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Lionel Young is perhaps the greatest 

performer in the history of the IBC. He is the 

only performer to win both the Solo 

Competition and the Band Competition at the 

Blues Foundationôs International Blues 

Challenge. He did both representing the 

Colorado Blues Society. Racism has our world 

in turmoil and Lionel has witnessed this racism 

firsthand. This is Lionelôs storyé 

Sometimes I forget who I am as a person. This 
exercise helps me to remember some 
important things about who I am. 
I believe that this country is changing fast for 
the long haul. I think in the future, people will look back at this time as pivotal. Please 
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take whatôs happening now as an opportunity. This is a time for empathy. Try not to give 
in to fear and act from it. 
The disease of racism in this country the United States of America affects me in several 
ways. Itôs not just as an African American that Iôm affected by it. Thatôs just the focus of 
the day. 
A big part of me is Native American from my motherôs side of my family; Cherokee to be 
exact. My grandfather was full blood Cherokee. Itôs a culture that has its own written 
language. 
What that fact means to me is that Iôm part American by blood. To me, all the people 
that came here that are of European descent are immigrants. Some of my ancestors are 
the people that were living here before any European immigrants came here. 
If someone tells me to go back to where I came from, I canôt. I came from here. 
So consider this: 
In my indigenous culture, there are no words for ownership of land. I think they had it 
right, that there really is no ownership of anything. So this is really my land...but in 
another way it isnôt. This land belongs to no man. Itôs no manôs land. Itôs either that way 
or everything belongs to everyone. 
No one can tell me that anyone else would have the right to be here and keep other 
people from coming here. All of this activity around keeping some people out or 
separating children from their parents or building a wall means nothing. The reality is 
that people will eventually come here if they want to. You canôt stop them, but you can 
delay them a little. 
Has anyone noticed besides me, that right now, nobody wants Americans to visit them, 
and that fewer people want to come here because of this pandemic? Thereôs a ban on 
Americans to travel to any EU country. Thatôs not just a curious fact, but a warning. We 
all have to deal with karma. What you sow, you reap. 
When I see people rally behind the flag and say that they are American, it gives me 
great pause. All the red, white and blue and fireworks, or the shooting off of cannons or 
guns on the 4th of July, and all of the history behind it means nothing to me and leaves 
me cold. So does all the hubbub about the national anthem and if players kneel or not. 
This country was built on top of the graves of my ancestors. They were wiped out, 
massacred. It was built on Genocide. 
So, if youôre a vet, and you risked your life and had friends that died fighting for this 
country, what did you fight and die for? Certainly not for me and all that I am. Not for my 
right to live my life. Not for my freedom. Not for my parents and not my children. 
I write this from a place that trumps the morality of the current political facade. 
For those of you that donôt know me, please allow me to reintroduce myself. My name is 
Lionel Young. Most of you know me as a musician. I come from quite a mix of cultures 
and have a diverse genealogy. From African to Native American, Scottish, Irish, French 
and Jewish. Iôm more than my parts. I belong to the Human race. I can be a friendly and 
nice musician that sings Kumbaya, and says love your neighbor, turn the other cheek 
and all that. Or, I can be a mean, angry SOB radical with skills and a ton of ammo that 
will warm my hands on your burning ashes if pushed. What Iôll be depends on what 
confronts me. I could go either way. 
My life matters. 
Feel that. 
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Watching the George Floyd video was for me watching a snuff film. A snuff film actually 
depicts someone getting murdered or losing their life for real. What I saw was a man 
losing his life violently with no chance to breathe and no advocate for him in a police 
uniform. It was sadistic. At one point, while the officer was still kneeling on his neck, 
they checked for a pulse and didnôt feel one. Following that, the officer who was relaxed 
and sometimes with his hand in his pocket, still kneeled on Floydôs neck with all of his 
weight for the vital minutes afterward. Too clearly, those officers had no consideration 
for the life they were smothering out as if it meant less than nothing to them. It seemed 
more important to them to not be influenced by the pleas of bystanders to get off of his 
neck and to let him breathe, to let him live. That was what was alarming about that 
situation. Thatôs why it was pivotal. Everyone could see it. There was no gray area. It 
was all too clear. It was a real live snuff film with racist overtones. That affected me. I 
watched it over and over. 
It affected me even more-so with the police encounter that caused the death of Elijah 
McClain in Aurora, CO. I didnôt know Elijah personally. I was asked to take part in the 
violin vigil a few weeks ago that was held in his honor. I gladly took part even though it 
started violently with a clash with police in riot gear with batons, with tear gas & pepper 
spray. It was much closer to home to me with it happening in Aurora and the fact that he 
played the violin. I saw this very morning that they had an Elijah McClain violin vigil in 
Chicago. I think thatôs great. Iôm glad that it happened again somewhere else. Iôm proud 
that I took part in the original. The original was very beautiful and powerful even with 
what happened with the riot police. I can easily put myself in his shoes. What happened 
to him could have happened to me. It did happen to me in a way in Memphis. Itôs worth 
sharing, partly because I want to see this kind of violence stop. 
 
