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Will Crimson 
Split Again?

Lee Michaels 
Rebels 

Against 
Top 40 Rock

SPECIAL 
HENDRIX 
REPORT!

• How His Fans 
Betrayed Him

SAN FRANCISCO — On Lee’s 
last album, 5th. he captured his 
first hit single. Now he seems to 
be deliberately avoiding another 
chart-topper. On his new LP, 
Space and First Takes. Michaels 
has tossed away the ten-tune, 
singles - oriented approach that 
made 5th so popular and has 
laced into “long rock & roll 
jams.” “I get bored with my al
bums after I’ve made them,” 
Lee announced between bites of 
steak at an elegant restaurant. 
“After you’ve done it once, why 
do it again?”

Robert Fripp: King Crimson
I is crumbling around him ... or is it?
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V “The real fascination, and the real surprise,

was a guitarist-singer-songwriter named Shawn 
;_... . Phillips. It's difficult to understand how such an 

obviously brillianttjerfdrmer could languish for 
veryionginrelativeanonymrty.

."Phillipsdoes everything superbly—some
times With genuine brilliance... a blend of musi
cal excellence and emotional electricity.

That's how Don Heckman of the New York .
,; ••• Times reacted to a recent appearance, of Shawn 

Phillips. And after that introduction it’s easy to
.-we Ift'at there’s more to^atji^7Just32sohgs.
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block away.
My God: The darkness is shat

tered by the imitation sunlight of 
Instamatic flashcubes going off. 
Ian basks in the orgy of photons, 
soaking up energy for the grueling 
performance he is about to launch. 
Behind him the four other members 
of the group sneak to their in
struments. The pounding of ap
plause has still not stopped, but 
Ian senses that it has crested. 
Pointing dramatically upward, he 
announces a song for the man up-
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denly. the lights dim and a scary 
feeling of impending trouble pre
vails. The aisles remain crowded 
—a rush at the stage is a distinct 
possibility. A bolt of light slashes 
the growing inkiness of the arena.

Into the cold blue spotlight on
stage strides Ian Anderson, dressed 
in a bright red and green frock coat 
and black tights, a silver chain 
mail belt around his waist. He 
moves to the waiting mike while 
waves of applause crash down 
around him from as far as a city

i

I laranoia shines in the eyes 
-L of countless couples wandering 

through the endless corridors of 
Madison Square Garden. Some 
wine and downers, bad vibes in the 
air. Outside, kids panhandle for a 
spare ticket or attempt to crash 
through the gate, but fail after a 
scuffle. Inside the aisles are clogged 
with bodies unwilling to move. A 
hundred heads turn to scan every 
new arrival in the row nearby: an 
atmosphere of hominess oozes out 
of countless inquiring looks. Sud-
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from what 1 intended. Then he 

proceeds to deepen the mystery

stairs. The feeling of frenzy in the 
air miraculously disappears. Down 
in front, people start to back away 
from the stage. A blond bearded fig
ure on crutches hobbles towards his 
seat, hesitates, and then hands his 
crutches to a friend, making it the 
rest of the way without help. Jethro 
Tull, the miracle cure.

This has been the reaction to 
Jethro Tull ever since the emer
gence of Aqualung. Listeners 
combed that album for a thread of 
meaning and found the message

**What people read into 
album," snorts Ian Anderson, 
“is bound to be different

that conventional religion was 
dead, and that the time had come 
for the arrival of a new God. Many 
elevated Ian Anderson, the man 
who brought our earth this mes
sage, to the position of a rock pro
phet or musical messiah.

Mystery message: Now the same 
listeners are hunting for the mes
sage of a new Tull LP. Thick As A 
Brick (Reprise). Actually, they 
may never find the album’s mean
ing . . . and those who think they 
already have are probably wrong.

That’s the way Ian Anderson has 
engineered it. "It’s up to each lis
tener to find what he wants in it,” 
says Anderson, lounging in the an
tiseptic green and blue decor of a 
motel room, "but what people read 
into the album is bound to be differ
ent from what I intended.”

"I’m always surprised by what 
people find meaningful in my mu
sic," he says with a curious smile. 
"I’ve already heard Americans give 
all sorts of explanations for its 
title. Thick As A Brick. That s a



"Believing you re a rock star is just baloney.

solved, Ian returns to the musical 
essence of the new album. “A long 
piece like Thick As A Brick is 
harder for the fellows in the band to 
play, but I know that they like 
doing things which are more com
plicated musically.”

Think: The complexity of so 
much of Jethro Tull’s sound makes 
the large turn-outs at places like 
Madison Square Garden all the

common British slang expression. 
It means someone’s as intelligent 
as a bunch of crap.

“I got the idea for Thick As A 
Brick from my wife Jennie. You 
know, she’s the one that thought up 
the character of Aqualung and 
wrote the words to the song. Any
way, I got the inspiration for the 
new album from eight or ten lines 
in a letter she wrote to me the last 
time the band was on tour.”

The critics’ spur: But that’s the 
closest Ian will come to dropping a 
clue about what he thinks the LP is 
all about. “The album is rather 
complicated and very personal,” he 
explains, shaking aside some 
strands of his dusky red lion’s 
mane from his darting feline eyes. 
“The lyrics ramble quite a bit, 
though I suppose they do have a 
kind of chronological order. 
They’re quite emphatic, with a lot 
of conviction behind them. Though 
I suppose they do sound mean
ingless and obscure in some parts.’’ 
When you ask what kind of con
viction has gone into the lyrics, An
derson once again insists that each 
listener will have to work that out 
for himself.

The real substance of Thick As 
A Brick, he points out, is in its mu
sic, not its words. And strangely 
enough, it was the public’s mis
interpretation of Aqualung that 
gave birth to Thick As A Brick's 
melodic core. "Aqualung was never 
meant to be a conceptual album, it 
was the critics that said it was. 
About halfway through it. I real
ized that two-thirds of the songs 
had some sort of relationship to re
ligion or my attitude toward reli
gion, but I never intended the al
bum to be a single unit. Since then, 
because of Aqualung, I’ve wanted 
to do a record that was really a con
cept album.’’

The real essence: "Thick As A 
Brick isn’t a lyrical concept built 
around any one theme. It’s a musi
cal concept: all sorts of musical 
lines keep reappearing all the way 
through, sometimes in different 
keys or in different time signatures.

“There are no divisions in the 
piece, but I guess you could break it 
up into five or six sections. The 
whole thing was written so that we 
can play it in its entirety onstage 
when we perform it later this year. 
It even has room for extensions so 
that we can expand on the impro
vised parts without interrupting the 
flow.”

His train of thought is halted by 
a minor crisis which has erupted: 
where to get coffee now that the 
motel’s kitchen has closed for the 
night. The problem seemingly re-

more surprising. The haven of 
simple, hard-thudding, leaden rock 
bands, with their melodic lines all 
too often lost in the far reaches of 
its hollow shell, MSG would seem 
to be the last place in the world for 
people to show up to hear the in
tricately woven tapestry of Jethro 
Tull’s music. “As long as I wear a 
long coat, play enough flute, and 
stand on one leg from time to time, 
we’re going to attract people to see
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Neglected band: While Ian Ander
son’s energetic performance adds to 
Jethro Tull’s stage presence, it does
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us. Once they’re there, we can play 
a lot of different things and get 
away with it. But that doesn’t 
mean the audience has to just sit 
back and soak it all in like some 
fancy act. You should have to work 
as hard to be a member of the au
dience as you have to work onstage 
to play the music. If I knew that 
they were aware of why they en-

“Toscanini on speed” or “a de
ranged flamingo” have missed the 
point entirely. In light of his ex
planation, how could anyone not 
recognize so many of his theatrics 
for the put-on they’re meant to be? 
Onstage, Ian distinguishes himself 
by making wild grisly faces, pa
rading around in a variety of man
nered walks, flailing his arms, bal
ancing precariously on one leg. 
bumping and grinding in mock se
xuality, and at various times play
ing out caricatures of Jagger, Cock
er, Zappa, and assorted rock fla
mers. “I really enjoy doing the act. 
It’s fun jumping about like that. 
That doesn’t mean that I’m not 
serious about the music we play on
stage.’’ Ian quickly adds, ‘‘I’d say 
that about half the time, I'm as 
serious onstage as I am in the stu
dio. I certainly don’t want to de
tract from the music that I’m play
ing at the moment.”

much of that is just baloney, you 
know. I try to remain logical about 
it and just take it as so much good 
fun. I’d like people to see the act 
humorously in part, the same way I 
look at it.”

Bogus rocker: Rock writers who 
have strained mightily to describe 
the live Ian as ”a mad-dog Fagin.” 
“a demented dancing master.”

"As long as I wear a long coat, play enough flute, and stand on one leg, we’re going to attract people.”

joyed us, why they came and how 
much of the music they understood. 
I’d be a lot happier that I was doing 
the right thing.”

The baloney barrier: It may be 
that audiences do understand the 
music, but do not understand Ian 
Anderson. A Tull fan from Ba
tavia, New York, once wrote: “Ian 
Anderson has to be the greatest 
genius ever to live on the face of the 
earth. For God’s sake, listen to him 
now instead of after he dies like you 
did with Jimi Hendrix. Let this 
man lead us out of our present 
darkness and into the light of a new 
world.” But Ian does not see him
self in such exalted terms. He’d 
rather be a rock jester than a rock 
saint.

“That’s why so much of my stage 
act is really a parody of what a rock 
star is supposed to do. I’m just a 
straightforward bloke, and I’d hate 
to have to take the whole thing too 
solemnly onstage. Unless you’re 
ready to laugh at yourself, there’s 
the danger of falling into believing 
that you’re a rock star. And so
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sometimes prove a distraction from 
the’ fine musicianship of the other 
members of the group. In person, 
the band sounds different than on 
record, playing a harder-driving 
brand of music with a greater em
phasis on the heavy beat necessary 
to fill a large auditorium. Drummer 
Barry Barlowe, heavy-set and 
sweating profusely despite the 
skimpy T-shirt he is wearing, lays 
down a steady beat with the wel
come imaginative improvised vari
ations of a Ginger Baker. Bassist 
Jeffrey Hammond-Hammond 
—dressed in broad white and blue 
diagonal stripes, as if to draw some 
attention to himself in spite of 
Ian’s showmanship — calmly 
strokes out a booming accom
paniment to Barlowe’s throbbing

The clouds of mystery and deliber

ate misinformation that have surround
ed Thick As A Brick suddenly grew 
denser as the time neared for the rec
ord’s release. Tull’s American manage
ment office was still in the dark about 
the contents of the new LP when a 
cable came through from England an
nouncing that the title track had been 
penned by eight-year-old literary prize
winner Gerald Bostock. The manage
ment staff, relieved to have its first 
scrap of information, immediately 
phoned the Bostock story to Tull’s 
public relations office, who in turn 
passed it on to the press.

