
moans G blues 

LOST MUSIC 
During the 'ZOr, Lizrie Miles rhe Creole Songbird 

was the roast of Harlem. Herr war the full life; she was 
even entered in beaury concerts, a t  least one of which she 
won easily. 

N o  dovbr her beauty, voice and personality were 
responsible for encountering a full share of "man-trouble" - rhe essential blues ingredient - and perhaps ir was 
rhir trouble thar senr her back home to New Orleans. Or 
it may have been romerhing deeper.. At any a r e ,  in her 
<ravels she finally found the answer; the cradle of jazz, rhe 
fluid cormopoliran creative culture of her own New 
Orleans was really home. She rerurned ro sray. 

Liuie Miles is one of the very few jazz performers 
lefr in our rime who lived and sang popularly right 
through the era of the birth of jazz Today in the Mardi 
Gras Lounge on Bourbon Sr., she is rrrll packing rhem in. 
For our ears, her rtyle of singing the original oldrime 
verse-and-chomr rongr is rignificanr. Ir shows that the 
blue, feeling and spirit did nor suddenly come to be 
applied ro the modern music of port World W=r I: her 
rryle now is the same sryle she remembers having heard 
in her native New Orleans when rhere songs were new 
40 years ago and mare. 

Imporrant ra us here is the facr that Liuie does not 
read music easily. Her singing, like folk singing, srems 
firsr from having heard rhe song as sung by others, and ir 
is thus that we are able to penetrate same of the dark 
secrets of the pre.Ielly Roll oblivion. 

M O A N I N '  
Lizzie Miles writer: . . . been tryin' to get them to 

let me sing soft rince I rtarted recording . . . but no, 
they wanted me bellowin' W e  a fog horn n'mile auay. 
You can't put in >toeernerr a d  yorrr soul hollerin' . . . 

When she sings, Lizrie is a woman possessed. The 
trance is for herself as well as for listeners; singing, moan- 
ing wirh half-closed eyes, the spirir is upon her aod it is 
impossible to stop her before rhe end of the song. The 
secret of rhis intensity, the mark of the artist, may lie 
between modesc liner of a lerrer she wrote: . . . I ring 
love long,, rad mngr - torchy rongr better. Guess 
it'r becaure I hrrrl ruch a had  ~ o d  life from ar f a  bwk nr 
I can remember ir why. Mort there mngr bring memolier. 

In this burinerr afrer all rhose years of knackabout 
and rrouble, either you rum birrer and disappear, or you 
ripen into a remarkable perronaliry. There is no middle 
ground. Lkrie'r oldtime songs (ride B) will caress the 
memory of rhose of us who are old enough to recall them, 
irresistibly spark rhc imaginarion of us all. 

*cf. rponraneour words in "Plain Ole Blues" 
unrehearsed and ad. lib. from all 

". . . think I'm not happy being nr I am? 
I just wouldn't be thin or skinny for d l  the 
money in  tous" 

Side A 
Memphis BIG..' 
can., Help Lori" 1h.t Man M MI". 
Jelly Roll. 
Ther.'ll Be Somm Chnns.~ Mad. 
Lou;.;.".' 
sug.. Bl"... 
1.7" Pi".. 

'With Tony A1m.ri.o'. p0ri.i.n Room Bond 
ti".l"d.d in b,n.v..l edition 

Side B 
coin. Army lo WW. You MI M y  Mind1 
Mom... Lon..on. For You 
I Nave. Knew Wh* lh. Blun W e n  
POP. won't Y.U 7.n M. who+ you D-". lo M. 
I&" s*.m 
Animal B.11 
Plain 01. Bl""' 
Wh." Yov'n A Lon. Long W.7 hen. Mom.? 

