll who really wrote the tune (got part of the tune “Trix Ain’t
Walking No More” from Kid North, the racehorse man).

1908 — The Memphis and St. Louis Blues were floating tunes.

When I got to Chicago in May 1923, Wolverine Blues was the big hit. Melrose was just a record store
manager (Cottage Grove and 63rd). Ralph Love who had told Melrose about Jelly Roll told Jelly Roll
to go out there. There was a banner “Wolverine Blues” clear across the street. Melrose had misnamed
it blues. Jelly Roll calls it a jazz classic. Glover Compton, a piano player, had already distributed the
news that was his tune. 

Melrose was glad to see Jelly Roll — planning to go into the business — had made a couple of
attempts — “Sugar Babe.” A lot of musicians hanging around — the crowds stopped traffic. Melrose
made enough money off of Wolverine Blues to set himself up in a publishing business. Melrose can
just plunk away in F sharp. Jelly Roll told him he must keep the tempo and then you could hear him
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clunking his feet clear across the street.

Jelly Roll’s story of Will Dorsey, the first visit of the Creole Band to the Grand Theater in Chicago —
first time The Egyptian — Jelly Roll ragging Will from the box.

Jelly Roll started recording for the Paramount. Jelly Roll had already made record for a company in
1918. “The Wolverine” in L.A. “King Porter Stomp.” Reb Spikes, Mutt Carey, Wade Whaley, Kid Ory
(clarinet, Bechet’s age, still hot), and others — never heard from those records.

First washboard recording (the first washboard came from New Orleans — a crazy guy named Brown
who stopped traffic in New York.) — Jasper Taylor from Handy’s band from Memphis — drums and
washboards. Natty Dominic — the trumpet (I met him with Zue Robertson). [Wilson] Townes
— clarinet.

Recorded — “Wolverine,” “Big Foot Ham,” “Ham and Greens” (piano solo).

Inky Williams (now with Decca) was with Paramount and he was from New Orleans. Introduced by
Fritz Pollard, the famous football player. 

The records sold very big. Jelly Roll was getting paid by the side. Inky still owes Jelly Roll money. 

Recorded in front of horns (1923 — for six months). 

Recorded for Gennett company — a catalogue of piano solos — wanted him to sign for ten years —
piano rolls for American, Imperial, and the Q.R.S. For a year and a half with Gennett, percentage
basis, never did keep track of the money. Jelly Roll didn’t want to work for a salary. Recorded
Wolverine, King Porter, Kansas City, the Pearls, Grandpa’s Spells, Chicago Breakdown, London Blues,
Hyena, Milenberg Joys. 

(They’ll kill me if I try to get Bonny [Barney Bigard?] and [Albert] Nicholas. Them gunners will
kill me.)

Before contract up, Jelly Roll was recording for all of them — Okeh (Someday Sweetheart, London
Blues, etc.) — Marsh Co. claimed to produce the first electrical recordings (with a horn.) Valley Defoe
[Volly De Faut] (clarinet and a good one), Muggsy Spanier, etc. —  different combinations — record-
ed a bunch of stuff but the recording wasn’t so good as Gennett.

Also recording for Columbia and Victor.

1924, made records for Vocalion, about to go out of business, saved the business for Jack Kapp, now
president of Decca.

Steamboat Stomp, etc.

I used to call himself anything.
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(Write Melrose who has records of all Jelly Roll’s pseudonyms)
536 Lake Shore Drive.
Chic. Ill. 

[ C .  1 9 3 3 – 1 9 3 5 ]

I was in the publishing business. Too much work for me to do. Hired Harrison Smith. The son of a
gun was jealous of me and wondered why I was making a lot of money. I decided to form a monop-
oly — decided to put my money behind a lot of bands. Wanted to make headquarters in Los Angeles.
Smith said he could type but he couldn’t. I found later he couldn’t do much counting either — put
him behind the music counter. I was making arrangements at this time and composing and I really
needed it quiet. He complained that when I kept the door closed, I was high-hat. He didn’t like the
idea of his having to announce people. I wanted him to handle the headquarters in New York and I
would give him 50 per cent of the entire firm, but it must be in my name. I assured him I didn’t want
to make an office boy of him.

Everybody was writing to me for bands, radio, people were after me and he was interested in doing
me out of everything he could. The manager of Brown, De Sylva, Henderson liked Smith. Smith was
fooling around in publishing at the time. Had a little office, if you went in you had to go in first and
back up to get out and then go in again. I finally kicked him out. I had arranged the contract as equal
partners to show him I just needed some help and to have confidential help — I wanted to give him
a good break.

Used to drive him to Brooklyn. He bumped into a man, an old man, light complexion and he would
be talking with this man and I would have to wait. Once I hear him: “Say, Harry (Smith), you know
such and such a woman. She’s no good. if it wasn’t for me, she wouldn’t have had a quarter. But
through me, she has some trucks and is doing business with the subway.” He said: “You wait, in a
month she won’t have anything.” He was a regular powerful guy. I was going to shoot him on sight
any place I seen him.