No one suspected that the “Gerald” 
message might be a hoax until Circus 
revealed an exclusive interview in 
which Ian Anderson admitted he’d au
thored the entire album himself. Sev-

playing goes, the other guys in the 
group are every bit as good as me, if 
not better. But everyone writes 
about me; I suppose it’s because I 
have the longest hair.” Ian grins, 
but quickly turns serious so that his 
attitude towards the other mem
bers of the group will not be misun
derstood.

How does Ian justify the fact 
that he’s stolen the spotlight from 
the rest of the group? “Jethro Tull 
isn’t me, but I am Jethro Tull. I am 
the senior member of the group in 
terms of being the only original 
member left and writing all of our 
songs. I coordinate the music on
stage and in the studio. But what 
the band does in its final form is up 
to the five members who make it 
up. We’re all basically partners in 
Jethro Tull; we all get paid equal 
shares for performing. It isn’t like 
I’m paying their way, you know. I 
personally don’t have any plans to 
do any solo albums. As for the oth
ers, if they want to write and com
pose, they can certainly do so on 
their own. We seem to get along 
better than any of the variations of 
the group in the past.”

Hatred for rock ’n roll: Jethro Tull 
would not have come to be without 
Ian’s parents’ decision to move 
from Edinborough, to Blackpool, 
when he was twelve. While at 
school there, he became friends 
with John Evan, who had been 
forced by his parents to take piano 
lessons. One day, John played a 
Beatles album for Ian and got him 
interested in pop music. “When I 
was younger, big band music was 
the first thing I listened to. I never 
liked rock & roll by the original 
groups; it was simple, crude and 
vulgar. I found it boring and still 
do.” Ian concentrates as he recalls 
his musical roots. “The Rolling 
Stones and the Beatles, every song 
they did had an identity while ev
ery rock and roll song is just like 
every other rock and roll song. 
When I was about sixteen, John 
and I decided to get a group going. 
After the initial struggle of getting 
some equipment together, we start
ed playing youth clubs under the 
name ‘Blades.’ It was funny, 
really, because we got the name 
when John's mother bought him an 
organ and we decided to name the 
new band after her.” After that, 
they played in a soul group togeth
er. They both went on to art col
lege, but Ian decided to drop out af
ter a year and go to London. There 
he met Glenn Comick. Jethro Tull 
was formed around Christmas of 
1967, when Ian Anderson and 
Glenn joined up with drummer 
Clive Bunker and blues guitarist

eral days later, Circus placed a tele
phone call to London, where Roy El
dridge of Tull's British management 
office hesitantly conceded that the Bos
tock story was a practical joke. 
“You’re asking me if it’s a put-on?” 
said Eldridge, “Right! You’ll see when 
the album comes out the relevance of 
the Gerald Bostock thing. That story 
was also given to the British press,” 
he continued, barely suppressing a 
chuckle, “They’ll swallow just about 
anything.”

Meanwhile, Eldridge kept mum 
about the real meaning of the LP. “I 
don't think Ian wants to say anything 
about that until sometime after the al
bum is released,” he declared, “I don’t 
really know why he feels like that, 
but I think he just doesn’t want to say 
anything for a little while.” •

drums. Martin Barre, furry-faced 
and beaming like a benign bear, re
serves most of his concentration for 
the neck of his guitar. He looks like 
he is constantly rediscovering the 
capabilities of his instrument and 
exulting in his ability to use it. 
John Evan, a childlike grin on his 
choir-boy face, resembles a bearded 
refugee from a classical con
servatory as he shuttles about from 
piano to organ in his vanil
la-ice-cream suit. From time to 
time, he pauses in flight and hops 
about onstage in time to the music. 
“John enjoys jumping around as 
much as I do. Of course, he is a bit 
merry when he gets onstage.” Ian 
smiles and tilts his head back, pan
tomiming a swig from a bottle.

Equal pay for equals: “As far as
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We’re not the only ones 
talking about Electro Harmonix.

A few months ago I saw an ad in 
Crawdaddy! for the Electro Harmonix 
Corporation, a New York firm which 
makes amazing little boxes and a fine 
portable amplifier. Our band, the 
Rounders, has been standing in great 
need of these exact things and since 
the advertising copy looked so inter
esting, we decided to check them out.

They did have indeed just the thing 
for us—the Big Muff. The Big Muff is 
the finest fuzz-sustain-distortion box I 
have as yet been a witness to. It has 
three dials instead of the customary 
two and the extra one isn’t just window 
dressing. You can adjust the Big Muff 
to play whole chords. An ordinary fuzz 
can only do a single note; play more 
than one note and you get 
garbage noise. The Big Muff 
delivers sweet dirty notes 
with that clear light clarity. 
A musical boon! Jimi Hen
drix used one. Who can blame

Amazing Little Boxes 
by Peter Stampfel

BIG ^MUFF

Mick Abrahams.
A taste of Cream: ‘At first we did 

a lot of twelve-bar blues because 
that was what Mick Abrahams 
liked. It was also the only thing 
people wanted to hear in clubs at 
the time. I suppose Cream was a 
big influence on us. In a sense I 
play flute like Eric Clapton plays 
guitar, with a strong accent on the 
rhythmic sense of the music.”

Jethro Tull’s first album. This 
Was, recorded in late summer of 
1968, represents the early days of 
the group. As the liner notes state, 
“This was how we were playing 
then—but things change. Don’t 
they?”

Writer’s sweat: “You get tired of 
playing songs of love or of some 
kind of social commentary. There 
are so few things you can write 
songs about, I guess you always 
come back to that.” Ian’s thoughts 
ramble as he thinks about the 
changes in his songs. “I’m not a 
clever writer. I like to share emo
tion, but I’m no genius. I have to 
work hard at writing. I try to sit 
down and work at it every day. 
Even when we’re on tour, I try to 
concentrate on writing a couple of 
hours a day.” Ian stands and 
stretches, then walks to the dresser 
on the opposite side of the room, 
stops, and glances briefly at his im
age in the mirror.

“I learn about myself through 
writing songs. I suppose it’s a self
ish attitude, but all artists are self
ish." Ian shrugs at the idea of hav
ing to justify himself. “I am singing 
about my experience rather than 
some problem shared by everyone. 
It’s up to me to express myself in a 
way that satisfies me. The point 
will come some day when people 
will no longer make the effort to lis
ten carefully to my music. Then I 
will be out of luck. I suppose. But I 
haven’t had to compromise in my 
writing until now; I never have had 
to deliberately write commercial 
music.”

When reminded of a line he wrote 
in “Wind Up." the last song on the 
Aqualung album, “I’d rather look 
around me. compose a better song 
’cause that’s the honest measure of 
my worth.” Ian looks surprised. At 
first he seems not to have remem
bered writing it, but then a look of 
contented recognition crosses his 
face. He seems pleased to have 
been the author of those words and 
even more pleased that someone 
should use them to try to sum up 
his attitude towards his work as a 
musician. “That line is the honest 
truth.’’ He sits back smiling hap
pily. contemplating in wonderment 
the fruits of his fertile talent. •

Big Muff $39.95$26.95 

 Enclosed is a total check for $ 
 ShipC.O.D.
 Please place me on your new products announce
ment mailing list at no charge. 

Name-----------------------------------------------------------------------

him? No blame. It costs more than the 
average fuzz. It is more than an aver
age fuzz. They also make an average 
fuzz which gives the sort of distorted 
sounds tube amps from the 40’s and 
50’s gave.

These folks also make an excellent 
portable amplifier which should be on 
the market about now. It’s going to be 
called the Hendrix or Clapton (we 
suggested Beck) Freedom Amplifier 
(amplified freedom! Right on!) and 
it's small, light, powerful, and plays for 
a couple hundred hours on a battery 
pack which is repackable. It sounds 
great and is really loud: it kicks a 
whole bunch of ass. Besides which, 
it is so well engineered that it’s a na

tural for recording. It doesn’t 
have the hum an ordinary 
amp has. Boon in the studio. 
To top it all off, it’s reason
ably priced.

BIG MUFF- This finest sus
taining device will make 
your guitar sing like a hum
ming bird. It is designed 
for the professional lead 
guitar player who knows 
how to use his axe.

Try the factory wired 
Big Muff- for two weeks. If 
you aren't satisfied, send it 
back fora complete refund.

• • ■ • (Also available at your retail music store.)  

electro-harmonix c'401
15 West 26th Street, New York, New York 10010 
Please ship: Factory wired Complete kit

cifcciJS 9



record reviews by Ed Kelleher

Jamming With Edward: Disappointment from the Stones. Emerson, Lake and Palmer: Tampering with the classics.

I

Emerson Lake & Palmer—Pictures 
At An Exhibition (Cotillion)

Classically-influenced rock is a 
relatively new phenomenon, but al
ready it has resulted in some gen
uinely awful and pretentious “fu
sions,” musical excursions which 
might have succeeded if the band 
members had a firmer grip on the 
works of the masters. Prime 
movers in the trend have been ELP,
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ed in sombre shades and in “Para
noia Blues” Paul deftly extracts 
the Fun from New York City. In 
just about anyone else’s hands all 
of this would make for a pretty 
depressing album. But perhaps be
cause Simon retains just a glimmer 
of hope—expressing it mainly in his 
vocal approach—the record is 
strangely exhilirating. Simon is 
taking a long hard look at himself 
here and giving us his findings with 
an almost clinical air. Like all of us 
he has lived through some turbulent 
times and like most of us he has 
been scarred. But like only the 
most honest of us, he can point to 
those scars and even admit to a fas
cination with their shape and tex
ture. This is a highly personal 
record—in some ways even a con
fession—but it has a moving univer
sality to it. Paul co-produced the 
set and selected only the finest of 
musicians (David Spinoza. Airto 
Moreira and Charlie McCoy to 
name just three) as his accom
panists. Tracks were recorded in 
Paris, Kingston, Jamaica. San 
Francisco and New York. That 
made for a lot of traveling, but in 
the sum total of the album’s tracks 
Paul Simon has very definitely and 
quite marvelously come home.

and while no one can quarrel with 
their knowledge of the classics, one 
can quite easily take issue with 
their ability to interpret a composer 
like Mussorgsky. It seems instead 
that Keith Emerson and Cohorts 
are more interested in borrowing 
the best parts of this highly com
plex work of art and bending them 
to suit their own needs, probably 
figuring that the majority of their 
audience would not be acquainted 
with Mussorgsky in the first place. 
Quite a cynical move, wouldn't you 
say? Or would you argue that the 
trio is entirely justified in using 
“Pictures” as a jumping-off point 
for their own particular type of rock 
pyrotechnics? Certainly, judging 
from the enthusiastic response of 
the crowd on this live recording, the 
latter position would seem to have 
its adherents. What it should come 
down to is whether you like ELP 
enough to forgive their tampering 
with a masterpiece, and whether a 
composer who has been dead for 
ninety years can truly be said to 
have been ripped off.