When I was approached to do this article, I found it to have the potential to be positive, 
but only if I could be totally honest. If Iôm not, it wonôt be of any use. I want to have a 
healing effect, not only with the music I play, but in the words I use here. I pray for the 
strength to help that happen. I hope itôs not censored, and that what Iôm trying to 
communicate isnôt stifled. A lot of the following Iôve never shared. 
 
When I started playing the blues, I had no idea that it would lead me into racially 
charged situations and into harmôs way. Iôve loved the blues all my life. I just loved the 
way it sounded and how it made me feel. I felt it deeply. I have a closeness to Blues 
music that came long ago from situations around my family. I know that Iôll never face 
the kind of racism that my parents faced, but unfortunately, I feel like Iôm catching up. I 
love and appreciate them for finding a way through those situations and for protecting 
us as much as they could. Both of my parents sheltered us from it in a way. That being 
so, I wasnôt really aware of the extent that racism existed. My parents probably had the 
hope that things around racism in this country would change. Iôm sure that my parents 
had hope that racism would skip my generation so that their children wouldnôt have to 
deal with it. Unfortunately, that scenario was not to be. Itôs so entwined in the fabric of 
this countryôs history, that Iôve had to deal with it as well. 
 



4 
 

Blues and Gospel music had been a big part of what I was exposed to all my life, as far 
back as I could remember. I hold on to a feeling that I have a vested interest to make 
sure that when I hear that music, itôs done in a good way. If itôs not, I donôt want to be 
around it. I canôt. If Iôm around it, and itôs not correct, it hurts me. 
I heard from my dadôs family that my uncle Charlie (my fatherôs older brother) used to 
play good boogie woogie piano, though I never heard him play. My Dadôs family was 
from New Orleans. Once, when my grandmother died, I went there with my dad to help 
out. We went a few days before the rest of the family arrived for the funeral. My uncle 
along with my cousin Ricky, took me with them around the city to see some of my 
uncleôs favorite piano players. Some of it was in the French Quarter. My uncle and 
cousin were under strict orders not to take me to the French Quarter. I was supposed to 
tell my aunt if they did. I had to swear to my cousin and uncle that I wouldnôt tell the rest 
of the family where they took me in order to have the privilege to go with them. 
I remember seeing James Booker and Professor Longhair on the same night, and two 
others on another night. I think that as an impressionable kid, the atmosphere and the 
music stuck with me. It was awesome. It was also pretty dangerous to be honest. There 
were some things I shouldnôt have seen. 
If I hadnôt gone with them both those nights, I donôt know if my life would be on this 
Blues path in the way that it is. It affected what kind of music really goes deep in me. A 
little later, I really educated myself and listened to a large volume and variety of music. 
Some of that went really deep in me as well. 
 
Eventually, I learned that the kind of music didnôt matter as much as if the music was 
good or bad. For me, I simplified how I looked at music. Itôs either good or bad. With 
good music, I listen to it, and sometimes study in order to find out what makes it so 
good. Bad music I avoid or get away from. 
I was really innocent about the role race played in this country and Blues music history 
until I became more of a part of it. I wish I was still innocent, but Iôm not. Even as a two-
time IBC winner, racism still rears its ugly head from time to time. 
 
One of my experiences with it began at the 2008 IBC in Memphis. It was February 1 late 
in the afternoon around 4:30 PM. Back then, the competition took place in three days: 
Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. That Friday afternoon, I decided to go see the civil 
rights museum. Itôs at the Lorraine motel, where Dr. Martin Luther King was 
assassinated. I knew I had to get back to Beale Street pretty soon afterward, and that 
my time was limited. When I rounded the corner and first saw the motel, I saw a wreath 
on the second level that marked where Dr. King was standing when he was shot. As 
soon as I saw it, I knew what it symbolized. It felt like I was punched in the gut. I lost it 
and hit the ground. I couldnôt get up for a while. I weeped heavily for a long time. Before 
I was at the sight, I had no expectation of how heavily being there would impact me. It 
was a lot for me. I felt almost as if it just happened, and I felt a lot of grief. I felt the 
jealousy mixed with hatred that was behind it. From that moment for the next few hours, 
I didnôt want to see or hear anyone that would remind me of James Earl Ray. That 
meant any white men. I needed to be far away from them for a while. I was looking in 
their faces to see if they had the kind of personality that would kill a guy like Dr. King. 
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I realized that I was wrong about how I felt about achieving goals. I used to think that it 
was hip to be the kind of person that had a will so strong that youôd have to kill them to 
stop them. I realized there and then that enough people died for those causes. With all 
of these cases like George Floydôs popping up with incidence of black people that died 
at the hand of white cops, it seemed like a contagious disease. I guess there had to be 
quite a few more highly visible deaths to make the big difference. That was the price. 
Iôm just thankful that my life wasnôt part of the price for this change thus far. 
 
In my family, thereôs a direct connection to MLK. An example of that is that my brother-
in-law Dr Alvin Poussaint, marched with King. Because he was an M.D. as a 
psychiatrist, the march organizers had him carrying a medical bag with first aid stuff in it, 
just case something happened to King, or anyone marching near King. He wasnôt 
supposed to march near King, because if there was a shooting, the organizers knew 
that King and the people around him would be targets. There was strategic thought that 
by chance he could be injured or killed as well, if he was too physically close to King. 
Fortunately, nothing happened beside a few rock-throwing incidents while he was 
marching (so he said). Maybe more than today, it was a dangerous time. Death wasnôt 
too far away at any time. Those people clearly knew that they were risking their lives for 
a just cause. They were very brave. 
 
