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Problem with such consistent artists as Dickerson (or Bill Kirchen, or Jimmy LaFave), is when they get up to their seventh album or so, we ink-stained wretches have to go back through earlier reviews to make sure we’re not, um, let’s say recycling previous encomia. However, Dickerson helps out by noting that “This album could have been titled ‘With A Little Help From My Friends,’ except that Joe Cocker already used that one, and no one wants to be compared to Joe Cocker!” Among those friends are The Lucky Stars, featuring none other than Dave Stuckey, the other half of the legendary Dave & Deke Combo, Chris Sprague, Wally Hersom, Carl Sonny Leyland, Crazy Joe Tritschler, Mitch Polzak, Jimmy Sutton, Pete Curry, Mary Huff, Dave Biller, Billy Horton and Lisa Pankratz. With nine originals, including Misshapen Hillbilly Gal (“this is a terrible song. I’d like to apologize right now”), the covers are a rock & roll treatment of Jimmy Martin’s Deep River, Put Me Down by Jerry Lee Lewis’ 50s guitarist Roland James, Willie Nelson’s Make Way For A Better Man filtered through Charlie Rich country soul and Trumpet, recorded by Malcolm Yelvington for Sun in 1957 but not released until much later on European compilations. Dickerson observes of all this, “I feel like I’ve made a hell of an album,” but of course he has, he’s Deke Dickerson, though if you’re not the sort of low-life miscreant that make up most of his fan base, you might find that this is the best balanced of his albums. 
--John Conquest
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True scion of the soil Deke Dickerson—no relation to Dub, as he says country guys always ask first—brings dignity and nobility to his guitar the way fierce captains renewed morale on listing ships and his newest album can not disappoint; King of the Whole Wide World—with a title track featuring digitally applied 78 crackle, the first sample ever to appear on a Dickerson venture—adds new accents to the great American guitar vernacular on songs that hop off Buck Owens (“Do You Think of Me?”) and Solomon Burke (“Make Way for a Better Man,” as rousing as “Home in Your Heart”) and Bob Wills (“Misshapen Hillbilly Girl,” with vivid lyrics nestling nicely with what I know of Wills’ purportedly sharp sense of humor). Deals like these were realer only 50 years ago, and Deke speaks now from outside Medford, Oregon, the town most likely to survive total nuclear war, at which news he laughs grimly. He will be playing Saturday at the Real Boss Hoss rock & roll blowout with an all-star frat-rock band (line-up including Ghastly Ones, Phantom Surfers and Chris Barfield!) and playing at the Blue Café with his trio (drummer Chris Sprague and Social Distortion bassist Brent Harding) on Sunday.
How did you discover the world of records made by armless musicians?

I don’t know how many records there are, though I do have a couple. But I’ve been collecting photos. The first one I ever saw was Ray Myers, the truly inspirational armless musician guy. I thought, ‘Jesus, how can this guy play steel guitar with no arms?’ And strangely enough, I kept finding more and more photos of musicians without arms. It blows my mind, but it’s definitely an actual subgenre of the vaudevillian music era.
What else do you have hidden away to reveal on your website? 

I’ve got a whole ton of stuff. I’m such an obsessed nutjob when it comes to collecting stuff. The next is a catch-all category called ‘Things That Should Not Exist.’
Which is your favorite? Or least favorite as the case may be? 

Oh no, I have great affection for these things. I don’t put them down or ridicule them. My favorite example is a can of ‘Poontang’ that was sold by the Treniers in the late ’40s or ’50s. They were packaged to look like a real can of food! I found it at a whorehouse in Butte, Montana. It’s a place called the Dumas Hotel—it was a whorehouse in the Old West days and was the longest continually operating whorehouse in America. It didn’t close until like 1982. But the really wacky thing—the entire town of Butte is connected by underground tunnels, which is how the businessmen would go to the whorehouse and not be detected. During World War II, the government said the tunnels had to be filled in because it was a security risk, so they closed the bottom level. And some guy bought the place in the late ’90s and was the first guy to peel back the wood, and the basement was still set up like a whorehouse. Women had left behind condoms, whiskey bottles—there were still nighties hanging on the walls. And they had a trash chute, and they continued to throw stuff in the trash chute after they sealed the basement. . . .
Don’t tell me you went digging around in the oldest whorehouse trash chute in North America. 

I didn’t, but this guy did, and he found the Treniers-brand Poontang in the rubble. I offered him $75 for it and left with my can of Poontang. That’s the sort of thing that’s gonna be on the next section.
Did you ever think about opening Deke’s Roadside Wonder Emporium when you finish all this touring? 

Trust me—I’ve been scheming on that for years.