Yes-Fragile (Atlantic)
It was beginning to look as if Yes 

would never achieve the kind of 
popularity in America which is al
ready theirs in England. But hap
pily that situation has changed, 
and now this extremely tight quin
tet has really broken through on 
this side of the ocean. Despite the 
title, there is nothing precarious 
about the music contained here. 
This is granite-hard stuff, polished 
to the utmost and consistently in
novative. Each of the Yes-men con
tributes a specific element to a to
tal sound which swirls, dips and

Paul Simon (Columbia)
It’s been reported that Paul Sim

on is wondering about his place in 
musical history, presumably be
cause he fears his work may not be 
judged by future generations as on a 
par with such giants as Lennon & 
McCartney and Dylan. Why even 
think about it, Paul? If the experts 
of the 21st century and beyond 
can’t appreciate your contribution, 
it’s their loss. Take this album, for 
example. It’s been eagerly awaited, 
since it represents Simon’s first 
step without the company of Art 
Garfunkel. But also because we of 
the present really need his curious 
blend of innate paranoia and irre
pressible good humor—all of it set 
to melodies which almost instantly 
take hold and ‘'hoot through our 
lifestreams. For his first solo entry 
Paul has composed eleven songs. 
Some, like the reggae-styled “Moth
er And Child Reunion” and “Me 
And Julio Down By The School
yard,” have an uptempo charm 
which refuses to be denied. Each 
brings you on to a different side of 
the record, clearing the way for 
what lies deeper—pieces in which 
Simon touches on the alienation 
and frustrations felt by a man who 
has grown to maturity and seen 
ideals and dreams burned right 
away. “Duncan” is a recollection of 
the losing of innocence and the des
peration attached to that move.

“Everything Put Together Falls 
Apart” and ‘“Run That Body 
Down” are gentle admonitions 
which raise several serious ques
tions about the advantages of living 
at a speedy urban pace. “’Armistice 
Day” and “Peace Like A River” 
are poems of love in the face of 
repression and silence. In “Papa 
Hobo” the life of a drifter is paint-

10 CIRCUS
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The second Rita Coolidge album has more of the 
one thing you can’t get anywhere else: Rita Coolidge.



letters
JUSTIFIED VIOLENCE the “uncouth and violent behavior 

of the Byrds’ Roadies.”
What appeared to be an unpro

voked attack upon a “fellow . . . 
groovin’ and not bothering a soul” 
was actually the culmination of a 
day-long struggle between the 
“poor fellow” and roadies Carlos 
and Stu. The dude had made sev
eral appearances at the hall on the

Wheel.” in which a jubilant Robert 
Hunter lyric meets a thoroughly 
winning melody line. 'The major 
drawback to the remainder of the 
proceedings is the air of sameness 
which seems to drift in after two or 
three listens. Maybe Jerry has been 
working too much. Or—and this is 
more likely—maybe we just ex
pected something absolutely ex
traordinary and feel vaguely dis
appointed. Garcia devotees will no 
doubt disagree. To them we say. 
"Enjoy.” To others we say. "Let’s 
wait and see which direction Garcia 
takes next.”

day of the concert, hassling roadies, 
interfering with equipment, and al- 
legedly threatening some 
Byrd-violence. This apparently de
veloped into a fist fight earlier in 
the day, after which the “poor fel
low” was advised not to show his 
face inside the hall again.

Unfortunately, he did not heed 
this advice. When he reappeared, it 
was on the edge of the stage, from 
which he was removed with all due 
dispatch by that “skinny refugee 
from a hunger strike” (Carlos). 
When he still refused to take the 
hint, he was collared by “Barnacle 
Bill” (Stu Dawson) and was again

Only the most fervent and forgiving 
Stones fan will fail to be dis
appointed and put off by this mono
tonous and predictable set. If your 
needle were to get stuck in the 
middle of “Midnight Rambler” you 
could achieve pretty much the same 
effect as the majority of tunes here. 
One exception: the Elmore James 
classic “It Hurts Me Too,” on 
which Jagger at least gets off. But 
five minutes and forty-nine seconds 
doesn’t make an album. Or does it?

climbs with unflagging intensity. 
Take “Cans And Brahms” for ex
ample. There each musician takes 
a part normally assigned to an en
tire orchestra section, and the re
sult is an exciting adaptation of an 
extract from Brahms’ 4th Sym
phony in E Minor. If that sounds 
weighty, it’s not. At the other end 
of the spectrum and coming almost 
as a complete surprise in the midst 
of side two is “Mood For A Day,” a 
delightful solo piece by guitarist 
Steve Howe. With its medieval fla
vor and elusive air, it is quietly as
sertive and as involving as the more 
explosive tracks — one of which 
comes directly on its heels. The 
group methodically structures their 
instrumental layers — Chris 
Squire’s bass. Bill Bruford’s per
cussion. Howe’s guitar and Rick 
Wakeman’s keyboards—topping 
them off with the vocals of Jon An
derson. It can truly be said that Jon 
uses his voice like a musical in
strument . . . but more than that, 
like an electronic instrument. All of 
the Yes albums are of high quality, 
but “Fragile” is unquestionably 
their most cohesive and mettle
some undertaking ever.

Send letters to:
Letters to the Editor
CIRCUS Magazine
866 United Nations. Plaza 
New York. N.Y. 10017

Jerry Garcia—Garcia (Warner Bros)
One thing you have to say for Jer

ry Garcia—he sure does work a lot! 
In fact, considering the multitude 
of duties which being a mainstay of 
the Grateful Dead and part-time 
guitarist with Howard Wales’ 
group must impose upon him. it’s 
hard to imagine where Garcia 
found the time and energy to do 
this solo album. The songs, written 
by Jerry in collaboration with Billy 
Kreutzmann and Robert Hunter, 
are very much in the style of recent 
Dead compositions—rocking coun
try-blues numbers. Save for "Late 
For Supper,” which is an oth
erworldly electronic attempt, any 
one of them could have been tacked 
onto the American Beauty pack
age. In other words, they’re not as 
downright country as the songs on 
Workingman's Dead, but pretty 
nearly. Garcia takes his customary 
delight in being able to pump the 
pedal steel for all it’s worth and 
sings with the sort of carefree dili
gence which has distinguished 
many a Dead outing. “Sugaree.” 
straightforward and simmering 
from first note to last, is one of the 
most pleasing things Garcia’s put 
down in years. With it’s repeated 
but never tiresome chorus, it 
emerges as the most compact and 
tantalizing tune on the LP. A close 
runner-up would have to be “The

Jamming With Edward (Rolling 
Stones Records)

Why? That’s the question which 
comes readily to mind after one has 
listened to “Jamming With Ed
ward.” Not why was it recorded, 
but why has it been released? Two 
members of this so-called super- 
session (Nicky Hopkins and Ry 
Cooder) have already expressed 
dissatisfaction that this informal 
blow, done in 1969 at a London 
nightspot, has been packaged and 
offered to the public. Oh. well, three 
is one more than two and Mick Jag
ger, Bill Wyman and Charlie Watts 
obviously felt differently. Too bad.

Your February issue carried a 
letter from “Someone Who Cares” 
denouncing the use of violence on 
peaceful concert-goers, citing an in
cident at a Byrds concert as an ex
ample. Unfortunately, he didn’t 
care enough, or he would have at
tempted to find out the facts behind

12 CMMI*

Jackson Browne (Asylum)
Not since Elton John weighed in 

has an artist made as distinctive a 
debut as this young California 
songsmith does with this LP. Over 
the past several years Browne has 
been steadily building a loyal co
terie of fans—mostly through his 
songs, which have been recorded by 
Tom Rush. Linda Ronstadt. 
etc.—but also through occasional 
personal appearances. Now. with 
these ten songs, he bursts out into 
the open and serves notice that he 
will become one of the Seventies' 
brightest stars. Though others have 
done him justice. Browne is his own 
best interpreter. He just eases back 
and lets the song come. He has the 
soul of a poet and the stance of 
a troubadour. Unlike many of his 
contemporaries, he has not fallen 
victim to the trap of over
production—the record has been 
crafted with care and purity. 
Browne is heard on both acoustic 
guitar and piano. Among his side
men are James Taylor's drummer— 
Russ Kunkel—and Clarence White 
of the Byrds. David Crosby joins in 
on harmonies. The studio sessions 
must have been joyous occasions, 
because the finished product is a 
celebration in itself.



<

674

675

676

481A

NAME

ADDRESS

< ,
CITY. STATE. _____ ZIP.

NUMBER QTY PRICE

 I am taking advantage 
of the fabulous 88* sale.

ADD TAX
50

■
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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED
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BARGAIN BOUTIQUE
A SUPER CHANCE TO SAVE $$ 

WHEN YOU BUY - LOWEST PRICES EVER - 
WILL NOT BE REPEATED THIS YEAR.

480A 
PEACE 

SYMBOL 
5 per pkg

480B 
SMILE 
10 per pkg

480E 
PEACE 
HAND 

5 per pkg

MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO:
G & K SALES, DEPT. 3849
160 BENNETT AVE., NEW YORK. N.Y. 10040
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For New York State 
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DOG TAGS
991 Join the Army of Peace 
and wear your own special 
dog-tags. 2 tags on 1 chain. 
A super buy
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?ase RUSH me all the 
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TRAFFIC HASSOCK
227 11-inch cube decorated 
with six different traffic 
signs. Perfect to rest your 
feet or as a colorful room 
pillow. Only $1.00 each.

tfOVl!
this page

88*
LEATHER RINGS

Real Leather rings 
for your fingers 
Available with the 
Peace Symbol, 
braided, or as the 
world's smallest belt 
Fantastic buys at 
$1.00 each All 3 only 
$2.50. (counts as 2 
items) I CHING INCENSE

A rare, exotic cone incense which captures the 
;ic and romance of the orient. Add a delightful 

to your next party Each package contains 40 
plus a miniature ceramic burner Available in 

ry. Musk. Patchoulli. Coconut and Pine fra- 
A terrific buy at only $1.00 each

MEMO PADS
426 Huge "Smile" 
Memo Pad, 3 3/j x 
A y2 inches. A tall 
stack of just-right 
size sheets. Yellow, 
red. kelly, orange, 
blue, black and 
white. $1.00

BELL RINGS
483 Ring bells on your fingers with these 
handcratted Indian beauties. Each ring.is 
slightly different so the choice must be 
ours. Adjustable to fit any ring size Only 
$1.00 each or 88< when you buy four or 
more items. At these prices you can put 
bells on every finger

1 735 Original 
strobe-pulsating 
candle. The 
flickering flame 
creates a far- 
out. wild effect. 
Each candle 
burns for over 
3 hours. Only 
$1.35 each.

DECALS Deli 
package has er. 
These are 
where you're at 
more than one styl

FEET AND FINGERS
A foot on your finger or the sign of 
peace compliments your hands and 
scarf All rings are fully adjustable to 
fit any finger $1.00 each or 88c if you 
take advantage of our fabulous dis 
count offer
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COPPER RING
167A We don't quite be
lieve the rumors we hear 
about the magic of 
copper. We just think 
we’ve found a uniquely 
attractive way to dem- . 
onstrate your feelings. * 
Fully adjustable at 
only $1.00 each.