'With Tony Alneri<o'$ Porision Room Bmnd 
ti"<l"d.d in b,n.u..l .d,ti0" 

I ' m  Goin '  A w a y  t o  W e a r  You Off M y  M i n d  
( 1 9 2 2 )  rtarred off by accident. Seared alone. off at a 
table in rhe empry Parisian Room, Lizrie suddenly turned 
to Red, asked him if he remembered rhis song, hummed 
ir ra him. The first timc they rried it rogerher is on the 
record - airy, charged wirh armorpherc. 

another SOUNDS OF OUR TIMES ncording by 

COOK LABORATORIES - NORWALK, CON 

JQzcodsd in A z w  &&.an* on &oyaC S k t  

Pi>iano a4acomponim~ta: 4 L d  Camp 

Bond a4ccomp~nimznts: Tony &&I(co'~ 

4 f l  Sforn 

W h e n  You ' re  a L o n g  L o n g  W a y  F r o m  H o m e  
( 1 9 1 4 )  giver the unaccompanied verse, Liz reaching 
Red. In this whole collection of songs Red Camp was 
/lying blind. No music, just intuition, a poignanr sym- 
pathetic conrrasc berween old and new. In thar old piano 
Camp instinctively found rhe wooden bass notes to give 
the bluer punctuarion, a real and tangible nostalgia. 

P l a i n  O l e  Blues  ( j a m )  Rarely does bona-fide re- 
laxed uncontrived unconscious jamming get on records. 
The knowledge that a microphone is on, the forewarning 
of the A & R recording xhedule, the desire to perform 
something "acceprable," all create rhc wrong circum- 
sranrial armarpherc. Here, rhere is none of that. At the 
end of the session, nor realizing they were being recorded, 
the orchestra was relaxed partly on bandstand, some 
sprinkled around among from row tables and chairs. The 
indefatigable Camp rraned improvising; guitar and bass 
joined in, rhen clarinet, trombone and mhers from wher- 
ever they happened to be. At last stirred ro expression, 
Liuie Miles came to the microphone. 

Lizrie could hear the band, bur the band could not 
b a r  her; she war in a lower tone, close to the mima 
phone; yet a certain surrealism in music srems from her 
deliberde singing whole tones removed from the band 
pattern. This from an old rimer, self-avowedly slightly 
square in terms of modern j- Among many other 
unique fearurer of chis episode are the involuntary words 
in her singing. 

Yes, my brby'r gone - gone at' left me 011 done 
. . . come bank home boy, don' Ieme yo ntarrm dl 
done - Baby don' go a' lenve me n o w .  . . I'm low 
down, yeah . . . don' leave me now - He say 
bdzby mine. 
Way down - boro in Dixielad - gonm l e w  my 
man . . . I'll nuke my s t a d  down here in Dixielad. 

Can't  H e l p  L o v i n g  T h a t  M a n  The first time Liz- 
zie rried ra ring this song for us in the spring of 1954, 
she stopped midway, said, I cat't do it - I cm't feel it. 
Appropriately and inmirively Red Camp puncturer the 
balloon of the lyric with his interjmionr, and this timc 
the song was finished. 

Jelly R o l l  Jelly Roll Monon made his tmtment of 
this traditional outcry famous in the early 1900's. Liuie 
uses several versions in her own spxial blend -with a 
dash of Creole French lyrics at the end. 

M e m p h i s  Blues  is the &st blues to be published in 
chis country. W. C Handy wrote it in 1909 ar a campaign 
song called "Mr. Gump" (the m e  of the would-be 
Memphis mayor). Ir'r local popularity outlasted the elm- 
lion so Handy published it himself as Memphis Blues - 
setting the panern for compoved blues to follow, such pr 

Handy's later classic St. Louis Blues (#1181). 
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DLIT&I~ theL2Os, Lizzie A&?&, the Creole Songbird - ( 19 14). give5 the .udeccompaajed verse, ~ i d @ a c h i n ~  

p- yg%& tokt of Harlem. H a s  -kG the full life; she was ' 
. R& in chis ,~ic-coflect ic&o~ s+? &ed ,Capp-was 

flying blind. No music, just iswitibn, a-pignaft sym- 
~ # p .  wered  in beauty contests; at &stone of which she .( 

x - . pathetic contrast between old aqd $ 6 ~ .  In that d d  @no wgnd eawly. Camp insthctively found the wooden bass notes to give 
7 doubt ha- beauty,' voice andgersonalky were +- the blues gmctuation, a real a+ngible nostalgia. 
'reqd~~#&le fy.ncounping a f41 s h a e f  ''man-trouble" - , - - 
- the "essential blues mgredient - andqerhap~*it was Plain die Blues (jam) - 'Qarely ':does bonn-fi& re- nr - 
&is tfoubfe that sent her bakhome Po y w  ~r%ans. Or laxed uncontrived uncpn~ious~jamrning get on r e c o e -  *. 