Anyway, after being at the museum, I had to go back to Beale St. and play right away, 
without time to decompress or get something to eat. I thought about withdrawing from 
the competition, because Iôd be damned if I got up there and started weeping. Such was 
the feeling I carried that night. My former plans for my performance that night were 
scrapped. I thought that I had to play music that dealt with my newfound feelings in that 
moment. I came up with some compromises in what I selected to play. I wanted to play 
to do well in the challenge, but also honestly communicate the new feelings I felt at that 
moment. 
I remember feeling really angry, and not wanting to speak to anyone about it. This was 
at a place called the Tap Room. Shortly after I arrived at the Tap Room, I noticed that 
most of the contestants put their instruments in a large pile to the left of the stage. 
Shortly after putting my instruments there, I saw a drunk couple (that was dancing) trip 
over some of the instruments. I think I yelled something to them, trying to make sure 
that they didnôt trip over the instruments again. They apologized but I was seeing red. 
Just in time another participating musician of Native American descent by the name of 
Cody LePow, caught up to me and asked me if I was OK, and if I wanted a Pepsi or 
something. I said yes and he got me a Coke. He told me that I looked like I was gonna 
rip the drunk guyôs head off (that tripped over our instruments). I was really in a bad 
way. I told Cody that I was thinking of withdrawing from the challenge and that I didnôt 
think I could play. Cody then went on to tell me, that he didnôt feel like he had a chance 
in this contest, because he didnôt play well the first night. He said to me, ñYou, you could 
win the whole thing. You have a shot. You shouldnôt withdraw.ò 
After I drank the Coke, I immediately felt better. I realized I hadnôt eaten much that day. 
After listening to Cody, I decided to remain in the challenge, so I made an effort to get 
ready to play. That was a very difficult task, but it was doable. 
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I noticed that there were a lot of people streaming into the Tap Room for some reason 
not known to me then. Later on, I found out that the word on Beale Street spreads like 
wildfire. At the IBC, if people hear somebody good that they like, they tell everybody 
else by cell phone or word of mouth. 
When it came time to play, I remember staring at the judges, not blinking, and singing a 
song about being mad. That was true to how I felt at that moment. The performance 
was ok to pretty good. I had so much nervous energy, that at times I was shaking. I was 
lucky just to be able to sing a little, and work my hands, so that it didnôt sound like total 
garbage. Playing earlier in the day really saved my ass. I relied on that prep a lot. 
The truth was, that going into this challenge, I thought I didnôt have a chance, no matter 
how I played. I thought it was fixed. When I went down there, I didnôt have very much 
money, and I wasnôt able to afford advertisements in the brochure for the IBC event. I 
kept seeing one personôs face in some big two-page advertisements and thought that it 
was fixed for him. I knew that it cost something like $1000 a page for those ads. 
If racism played a part in it, I thought theyôd rather go for the tall blond kid rather than 
me, so I fortified myself emotionally against that kind of disappointment. I told myself 
that I was really coming to Memphis mainly to visit the Civil Rights Museum, and 
secondarily to take part in this challenge. Sadly, that kind of psychological maneuvering 
wasnôt unusual for me. I could tell you stories of other opportunities in my life that I lost 
out on because of racism. Itôs not just in this situation. Eventually that person in the ads 
became a good friend of mine. His name was John Alex Mason (RIP). Before the finals, 
during orientation, I met him. Ours was to be a good friendship that extends past his life, 
which ended prematurely in October of 2011. 
After my set, as many of the people left, and I was tearing down (getting off of the 
stage), there was a guy that wanted to talk with me. I was still angry from the Civil 
Rights museum visit. I told him that I didnôt want to talk with him. I even told him to get 
the fuck away from me. I wanted to avoid any and all contact with white men that night, 
especially drunk ones. I was in the wrong place for that. 
I could see that he was drinking shots. Then, something inside told me to speak with 
him, and not to be closed off when I do. Iôm glad I listened to that inner voice, because 
the guy I met was a guy by the name of Watermelon Slim, a wonderful blues man in his 
own right. Iôm glad I listened to him because he softened my stance before it became 
hardened. He told me that he really enjoyed and felt my set. His words and the way he 
said them changed my attitude. 
There was hope that was born there. A good feeling that melted my hardening heart 
and snapped me out of that dark space. I believe that today thereôs hope. I believe that 
we as people might have an opportunity move forward together in a more awake way. 
Otherwise itôll be the same old story again of hopelessness, division, war and genocide. 
 
