Irma Thomas:
The Lady Got Soul!

THE HEART AND SOUL OF
NEW ORLEANS -- She was a
young girl on her first job, as a wait-
ress at a music club. She didn’t
mind working the tables, but when
the band started playing, she just
had to sing.

It got her fired from the job --
and it launched the career of one of
the greatest female vocalists the city
has ever had the privilege to know,
Miss Irma Thomas, the Soul Queen
of New Orleans -- a career that has
now culminated in her reigning as
Queen of the Krewe du Vieux’s
"Souled Down the River" parade.

"The small clubs, the intimate
settings, that’s the kind of place
where a young musician can try out
his licks, see if he’s got what it
takes,” recalls Queen Irma fondly.
"But they recally don’t exist now.
Instead you’ve got the casinos, and
the mega-krewes, and they hire a lot
of outside talent."

Irma and her husband Emile do
run their own very intimate club,
the Lion’s Den on Gravier Street
just off N. Broad, where the lucky
few can catch Irma’s act on the
occasional weekend. She will also
perform at the Krewe du Vicux
Doo on February 7, along with pa-
rade Grand Duchess Marcia Ball.
These two distinguished ladies, in
concert with Tracy Nelson, have just
released a new album, "Sing It".

But like so many other great New
Orleans performers, many of her
finest moments have come on stages
and in places far, far from home.

"I remember the first time I went
to England," she recalls with a laugh
(Queen Irma does most things with
a laugh). "I didn’t think they even
knew who I was, but when I got off
the plane, there was this huge ban-
ner saying ‘Welcome to England,

"

Irma Thomas™.

She also has fond memories of
her visit to the stage of the legend-
ary Apollo Theater, back in 1964,
where she was thrilled simply that
nobody threw any tomatoes at her.
Talk about a tough crowd!

A more poignant memory is a
local one: the day her father died,
she had a gig at the Saenger the-
ater, to be filmed by CBS television
and during which she was crowned
official Soul Quecn of New Orlcans
by then-mayor Sidney Barthelemy.
Despite the trials and tribulations of
the day, Queen Irma gave a knock-
out performance (although the ru-
mor is that Sidney slept through it
completely).

Our loquacious queen is a person
who speaks her mind - "If I'm thin-
king it, it comes out" -- although
over the years, she has learned the
art of "diplomatically cussing people
out". Fucled in part by her admit-
ted addiction to all things sugary,
she is non-stop energy, as evidenced
by her hot-hot-hot live shows.

Like all true New Orleanians,
Queen Irma laments the passing of
so many local traditions and enter-
prises. "Krauss carried generations
of styles, they had what the people
nceded," she observes sadly. "Now,
outsiders come in, they say they like
what New Orleans has, but then
they change everything to fit their
own ideas. They leave the facades,
but they change what’s inside."

But at least for one night, she’s
happy to be a part of a real New
Orleans party. "Come on out to the
parade and have fun,” our Soul
Queen commands her loyal subjects,
"and remember you're in New Or-
leans, the fricndliest city in the
world!"

The rest of New Orleans may get
sold -- but Queen Irma, she got
soul.

New Louisiana

Purchase:
Half Price Sale!

ON THE BLOCK -- The idcas
arc half-baked, the leaders are
half-assed, our heritage is half-
dead, and everything in Louisiana
is half-price as the Sceds of De-
cline hold "The New Louisiana
Purchase".

Yes, Mr. Corporate Big Shot,
you too can now sponsor a Louisi-
ana town, parish or institution.
Hey Mickey D, how does McMet-
airiec sound? It’s yours for thrce
orders of large frics. Step on up,
Bill Gates, and mocnopolize the
Microsoft Mississippi River. Put
us all on-line, and you can second-
line away with it. Doesn’t the
Shittech Superdome have a ring
(if not an odor) to it? How about
the Maalox Mayor of New Or-
leans? Or here’s a natural:  the
Listerine Fights Placquemine Par-
ish.

Want to buy into our favorite
celebration, get a little Carnival
knowledge? Just give a call to the
Krewe of Mama Roux, where all
costumes are half-off.

There’s nothing sacred -- did we
mention the Gallo Archdiocese of
New Orleans -- "We will serve no
communion before its time"™? Just
stop into the House of Corporate
Blues and make your best (or
worst) offer, and dozens of politi-
cians will eagerly lick your boots.
It's right off Old Granddad (nee
Bourbon) Street.  Step right up,
because it’s all for sale and it’s
going fast.

NOTE: Conditions of Sale: all
items as is (what’s thousands of
blighted housing units between
friends?). Payable in Mardi Gras
beads, crawfish heads or beer.
Buyer assumes all liability, “cause
we’re outta here!