’lightful designs decorate and display your thing. Each 
mough "o decorate books, bags, clothing and windows, 

real decals and can be applied from either side. Show 
for only $1.00 a package Don't forget — if you buy 

lyle they count toward the 88< super special.

STITCH-A-PATCH
999A Decorate yourself with 
genuine suede patches. Each 
Stitch-a-Patch pack contains 
6 patches with hearts, doves.

K ■ i Ft a r f 11 & C An

unbeatable value at $1.25.
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Because that's how many hits are on them.

THE KINKS vs. THE SHEEP

KC 31136

KC 30987

ALICE’S HALOKC 31158

KE 30986

A 'COtUMBJI ’’Oj £HC.' UARCASAIG HI MID 'X U S A

strongly persuaded not to return.
Afterwards, McGuinn and Carlos 

hung around offering explanations 
and apologies to those not familiar 
with the hazards of traveling a B.B. 
Class Road, but apparently 
“Someone Who Cares’’ had made 
up his mind.

The Snake 
WPSC Radio 

William Paterson College 
Wayne, New Jersey

If-VI
Los Angeles, California

S’

We just finished going through 
your Feb. 1972 Issue of Circus, and 
all we can say is that it’s dynamite. 
Any magazine that recognizes and 
appreciates the Kinks in the man
ner which Circus does is above all 
the others who direct their format 
along the line of the superstar arti
cles. Your articles in the past issues 
dealing with the Kinks have been 
equally interesting.

We hope more people will be
come aware of a group that has 
gone too long without the credit 
they have deserved from the start. 
People should stop being like sheep 
. . . in other words following 
groups who are accepted by the 
masses and critics as great only be
cause they’re stars. GOD SA VE 
THE KINKS!

-------
I don’t know if it was a mistake 

on your part or not but please cor
rect it. In your January ’72 issue 
you have a small article on Alice 
Cooper. Now I want to get one 
thing straight once and for 
all—Alice Cooper is not a woman! 
He happens to be the best group 
around.

I recently went to the concert at 
the Academy of Music. When Alice 
came on, the whole place was roar
ing. They did cuts from their new 
album Killer. The whole act in
cluded: chopping up a doll and 
beating its head with a whip; hang
ing Alice; ripping dollar bills off a 
sword and throwing them into the 
audience; sailing ten-foot long bal
loons over the heads in the orches
tra.

I was in the front row and was of
fered some beer by Alice. I had just 
jumped off the seat when the guard 
grabbed me and told me to go back 
up. Alice also threw his ring at me 
and let me grab a dollar bill. My 
other souvenirs include a drumstick 
and one of the balloons. I am prob
ably his best fan.

I have one last thing to

When you listen 
to these records,your friends will think 

you have the radio on.

On Columbia/Epic Records and Tapes

Gonna take 
a miracle
Laura nyro

1 and Labelle 
including-.
Jimmy Mock 
NowhereToRun 
Desiree 
I Mel Him

Zj On A Sunda',
B Spanish Harl
I Monkey T»me

I Dancing InThe Streel

TheFreepMovement 
I've Faunc^Someone Of MyOwn 

Featuring: The Harder 1 Try 
includ-ng

Your Love Has GrownCoWJf Only YouBereve^
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Why fool around with names?
We've been making Hohner harmonicas 

for over a century. Some models have remained 
unchanged for decades.

We still concentrate on building the best 
harmonicas instead of fancy names.

That's why it takes over 50 individual hand 
operations to assemble a Marine Band. That's 
why we only use the finest brass for our reeds.

So whether it's called an Old Standby,

Marine Band, Blues Harp or Chromonica, it's the 
best sounding, easiest playing harmonica you 
can own.

And when you come right down to it, 
there's only one name that really says it all.

Hohner.

HOHNER®
KEYBOARDS • GUITARS • AMPS • DRUMS 

WE ALSO MAKE HARMONICAS.

In a world filled with GTX’s, 
ATV’s and SST’s, 
we still make the Old Standby, 
Marine Band, Blues Harp 
and Chromonica.
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ORDER

NOW

LOOK TO URIAH HEEP

MOODY BLUES IN SILENCE

GINGER BAKER’S ALBATROSS

■ 

B

say—when Alice comes around go 
see them—you definitely won’t be 
disappointed.

Keep up the great work.
Gene “Alice” Bainlover 

Brooklyn, New York

citement of the Far East right in your own 
home. Through this special, limited’ oiler

. Packages $1 35
Enclosed is $__________

O Money Order

Maloe
Galt, Ontario

Canada

Editor's Note: To tell you the truth, 
everyone at Circus knows Alice is a 
man. That includes Walli Elmlark, 
the author who called Alice a 
"she. ” Walli (who is a she) was re
ferring to Alice's stage personality, 
which you’ll have to admit is 
slightly feminine.

guidebook on 
and proper 
incense,

Alice Cooper Inc. Of 
New Jersey 

Scotch Plains. New Jersey 
Thank you for hearing us. We are 
forever indebted.

Bob Sharpe 
Cherry Hill, New Jersey

Uriah Heep is the most promis
ing rock band from England. They 
have three albums to their credit, 
Uriah Heep, Salisbury and their 
latest release Look At Yourself. 
The five members of Uriah Heep 
are David Byron—vocals. Mick 
Box — lead guitar, Ken Hen
sley— organ, piano, guitar, etc.. 
Paul Newton—bass and Ian Clark 
on drums. Their music is by far the 
best I’ve heard from an English 
group in a long time. The vocals are 
fantastic and the guitar work and 
drumming are out-a-sight. So why 
hasn’t Circus printed a full-length 
feature article on Uriah Heep? 
They are so damn good and their 
albums are getting great reviews. 
To find out how great they are, just 
go and buy “Look At Yourself.” 
They are truly a great band.

Glenn Lindberg 
Thunder Bay. Ontario

Canada

Please print our letter; it’s time 
somebody spread the word.

A Prayer For Alice
. . . And through the generations 
evolved the spider, day after day 
feasting on mounds of flies. Detroit 
was eaten and the halo of flies was 
smashed. So long, poor spider. But 
weep no more. Alas, born unto us is 
Alice Cooper! All nations shall re
joice. Amen.

Your magazine is really some
thing. and I mean good. You don’t 
merely write, you listen to us, your 
readers and few magazines do that. 
You realize that music is life style 
and you allow us to voice our opin
ions and unload feelings, even if 
they’re never actually printed. We 
hope someone cares enough to read 
them. When kids are allowed to get 
together through corresponding, 
voicing thoughts, giving ideas and 
presenting helpful criticism, often 
they end up knowing more about 
themselves and others.

It’s because you’re open-minded 
that I can voice my opinion and 
hope that you listen. I think the 
Moody Blues and Cat Stevens de

group: I can’t say enough for Baker, 
Graham Bond, Wood and Denny 
Laine and Co. Their music was ar
ranged beautifully, and the musi
cians were the best—perfect, and 
all under Baker’s rhythmic control. 
Baker is still the best drummer 
there is. Calling Air Force an “al
batross” and saying it never got off 
the ground is a lot of trash. Any
thing that comes out of Cream is 
just great. Let’s hear it for Ginger 
Baker.

■ G&K SALES, Dept. 205 
" 160 Bennett Ave.

New York, N.Y. 10040 
Gentlemen Please RUSH my 
of over 50 pieces in more than 
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t ever-- 
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Adds Your Personal Touch 
to Parties, Stationery, Linen 
and the Atmosphere of Your Home

EXPERIENCE SOME OF THE WORLD S MOST 
EXCITING AND EXOTIC INCENSE

JASMINE • STRAWBERRY • SANDALWOOD 
COCONUT • PINE • CHERRY • LILAC 

MUSK • And Many More
Now you can^capture the romance and ex- • Gentlemen Pio;
«.♦« -« ,u_ Of over 5Q pjeces jn mor

• ent fragrances. I under; 
- pietely delighted in 

turn it for a full refund 
($1.00 plus 35C postage « 
package I am ordering
Please send me 
each (Limit of 2) 

 Cash  Check
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Address 

City____

3 Stale___

USE 
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Incense package 6 
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that if I am not a 
ery way, I may re- J 
im enclosing Si 35 a 
handling) for each ■

you can sample over 50 dillerenl slicks and • fu°rn’]|

21 CONES • 36 STICKS

50 ss-s; .SF
IN MORE THAN A DOZEN DIFFERENT FRAGRANCES

— Zip a
•972 finishing 1*oi.cn Ail Riqris Pose'vod 1

serve more coverage. The Moody 
Blues have sold as many albums 
and influenced rock as much as 
Grank Funk or Jethro Tull; it’s just 
that their members live relatively 
quiet lives off stage. Cat Stevens is 
every bit as good as James Taylor. 
I really enjoyed your article on the 
MB’s in the July, ’71 issue and 
your article on Cat in the May, ’71 
issue; but then again all your arti
cles are good, and all rock has mer
it. That’s why I ask for more. Sure 
the MB’s and Cat are cosmic and 
quiet, but so are a lot of their fans; 
and they don’t voice their opinions 
too readily. That doesn’t mean 
they’re not there. You might have 
to get snoopy to find out some tid
bits about the Moody Blues but it 
would be well worth it.

I’d like to say thanks for your ex
cellent coverage of the Stones and 
for not deserting them (my favorite 
group). Although they lost the 
spotlight for a while, their influence 
was everywhere, and Mick Jagger 
was far from forgotten in the minds 
of his fans. You always had good 
articles on the Doors (particularly 
“In Memorium to Jim Morrison”). 
But I hope you won’t desert the 
group itself, even if the Lizard is 
quiet.

I was really interested in the 
Traffic article in your January is
sue. Great! I love Winwood and 
Wood, but I was a bit upset about 
your opinion of Ginger Baker’s Air 
Force. You just can’t say things 
like that about Air Force. You say 
Winwood was submerged to invis
ibility Winwood had some nice 
solos in Air Force. It was a great

cones of incense in more than a dozen dif
ferent fragrances.

PAY A FRACTION OF REAL WORTH.
Imagine what you would have to pay if you ■ 
bought all these fragrances separately? Now ! 
you can discover the various enchanting ■ 
moods incense can create for only Si.35 ■ 
(S1.00 plus 35c postage and handling) by a 
sending in your order today! “

3se* ‘This Special Offer MUST Bo Limited " 
P To Two Per Person.

WITH EVERY ORDER
A miniature porcelain burner plus 

an informative g 
x. the history ai 

; uses of
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Turn on “Turn Your Radio On,” Ray Stevens’ 
latest album, and you’ll hear the best of Ray’s 
most recent hits. Like the title tune,“All My 
Trials,”“Have a Little Talk With Myself,”

“A Mama and a Papa”and others.
The fact is, if you turn your new Ray Stevens 

on, you may not turn your radio on for weeks.

Ray Stevens’new album. „ 
On Barnaby Records and Tapes P

Turn it on.