Later that year in May, I got to play before the Blues Music Awards in Tunica Mississippi 
as part of the prize package for winning the IBC that year. I met a guy there for the first 
time, that was the head of another Blues society in CO. A few days later, I helped him 
get in contact with the CBS, where he became a prominent member. I wonôt mention his 
name, but I remember it well. Many of you reading this knew him. I feel strongly that if I 
donôt say anything about this, I will do a greater disservice to myself and everyone. Itôs 
important to mention this here. 
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I found out quickly that this person was racist, especially towards me. Of that fact, there 
is no doubt. Some of you may disagree with me, and think that he wasnôt a racist, but 
you just didnôt see it. I know that part of it had to do with how he was brought up. 
It was his attitude toward me that I found to be offensive. Especially when it didnôt have 
to be. Thereôs certain information that I could share but wonôt here. Iôm holding back so 
that he may rest in peace for real. 
There were things I heard about, and things he did that were blatantly racist towards 
me. I feel that I did nothing to deserve being treated that way. 
Part of the problem was in how we first met, and the fact that he was financing for John 
Alex Masons trip and the ads in the IBC brochure. Both John Alex and I made it to the 
finals in the solo duo division in 2008. Fortunately for me, I won that year much to my 
surprise. An awesome musician from Florida by the name of Ben Prestige came in 2nd 
place. 
Not long afterwards, somehow, word got around to me that this person was telling other 
people that the reason I won was because I was playing a ñnovelty instrumentò. 
I took offense to that, because the violin isnôt a novelty instrument in the Blues. Itôs 
always been there from the beginning. Itôs an integral part of the history of the music. 
Just listen to early Muddy or Charley Patton or early Count Basie. Itôs there. Itôs not a 
new thing. Also, I worked really hard to get to where I was, and where I am now, playing 
music and the Blues. I had a habit (some would call it an addiction) of working hard 
daily toward getting better, that extends to this day. It was a labor of love. 
Iôm certain that not many others put in the kind of sustained effort over time into learning 
and playing music (including the Blues) as I have. Talent is 99% hard work after all. I do 
take pride in what I do. No one can diminish it or take that away from me. 
I understand that part of his angst was a reaction to him having a personal and financial 
stake in John Alex. Starting from the day we met on Feb 2, 2008, John Alex and I were 
cool. Winning and losing didnôt matter so much to us. Our friendship did. If John Alex 
had no problem or prejudice toward me, then why should this person? 
 
Iôll admit for the first time, that part of why I entered the challenge again in 2011 with my 
band, was to prove this person wrong. To prove that what I did was strong enough in 
the Blues, that it couldnôt be denied. If he wanted to discredit it, he was in the minority. 
This wasnôt the only reason, but it was one of them. 
I know that he was racist from his actions and his own mouth, from what he said to me 
himself. I wonôt get specific as to exactly what he said. I wonôt dignify it by repeating it. It 
was disrespectful and disheartening to me. 
The thing that upset me, was that he didnôt bother to get to know me, and he assumed a 
lot. Once you show me that you are a racist, all access to me usually closes off, so that 
you canôt hurt me. 
Before he died, this person and I seemed to get a little closer. We were able to speak 
some. I tried to put some of this ill will behind us. I was determined to try to turn our 
relationship into something positive. That was a challenge. I donôt think we fully got 
there, but there was an effort by both of us. Some of that effort had to do with his charity 
organization. I donated some instruments to the kids in his organization. I also tried to 
secure a $50,000 donation to his charity, but it was denied. While that $ didnôt come 
through, what did come was the desire to be in a better place by both of us. 
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I really liked the idea behind his charity. Ours was a flawed relationship, but I think heôd 
tell you that we were in a better place before he died. 
 
When I was approached to do this article, I struggled with it because I take the topic of 
Blues music and how it relates to todayôs racial issues very seriously. 
I would like to share a little about how this present movement may complete (hopefully) 
what MLK started. This action is continuing now because what King started wasnôt 
finished. 
 
In order to do this piece, I agreed to not endorse a political candidate in the upcoming 
election. I havenôt. It was also suggested to me not to advocate for any organizations 
that donôt have anything to do with the ultimate mission of the Holler or the CBS. I donôt 
believe that what Iôm mentioning goes against that suggestion. I believe that black lives 
do matter. This is especially true in Blues history. To be clear, Iôm not expressing my 
advocacy for the formal organization ñBlack Lives Matterò, but it is true that black lives 
do matter. Itôs not a matter of degree, like black lives matter either more or less than any 
other group of people. 
In order to write this, and in order to do anything good at all when looking at this topic, 
Iôve got to be free to honestly express myself. To me, some of these suggestions border 
on censorship. Know that I tried to respect those boundaries as much as I could. 
There are serious racial issues within the blues world and in my life. We as people can 
be better as human beings than weôve been. Thereôs almost always been a racial 
component to the Blues world as weôve known it. They even used to call it race music to 
market it in the early 1900ôs. 
Thereôs tension that comes from not enough credit going to the black people that 
invented the genre. This music wouldnôt have been so special if it didnôt have within it 
certain things that were unique and important to the black experience. Those 
characteristics wonôt be mentioned in the settlement involving money or royalties that 
come well after the music or lyrics were ripped off. 
To me, music is not property. Itôs personal. I think that itôs something on a spiritual level 
that canôt be stolen. 
Eventually the truth will come to light. It doesnôt take much digging to find the true 
origins to anything these days. 
What do Jimmy Rodgers, Pat Boone, Elvis, SRV, Jerry Lee Lewis, Eric Clapton, George 
Thorogood, Janis Joplin, Susan Tedeschi, & Duane Allman have in common? The 
simple answer is that theyôre all white and they all play Blues-based music. What do 
Little Richard, Reverend Gary Davis, Arthur ñBig Boyò Crudup, Albert King, Pete 
Johnson, Jimi, John Lee Hooker, Bessie Smith, Memphis Minnie, & Blind Willie Johnson 
have in common? The answer is that theyôre black, and they were all Blues innovators. 
The others clearly imitated the innovators. 
That not entirely a bad thing. I too copied musicians and music that I loved. I still do. 
Thatôs some of how I learned it. I donôt deny that some great Blues based music was 
made by white musicians, but it wouldnôt be what it is without the black musicians that 
preceded them. 
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My point is that they matter. They arenôt validated just because somebody white played 
their music, though it is cool that someone would want to play it. This canôt be skipped 
or glossed over. Itôs harder to invent something from scratch than to copy it. 
 