Harrison would always stop at this place before going home.
He said once that this woman we were talking about lost

every cent she had. I started thinking about that. I think
he had this guy working on me in the meantime.
Found out that Harrison was stealing some of my
tunes. If you told him to rhyme “ham” he would
probably say “Pontchartrain.” He was the poorest
excuse for talent I ever seen.

Harrison was stealing stuff to give to Danny
Winkler and the De Sylva, Brown, Henderson firm.

I asked: “What is the idea of taking my music out of
here and giving them to the music companies?” I told

him I had the record to prove it. He was a liar that would-
n’t admit to anything was truthful. I said the contract didn’t
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mean anything if you’re not fair and have the goods on you. “Now you in this firm to steal my mate-
rial to sell for peanuts for someone else and I’m trying to go in the millions.” “Why,” he said, “all this
stuff is in my name.” Fight started; superintendent of the building was near and heard the brawl. He
said: “Don’t you hit him in here; he will sue the building.”

Everything was in both our names, even the office. That night he came back but I got there early and
changed the lock. I said if he comes in I’m going to take something and kill him.

At that time knew an actress, Billie Young, who was down on her luck. I told her to come down to
the office every day and I would try to give her something to do. One day she showed me her shoes
when it was raining — very thin soles — I didn’t want to go too far. I had planned to buy her some
shoes, but I thought a half sole would do.

After Harrison was gone, she seemed to know something about this stuff. She had noticed the people
would come to the office and didn’t want to cross the sill. She thought something was funny because
there used to be a lot of people around. We pulled up the rug and there were four different colors of
powder there — gray, white, brown, pink. This was some hoodoo business that Harrison had done.
There wasn’t a piece of stationery that didn’t have some powder on. It was thrown all around in dif-
ferent places. Was in the woodwork of the desk.

Billie was writing a letter to some of her boy friends and by writing the letter, she had her hands on
her face, thinking. When she took her hands down, her face broke out. There was another girl, Gypsy.
She drank some water from a paper cup — had an electric water cooler — this was before this thing
was found. After drinking the water, her lips got as big as bumpers on a box car.

I was kind of getting wise — wanted to go and see this hoodoo guy whose name was Newby. One of
these times, saw a book he had. Said if anybody caught him with the book, he would go to jail — this
book looked like an encyclopedia. He said: “None of this stuff ever fails.” Every time I went over
where he was, I wanted to leave. I wanted to see this guy again, but he had moved.

Harrison Smith had said I would lose everything I had. He had the telephone cut off and for love or
money I couldn’t get it back. I couldn’t get a phone, that was the most peculiar thing I ever heard and
I still can’t understand why. Lincoln stolen again.

Had a bus in storage; had about $600 of work to be done. They did what they claim was $110 of
work and they sent me a letter on it. I said when the work is done I would get the bus. Went back
later on; firm had sold the bus for storage and I couldn’t beat that case in court.

Went to see a woman named Mme. Moran — attended seance. Asked me for $100 and got it. Pretty
soon I was bringing big bags of food there; then I was eating there and her husband didn’t feel so good
about this. I was in a stupor. I just wasn’t to myself in a sense. I found out she was helping this guy to
do me up. I told her about the conditions and how people wouldn’t walk in the door. She had some
turpentine and she is supposed to have scrubbed the walls. This made it worse. I decided to beat up
Harrison Smith. I was told to catch him and draw blood. Told me to cut up my hand bag in small
pieces and throw it in the Harlem River. I did it like a fool. By this time the insurance was run out
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on the car. It was stolen again and I didn’t never get it back.

Mme. Moran — I seen her put her hand on a woman’s head and the minute her hand got near, she
went out like a light. She put the fear right in my heart. That woman was out for 30 minutes. The
next Sunday she was out 45 minutes. She had to go to the priest to get anointments. Had to take a
bath supposed to be worth $25.00. I took one of them baths, too. 3 or four vials of different kinds
of water.

I had a trunk with my contracts in and all my write-ups — it was stolen. Had the most extensive
repertoire in the world, 10,000 numbers. That was stolen along with the bus. Every time I would
accumulate a lot of music, it would be gone. Left my trunk at Washington, Pennsylvania.

Mme. Moran personally ordered me to cut every bit of clothes I had and burn them. I always had a
lot of clothes and knew I could buy some more. I stacked them up as high as my head and burned them.

Reason for leaving trunk in hotel in Washington, Pennsylvania — Boys used to go around and pile
up bills. I went away and when I came back they hadn’t paid their bills and I had left them $400. Kept
thinking I would pay the bills. I said: “I’m sorry but I have only enough money to go on my trip.” I
left my stuff there to keep them from thinking I had money. All the most important tunes I left in
this trunk. I had a raccoon coat and a beaver coat. Mother’s picture in the trunk, too. Never went back
to the town. Always planned to send for it and I never did. Hats up to $75 in the trunk, socks up to
$5 — shoes. I never wore less than $18.