TurnyoUT^ 
Ray Stevens on



national scenes
NEW YORK

ARIZONA

CONNECTICUT

WOODSTOCK

CALIFORNIA

FLORIDA

KRIS KRISTOFFERSONI

Concert indicates location not avail
able at press time. Check your local 
newspaper for exact location.

APRIL 28
Concert—BLOOD. SWEAT and

TEARS (Oneonta)
APRIL 29

Cornell University—BLOOD, SWEAT 
and TEARS (Ithaca)
APRIL 30

Music Hall—BLOOD. SWEAT and 
TEARS (Canton)

Read THE WOODSTOCK REVIEW 72 for 
first rate local concert listings. Sub
scriptions available through P.O. Box 
68 Woodstock 12498 $6.00 local $8.00 
out of town.

MARCH 16
Concert—BLACK SABBATH (Tuc

son)
MARCH 19

Coliseum—GUESS WHO (Phoenix)
APRIL 18

Travelodge Theater—HUMBLE PIE 
(Phoenix) 
APRIL 25

Concert —WAYNE COCHRANE 
(Phoenix)

MARCH 20
Concert—J. GEILS BAND (New

Haven)
MARCH 20

Arena—HUMBLE PIE (New Haven)
MARCH 23

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Water
bury)
MARCH 23

Palace Theater—SAVOY BROWN
(Waterbury)
MARCH 30

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (New
Haven)

APRIL 7
Palace Theater—PROCOL HARUM

(Waterbury)
APRIL 23

Yale University—BLOOD. SWEAT 
and TEARS (New Haven)

APRIL 7
Concert—JOHN BALDRY (New York 

City) 
APRIL 7

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (New 
York City) 
APRIL 8

Concert—BADFINGER (Staten Is
land) 
APRIL 8

Concert—CACTUS (Staten Island)
APRIL 8

Concert—PROCOL HARUM (Hemp
stead) 
APRIL 15

Academy of Music — ALLMAN 
BROTHERS (New York City) 
APRIL 22

War Memorial Park—CARPENTERS 
(Syracuse) 
APRIL 27

Concert—BLOOD. SWEAT and 
TEARS (Oswego)

MARCH 15
The Thunderbird—BROTHER LOVE 

(Jacksonville) 
MARCH 17

Civic Center—LINDISFARNE (Sara
sota) 
MARCH 20

Crossway Airport Inn—BROTHER 
LOVE (Miami) 
MARCH 22-26

Troubadore—LINDISFARNE (Los 
Angeles) 
MARCH 24

University of Miami—CHAMBERS 
BROTHERS (Coral Gables) 
MARCH 24

Concert—DEEP PURPLE (West Palm 
Beach) 
MARCH 25

Concert—DEEP PURPLE (Jackson
ville) 
MARCH 25 

Youth Fai

APRIL 1
Knott's Berry Farm—PAUL REVERE 

and the RAIDERS (Buena Park)
APRIL 2

Troubadour —LINDA RONSTADT
(Los Angeles)
APRIL 2

Community Theater—WAR (Berke
ley)
APRIL 14

Sports Arena—HUMBLE PIE (San
Diego)
APRIL 15

Civic Auditorium —HUMBLE PIE
(Santa Monica)
APRIL 16

Arena—HUMBLE PIE (Long Beach)
APRIL 21-22

Winterland —HUMBLE PIE (San 
Francisco)

iy of Music—SAVOY BROWN 
i City)

_  KENNY RODGERS and 
the FIRST EDITION (Miami) 
MARCH 29

Sports Stadium—EMERSON, LAKE 
and PALMER (Orlando) 
MARCH 30

Byfront Center—EMERSON. LAKE 
and PALMER (St. Petersburg)

MARCH 17
Academy of Music—HUMBLE PIE 

(New York City) 
MARCH 18

University of Rochester—J. GEILS 
BAND (Rochester) 
MARCH 18

Academy of Music—BLACK OAK 
ARKANSAS (New York City) 
MARCH 18

Carnegie Hall—BREAD (New York 
City)
MARCH 23

C.W. Post College—HUMBLE PIE 
(Brookville) 
MARCH 24

Westbury Music Fair —HARRY 
CHAPIN (Westbury) 
MARCH 24

Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Buffalo) 
MARCH 25

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Long Is
land)
MARCH 25

War Memorial Auditorium—BLACK 
SABBATH (Rochester) 
MARCH 25

Concert—JERRY LEE LEWIS (Syr
acuse) 
MARCH 25

State University of New York— 
SAVOY BROWN (Plattsburg) 
MARCH 25

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Long 
Island) 
MARCH 26

Onondago Memorial Auditorium 
—MOODY BLUES (Syracuse) 
MARCH 27

Columbia University — SAVOY 
BROWN (New York City) 
MARCH 28

Concert—BUDDY MILES (Syracuse)
MARCH 28

Concert—DEEP PURPLE (Syracuse) 
MARCH 29

Carnegie Hall—GUESS WHO (New 
York City) 
MARCH 31

Memorial Auditorium — MOODY 
BLUES (Buffalo) 
APRIL 1

Ritz Theater —SAVOY BROWN 
(Staten Island) 
APRIL 1

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Staten Is
land) 
APRIL 1

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (Buf
falo) 
APRIL 1

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Staten 
Island) 
APRIL 4

Concert—RASCALS (New York City)
APRIL 5

Hofstra University — ALLMAN 
BROTHERS (Hempstead) 
APRIL 7

Academj
(New York
APRIL 7

Concert—I
(Westbury)

is emeus

MARCH 15
Concert—DAN HICKS and his HOT 

LICKS (Los Gatos) 
MARCH 15

State College —CHEECH AND 
CHONG (San Jose) 
MARCH 15

Forum—BLACK SABBATH (Los An
geles) 
MARCH 16

Cerritos College—CHEECH and 
CHONG (Norwalk) 
MARCH 17

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (San 
Bernardino) 
MARCH 18

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (San 
Diego) 
MARCH 21

State College—DAN HICKS and his 
HOT LICKS (Fresno) 
MARCH 22

Concert—EMERSON. LAKE and 
PALMER (Long Beach) 
MARCH 23

Concert —EMERSON, LAKE and 
PALMER (Santa Monica) 
MARCH 24

Winterland —EMERSON. LAKE and 
PALMER (San Francisco) 
MARCH 25

Comm. Concourse — DAN HICKS 
and his HOT LICKS (San Diego) 
MARCH 31-APRIL 1

Winterland —LINDISFARNE (San 
Francisco)



ILLINOIS

PENNSYLVANIA

MASSACHUSETTS

TEXAS

GEORGIA

CANADA

OHIO

CIRCUS 19

APRIL 23
Concert—DEEP PURPLE (Honolulu)

APRIL 23
Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Honolulu)

MARCH 23
Concert—DEEP PURPLE (Atlanta) 

MARCH 28
Municipal Auditorium—EMERSON.

LAKE and PALMER (Atlanta)
APRIL 4

Municipal Auditorium—HUMBLE 
PIE (Atlanta) 
APRIL 5

Civic Auditorium—GUESS WHO (At
lanta)
APRIL 10

Municipal Auditorium — CAR
PENTERS (Atlanta)
APRIL 11

Coliseum —CARPENTERS (Havan- 
nah)
APRIL 13

Concert —PROCOL HARUM (At
lanta)
APRIL 18

Symphony Hall—PINK FLOYD (At
lanta)
HAWAII

MARCH 26
Concert —EMERSON. LAKE and

PALMER (Bowling Green)
MARCH 30

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Akron)
MARCH 30

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Akron)
MARCH 30

Cohcert—HUMBLE PIE (Cincinnati)

MARCH 16
Auditorium—EMERSON. LAKE and 

PALMER (St. Paul) 
MARCH 19

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Minneap
olis)
MARCH 19

Minnesota Auditorium — SAVOY
BROWN (St. Paul)
MARCH 19

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Min
neapolis) 
APRIL 13

Auditorium—HUMBLE PIE (St. Paul)
APRIL 18

Concert—PROCOL HARUM (Duluth)
APRIL 19

Concert—PROCOL HARUM (Min
neapolis)

MARCH 16
Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Boston) 

MARCH 24
Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Boston) 

MARCH 22
Paramount Thea ter —SAVOY 

BROWN (Springfield) 
MARCH 26

Concert—JERRY LEE LEWIS (Bos
ton)
MARCH 30

Gardens Arena —MOODY BLUES 
(Boston) 
APRIL 2

Smith College—BLOOD. SWEAT and 
TEARS (Northamoton)
MINNESOTA

APRIL 2
Convention Center —MOODY 

BLUES (San Antonio) 
APRIL 3

Tarrent County Convention Cen
ter—MOODY BLUES (Fort Worth) 
APRIL 5

Sam Houston Coliseum—MOODY 
BLUES (Houston) 
APRIL 10

Concert—CHUCK BERRY (Denton)

MARCH 19
Towson State College—THE ASSO

CIATION (Baltimore)
MARCH 26

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Balti
more)
MARCH 26

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Balti
more)
MARCH 27

Civic Center—MOODY BLUES (Balti
more)
APRIL 21

Lyric Theater—PINK FLOYD (Balti
more)

ALL MONTH—A good place for all 
types of music including rock — 
O’KEEFE CENTER tToronto)
MARCH 17

West Hill Institute—CROWBAR (To
ronto)
MARCH 24

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (Mon
treal)
MARCH 25

Bayview School—CROWBAR (To
ronto)
MARCH 28

Maple Leaf Gardens — MOODY 
BLUES (Toronto)
APRIL 3

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (To
ronto)
APRIL 4

Massey Hall—ROBERTA FLACK (To
ronto)
APRIL 30

National Arts Center—THE ASSOCI
ATION (Ottawa)

MARCH 22
International Amphitheater — 

MOODY BLUES (Chicago)
MARCH 23

Assembly Hall —MOODY BLUES 
(Champagne)
MARCH 24

Concert—AL KOOPER (Chicago)
APRIL 9

Arie Crown Theater—HUMBLE PIE 
(Chicago) 
APRIL 11

Concert—DAN HICKS and his HOT
LICKS (Chicago)
APRIL 14

McCormick Plaqe—GUESS WHO 
(Chicago)

MARYLAND

MARCH 27
Concert—BLACK SABBATH (Pitts

burgh) 
MARCH 29

Concert—BLACK SABBATH (Phila
delphia) 
APRIL 3

Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Hershey) 
APRIL 16

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Pitts
burgh) 
APRIL 19

Civic Arena—CARPENTERS (Pitts
burgh) 
APRIL 20

Mosque Theater—PINK FLOYD 
(Pittsburgh) 
APRIL 21

Academy of Music—CARPENTERS 
(Philadelphia)