In the Blues world, thereôs always some Great White Hope getting ready to take the 
Blues into the future. To me, that ends up almost always being a hoax. Itôs more so in 
the USA. Every town or region has the next SRV as if it was that simple. If you look at 
the history of Blues music, it seems like itôs been that way for a long time. Thatôs not a 
new thing. That was happening before Pat Boone. 
Iôm aware of the racial component that has been part of my experience playing Blues 
music. Itôs been part of my experience in too many events and circumstances, and in 
my relationship with the CBS. 
It affects all of us, not just me. If you can get into sharing the winning or placing high in 
the IBC, and how good that feels, donôt look away from rest of it. Itôs harder to look at, 
but itôs a part of it as well. 
Iôm sure some think itôs an advantage being black and taking part in the Blues or the 
IBC. It may be. Iôve thought that there might have been some element of truth to that. 
But if you could start your life over, how many people would choose to be black in 
America for life just to play the Blues or take part in the IBC. Not many I believe. 
Probably not any. 
Know that itôs not my intention to piss anyone off. Right now, Iôd rather take that chance. 
Maybe I can be the difference. Iôm sure some of what I expressed here can make a 
difference. 
 
This writing wouldnôt be complete without mentioning being stopped by the Memphis 
Police in 2011 before the 2nd night of the IBC. I know that many of you reading this are 
familiar with that story, so Iôm not going to repeat it here. The long and short of it, is that 
I was stopped at gunpoint by the Memphis Police while running. They cuffed me 
claiming that I looked like a burglary suspect that they were searching for. Eventually 
with the help of my keyboard player Ricardo Pena and his girlfriend Rose (who are 
white), they let me go. 
It could easily have been very different like what happened to George Floyd or Elijah 
McClain. That kind of situation was so fragile. In a way, I was fortunate that it happened. 
Some may not understand that. The experience gave me and my band a lot of energy 
and motivation. 
Going into doing the IBC in 2011 with the band, I didnôt have a plan B. I didnôt need any 
more motivation. I was already highly motivated. I was well prepared before this police 
thing happened. After it happened, it became even more important to win to 
demonstrate that racism couldnôt stop us. Not by the cops, and not by doubters, not by 
anyone. It became an outlet for my angst. 
To me that whole experience was more a story of the triumph of the indomitable spirit 
than anything else. That experience can give a pessimist like me, hope for the future. 
These are obviously unprecedented times, but I believe that together if we survive it, 
weôll be better for it. All of us are being challenged. Itôs time to rise up to it. 
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The  Colorado Blues Society 

acknowledges that the art form we 

love and know as óThe Bluesô was 

originally created by and remains 

an artistic expression of Black 

artists and musicians as their  

artistic response to slavery, 

oppression and injustice. The 

Colorado  Blues Society will not 

remain silent in the face of the 

recent and past  senseless 

murders of Black Americans in our 

communities,  whether the cause 

be overt racism, implicit bias, or 

systemic racism. We stand with 

the musicians  and members of 

our communities in expressing our 

sadness and outrage at prejudice 

and injustice towards the Black 

community and the lives that were 

taken so unjustly. The Colorado 

Blues Society grieves with the 

families for their losses. 

THE COLORADO 

BLUES SOCIETY ON 

RACISM  
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DISCLAIMER NOTE:   The opinions, beliefs and viewpoints 
expressed by the authors in this publication do not necessarily 
reflect the opinions, beliefs and viewpoints of The Colorado 
Blues Society or official policies of The Colorado Blues 
Society.  The Colorado Blues Society makes no representations 
as to accuracy, completeness, correctness, suitability, or validity 
of any information in this publication and will not be liable for 
any errors, omissions, or delays in this information or any 
losses, injuries, or damages arising from its publication. 
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1960's  American  Folk  Blues  Festivals  

and 

Manchester  Memorie s  

by David Booker   
NOTE: Many of the older blues fans, like myself, 
learned about the blues in a round- about fashion. 
The fame of the Blues giants was starting to wane in 
the US, and they found themselves getting better 
gigs and festivals in Europe. Their performances in 
Europe inspired the British Invasion of the 1960s. 
Many fans my age got their first taste of blues as it 
came back to us in the form of the Rolling Stones, 
Yardbirds, John Mayall, The Animals, etc..which sent 
us searchiong for the real blues of Muddy, Wolf, 
Sonny boy andetcé David Booker at that time was a 
teenager in the UK and lived that British Invasion first 
hand. Here is part 1 of Davidôs remembrance of 
those amazing times. David Booker has been a 
fixture in the Denver music scene since the 
early1980s. 
  
