
 

(Boogie-roogie)

"In 1917 Doches and Avery...."% Oh, but how the deuce can you start
a boogie-woogie tallad that wey.....¥ell, maybe, - Doches rhywes with
bouquet or 0.K., (Fitz) and Avery with savory (hot chal) so let's heve
a try.

(Boogie-woegie)

Oh, in 1917 Doches and Avery, rhythm seotion of King Cole's
band, got the jitéra out of New York's best-known jitterbuga,
pheumosescus, om ooecus, pneumococcus, I, II, IYZ, IV, 88s.

(Boogie-woogie)

They found it in the bug-' own soup, they found it in theif tea,
they found it in the patients’ blood, they found it in their—owait a
ninute, - nol “he test hed failed, the tube stayed lear,

(No boogie-woogie this verse -
St. Louis Blues)

Oh, but Mise Hoffmen ~ or maybe it woon't Miss foffman -— had
mide a mistake and slipped ower « vase fro the wrong patient, and
when the right wase was tested, bingot There wis 4 preeipitate that
hit you in the eye—-we got you that time, jitisrdugs, I in enti-I,
Ii in anti-II, III in anti-11I (hot chal what a jam-sessiontt). “In
1917 Usches and Averytt"

| (Boogle-woogie)

Oh, h-adaches in the media room: soup, scup for the bugs, soup
for the Jitterbugs, grow ‘em, grow tore of 'em, mow 'em down, soak ‘em,
stew ‘em, souge the juice, alcohol, lots of it, out comes a Little grey
stuff, alap it in « vial (het chat}

(Boogie~woogtie)

Now we gyve up to the old zeventh floors In the southwest
corner was a peaceful room whece the blood-hounds stayed, at lecst a Boe ie
until the Boston boat came by in the afternoon - gosh, logk,seeit.

pane

coming now! ‘way down the river ~ tine to go honel_“Fnd thenBonini yp *
and Mrs, Gates, bless their souls, needed a work-lip, and a guy nemed
Viehael learned some BMochem, helring Ed Stillman and 5411 Palmer lock
for sugar ani worse.

(Boogie-weogie)
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Well, 1t wag pexueefy], with Van in and out, Van's accoratus
going bock~a-beck-a~boek (get thst rhythnt), Jimmy Neili's stogie
snoke-screens (phew, a vent} and, bey, what a tone to these tonometer:,
and hemoglobin, hemoglobin, hemoglobin, by the pound!

(Jooglie-weogie)

4nd then, "Fess would bring his viel with the gray stuff and atond
by this guy Nichael pressing down henoglobin orystale by the hour,
and éroon: "It's the S88, though it's still « meses, but oh, boy, it's
terrifie and, believe me, it's specifiel" (Hot chet)

(Beogie-woozie)

But the blecdhounds needed hemo and the bleedhounds needed globin,
and Miehas], prosthetically shook hic head and sadly said: "Come again,
‘Fess, when I've cleaned up this ness, and the brom oregsol green turns
blue.*

(Let's put in another Blues, here)

Oh, the months went by and at leng lact the buffer state wma wen,
the hemo~global war was done, and 'Fess brought his vial with the gray
staff and firmly said: "Get in the groove, Michael, get on the move, let's
get hep to old 888, so

“he made me what I an today,
I hope he's satisfied, *

We did sone sending on the stuff,
‘Fess tock me for a polysaccha-ride!

{Boogie~weogie)

Ma ft,