MARCH 31
Convention Hall—EMERSON. LAKE 

and PALMER (Miami Beach) 
MARCH 31

Concert—MITCH RYDER and DE
TROIT (Miami) 
APRIL 1-8

Eden Roc—MITCH RYDER and DE
TROIT (Miami) 
APRIL 1

Coliseum —EMERSON. LAKE and 
PALMER (Jacksonville) 
APRIL 5

Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Tampa)
APRIL 6

Coliseum—HUMBLE PIE (Orlando) 
APRIL 7

Auditorium —HUMBLE PIE (Miami 
Beach) 
APRIL 7

Sports Stadium Arena —MOODY 
BLUES (Orlando) 
APRIL 8

Hollywood Sportatorium—MOODY 
BLUES (Miami) 
APRIL 9

University of Florida—CARPENTERS 
(Gainesville) 
APRIL 13

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Orlando)
APRIL 13

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Or
lando) 
APRIL 14

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (Or
lando)
APRIL 14

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (Miami) 
APRIL 14

University of Miami —DOCTOR 
JOHN (Coral Gables) 
APRIL 14

Concert —FLEETWOOD MAC 
(Miami) 
APRIL 15

Concert—JOHN BALDRY (St. Pe
tersburg) 
APRIL 15

Concert—FLEETWOOD MAC (St. Pe
tersburg) 
APRIL 15

Concert—PINK FLOYD (Hollywood)
APRIL 28

Concert—FACES (Miami)
APRIL 29

Concert—FACES (Jacksonville)
APRIL 30

Concert—FACES (Tampa)

MARCH 31
Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Columbus) 

APRIL 1
Concert—HUMBLE PIE (Dayton) 

APRIL 15
Miami University—CARPENTERS 

(Oxford) 
APRIL 16

Music Hall—CARPENTERS (Cincin
nati)
APRIL 22

Concert—PROCOL HARUM (Day
ton)
APRIL 22

Ohio University —TH E ALLMAN 
BROTHERS (Athens) 
APRIL 22

Civic Theater—PINK FLOYD (Akron) 
APRIL 23

Music Hall—PINK FLOYD (Cincin
nati)
APRIL 24

Sports Arena—PINK FLOYD (To
ledo)
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King Crimson 
Reaches 

The First 
Plateau

Robert Fripp: Conflicts have often torn King Crimson to pieces. Only Fripp has 
endured through all the changes.

Their vaulting 
imaginations 

often gripped vast, 
cosmic themes.
But until the 
newest album, 

their musical goals 
eluded their grasp.

by Eric Van Lustbader

Pleased because the group is at last 
able to perform its music onstage 
as effectively as in the studio. And 
pleased because Crimson’s latest 
album. Islands (on Atlantic) finally 
carries out the goals Fripp had in 
mind when the group began.

But almost twenty-one months 
ago. just prior to the American re
lease of King Crimson’s second al
bum, In The Wake Of Poseidon 
(Atlantic). Fripp was not such a 
happy man. After one successful 
LP, and a rather bleak U.S. tour, 
the band had. to all intents and 
purposes, dissolved. Both key
boardist Ian McDonald and drum
mer Michael Giles had left, with no 
little bitterness somewhere along

peers and blinks from within a vast 
corona of fine light brown hair, his 
tiny, thick glasses perched pre
cariously on the bridge of his small 
nose, his aura of quiet otherworldli
ness so intense that one is enor
mously tempted to look down at his 
feet to see if they are, indeed, huge 
and furry.

When Fripp talks, he tells you 
he's “pleased” with King Crimson.

| he tide siphoned and surged. 
JL In the shallows diamond pools 

and tiny rivulets were born, lived, 
and died within the space of min
utes. Constantly erased, they for
ever re-formed in different patterns, 
shining and clear. Further out 
amidst the coral and kelp, fish and 
crustaceans shimmied, crawled and 
scuttled about their business, mov
ing gently with the current’s flow. 
The island was there before they 
arrived. And in the beginning there 
was only the sound of the surf, 
throwing itself upon the sands of il
limitable beaches. . . .

Unhappy creator: Sitting down 
with King Crimson’s founder Bob 
Fripp, it’s difficult to believe you’re 
not in the presence of one of Tol
kien’s mysterious Hobbits. He

the line, to record an album on their 
own. And though it was released 
some time ago, “I think they regret 
leaving Crimson,” says Bob, “be
cause this is the only group in 
which their music could develop 
and thrive.” Bass guitarist and 
lead singer Greg Lake had, of 
course, left to pursue his career in 
ELP.

All that remained of Crimso was 
Bob and lyricist Pete Sinfield.



Phase three: Huge plate mirrors 
lined the back wall. Surrounded 
and buttressed by aged mahogany, 
they reflected the room’s low lights. 
Thick tiers of bottles masked the 
mirror’s bottom edge. On top of the 
metal and wood bar were lines of 
glass cases filled with rolls, cheese 
and ham. Fripp wedged himself be
tween two lads vying for the atten
tions of a young, pretty girl, got his 
pint and his roll sandwich, then

Fripp. along with Sinfield. had 
complete control over the musical 
directions of the group, both from a 
writing and a producing stand
point. Also, with the departure of a 
keyboardist. Fripp seemed to be 
taking control of the mellotron 
chores and. judging by this first ef
fort. the move was an excellent 
idea. And since Tippett had been 
recruited for the piano parts, that 
entire area—so crucial for a group 
who relied heavily for their unique 
sound on the mellotron’s multidi
mensions, was being covered quite 
expertly. In sum. Poseidon wit
nessed the first steps in the creation 
of the Crimso that finally emerged 
on Islands. But before that new 
Crimso could see the light, another 
stage had to come.

up in a cobbled London sidestreet. 
It was nothing to be surprized 
about—London’s like that. Now £
comfortably settled in the pub’s in
formal atmosphere. Bob slid a copy 
of Crimso’s third LP, Lizard, 
across the table and around bites of 
his cheese sandwich, proceeded to 
tell what had happened to the band 
since the dreary days of Poseidon. 
“Mel (Collins) has been with us for 
about six months now. Shortly af
ter he joined. Gordon also joined; 
he’s been playing bass as well as 
singing. And Andy McCullough 
was drumming. That’s basically 
the core of the group that went in 
and recorded Lizard. But by last 
October both Gordon and Andy 
split, so here we are again with a 
new album and no band to actually 
play gigs; and I really miss that.’’

Giant step: In many ways Lizard 
was the first true Crimso album. 
Because here the group finally be
gan to carry out its concise and in
cisive musical vision with a match
ing musical expertise. So much so 
that the first album sounds 
rough-hewn, almost half-formed by 
comparison. The vaulting imagina
tions that dreamed the cosmic 
themes of "Epitaph,” "Schizoid 
Man.” and “Court Of The Crimson 
King,” now more mature and sure 
of themselves, began to interpret 
Lizard's themes not so much 
through the songs but through pure 
music itself.

In short, the true Crimso had 
emerged. By treating arranged 
songs as takeoff points for extended 
improvisations, the group had es
caped the bonds of traditional rock 
and opened itself up to playing mu
sic with a capital “M.” Contrast 
this with “Epitaph” (on the first al
bum) which transmitted its theme 
of doom and the encroachment of 
Cosmic Chaos (“The wall on which 
the prophets wrote Is cracking at 
the seams. Upon the instruments 
of death The sunlight brightly 
gleams.” Fripp McDonald Giles 
Lake Sinfield — E.G. Music) 
through lyrics and arrangements. 
One got the feeling that every in
strument had its place and that the 
part each played in the whole was 
precisely arranged before being 
recorded. So that one of Crimso’s 
basic goals—to improvise their mu
sic— was never really achieved. 
Further, it was quite obvious that 
here, as on the other tracks of the 
first album, the mellotron was

CIRCUS 21

Groupless groping: Fripp sighed. 
“As far as touring, right now I just 
don’t know what’s going to become 
of the group. As far as recording 
goes, Pete and I will be writing and 
we’ll get friends to play with us.”

And so it was. Poseidon was 
made not so much by a group as a 
bunch of friends. Although no long
er part of the group. Lake sang lead 
on a number of tracks, Michael 
Giles played drums, and his broth
er. Peter, played bass. But there 
were new names as well. Bob drew 
upon the deep friendships he had in 
Britain’s avant jazz circles. Posei
don contains numerous beautiful 
and difficult piano sections, and 
Bob felt that only Keith Tippett, 
possibly England’s finest pure pia
nist, could achieve the range of 
sound-emotions needed. Saxes and 
flutes were played by Mel Collins, 
also a highly regarded jazz man. 
Completing the complement of 
friends was Gordon Haskell who 
sang the delicate high vocals on 
“Cadencee And Cascade."

Traces of a crude start: Poseidon 
was an organic whole (as all 
Crimso albums are); but it was a 
complete anomaly. It marked the 
germination of the new Crimso, yet 
the music itself hung on to the suc
cessful but utterly crude musical 
ideas of the first album. Good 
though it had been. In The Court Of 
The Crimson King's chief musical 
problem was that it contained no fi
nesse. Every song had been a punch 
on the gut; whether it was the hide
ously discordant "21st Century 
Schizoid Man," or the horrifically 
grim "Epitaph” trumpeting its 
doom for all mankind, the first al
bum had left the listener no respite 
from Crimso’s nightmarishly para
noid world. Yet-there was justifica
tion in this; the first album’s proj
ect in xenophobia was best served 
in this way.

Poseidon's problem was that it 
attempted to retain the rawness 
and discord of the first LP’s music 
without the underlying justifica
tion. There was no unifying theme 
running through the album. The 
title {Poseidon) referred to the 
Greek god of the sea. but two tracks 
at the very least. “Pictures Of A 
City." and "Catfood" did not deal, 
as the others seemed to. with water. 
Worst of all. the long “Poseidon” 
track seemed to be a direct cop of 
the “Court” title track on the first 
album.

Except for “Cadence And Cas
cade,” then. Poseidon was a ma
jor disappointment. Viewed as a 
segment of Crimso’s development, 
though, it had a number of bright 
spots. It now seemed clear that

MUSIC 
made his way gingerly to a low cor
ner table. He sat down, and the 
buzz and laughter of the place sur- < 
rounded him like a warm mantle. "g 

It was late in January of last 5 
year and Bob had suddenly turned ~

Boz: With the third album. 
Crimson at last created 

music more powerful than its 
words. The vocals danced and played 
in the shadows, while melodic themes 

marched triumphantly into the spotlight
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music. What each musician said 
with his instrument was the impor
tant thing. So that what Gordon 
was singing—"Cleaned my feet of 
mud. followed the empty Zebra ride 
to the Cirkus . . . ’Worship!’ Cried 
the clown. ‘I am a T.V.’ ” (Fripp 
Sinfield. E.G. Music)—was only a 
part, no more or less than the bass 
or drums.

Radical freedom: Yet it was on 
side two. the vast, sweeping Lizard 
Suite, that the course of much of

final segment both the first and sec
ond themes joined, along with the 
addition of Cor Anglais (English 
horn) in one triumphal turn around 
the vast sawdust ring before the 
crowd departs.

It is obvious then that what 
Fripp. the musician, was working 
towards had at least been partially 
accomplished. "Cirkus" worked as 
a formally arranged song: but the 
band had widened its scope so that 
it also worked (and had its greatest 
success) as pure improvisational

being used as the primary in
strument. whereas later Fripp 
learned that the mellotron is used 
most successfully as a backdrop.