*;t may ha";a"'been somethin@:deeper.* At any race, in her The knowledge that a microph@e is o%, the forvarnlng, 

travels she finally found me a'nswer; the c!adle of jazz, the 

is thus that we are able to penetrate some of the 
secrets opthe pre-Jelly Rot! oblivion. 
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LOST MUSIC 
During tlie.'20s, ~ i z z i e  Miles the Creole Songbird 

was the toast of Harlem. Hers was the full life; she was 
even entered in beauty contests, at lcast one of which she 
won easily. 

N o  doubt her beauty, voice and pcrsonality were 
responsible for encountering a full share of "man-trouble" 
- the essential blues ingredient - and perhaps it was 
this trouble that sent her back home to New Orleans. Or 
it may have been something deeper." At any rate, in lier 
travels she finally found the answer; the cradle of jazz, the 
fluid cosmopolitan creative culture of lier own New 
Orleans was really honze. She returned to stay. 

Lizzie Miles is one of the very few jazz perfor~ners 
left in our time who lived and sang popularly right 
through the era of the birth of jazz. Today in the Mardi 
Gras Lounge on Bourbon St., slie is still packing them in. 
For our ears, her style of singing the original oldtime 
verse-and-chorus songs is significant. It sliows tliat the 
blues feeling and spirit did not suddenly come to be 
applied to the modern ~ilusic of post World War I; lier 
style now is the same style she remembers having heard 
in her native New Orleans when tlicse songs were new 
40 years ago and more. 

' Important to us here is tlie fact tliat Lizzie does not 
read music easily. Her singing, like folk singing, stems 
first from having heard the song as sung by others, and it 
is thus that we are able to penetrate some of the dark 
secrets of the prc-Jelly Roll oblioion. 

MOANIN' 
Lizzie Miles writes: . . . been try;??' to  get them to 

let m e  sing soft since I started recording . . . but no, 
they wanted nze bellozui~z' like a fog horn a mile away. 
Yo26 can't ~ t c t  i n  szueet7zcs.r and your soul hollerin' . . . 

When she sings, JAzie is a woman posscsscd. Thc 
trance is for hersclf as well as for listeners; singing, moan- 
ing with half-closed eyes, the spirit is upon her and it is 
impossible to stop her before the end of the song. The 
secret of this intensity, the mark of the artist, may lie 
between modest lines of a letter she wrote: . . . I sing 
love songs, sad songs - torchy sonps better. Gtdess 
i t '~ because I had st~ch a hard sad life from as far back as 
I can remember is zuhy, Most these songs bring memories. 

In this business after all those years of knockabout 
and trouble, either you turn bitter and disappear, or you 
ripen into a remarkable personality. There is no middle 
ground. Lizzie's oldtime songs (side B) will caress the 
memory of those of us who are old enough to recall them, 
irresistibly spark the imagination of us-all. 

*cf. spontaneous words in "Plain Ole Blues" 
unrehearsed and ad. lib. from all 

". . . t h i n k  I'wr no t  happy  be ing  as 
I just wor/ldn't be  t h i n  or sk inny  for 
money  in town." 

Side 
Memphis Blues*.! 

Can't Help Lovin That M a n  Of  Mine 

Jelly Roll*? 

There'll Be Some Changes Made? 

Lou~siana* 

Sugar Blues*-! 