The Blues & Rock world we know today owes a huge 
debt of gratitude to two obscure German promoters 
for their pioneering efforts in the Blues. Horst 
Lippman, jazz drummer and fledgling promoter (1927 
-1997) and Fritz Rau, Lawyer/Jazz fan (1930-2013) 
were responsible for bringing the world's first blues 
package concerts to Europe in the early 60's and 
continued to do so for the next 20 years ! 
There had been visits from Huddie Ledbetter in 1949 
(France only) and throughout the 50's by Big Bill 
Broonzy, Sonny Terry & Brownie McGhee, Sister Rosetta Tharpe, Muddy with Otis 
Spann, Champion Jack Dupree and in December that year Louis Jordan was to tour 
with The Chris Barber Trad Jazz Band,  but this was the first time Blues had been  
promoted with multiple musicians in the sophisticated surroundings of concert halls 
across Europe. 
The year was 1962. 
Lippman & Rau had wisely chosen Willie Dixon to put together the acts for the debut  
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tour. Dixon was at the hub of Blues 
activity at this time, he was based in 
Chicago, and ran his operations out of 
the Chess organization where he was 
held in high esteem by the Chess 
brothers.  He chose Memphis Slim on 
vocals and piano, who had moved to 
Paris in 1961 and was the natural 
choice to be MC and Kingpin of the 
show, Willie himself on bass, T Bone 
Walker guitar and vocals , the semi 
unknown Shaky Jake Harris on  harp 
and vocals, Veteran Drummer Armand 
Jump Jackson, Sonny Terry and 
Brownie McGhee, Helen Humes 
known as a vocalist from Count 
Basie,  and he crowned it all off with 
John Lee Hooker .   
The tour members landed in Frankfurt 
on Oct 3rd 1962, they played several 
German concerts as well as Vienna, 
Bern and Zurich. They reached Paris 
on October20th and a single 
Manchester U.K date was added at the 
last minute for October 21st promoted 
by local agent Paddy McKiernan of 
Jazz Unlimited.  There are other 
sources that mention dates in 
Denmark, Sweden and Italy, but it's 
still unknown exactly what happened! 
Realizing that the show was NOT 
going to hit London, a young Mick 
Jagger, Keith Richards, Brian Jones, 
Paul Jones of Manfred Mann, 
commandeered a beat- up van with a 
couple of other mates and blues 
nutters. It was agreed 
that Jimmy Page, who had  
   TBone Walker 1962 wows the crowd, John Lee 

Hooker at The American Folk Blues Festival in 

1962 Manchester.  
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to play his gig with Neil Christian & The Crusaders, 
would come up on the Sunday train. They found a 
spot for him in the van on the way home. 
 Keef's story is a bit different, he reckons Mick and 
he went up to Manchester in Mick's parents' 
Triumph Herald. But there again who knows! I 
recollect that Eric Burdon and Clapton had made 
the pilgrimage and possibly, Van Morrison as well. 
In October 1962 I was a precocious 16year old 
Chuck Berry and Bo Diddley worshipper, but thanks 
to my elder brother bringing home records by 
Muddy Waters, John Lee Hooker and Sonny Terry 
and Brownie McGhee, I got myself  hooked on the 
deeper blues of these artists and needed to know 
more! At that time Pye Records was leasing 
masters from Chess and releasing bright orange 
and yellow 45's on the Pye R&B series. 
 The graphics and brightly colored record labels 
were as hypnotizing as the music in the grooves of 
the records and I HAD to have them! it seems I 
spent all my money on records , Howlin Wolf in 
particular "got me' as they say ! 
I remember my mother telling us we had tickets for 
the one night only show, at Manchester's Free 
Trade Hall on Oct 21st but something went 
wrong.  I ended up in an argument of some kind 
with my mother, I probably said ok  I'm not going 
then, bluffing and pulling some kind of 'moody' she 
said " ok youôre not then"...they went without me! 
my Mother, Brother & Stepfather, I was shattered! 
On their return home after the show my brother was 
gloating as he said stuff like ''you shoulda seen T 
Bones' yellow shoes as he duckwalked off the 

  

The Drifting Hearts (age 16)  2 

pics of Ivans Meads band  at Bury 

Palais , and The shot with Sonny 

Boy at The American Folk Blues 

Festival show Oct 1964 I'm on the 

left, Roger Cox (guitar) Sonny 

Boy, Ivan Robinson , Al Powell , 

Rod Mayall on the right . 
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stage while carrying his amp by the handle and 
playing guitar with one hand''! Funny how you 
remember this stuff after all these years! 
1963 saw the 2nd American Folk Blues Festival 
come to UK somehow I missed that too, but 
Sonny Boy Williamson decided to stay on after the 
concerts were done, he had his famous 45' out on 
The Pye R&B label, 'Help Me' and óBye Birdô on 
the B' side which I HAD to have. I went to my fave' 
store, Barry's Record Rendezvous, I spent so 
much money on LPs with Barry that he said "hey 
take this one, Sonny Boy was in here recently he 
signed it"! 
Sonny Boy recorded with The Yardbirds and The 
Animals and it was about this time when he hit 

