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Dive_BAR
The epitome of New Orleans with a 
little christmas 24-7

snake&jake’s
by McClain Johnson

Worlds away from tourist-filled 
Bourbon Street, in Uptown 
New Orleans, lies Snake and 

Jake’s Christmas Club Lounge. The bar is 
hard to find (look for the wreath, aglow in 
red Christmas lights, on Oak Street) but 
your search will be rewarded. A legendary 
dive bar, Snake and Jake’s Christmas Club 
Lounge is the epitome of New Orleans.	
   From the outside, Snake’s looks like a 
shed about to sink into the New Orleans 
soil below it. However, step inside the cozy 
dive and you will be greeted by some of 
New Orleans’ most colorful characters.    

The bar is filled with locals, servers and 
bartenders getting off work, musicians 
getting done with their gigs at the nearby 
Maple Leaf, and tourists who are in the 
know.	
   The musical selection ranges from 
old-school NOLA classics (Fats Domino, 
Ernie K-Doe, the Meters, Lee Dorsey) to 
the Drive-By Truckers. Whatever suits the 
bartender’s taste is what you’ll hear from 
the jukebox. The music played is eclectic, 
but always good. 	

   The bar is packed until the early hours of 
the morning with the only lighting coming 
from the glow of tiny decorative red lights 
that line the walls covered in Saints pen-
nants and Christmas decorations. Schlitz 
for $1.50, large quantities of Jagermeister, 
and local Louisiana beer, Abita, are the 
drinks of choice. The vibe is laid back and 
welcoming and Jake, the bar’s resident 
cat, thinks nothing of strutting across the 
bar whenever he feels like it.   	
   New Orleans is one of America’s most 
unique cities, and Snake and Jake’s serves 
as the best way to end a wild night in 
NOLA. Nothing like staggering out into 
the bright sunlight at 9:30 in the morning 
to get a real taste of New Orleans. n

www.snakeandjakes.com
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Maria Daines
Treebone
NorthStar Music UK

Pop the name Maria Daines into 
Google, and you’ll pull up loads of 
links to a UK recording artist who 

does a whole lot of good for animal chari-
ties, worldwide. Take a closer look, and 
you’ll find a blonde beauty who has ac-
complished what many bonafide bands of 
the South have failed to achieve. 

Maria’s sultry, versatile voice and the 
cool riffs of lead guitarist, Paul Killington, 
are a combination that British bands have 
been trying to reproduce since the early 
days of American blues and rock. To-
gether, they are a bit of Heart, Janis Joplin 
and Creedence Clearwater rolled into one. 

With a generous thirteen tracks, the 
band’s Treebone CD delivers an incred-
ible combination of old school Southern 
rock and down-home blues. Maria’s voice 
flows like honey on “Bring Your Love 
Along” and then changes to full-on gutsy 
rock with “Henry’s Mother.” The melan-
choly heartfelt soul of “You Don’t Love 
Me” will haunt you long after the song is 
over. You’d be hard-pressed to find better 
blues in a Bourbon Street bar. Downbeat 
Magazine hailed Maria as having “the tre-
mendously exciting voice of a blues diva in 
the making.” 

If you love traditional blues and the 
Southern rock of the late 70s and early 
80s, you will absolutely adore the new 
twist Maria Daines has added to the rec-
ipe. This CD has something for everyone. 
The Maria Daines Band definitely has a 
die-hard fan in me!

— Sherri Turner Stone

Clint Eastwood
Cowboy Favorites

  Abko

Actually billed as Rawhide’s Clint 
Eastwood, this is a reissue of an album 
everyone’s favorite tough guy actor 
recorded during the early 1960s to 
capitalize on the popularity of his char-
acter Rowdy Yates in the TV western 
Rawhide. 

Now, I never viewed Eastwood as 
much of a singer. I mean, I remember 
his recording “Bar Room Buddies” 
with Merle Haggard. I had the picture 
sleeve 45, and Haggard sounded great. 
Clint was a bit rough around the edges.

Imagine my surprise when I cracked 
open this cowboy time capsule to hear 
Eastwood singing, and singing well, 
classics like “Big Bouquet of Roses,” 
“Tumbling Tumbleweeds,” and “San 
Antonio Rose.” Of course, there’s an 
especially written song called “Rowdy,” 
which is as hilarious as the ol’ Leonard 
Nimoy/Mr. Spock records from around 
the same time.

Every Clint Eastwood fan should 
hear this at least once. After all, the 
man has been a musician, song writer, 
piano player and music lover for as 
long as he has been acting, and this 
provides another side of one complex 
and talented guy.

—Michael Buffalo Smith

Shooter  
Jennings  

& Hierophant  
Black Ribbons

Rocket Science

Shooter Jennings’ new album is a re-
ally good Pink Floyd record. It’s a po-
litical, apocalyptic, anti-war concept 

album filled with music that is very Dark 
Side of the Moon meets Bowie’s Diamond 
Dogs, with random narratives from under-
ground DJ “Will O The Wisp,” portrayed 
by, of course, Stephen King.

Interesting? Definitely. But is it any-
thing even remotely like his country works 
The Wolf and Put the O in Country? Nope, 
not in the least. There are some solid 
stand alone songs on Black Ribbons, like 
the title track itself as well as “Lights in 
the Sky” and “God Bless Alabama,” but 
make no mistake, this is a rock opera 
concept release. If you’re hankering for 
Waymore’s son doin’ his daddy’s country, 
you’ve come to the wrong party.

I must admit, ol’ Shooter blindsided 
me with this one, from the foldout cover 
packaging (very reminiscent of Floyd) and 
a free Tarot card, to the synthesizers and 
special effects. At least he’s not a one trick 
pony, that’s for damned sure. His work 
with Hierophant borders on genius.

Break out the Parental Advisory stickers 
for this one, as Shooter drops more than 
one f-bomb. In fact, there are dozens of 
them in just one song, the anti-celebrity 
“Fuck You, I’m Famous,” which would give 
any punk song a run for its money. Kudos 
to Shooter for taking a chance and going 
with his heart on this one. —M.B.S.
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