It seems like I’m still blurry about that doggone thing in New York. I caught Harrison several times
and I swore that I would beat him, but when I got to that guy I couldn’t raise my hands. I used to
keep hats around the office and this guy had the stuff all in my clothes. Every time I put on my hats,
it felt like I had the Library of Congress on my head. I spend thousands of dollars trying to have some-
body take this spell off of me. Had jobs and couldn’t get men. Never able to get a band in New York.
I had to kind of believe those things when they happened. Went to the prosecuting attorney in New
York to find out if there was any law against people who practiced this thing. Wanted to put Newby
in jail to stop him from working against me.

[ 1 9 3 8 ]

Notes from Conversation with Sidney Martin

Lemuel Fowler (honky-tonk pianist), a disciple of Jelly Roll, played in barrooms.

Joe Sullivan (P. calls a Chicagoan) (Jess Stacey, with Benny Goodman, white, Mississippi river boat),
a disciple of Lemuel Fowler. Solid, blues style, accompanist with Bob Crosby, got sick and his place
given to Zurke.

Bob Zurke, a disciple of Joe Sullivan, took over in ‘35. 
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The Chicagoans, a young group of white boys who were playing (Dave Tough, Bud Freeman, […]).
They lived in Oak Park, same high school, studied New Orleans Rhythm Kings records. A clarinetist
Mezz Mezzrow found them along with Red McKensie — started Red M’s and Eddie Condon’s
Chicago Rhythm Kings, Mound City Blues Blowers, played a comb, a kazoo, guitar, banjo. Later
Gene Krupa, Joe Sullivan, Muggsy Spanier, Frank Teschmacher, Pee Wee Russell, Bud Freeman —
later again Coleman Hawkins, Joe Venuti — later got jobs in Big Names: 

Condon in Bobby Hackett’s band
Pee Wee Russell
Muggsy Spanier in Ben Pollack’s

Influenced by New Orleans Rhythm Kings and Negro musicians
Omer Simeon influenced Teschmacher?

[ L I S T  O F  B A N D S  A N D  M U S I C I A N S ]

1903, 1904, 1905 
Bands 

1. Happy Galloway and his seven-piece orchestra — mandolin, guitar, bass.

2. [Henry?] Peyton, colored, had an accordion. Played at low class dance halls. Danced quadrille
which was very low when they danced it.

3. Bad Frank, had piccolo.

4. Tick [Tig] Chambers, non-reading trumpet player.

5. John Robichaux, Creole. Strictly all reading bunch. One of the best bands in the country at that
time. Better than Buddy Bolden. Instruments same as Happy Galloway combination.

6. Freddie Keppard — 1907. He thought my playing was different than anybody else’s; he liked it. I
wrote the Indian Blues and he was crazy about it. This tune enticed him to play like I did. Keppard
born in New Orleans. He wasn’t well known because he wasn’t in the district. In a year he had a big
reputation. The women were swelling his head. He had the most wonderful ear I ever heard. Had a
beautiful tone, marvelous execution. No end to his ideas, could play one chorus eight or ten different
ways. He had formed a little band. This was just before the Tuxedo organized. Freddie Keppard had
plenty of cheap notoriety. Bolden was as popular as Freddie in a year’s time.

After the killing of Billy Phillips, the Tuxedo Band was cut down and a piano was put in. The piano
player was Buddy Christian. Keppard made a big hit in the Tuxedo.

1908 — Freddie Keppard went to Memphis and this was the first time they played the blues in
Memphis. Keppard made records with Erskine Tate and Charley [“Doc”] Cooke between 1923 and
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1924. (Tate and Cooke are not good jazz men — just like Paul Whiteman. Good men but they don’t
know much.)

1914 — Freddie Keppard was still around New Orleans. At this time Bill Johnson had taken
over Freddie.

1923–1925 — Freddie was tops. You could hear at this time only Keppard and King Oliver. King had
a band and worked at Royal Garden. Keppard started playing with Charley Cooke at the Dreamland.
This was in Chicago around 1923 and 1924. Oliver and Keppard were rivals — the two best trum-
peters in the world. Buddy Petit was a good player — better than King Oliver but not better than
Keppard. Freddie was in a class by himself. He liked to drink a lot and talk big. A lot of people mis-
understood and thought he was egotistical. He died in Chicago about 1930 or 1931 [1933]. He had
became very fat, almost as wide as he was tall. He could make the highest notes clear as a whistle; first
to start the high note business. There was no limit to how he could go. Louis Armstrong is not in his
class. Keppard used only a metal mute. There was no mutes but one.

Keppard was a Creole boy, about my color. Always had a Creole accent. Women would hang around
him all day long. He did things in a kind of big way. I presume he made a lot of money. He was a
good spender and wore plenty nice clothes. Occasionally he had a nasty disposition.

King Oliver was the cause of mutes to come into existence. He would hit the notes up in the air with
those mutes. It gave the instrument a different flavor. He (Oliver) made his first recording with
Erskine Tate. Recorded for Brunswick.

7. Before Freddie Keppard, there was Manuel Perez. He was like Buddy Bolden. They played strictly
ragtime. Perez was classified as the best trumpet player in New Orleans before Keppard. Perez is a
Creole; had a little band.

Spasm bands — those are any bands that are bad bands.

