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1 Just Like You 

Vera Johnson sent us this item after we published her 
"Women's Liberation Blues" in 32.3, September 1998. She 
wrote: "You say you don't recall another blues in my repertoire, 
but don't forget that I've written at least 275 songs, so you may 
have missed a few. I remember at the Winnipeg Folk Festival 
one year, one of the performers was Blind So-and-so.... I think 
it was Colin [Linden] who introduced me to him. It seems he 
had heard me singing and liked what I was doing and wondered 
if I had any songs he could use. I had one I thought he would 
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appreciate, called 'Just Like You.'... Anyway, Blind ... liked it 
and spent half an hour going over it with me, but I don't know 
if he ever actually used it." 

Vera's songbook is still available (and recommended!) from 
the Society's Mail Order Service. She's giving a piesentation at 
this year's Folk Alliance meeting in Vancouver in February this 
year: An Oral History with Vera Johnson. It's nice to see her 
getting the attention she deserves. 

I saw a little green lizard thing 
a-creepin' on the ground, 

And while I was watching it, it changed 
from green to brown, 

And then it switched itself back again 
before I could turn around, 

Just like you, babe, just like you. 

I heard your voice on the telephone, it 
makes me laugh and sing, 

I tried to call yesterday, but the phone 
it wouldn't ring, 

It gobbled up my dimes, ev'ry one, and 
didn't give me a thing, 

Just like you, babe, just like you. 

Sometimes I sit here and wonder why 
persimmons look so sweet, 

You'd think that to bite on one would 
really be a treat, 

But when you get inside, sweetness gone, 
so sour that you can't eat, 

Just like you, babe, just like you. 

I had a squirrel once, years ago, I 
bought him at a fair, 

He stayed right beside my bed, his cage 
upon a chair, 

And all the night he kept running hard 
but he never got nowhere, 

Just like you, babe, just like you. 

I had a neighbour who beat his dog, then 
kicked it out the door, 

The puppy was whimpering, his little 
sides were sore, 

And then he'd turn and crawl back again, 
as if he. was craving more, 

Just like me, babe, just like me. 
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"That's something else my dad said to me...." 

Johnny V . Mil ls 

interviewed by George W. Lyon 

Johnny V. Mills's best known recording, released in 
1996, is titled If My Daddy Could See Me Now. 
Despite the rebellious image which musicians are often 
burdened with, few musicians lack a regard for the 
past—for their own past or for that of the traditions they 
represent. Both pasts intersect nicely in Johnny's 
biography; his father not only taught him to play, but also 
encouraged him to make a career out of music. 

Johnny V. and I spent an afternoon with my tape 
recorder in a pizza restaurant in Calgary at the end of 
August 1999. He's a tremendous raconteur, entertaining 
enough that I couldn't decide whether to regret we 
weren't draining a bottle of Scotch in some smokier loca­
tion or to be glad that he didn't have that extra fuel: I'm 
not at all sure I could have kept up with him, had he been 
lubricated! His account of a Huck Finn boyhood on the 
streets of Toronto is worth the price of admission by 
itself. 

More important for our present purposes is the 
portrait of Ontario music post WWII that Johnny offers. 
The combination of Continental music (some of it jazz-

tinged), jazz proper {the three Louis!—not to mention 
Lonnie Johnson, who ended his days as a most 
unexpected To-rontonian of them all), and the folkish 
blues of Lead Belly and company (and who-knows-who 
from earlier days, both on 78 and by virtue of the 
sidedoor Pullmans?) may well surprise many readers, 
though one surely expects that by Johnny's adolescence 
during the late 60s, Toronto teenagers were well 
acquainted with Stax, ? and the Mysterians, and the 
British Invasion and its San Francisco echo. Nor, of 
course, are we surprised that S.J. admired Hank Snow 
and Snow's model, Jimmie Rodgers. 

Johnny continues this multicultural smorgasbord. 
He's become a favorite blues player in Latvia (and has 
recorded with Latvian musicians), and when this issue hits 
the mail will be on tour in Ukraine, Belarus, and Greece. 
We recommend that you keep an eye on his website for 
for further adventures and releases: 
<http://www.johnnyv.org> —GWL 

J: My dad, S.J. Mills, Stanley Jabeze.... 
Growing up in that household was never a dull moment. It 

was my mom, Nellie, and dad and six kids: five girls and me, 
and my dad referred to it as the Italian Circus. The music in the 
house was incredible. First off, my mom's brothers, my uncles, 
taught my dad to play. My dad knew my mom's family since he 
was a young lad, maybe ten years old, up in Copper Cliff, 
Ontario. 

He grew up in Little Current on Manitoulin Island; my 
grandmother left my grandfather with all the kids when my dad 
was real young. She just left; she was one of the first emanci­
pated women, I guess. She just was not about to be tied down 
to a family. That'd be 1925, '26, something like that. Alvina 
Bryant. She was pretty headstrong. I really enjoyed my grand­
father. Albert was a real guy; he knew herbs and plants from the 
Indians. He made salves, my dad told me, for poison oak and 
stuff. He was a deep guy. I always thought, Why didn't my dad 
learn that from my grandfather? That's something that would be 
worth learning. 

My dad, at ten or eleven moved from Little Current to 
Clarabelle Lake (just outside of Copper Cliff) to live with my 
grandfather. He went to Copper Cliff Public School—it was the 
typical story, you know, five miles, uphill both ways, through G: Before or after he met the family? 

the snow eight feet deep, from here to there. But I actually went 
out to that yard, saw the shack out at the Clarabelle Junction 
yard, the Algoma Eastern Railway Line shack that he lived in 
with my grandfather, and we walked those tracks, and I'm tell­
ing you, I was a young guy, something like ten or eleven, 
walking with my dad, and he said, "Come on, I'll show you." 
And we walked to Copper Cliff and back (about a three hour 
round trip). If it wasn't five miles each way, it sure felt like it. 
And I'm thinking the winter time up there, it's pretty brutal, 
northern Ontario, you know? He would walk on the railroad 
tracks because they were cleared. 

He showed me the Canadian Shield, and the rocks where he 
used to try to ski. He would strap on boards and try to ski these 
rockpiles covered with snow and stuff. And he showed me the 
rocks where he would try to play the chord—he learned the one 
chord, the G chord, from my uncle Vic, my mom's brother, and 
he'd be up there on this rock, playing this G chord. Not chang-
ing the chord at all, but singing the melody all out of whack. Up 
on the rocks, driving the animals crazy. So that's where it all 
started. My dad's fascination with the instrument and music 
started then, when he was young, ten, eleven years old. 
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