Lazy Rivep 

'With T, 
/-Include 

:.7y Almericl 

'd in binour 

0'5 Parision 

a l  edition 

Side B 
Going Awuy To W ff M y  Mind./- 

Mama's Lonesome 

1 Never Knew What The Blues Were 

Papa Won't You Tell Me What You Don 

Basin Street? 
Animal Ball 

Plain Ole Blues*f 

When You're A Long Long W a y  From Home'/- 

*With Tony Almerico's Parisian Room Band 

Jrlncluded in binaural edition 

I'm Goin' A w a y  to Wear You Off M y  M i n d  
( 1 9 2 2 )  started off by accident. Seated alone, off at a 
table in the empty Parisinn Room, Lizzie suddenly turned 
to-Red, asked him-i.f he remembered this song, hummed 
it to him. The first time they tried it together is on the 
record - airy, charged with atmosphere. 

another SOUNDS OF OUR 
FnrJK L ~ ~ ~ R A T O l l l C C  r T f l n n r n n n  

TIMES rec 

1 i ) ~  d v e w  OtLana otz &ojal) S t w e t  

ztzitnetzts: &..d Catnk 

zitnrtzt~: T o n y  &ze.rico15 

"'T S t ' L z a  I 
When You're a Long Long d a y  From Home 
( 1 9 1 4 )  gives the unaccompanied verse, Liz teaching 
Red. In this whole collection of songs Red Camp was 
/lying bliud. No music, just intuition, a poignant sym- 
pathetic contrast between old and new. In that old piano 
Camp instinctively found tlie wooden bass notes to give 
the blues punctuation, a real and tangible nostalgia. 

P l a i n  O l e  Blues ( j a m )  Rarely does bona-fide re- 
laxed uncontrived unconscious jamming get on records. * 
The knowledge that a microphone is on, the forewarning 
of tlie A ei R recording schedule, tlie desire to perforn- 
something "acceptable," all create the wrong circum. 
stantial at,nospi~ere. Here, there is none of that. At thc 
end of the session, not realizing they were being recorded 
tlie orchestra was relaxed partly on bandstand, some 
sprinkled around aliiong front row tables ?nd chairs. The'  
indefatigable Camp started improvising; guitar and bass 
joined in, theri clarinet, trombone and others from wher. 
ever they happened to be. At last stirred to expression 
Lizzie hfiles ca1ne to tlie microphone. 

Lizzie cou!d hear the band. but the band could ?lot 
hear her: she mas in a lowcr t d k ,  close to the m'icro 
phone; yet a ccrtain surrealis~n ifi music stems from he] 
dclihcrnte singing whole tones r&iioved frorn the banc 
pattern. This frorii an old tinier, self-avowedly slightly 
square in terms of modern jazz. Among many other 
unique features of this episode are thc involuntary words 
in licr singii~g. 

17rr, 11131 b.tby's gone - goqle cnz' left me  (111 (i/o;i 
. . . come brick bonze boy, don' leaue yo ??zenza crl 
crlonc - BLtbji don' go an' leave m e  nozu . . . 1'772 l o ~ u  
dozclu, yeah . . . don' lenzx m e  nozu - He  say 
baby mine. 
1Vujl dozvn - here i n  Dixieland - go?zvn lerrz~e 72; 

nzan . . . 1'11 wake m y  stand dozun here in Dixieland 

C a n ' t  Help Loving T h a t  Man The first time Liz 
zie tried to sing this song for us in the spring of 1954, 
slie stopped niidway, said, I can't do it - I cnw'r feel it. 
Appropriately and intuitively Red Camp punctures the 
balloon of the lyric with his interjections, and this time 
the song was fin;s,ied. 

Jelly Roll Jelly Roll Morton made his treatment of 
this traditional outcry famous in the early 1900's. Lizzie 
uses several versions in her own s~ecia l  blend - with a 
dash of Creole French lyrics at the end. 

M e m p h i s  B l u e s  is the first blues to be published in 
this country. W. C. Handy wrote it in 1909 as a campaign 
song called "Mr. Crump" (the name of the would-be 
Memphis mayor). It's local popularity outlasted the elec- 
tion so Handy published it himself as Memphis Blues - 
setting the pattern for composed blues to follow, such as 
Handy's later classic St. Louis Blues ( #  1181). 