In New Orleans there was a lot of ad libbing in ragtime. They would do it, not because they had a
regular routine of doing it, but because one guy would get tired of playing and let another guy do it.
They would take one from the other. In New Orleans, they started the band by stomping first. The
guys would say: “What’s the matter with you — keep stomping your foot? Let’s knock off and go.”
They would hit their foot again to stop the tune.

Drums would play in a syncopated form. Not the same type of drum as today, much harder to play.
Played the same rhythm on the drum all the way through. I played drums until 1929. I had to teach
every drummer that came in my band. I played trombone, trumpet, piano, guitar, could direct, sing.
Did a lot of kidding and joking. Clown bands a creation of my own.

1917. Manuel Perez, cont. He went to Chicago and had a band there — “Manuel Perez and his Creole
Band.” Had a hot five combination. Lorenzo Tio was clarinet player. This was in 1917 or a little
before. Eddie Atkins, trombone player. Perez was considered best in New Orleans. Played everything
and was a very good musician. Don’t know if he recorded. Understand he is still living in New
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Orleans. Don’t know if he is still living. Wonderful disposition, swell fellow. Played for swell affairs —
strictly decent affairs. Perez played strictly ragtime.

If musicians wrote tunes, they kept them for their own private material which they would play on the
streets when two bands would meet on the street and have a battle of music.

Ragtime is kind of syncopated and only certain tunes can be played in that idea. Jazz can be applied
to any kind of tune. Four-beat came into existence only in 1923.

Billy Marrero was a New Orleans boy who played jazz. Good bass fiddle.

Musicians didn’t like to leave New Orleans. Used to say: “This is the best town in the world. What’s
the use for me to go any other place?”

Keppard and Perez came from good families. Don’t know about Bolden. He came from uptown sec-
tion of town. Kind of loose section.

King Oliver, cont. He was called Bad Eye — had a cataract. Heard him in 1909 when I was standing
around the Twenty-Five’s. Heard music. It was Bad Eye. Everything stopped in New Orleans when
you heard music. That was when I first noticed Bad Eye. He played hot, but he couldn't play as much
as Freddie Keppard. This style was going around like wild fire.

George Bakay (or Baquette) [Baquet], first jazz clarinet. Now in Philadelphia and is legitimate — just
a corn-fed clarinet player. Played in “Burning the Icebergs” and “Pretty Lil.” Was with Bill Johnson
when his Creole Band was first around.

Frankie Duson — one of the first jazz trombone players.

You can play hot and it won’t be playing jazz. You can play a hot mountain number and it won’t be
jazz. Hot means something spicy. Jazz is a style that can be applied to any type. Dirty is what you call
low down.

“Beat the box” means play the piano. “Play the box” means play the guitar. “Cook it and kick it” —
take a metal mute half way out of the horn. “Kick it” means use a free lance idea of swing. Jazz is a
name that has no meaning at all. I started using the word “jazz” in 1902. That was to show the peo-
ple the difference between ragtime.

Stomps — a little bit slower tempo than jazz. I used these terms to baffle the public. I used the word
“bump” — “Tank Town Bump.” “Creep” — something that was very soft and smooth. You played it
in the parlor and couldn’t hear it in the kitchen. You would have to “creep” in. “Scrawnch” — I first
heard it when Cecil and Laurel Scott of Springfield, Ohio, took it from a dance they used in Ohio.
(Cecil Scott is now playing with Teddy Hill — a good tenor sax player.)

Roy Palmer, best trombone player. Very good natured guy was never on time. His main idea was to
become a first class auto mechanic. He was always greasy on the job. Used to bring his broken down
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car everywhere. When he was on the stage in my bands, used to pull the curtain so you could only
hear the trombone and not see him. Used to have a sign on his window — “Music taught on all instru-
ments” but he couldn’t play nothing but the trombone. Didn’t accept steady jobs very much. Wanted
to do gigs; “gig” is a very short job. You always had to get his trombone out of hock before he could
play. Ugly fellow, very funny. No doubt the best that ever lived on the trombone. George Brunis was
very much respected but Palmer was his idol. Palmer now out of the business. He always wanted to
be doing something else, ‘specially fixing machines. Always talking about how he fixed his automo-
biles.

George Brunies was original trombone player with the New Orleans Rhythm Kings. Used to be with
Ted Lewis. Played solo on the “Tin Roof Blues.” Learned his stuff from Roy Palmer. He played more
than Ory and better. Still alive, Palace Hotel, 45th St., N.Y.C., Nick’s Tavern now, white.

Dede Chandler — best drummer. Player with Robichaux a while. Could play any kind of drums. 

Robichaux did high class work. All the millionaires took him and he played in the theaters.

Lorenzo Tio — good clarinet player. His father taught all the best clarinet players to come out of New
Orleans. Lorenzo now dead. Was running on a river boat from New York to Albany. Drank a lot of
whiskey, caught cold and died in New York. Lorenzo was a swell guy, was a Creole, easy going. He
wore his high-top shoes until he died. Lorenzo taught the guys in New York all they knew. He would
use a reed sometimes two or three years. Could fix up any old clarinet. Simeon and Nicholas taught
by old man Tio.

A blues is a slow, lazy tune.