Triumph over words: On Lizard, 
lyrics played a less important part 
than the concept of the music as a 
whole. Consider: ‘‘Cirkus" (the 
opening track of the LP) which be
gan with a velvety soft vocal by 
Gordon set against the shimmering 
cascade of one of Fripp’s electric 
keyboards. Suddenly, in wheeled 
the first defiant melodic theme.

Crimso’s music was decided. The 
suite opened with vocals (sung here 
by Yes’ Jon Anderson) set against a 
backdrop of Fripp’s mellotron. But 
carrying the structure was Keith 
Tippett’s classical piano lines. His 
rolling figures—constantly shifting 
in tone—formed the thread line 
throughout the piece, continuing 
unbroken as soft bolero drums and 
searing mellotron gave way to a 
gentle second movement. First a 
coronet, then an oboe entered to 
state the central instrumental 
theme in classical manner. Then 
came a metamorphosis, as Tip
pett’s piano enticed the coronet to 
return along with trombone and 
Cor Anglais. into a rollicking jazz 
combo’ setting. This soon merged 
in a coronet lead recalling in at
mosphere Miles Davis’ "Sketches 
Of Spain” as the tension built be
fore the oboe returned for a gentle 
restatement of the original theme: 
and mellotron-strings. piano and 
drums built around it for the final 
crescendo that marked the end of 
the ten-minute bolero section. At 
last the group members had been 
allowed the freedom of extended 
musical statement.

As Fripp had said in the pub: 
"For the first time we’ve been able 
to improvise in the studio and the 
result has been tremendously ex
citing. You know that’s an impor
tant thing with me: improvisation. 
It’s not an easy thing to do. either 
in the studio or on stage.”

Stumbling block: "That’s really 
why I’ve had trouble getting a 
group together. It’s hard trying to 
find guys who are confident enough 
to want to try doing it that way.” 
Most rock musicians can’t cope 
with improvs: so clearly Crimso 
needs people who don’t think of 
themselves as strictly rock musi
cians. You can’t be hung up on 
being a Star and raking in the mil
lions to play in the group. The mu
sic’s the thing, the only thing, and 
that’s the truth.

Fripp has proved this time after 
time. Through thick (bloody little 
of that!) and thin, he has per
severed and stayed absolutely true 
to his musical vision and ideals: "I 
am a musician.” Fripp states em
phatically. "Crimso is made up of 
musicians: and what we play is mu
sic. So many people ask me ‘Yes, 
but what kind of music do you play, 
is it jazz or rock or classical? 
What?’ Well, they’re missing the 
point altogether, because that’s just 
not of any importance. It’s mu
sic— and why must it be cate
gorized?”

Ultimate Crimson: Lizard, in ef
fect, served as a springboard both

see-sawingly stated by the mello
tron. Yet interestingly the section’s 
success depended more on Fripp’s 
virtuoso acoustic guitar work than 
on lyrics or mellotron: Fripp’s gui
tar wove a delicate structural web 
against which the mellotron and 
Gordon’s vocals danced and 
played. This led directly into a sec
ond instrumental theme, which 
used the warm mellotron as a har- 
monic backdrop

Ian Wallace: Though Poseidon—the second album—was a disappointment, it showed 
signs of three developments which were later to boost Crimson into musical maturity.

___ for Mel Collins' 
Paul Desmond-ish sax line. In the
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there’s

MUSIC 
the strings of a piano being scraped.

The group is supreme: There may 
he a few other guitarists around 
who have Fripp’s vast technical 
knowledge, but none have the in
tellectualism and eclecticism that 
give his guitar playing its vast 
scope. His style may not possess 
the visceral quality of a Leslie 
West, for instance, but he gives us 
something totally different and to
tally unique. Here is a virtuoso gui
tarist who. because he'd rather be a 
musician than a star, immerses 
himself within Crimso—refusing 
even to admit that he's the group's 
leader “We all contribute equal
ly." Fripp insists.

Side two's opener. “Ladies Of 
The Road." contains, among other 
things much gritty guitar work 
from Fripp. Boz' vocal work is su
perlative. alternating soft-grained 
and hard-edged. But it’s the group 
effort, again, that makes the track 
so successful. And the supportive 
effects from the mellotron—so 
unobtrusive—show quite plainly 
that Fripp is now’ a master of that 
tremendously difficult instrument.

Textures: Islands's most startling 
success is its utter brilliance in con
veying its various messages through 
the textures of its music. The ach
ingly lyrical “Prelude" which fol
lows the sword-sharp “Ladies" sets 
the mood in both ear and mind, for 
the long title track that follows. In
terestingly enough it’s the fugue
like legato strings (bowed contin
uously) which build the tension, a 
kind of anticipation, that spills 
over into the ’‘Islands” track, 
where the music begins again with 
Boz' vocals. Tippett’s piano and 
Collins’ bass flute in counterpoint.

Just the sound of the surf, rolling 
out from amid the deserted city of 
steel amps, curling cables, hulking 
monitors, waiting instruments, 
boiling out over the heads of the au
dience. The surf booms and draws 
in upon itself, booms and draws. Fi
nally the members of King Crimson 
appear, bathed blue and green in 
the hanging spots.

The surf, their introduction, 
fades and they begin “Cirkus.” 
Fripp sat during one section, and 
played his electric guitar, and we 
all heard, and Collins did his nut 
on the sax. and we all heard, and 
Boz sang, and we all heard, and Ian 
Wallace deftly laved down the per
cussion patterns, and we all 
heard—and hearing, could not fail 
to be drawn into the nebulae with 
Crimson.

And when they were finished and 
had gone, we were left drained. But 
still the tide siphoned and surged.*
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From the opening string bass pas
sage that turns into a trio with the 
introduction of flute and liquid pi
ano. on through the introduction of 
flute and liquid piano, and the 
emergence of the other instruments, 
each passage is used to evoke a feel 
ing rather than a melody. Even 
many of the vocals are sounds rath
er than sung words. Here Fripp has 
used soprano Paulina Lucas to 
achieve the effect he wants.

Cymbals mark the first track’s 
end and the beginning of “A Sail

or’s Tale." Two mellotrons in har
mony. weave around each other in 
thirds and fifths as the bass, pulses 
through punctuation this allegro 
section in five four time. But 
“Sailor’s Tale’s" brilliance lies in 
the next passage. As drums set a 
shuffle beat, the string mellotron 
soars behind Fripp’s guitar pyro
technics. The sound is strikingly 
unusual. Fripp explains. “We have 
the guitar recorded through three 
mikes in three separate ways. First 
it was tied directly to the studio en
gineer’s control board: second, a 
mike was recording the sound from 
the amp's speakers; and third, we 
hung a mike at the back of the 
room. I was playing near the front 
and so it caught the acoustic echoes 
of the studio.” The result sounds 
like a cross between a banjo and

musically and emotionally for the 
creation of Islands — the group’s 
most successful project to date. At 
a recent meeting. Fripp explained it 
all. “Shortly after Lizard was 
recorded. Ian Wallace joined us as 
drummer. He had been with the 
Bonzos and you know his first 
band. The Warriors, featured Jon 
Anderson. Boz is now our lead sing
er and bassist. He's played with 
Keith and Elton Dean (now with 
Soft Machine) and had his own 
band. The Boz People. Let’s see. 
we now have two mello’s on 
stage- Mel’s learned to handle one 
so when he’s not blowing sax or 
flute, he’s playing that.

"I couldn’t be more pleased with 
the new group. They all contributed 
tremendously to the new al
bum—and for the first time I feel 
like we've a real group together. 
The rehearsals for this tour have 
been great—we’ve brought the mu
sic completely out of the recording 
studio, and it takes on new life on
stage there’s a concept there, 
too."

Burst of trouble: Pleased as Fripp 
seemed, there was trouble beneath 
the surface. During a rehearsal for 
their last American tour, the group 
broke into an argument that left 
Boz. Mel Collins, and Ian Wallace 
determined to abandon ship. Fripp. 
they said, was not giving them 
enough freedom “I've learned a lot 
from Bob in the past year." de
clared Wallace, “but Mel and Boz 
and I have something of our own to 
offer, and he’s got to accept it." 
Several days later, the rift was tem
porarily mended. However conflict 
has always lurked in King Crim
son's background: and somehow it 
did not interfere with the musical 
maturation of the new LP.

Islands is a continuation of most 
of the basic principles inherent in 
Lizard's music. But it’s far more, 
because it at once has none of the 
latter’s problems (Gordon’s soft 
voice was often inadequate in con
veying the range of emotions in the 
lyrics: there was only very limited 
use of music as a textural imple
ment) and has taken its strengths 
more than one step on. Finally. Is
lands is a complete whole: an el
lipse of never-ending music because 
the final track returns directly to 
the album’s opening.

Tone pictures: Fully three- 
quarters of “Formentera Lady” 
(the LP’s first track) is in
strumental and. more importantly, 
improvisational. Moreover, the mu
sic here is used in a purely textural 
(as opposed to melodic) manner to 
create an aural atmosphere as well 
as pictures in the listener’s mind.
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Lee Michaels: ’’After you’ve done it, why do it again?”
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Lee Michaels 
Turns His Back 

On Hits
With his fifth LP

Lee Michaels finally found 
the right formula for 
success. On his new 

album he’s abandoned it.
Why?

by Ronnie Finkelstein 
and Howard Bloom

band — Keith Knudsen on drums. 
Joel Christie on bass and Drake 
Levin on guitar. Too much of the 
album, says A&M. is filled with 
drawn-out guitar solos by Levin, 
while Lee’s voice—which contrib
uted so much to the success of 
5th—is laid back behind the music.

In an attempt to salvage the 
LP’s money-making power, one of 
the extended cuts will be chopped 
down and released as a single. But 
A&M is not very hopeful that the 
amputated 45 will go anywhere on 
the charts . . . not very hopeful at 
all.

Abrupt turnabout: Sudden 
changes in direction are nothing 
new to Lee. Last ’year. Circus's 
Dannv Goldberg wrote. “On the 
heels of his most successful album. 
Barrel, the master West Coast key
board artist has. so to speak, 
thrown it all away for the fourth 
time in his brief career, leaving his

A &M Records is reported to be 
21 disgusted with Lee Michaels, 

and apparently Lee is disgusted 
back. On Lee’s last album. 5th, he 
captured his first hit single. Now he 
seems to be deliberately avoiding 
another chart topper.

“Do You Know What I Mean.” 
neared the million mark and was 
played regularly on both AM and 
FM radio. Its popularity cata
pulted the album it came from into

and don’t like what they hear. well. 
I can’t help that.” Nonetheless, one 
thing Lee does care about is his mu
sic. He abandoned the stripped- 
down. hummable melodies of 5th 
for the convoluted improvisations 
of Space and First Takes because 
he felt the quality of his work had 
been deteriorating. “I think my al
bums have gotten progressively 
worse.” he commented. "My early 
albums technically had a lot more 
going on than my later ones, but it 
depends on your definition of 
what’s good. 5th was all songs with 
just two or three chords, but it was 
by far the best selling of the lot. It 
didn’t matter to me that the music 
was becoming less complicated. 
You can't judge music in those 
terms.”