Manchester with The Animals as backup band for an all-nighter at the famous 
(infamous) Twisted Wheel Club. I was working at Wilson Advertising as an office boy, 
and I asked this gal at the office if she'd go with me to the all-nighter to see Sonny Boy, 
my mother had no worries about me as she knew I was nuts about the music and, 
somehow this gal said yep (she wangled it somehow !) and off we went to our first show 
at The Wheel.(A brief description of the Twisted Wheel at that time would be a shithole 
for dossers to crash and sleep off their drugs, but we were there for the music.) 
We got a good spot and on came The Animals, Eric Burdon, Alan Price, Hilton 
Valentine, Chas Chandler and John Steel, They 
rocked it pretty hard and were very tight, next thing 
you know here comes Sonny Boy through the 
audience with 2 chicks- one on each arm ! He 
climbs up onstage and they go into a tune or 
two.10 minutes later he tells the Animals to leave 
the stage (I think they were too loud for what he 
wanted to do). Sonny Boy decided to do the rest of 
the set solo, just vocals and harp! He finished the 
set, which was magically as hypnotic as could be, 
put his harps in his Doctors bag gets the 2 gals 
and leaves! I later found out where he went -over 
to my pals flat, 'Wheel DJ' Roger Eagles, for the 
night! I got a graphic description later that week of 
Sonny Boys activities, but I am leaving that to your 
imagination! 
 I remember us leaving the club as dawn was 
breaking, I put my date on the morning bus and I 
took the morning train home, an unforgettable 
night! 
  
The Blues hit many of us in Manchester at that time I had a Band called the Drifting 
Hearts in 1963 that played local youth clubs, all Chuck Berry and Bo Diddley tunes 

16 year old David (Bowker) Booker 
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naturally!  One night in 63ô we got a gig at Manchester's Jungfrau Club (I saw the 
original Jethro Tull there a couple of years later). We were opening for Ivans Meads, a 
popular North Manchester puristic blues band-the lead singer had maracas like Jerome 
Green! I was blown away!  I loved their Wolf, Hooker& Witherspoon tunes. I went up to 
one of the guys and gave him my phone number, "If ever you need a guitar player call 
me"  I thought nothing of it until a few weeks later my mum calls me at my office job and 
says ñthere's this guy from Ivans Meads, that band youôve been raving about, they want 
to know if youôre  interested in playing bass for them, they have a bass and an amp for 
you "I almost leapt out of my skin! 

1964 was quite a year, I "passed the 
audition "on bass for my heroes Ivans 
Meads (we played óHow Many More 
Yearsô, a one chord riff) and I got the 
gig!  I had never played bass before, but 
I quickly learned the material, we played 
a few gigs, the most memorable was a 
house gig at the North Manchester 
Ballroom Bury Palais. 
 Hermanôs Hermits had been holding 
down a weekly residency and had 
gotten famous and were touring the 
USA, which left a slot for us every week 
to build a crowd at this enormous 
ballroom. (The two surviving pictures of 
a 16-year-old Dave Bowker playing 
bass are included here). 
 Drummer Ian Howard was quickly 
replaced by Al Powell (who went on to 
play with Robert Palmer, and Hawkwind 
) and to fatten up the sound I got hold of 
Rod Mayall (Johns brother ) who lived 
near me to join on Farfisa organ! (I will 
never forget the name of the group he 
was in at the time "The 

Bodysnatchersò!) 

In May 1964 I turned on the 'telly' one evening and right there live onscreen from a 
disused Manchester railway station that had been doctored up somewhat with props to 
make it look "southern" was the famous Granada TV Presentation of The Blues & 
Gospel Caravan which can be seen on DVD or you tube now. Muddy Waters walking 
down the railroad tracks, Otis Spann on Piano, the legendary Ransom Knowling on 
Bass, Rev Gary Davis, Cousin Joe Pleasant from New Orleans also  on piano, Sonny 
Terry & Brownie Mcghee, all topped off with Sister Rosetta Tharpe launching into "Didn't 
It Rain" ... Of course it did; this was Manchester! To quote John Mayall at this point Iôd 
say, "The Blues had hit me in my life, and this was gonna be a 'Hard Road' till I die! 
As October 64' approached, we were getting a name around town as Ivans Meads, we 
had a dynamo manager Harvey Demmy who had a string of betting shops in 
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town and there was talk of us 
recording for Parlophone Records. 
Harvey had connections and when 
The American Folk Blues Festival 
hit town, we were told that we were 
all invited to hang with the artists 
DURING the performance 
backstage! While we were 
watching the 'tail end' of Howlin' 
Wolf's set the word came out, and 
we were all ushered backstage 
from our seats out front. 
  The backstage area was very 

plush and we were hovering 
around watching the scene, out of 
the corner of my eye I noticed 