Vibrato promotes nothing but discord. Nothing but an imitation of a jack hollering all right for one
instrument. I claim it is the worse thing that ever happened. What most of them use is a flutter tone.

Lot of imitations of animal sounds. Used a lot of two bar breaks; sometimes used an eight bar break.
A break is a surprise. They didn’t come in until I created the idea of jazz. Never heard of in Dixieland
Band in New Orleans. They can’t play jazz — don’t know anything about breaks.

Fay Streckfus [probably Fate Marable, aboard the Streckfus Steamers’ riverboats] came to New
Orleans playing a calliope on a boat.

Big Eye Louis Nelson and Pop [Willie Eli] Humphrey also good clarinet players. 

Bud Scott — guitarist. Later went all over the country. Now in California playing.

Musicians stayed in New Orleans because they fell that it was the town. Rain didn’t stop nobody. It
never got cold enough to stop them. In their dances, everything was so crowded they didn’t use any
steps — just a hug. They used to mosey a lot. Used to say: “Boy, that’s sassy.” Said: “Ay-nah” when
things got hot. Americans and French went to different places, but the bands went everywhere.
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Will Johnson and his Creole Band

They were on their way East. When they played Detroit I was there. This combination consisted of
bass violin played by Will Johnson, violin — Jimmy Palao, guitar — Gee Gee [Giggy] Williams, clar-
inet — George Baquet, at that time the first great hot clarinet player. Freddie Keppard first greatest
jazz trumpet player. Eddie Vincent [Vinson] — trombone. They left the drummer in California. His
real name was Ollie Johnson, a brother of Will, he liked to be called by his nick-name, Dink. Will
Johnson is now about sixty years.

The first musicians out of New Orleans who went to Chicago was Tony Jackson and Bob Caldwell.
Tony was the world’s greatest single-handed entertainer. They went to Chicago in 1905. Bob Caldwell
was an ordinary pianist. Both Jackson and Caldwell was sissies. They were known as “macommères.”
Of course, they were very careful in New Orleans, but it leaked out. Tony and I were very good friends
and all of the musicians were very close to each other. Tony told me about Chicago, but said the
money was not like New Orleans, but he liked it because he didn’t care about money, but diversion
and it was a new field and no one there could play anything.

Their styles, Caldwell and Tony, was different than mine. There was more jobs than I could ever think
of doing. There was no three-piece orchestras. They played ragtime, but real bad ragtime. They played
mostly piano alone or drum and piano. They played “I Wonder if You Miss Me as Much as I Miss You.”

The Creole Band continued on its way to New York on its agency planned trip. In New York they
played the most prominent spot in 1914 — the Palace Theater. It was known that no acts played the
Palace Theater more than a week. They played the first week to standing room only, and they held
them for a second week, breaking all box-office attendance of the Palace Theater. They were hooked
by the Weber Simon Agency, with offices in the Palace Theater Building. After this two week engage-
ment, the town admitted it was the most exciting type of music ever heard in New York.

During this time there was a show, considered the greatest show, entitled “Town Topics.” The trip
was ended there but the agents hired them for this show for another act and they stole the whole dog-
gone show.

In this band there was a comedian, Morgan Prince and his trained chicken. He lives in Tacoma,
Washington, if he is still living.

Everyone of the bunch drank up everything they could find, including the leader. There was hardly a
day but what almost all of them was late. They started to break up when they arrived back in Chicago
because of arguments. There was an argument all the time with Keppard’s big talk. He was mostly kid-
ding all the time. Morgan Prince, from a different section, took Keppard seriously and always thought
Freddie wanted to break up the band. He would always say, “Let them wait for me, the band can't
play until I get there.” Through these arguments in the city of Chicago, Morgan Prince hit Freddie
Keppard across the head with a cane — that started breaking up the band. I don’t know when they
disbanded but it was beginning to end.
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Dixieland Combination — Freddie Keppard and His Tuxedo Orchestra

Tuxedo was a ballroom and saloon, in other words it was a high class honky-tonk. A barrel house was
a very low caliber place. Tuxedo was located on Franklin Street between Bienville and Customhouse.
This was in the heart of the tenderloin district. I was there when the place was built. Billy Phillips was
right across the street. 

Both of these men had regular New Orleans combinations without piano — violin, guitar, bass vio-
lin, clarinet, trumpet, trombone, and drums. Business was bad at the Tuxedo after the killing of Billy
Phillips by Lefty Louie’s gang of New York. 

Only blues was played in the honky-tonks. Street bands played only strict marches.

[ L I S T S ]

Hot — means spicy
Jazz — means a style; can be applied to everything
Dirty — “low down,” honky tonk (or “hot”? or dirt?)
Gig — a one night job
Beat box — play piano
Play box — play guitar
Licks — free dance swinging
In the Groove — in a set form at your best
Jazz — no meaning at all. Jelly Roll began using in 1902, same as stomps, joys, bump, creep, used to
fool or baffle the public — “scrunch” of Duke Ellington is the same kind of word, pronounced
“scronch” from a dance in Ohio by Cecil Lloyd Scott. 

Betat’s made costumes and streamers.

Bayou (cook) oysters, the best near New Orleans.

Legay — something in cotch. The biggest sum that the spots on two cards of the suit add up to. Legay
is the biggest.

Cotch is a 3 card Spanish monte. The biggest cotch in the game is 3 sixes.

Boar Hog — the toughest guy around — believes he was the one who killed Aaron Harris. A. H. gam-
bling, pawned his pistol — had to cross alley on the way. Two were in ambush on each side of the
street, when he crossed this alley they shot him. Toodlum helped.

“Ride” — first used by Walter Melrose (in Chicago)
“Riff ” — first heard in N.Y., 1926
“Stride” — underway good
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New Orleans musicians slang:
Bass fiddle — doghouse
Clarinet — black stick
Trombone — sliphorn
Guitar — box
Violin — baby coffin
Drums — skin beaters

The Todolo (Todelo or Toe Delow) — down in the ballroom, the guy would pull up his coat and the
girl her dress to a certain degree and they’d screw on down to the floor and when they’d come up they’d
hug up together and shake on down. 

Trucking — came from the George Bunch — part of the repertoire of the eccentric dancers.

The Lindy Hop — started in New York after Lindy hopped the ocean.

The Slow Drag — 

The Ping Pong — 

The One Step, two-step, schottishe, waltz, mazouka — 

In Ohio another slow dance called the Scronch.
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Washington Daily News, June 23, 1936.
Courtesy of the Ford Collection at the Historic New Orleans Collection. 



220

Washington Daily News, 
March 19, 1938. 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection.



Jelly Roll Morton to a U.S. Supreme Court Justice stating his grievances with the Melrose 
Music Company regarding the collection of royalties. May 13, 1938. (Page one) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 507, Folder 2.
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Jelly Roll Morton to a U.S. Supreme Court Justice stating his grievances with the Melrose 
Music Company regarding the collection of royalties. May 13, 1938. (Page two) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 507, Folder 2.
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Jelly Roll Morton to James Roosevelt, secretary to President Franklin D. Roosevelt, describing Morton’s plan 
to organize benefit concerts to support unemployed musicians. April 15, 1938.

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 507, Folder 4.
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L E T T E R  F R O M  J E L L Y  R O L L  M O R T O N  T O  
J A M E S  R O O S E V E L T

April 15, 1938 

Mr. James Roosevelt Ferd Morton
c/o White House 1211 You St, N.W.
Washington, D.C. 

I am writing you per information 

Dear Sir,

I conceived an idea some time ago, when Vitaphone [recorded movie soundtracks] caused the the-
atre musicians to loose their job. my contemplated plan was at that time (plan) The Union would
order every musician, organized orchestra, or band, to illiminate their services until the house musi-
cian (meaning Theaters) were restored back to their position’s (Pictures could not survive without
music). This plan would probably still hold good if it were to [be] carried out.

—
My present plan, (1) is to organize as many as four orchestra’s to play benefits for said organization,
orchestra's are to be paid union scale, 2–4 orchestra to make [and ad]minster benefits, Profit monies,
are to be used for to build up organization.

—
(2) Very large, Dance Halls, theatres, Park’s, & etc that could be had by donations, or a small percent-
age would be the proper places for affairs to be [page 2] Held, you may select anyone you choose to
handle monies.

—
(3) advertising must be extensive to assure success. Such as, News Papers with cat’s, articles & etc,
streamers, window Posters, Hand Cards, Stickers & etc.

—
(4) Profits will be used for. Instruments, Uniforms, Transportation  cars, Bus,  expenses for advance
men, for road engagements, publicity is to be taken along.

—
(5) all musicians must qualify, be disciplined, must strictly take orders from Leader’s. Leaders’s take
orders from their superiors & etc. Bullies, Reefer or dope fiends, disorganizers agitators or any trou-
ble maker’s will be dismissed on a minutes notice, of positive proof. 

—
(6) Instead of one orchestra making tour, it would be best to have two or not more than three, to
assure double strong attraction, with not less than two week’s a[d]vertizing. Every orchestra is to have
from two to three entertainers permanently, as singers, Dancers, Novelties & etc. [page 3]

—
(7) This is contemplated for a nation-wide hook-up, starting with probably one office.
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office force, equipment, it will no doubt expand to maybe 8 or 10 offices throughout the country. It
to be handled purely as a booking office, every orch will operate on their own power & finance, after
once started through guidance & booking of office there will be no conflict with the union as scale &
upward will be paid. A certain fixed percentage will be paid the office for handling. Lot of novelty orch
organized that would be new, to inspire the public.