Hubert Sumlin resplendent in a shiny 
stage jacket, suddenly Willie Dixon and 
Howlin' Wolf appeared I shook hands 
with them both and got  Wolf's 
autograph. Later I got Sonny Boy 
Williamsons' too,  and both autographs 
are  framed together and are still  in my 
possession today . We were all 
bunched together by Harvey "Come on 
lads its time for a picture with Sonny 
Boy." While we were getting ready for 
the shot I remember being introduced to 
Sonny Boy - This is Dave" "Hello Dave " 
said Sonny Boy(Iôll never forget his 
friendly 'growl) as he pulled out a hip 
flask from his jacket and handed it to 

me. I figured there was some kinda firewater in there as I unhesitatingly took a swig 
myself! I'll also never forget the beam on ol' Sonny Boys face as I handed the pewter 
flask back to him while my throat was burning! This was my first taste of the hard stuff, it 
had been beer only up till then, hell I was only 17! On reflection all these years later I 
think Sonny Boy was impressed with this white kid taking a drink without hesitation; in 
1964 black and white folks drank separately in The U.S.A  I never even thought about it 
until years later as to why he was so cool with me . 
After the photo with Sonny Boy, I noticed Lightnin Hopkins sitting alone so I went up to 
try to say hello! 
He had his hair conked up, shades on , Blue mohair suit, black turtleneck underneath, I 
can't remember exactly what I said but it was something like "Hello Mr. Hopkins itôs so 
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nice to have you here and to see you play'"...silence ... was it my thick Manchester 
accent and he couldn't understand a word? I later read that he would not fly or travel 
without Chris Strachwitz (Arhoolie Records owner) being with him and he was kinda 
difficult! 
I have a vivid memory of Lightnin' facing a full house with an acoustic guitar, and an 
amp, he only had  drummer Clifton James with him on the stage using brushes, my 
angle from the wings of the stage was that all I could see was his back;  the rapturous 
applause after every rockin' tune was amazing, he sure  brought the house down ! 
Oh yes Sunnyland Slim, and Sugar Pie Desanto were also on the bill. 

Part 2 Coming in the October-November Holler Next time in Part 2 
A final word on Sugar Pie Desanto , Sunnyland Slim ,and the amazing duo of Sleepy John 
Estes and Hammie Nixon at The 64 American Folk Blues Festival.  
I attend The Howlin Wolf/Long John Baldry/Chris Barber Band show at the Free Trade Hall in 
December 64'and the next 1965 AFBF Festival with JB Lenoir, Dr Ross , Big Mama Thornton 
and Buddy Guy on the bill. 
I leave Ivans Meads, form my own local band on the south side of Manchester, hold my job 
down in Advertising , but cannot escape the magic of the Blues .  I get the call to back 
Champion Jack Dupree with my new Band  in Nov 65'---David Booker 
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How To Make a 

Black Cat Bone*  
 

by Rick Saunders   Information  

provided for amusement only . 

Evil does not play well with 

others. Reprinted from  

https://realdeepblues.blogspot.com    

...Got a black cat bone, got a mojo 

too,  

I got John the Conqueror root,  

I'm gonna mess with you... 

ðMuddy Waters 

 

"You 

go in a graveyard on a dark night when it's thunder and 

lightning and put a black cat in a pot of boiling water and 

boil all the meat and hair off until they go to the bottom. 

Thereôs one bone that stays floatin' on the top and that's 

your black cat bone. You gotta make sure it's the right 

one. Take it home and saw back and forth across your 

teeth while you look in a mirror at midnite. It'll make a 

sound so shrill it'll break the glass then you got the 

power of the devil and the Lord both and ain't nothin' can 

stop you. Can't be shot or burned up in a house neither. 

You can read a man's mind like it's you thinkin' and you 

can snap your fingers and pick money out of his 

pockets.  

Ain't nothin' can stop you." 

a dumba 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=trR-pGO8yOM
https://realdeepblues.blogspot.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BcgkzrxvUno
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Black_cat_bone
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NAAq0HjIQQs
http://thedemoniacal.blogspot.com/2012/01/black-cat-bone.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G4eIme9MLYU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yya2l4j77RA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iUAe2Ufarfc
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KHQm_eLhQCU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2x-Ze14Endg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fu0zybWT_l0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8FVNIVAMsXs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i_6yq_wNNHE
http://www.luckymojo.com/blackcat.html
https://www.facebook.com/theblackcatboneband/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dyR10EK9KhY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zz9UNkZUdMA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SzEynENNHvI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SzEynENNHvI
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Devil
https://books.google.com/books?id=WRd15VPJplYC&pg=PA156&lpg=PA156&dq=black+cat+bone+invisible&source=bl&ots=5x_2mZAksV&sig=ACfU3U2eja8C_jX-_Mm8vH0AgBQqZ-K8VQ&hl=en&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwj1iJjJxefiAhUMtlkKHfpJB-04FBDoATAHegQICRAB#v=onepage&q=black%20cat%20bone%20invisible&f=false
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7vblqbRhUrE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y2Xyk12nhLo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gUVygOwz3ig