—
(8) all good bands are self sustaining some with tremendous results, my idea was, that a government
loan could make this possible, & must be paid back at interval’s affixed after being started. All orch
& members must pay for their uniforms, instruments advertisement, Transportation, Bric-a Brac &
etc as all successful ones do. There have been successful Leader or musicians, suppressed by the activ-
ities of union steam roller methods, which gets work for no one. But puts you out of [page 4] com-
mission when they chooses to.  in such a mysterious way there are no chance to get [a]head nor tales
of what happened[.] All you know is, you are not supposed to be a union man, & there’s no one will
work with you. They may need a job ever so bad, they family may-be starving & cannot get work,
b[ut] e he are they are not allowed to work for the man that is on the unfair list, from some charge
he know's nothing of. The unions have [put] the fear of the devil in approximately all musicians
except the officials, which I deem most powerful. for your own information I would advise you to get
a book of By-law’s from Local 802 New York City so you may have an opportunity for careful study
& in the meantime you may be able to get some musical magazines, namely (Down Beat, Tempo,
metronome, Variety & etc.[)] you may gain a lot of information that may prove quiet valuable. There
are no doubt 100.000 musicians out of work, I believe the [page 5] major part of these unemployed
at a very high standard of living, each one have from 2 to 4 dependents, which I believe will be quite
huge slice to be on more prosperous bases, & would cause much more common circulations of monies.

I am sure it would not take very long to get this plan started, since I am very familiar with this kind
of business, about thirty five years in it, in probably in every capacity with the exception of symphon-
ic’s or opera’s. I spoke to a lot of musicians including a few names that cannot get support. They all
seem to be for it, hook-line-& sinker. 

I intended trying to get it started without asking assistance, but knew ing it would only be like, try-
ing to swim across the pacific ocean in a storm. This was my reason for trying to get in touch with
the proper authorities, & feeling as I do about the Hon Roosevelts, I believe it to be one of the chief
objects, are to get the subjects on higher scale.  I no doubt would [page 6] able to give you this plan
in a much more authentic way, if I were in a position to think slowly & [be] questioned to any part
of the plan that would [be] misunderstood. I have traveled with my own orchestra’s, made records for
practically every reputable firm such as (Victor.) Brunswick, Columbia, & etc, I[’]ve [worked] for
orch Booking concern’s, as Eamie, young, M.C.A., O.C.A. & etc. Written music for Will Rossites,
Melrose music co. & etc[,] made piano Roll for Wurlitzer Co Imperial, P.R.S. & etc. & has play at
more place’s than I [will] ever be able to remember. I hope you will understand my humble way of
putting things, if you do, I am sure it will be a lot of help. I appeared on a program in a Brooklyn
School as a guest artist through miss Bessie Bearden, when your father first ran for president. Miss
Bearden was a headquarter mgr for congress Joseph Garagan. I don’t have much knowledge of composing
letters better at music.
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Reply from James Roosevelt, Secretary to President Franklin D. Roosevelt, to Jelly Roll Morton, April 22, 1938.
Courtesy of the Ford Collection at the Historic New Orleans Collection.
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Alan Lomax’s handwritten notes outlining his ideas for a film on Jelly Roll Morton, c. 1949. 
Courtesy of the Alan Lomax Archives.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page one) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page two) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page three) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page four) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page five) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page six) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page seven) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page eight) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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William Russell’s handwritten notes to Alan Lomax in response to Mister Jelly Roll. 
Date unknown. (Page nine) 

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 22.
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J E L L Y  R O L L  M O R T O N  S Y M P O S I U M  
A T  T U L A N E  U N I V E R S I T Y ,  

M A Y  7 ,  1 9 8 2

Taken from remarks made by Alan Lomax, Danny Barker, Al Rose, and John J. Joyce.
Excerpted by William Russell.

Alan Lomax: I think you have to remember the context of the interview on which so much of this
discussion is being made. At that time, there was no jazz criticism or jazz history. Jelly Roll made an
incredibly brilliant attempt to stabilize the whole history of the popular music of the United States.
He wasn’t a scholar. He was simply a genius who had lived through the thing. 

He was also extremely competitive in the amusement business context. As a member of the group that
had invented jazz and had developed it, his back was against the wall because jazz had literally been
taken away from its inventors by the amusement industry. They had done it with all the tricks and
devices of the trade, including applying crazy terms to various phases of it and promoting it by call-
ing it this, that, or the other thing.

Jelly Roll began to play that game, too. Since other people were creating fads for things in a faddish
amusement business context, Jelly Roll also was attempting to have his piece of the action — to some
extent — by creating fads in terms, and using publicity build-ups of various sorts. I think the term
“stomps,” and many of the other pieces of terminology that Jelly Roll used were, as [has been] very
aptly pointed out, pieces of folk language of the District [that] the amusement business that Jelly Roll
picked up used as a cute title of things.

Danny Barker: He had to use something…

Lomax: He had to use something in order to identify himself and what he was trying to do. I see him
in all of his conversation with me, and in, especially, his later phase of his life when jazz was being
really me too’d to death, meaning everybody was saying they were a jazzman. Everybody said they were
playing jazz, although they didn’t even know how to do it. Jelly Roll was putting up a tremendous and
brilliant fight to try and retain the core of jazz in all of its important musical aspects. One of those
was, certainly, right straight from Africa, the maintenance of a strongly accented two or four beat.

Jelly Roll was doing that for me at the Library of Congress because that was part of the way they made
you play piano, and part of the way you kept the band together. You start the band up like that.
[Stomps.] That’s if you want to get them going. You don’t stand up in front of them with a baton.
You stomp it off. It was a revelation. But it's the very core of African style.

[…]

Looking back on those interviews after all those years, and looking at what Jelly Roll did as a compos-
er — this is the theme that I want to make. What I want to contribute here was that he was feeling
his way to the realization that all anthropology, and all musicology, has come to see more and more
and more. That is that African style was able to be crystallized here in this town, and probably writ-
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ten down first by this man that we’re talking about today. Every single thing that he did was a kind of
marvelous literary maneuver in that direction because he could weave spells with language.

This was an epic statement by a Homer, to the visible point that people have taken a Homeric piece
of legendary overview in which the whole story of jazz was for the first time properly, and superbly,
stated as the statement of a scholar […] writing his Ph.D. I think it’s wrong to look at it that way. It’s
wrong to try to pin the statements of a person who was doing public relations for the whole field —
and for himself at the same time — down to this kind of […] scholarly stuff. Jelly Roll was a man
[…] who gave credit where credit is due, who nailed it to the mast. 

[To William Russell:] Don’t you think so, Bill? He made certain that we all know that jazz was black,
and Creole, and New Orleans, and happened nowhere else. All the other things that we are going to
say today are just decorations of this achievement of this man.

[Later…]

Al Rose: …I was saying that the three-minute record restrictions frequently caused the musicians to
have to play compositions faster for recording purposes than they normally played them in live per-
formances. That “The Pearls,” as I heard Jelly Roll play it, was far slower than it was on his record.

Lomax: I love that comment myself because I think the main discussion of jazz is what was done to
jazz by the amusement industry. That has got to be the theme of any scholarly or scientific discussion
of jazz in America. That sort of thing was happening in every possible human and musical relation-
ship in the development of jazz. By the time Jelly Roll got to me, he had been literally wiped out. After
all, he was our first and greatest American composer, probably. This man had been wiped out by this
awful industry that he was trying to defeat.

Rose: Also, there’s another thing… People who play now, like on Bourbon Street, know that it is tra-
ditional. [But] proprietors of places of entertainment all seem to think that the faster you play, the
more people will be brought in. They demand of the musicians that they play too fast.

Lomax: And may I say just one more thing along those lines? The industry thought it was loving jazz,
right? But it was loving it in a Middle European cultural style. All the demands that were being put
on jazz by the Middle European administrators of the musical scene were Middle European demands
on an essentially Afro-American phenomenon.

I think all the things we are talking about are a result of that bit of conflict and irritation and, in many
cases, corruption. They were simply saying, “You can’t do it this way. It’s not the way things should be
done. We want you to do it this way, and if you don’t we’ll do it for you.” And in that case that’s usu-
ally what happened. The jobs were simply taken by white people. 

John J. Joyce: Is it safe to say? First of all, the assumption is that in New Orleans before jazz made
its exodus in a significant way in the 1920s, [it] functioned definitely in a non-commercial, non-enter-
tainment context. Do you agree with that? I mean, that's the assumption.
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Lomax: No, no. The most important thing is that it functioned in a New Orleansians’ Afro-Creole
Southern context. It was commercial as hell here […] but it was inside of its culture. When it moved
to Chicago and New York, it encountered a big American Middle European amusement business cul-
ture, and that’s what happened to it. 

Joyce: In other words, all right — the point is well taken. You’re talking about mass communication’s
commercialization. Basically, the mass commercialization of New Orleans jazz. […] [The] Tin Pan
Alley aspect of the entertainment industry, so to speak.

Lomax: No. I’m really talking about everything that’s ever happened to any of our regional cultures.
It’s all the same. […] That’s what happened to the fiddler when he set up in Nashville and began to
fiddle for the insurance company. The result of another kind of nationalized, urbanized, Europeanized
music. When it got big enough, RCA moved in and took over the whole thing. Now, those country
girls wear wigs out to here. [Laughter.]

[Remarks on Jelly’s transformation of Maple Leaf Rag]

Lomax: It seems to me that Jelly uses a great many of the resources of African style in this marvelous
jazz composition. In the first place he has a very active left hand and strong bass part. There’s
polyrhythm going on inside the left hand. Jelly Roll transmutes the ensemble style of orchestral play-
ing, which is basically African co-polyrhythms, co-overlapping parts into his right hand.

The other extraordinary thing that Jelly does here is, maybe, the source of the Spanish tinge. Here we
see Jelly giving you a big musical form — about four sections. It’s a typical European compositional
form, which he treats in a totally African style. I think the constantly amazing thing about Jelly Roll
is how he handles both the European heritage in an extremely skilled way and gives up very little of
the African background. 
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Alan Lomax to William Russell. May 16, 1957. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 519, Alan Lomax Folder 4. 
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Jelly Roll Morton to Roy Carew on Alan Lomax’s June 8 singing engagement at the White House for President
Roosevelt, King George VI, and Queen Elizabeth, and Lead Belly’s recordings for Musicraft. June 12, 1938.

Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 507, Folder 53. 
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Circle Records’ 1947 issue of the Morton-Lomax Library of Congress recordings.
Courtesy of Solo Arts Records, a subsidiary of the George H. Buck, Jr., Jazz Foundation.
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Jelly Roll Morton, first RCA session, New York City, September 14, 1939. 
Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection. MSS 508, Folder 210. 
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