Painful swiftness: Lee glares ang
rily at a passing waiter: it seems 
he’s disturbed with the way he’s 
made his previous LP’s. "When I

an equally impressive position of 
prominence. At the time. Lee was 
exalted. "I really dig having a hit.” 
he said as he scanned the charts. 
"Everybody wants one. and now I 
have it.” Looking at it from anoth
er point of view, the LP made mon
ey: and that’s the way the record 
company liked it. What's more, 
they liked Lee. The unpredictable 
keyboard virtuoso had found a path 
to the public’s heart. Just slide one 
or two more albums down that al
ley and he would be home free.

Space and First Takes: But Lee 
had no intentions of sliding another 
disk down the same path. The idea 
of doing a follow-up top-twenty 
single didn’t appeal to him. "I get 
bored with my albums after I’ve 
made them.'' he announced be
tween bites of steak at a fancy res
taurant. "I think you can express a
24 CIRCUS

old fans a bit bewildered, but at
tracting new ones at a startling 
ra te.”

What accounts for Lee’s capri
cious musical shifts? Some say it’s 
his arrogance—his "I don’t give a 
damn” attitude toward his admi
rers. "I have to play what I want." 
Lee says sitting alertly in his res
taurant chair. "I really don't care 
about the audience. I just want to 
have the best time I can possibly 
have, and if people come to see me

concept in one album and after 
you’ve done it. why do it again?"

So on his new album. Space and 
First Takes. Lee has tossed away 
the ten-tune, singles-oriented ap
proach that made 5th so popular 
and has laced into "long rock and 
roll jams.” There are no three min
ute tracks on Space. The album 
contains only four lengthy cuts Lee 
wrote, produced and recorded in his 
newly built home studio at Mill 
Valley. California, with his new
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decide to make an album. I just 
make it. I wrote the lyrics to ‘Do 
You Know What I Mean' in about 
fifteen minutes. I woke up one 
morning at five and wrote all the 
lyrics on 5th. The music had al
ready been recorded, and I needed 
lyrics so I just wrote them. Making 
an album is no big deal.''

Actually. Lee also recorded 
Space in a surprisingly brief period 
of time. But an album is not neces
sarily poor because it's been con

structed in a short burst of activity. 
And Lee is not really as casual 
about his albums as he seems. An 
old friend of his explains that “Lee 
has a kind of wild, unbridled de
meanor. but he pursues every proj
ect with great seriousness none
theless."

On the other hand. Michaels 
does prefer a live audience to the 
emptiness of a studio, even if it's 
the studio in the basement of his 
own home. "Although I love record
ing." he explains. “I’m really more 
of a live performer. That’s what 
really excites me, and most of the 
time I think 1 communicate my 
own excitement to the audience."

Childhood action: It’s been a long, 
determined trip from playing in be
tween Mexican films at the age of 
nine to eating Mexican steak in 
swank eateries at a record com
pany’s expense, or bringing an en
thusiastic crowd at Carnegie flail

to its feet.
Lee's official biography says he 

was only “five when he first started 
banging on things. At six.' " says 
the bio. quoting Lee's own words.

I started playing the piano, and 
at seven started instruction in pi
ano and accordion. I also played 
sax and trombone.’

“His first musical group appear
ance was in the fourth grade. He 
describes the ensemble as ’a kid 
with a drum, and my buddy and I 
who played accordions. We played 
at this theater up north between 
showings of movies. We got a buck 
apiece for this action.’

The older Lee got. the harder it 
became to remain a musician. In 
the words of the biography. “He 
dropped out of college and started 
playing bars around Fresno. By 
this time, he'd acquired an organ. 
When a band called the Sentinels 
came through. Michaels joined 
them, and toured the country. ‘But 
when we hit Canada, everybody in 
the group got draft notices except 
me and the drummer.’

Jefferson Airplane: “Michaels 
moved to San Francisco and got a 
job gigging pizza parlors, playing 
the organ." Lee joined a friend's 
band, then got his first glimpse of a 
new and potently innovative group, 
the Jefferson Airplane. “They 
freaked me out so much with their 
originality.” recalls Michaels, 
"that I had to split the group."

A year and a half later. A&M got 
wind of Michaels’s experiments 
with a group of his own and invited 
him to audition. “But." says his 
bio. “Michaels got paranoid and 
didn’t show up."

Eventually Lee got his courage 
back together, then “just sortci bop
ped over to A&M and was signed." 
That’s when he started the string of 
mercurial metamorphoses which 
have characterized his career ever 
since. He cut his first album with a 
newly-gathered group, but was sick 
of the record before it had even 
come out. “That first album was 
not me," he protests, "so three 
weeks after the album (Carnival Of 
Life), I got rid of the group."

Then came the evolution of the 
high-powered “wall of sound" style 
that gave Michaels his first taste of 
fame. "Close friends would come to 
the house and I would play my 
tunes on the piano. And they'd tell 
me. ‘Wow, that’s so much better 
than all those guitars and things on 
your album. It's too bad people 
can’t hear you do YOU.’ ’’

Tribe of amps: “He first thought 
of doing it on the piano." according 
to his bio’s encyclopedic narrative, 
“but that was the era of the su
per-decibel group, and Michaels fig
ured a piano wouldn't be noticed. o 
So. he decided that since power was ._ 
‘In.’ he’d be more powerful than « 
anyone: “5

‘I had all these amplifiers10 
around which companies had given -| 
me for promotional purposes. So I “* 
hooked them up to my organ, and g 
the effect was interesting, if not a © 
little startling. I began jamming £ 
with a bunch of people over at 
A&M. and it started sounding real 
for the first time in months.’

For a year. Michaels struggled 
against what seemed like an uncon
querable resistance from promo
ters, who were afraid to book an act 
that had only one organist, a tribe 
of amplifiers, and a drummer. “My 
manager, Peter Rachtman. and I 
literally begged for jobs, but there 
just weren’t many people who 
thought we could hold our own on
stage without guitars and all that." 

Redwood retreat: When the resis
tance finally melted. Michaels 
proved he could indeed "hold his 
own" even in stadiums as large as 
Hollywood Bowl. Then he took the 
proceeds and invested it in an 
enormous wooden house sur- 
rounded by redwood trees, bought 
several thousand dollars worth of 
video tape equipment, loaded it 
into a bus. and stocked his property 
with pets—four cheetahs, a moun
tain lion, and a Siberian tiger. A 
year later he tired of the video 
scene (“ . . . it got pretty bizarre. 
Just turning the thing on was a ma
jor trip."), sold the equipment, and 
put the money into a sixteen-track 
basement studio and a new. more 
powerful organ.

Musically. Lee Michaels has 
come full circle. His first record 
was made with a group; his sub
sequent LP’s were a deliberate re
action against the group sound; and 
now with Space and First Takes 
he’s come back to the group again. 
His record company may complain 
about this unexpected return to the 
place where it all began, but two 
things remain certain: when you 
run through as many experiments 
as Lee Michaels, sometimes you’re 
bound to take a new stab at your 
old approach: and that even if 
re-exploration of the old doesn J 
lead to a landslide hit. it may still 
give birth to a sound that’s vigorous 
and rewarding. *

CIRCUS



Family's Sudden Second Chance

British polls say Family outplay the Faces 
and Jethro Tull. Yet

the group wooed America for six years
and couldn’t get the 

time of day.
by Janis Schacht

John Wetton, guilar and vocals:
"We were stagnating, then the ideas started flowing again."

Poli Palmer, keyboards: Palmer, who’s worked with Dave Mason 
and Jim Capaldi, gave the group a shot in the arm.
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A fter six years slogging through 
xx the muck of American indiffer
ence. Family is gearing up for its 
second chance. They've taken on a 
new label, a new member, and a 
new optimism. Now the question is 
whether they can win a country 
that’s conspicuously ignored them.

Family’s first Fillmore entry (un
comfortably lodged in between The 
Nice and Ten Years After) was typ
ical of their luck on this side of the 
Atlantic. Rick Grech had just told 
the group he was leaving to join 
Blind Faith; Roger Chapman near
ly hit Bill Graham in the head with 
a flying microphone; and the group 
was so untogether that the audience 
booed them off the stage while Gra
ham ran outside to remove their 
name from the marquee.

But Family is no unknown and 
unwanted English reject. As the 
group’s ads proudly proclaim. Brit
ain’s leading music poll ‘voted 
Family the seventh best band in 
Britain—ahead of such stellar com
pany as Jethro Tull and The 
Faces.”

The downhill slide: Family has 
long been on top of the English rock 
scene. Once they were kings of the 
speeding London flower generation. 
Remember them at the UFO club 
(an all night hippie hangout) on 
Tottenham Court Road in the sum
mer of 1967 amongst the bells and 
incense. Remember Roger Chap
man, the mainstay lead singer, out
doing Joe Cocker as spastic dancer. 
See the remnants of dead flowers 
even now. Former albums are their 
dead flowers. Discs boasting Rick 
Grech and John Weider on electric 
violin. Albums mentioning Jimmy 
Miller and Dave Mason on the pro
duction end.

Family have also had the 
dubious distinction of starring in 
Jenny Fabian’s novel Groupie 
(there amongst such notorious rock 
characters as Syd Barrett. The 
Pink Floyd. Jimi Hendrix and Cir
cus’ own Patrick Salvo).

Onstage the well tempered har
monies often played second fiddle 
to Roger Chapman’s rantings. 
Chapman often lost control. He ad
mits. “I get that way if I’m over
stoned, you know what I mean? 
I’ve fallen offstage a couple of 
times and hurt my legs coming off 
scaffolding, but nothing really dras
tic. . ■

Now there are no longer any love 
children dancing hypnotically to 
Chapman's spasms. The music has 
to be judged mainly on its recorded 
value Their other albums—Music 
In A Doll's House. Family Enter-
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nmerit and .4 Song For Me (all 
on Reprise)—are in the past and 
have been for the most part ignored 
by Americans. Chapman, looking 
back reflectively at former Family 
efforts, explains his feelings about 
recording: “You’re always dis
appointed with your albums. It’s 
like the minute it’s together you fi
nally come down. You’ve mixed it. 
edited it, put all the tracks togeth
er. and that play in the studio is 
like your first initial play of the al
bum. Consequently, after two or 
three times it’s great, but then you 
start picking holes right through 
it.”

Turning point: The crisis came
■ when their contract lapsed with 
J Reprise. They were nearly ready to
■ turn their back on America com-
■ pletely. then thought better of it.
■ Despite the ruckus at the Fillmore
■ and the low record sales, a feeling
■ of optimism still lingered in the
■ back of Family's minds. “Like
■ we’ve always had this very strange
■ level of popularity.” said Chap- 
Iman, “and from there we’ve come
■ upwards, and it’s been a very slow
■ thing. It seems to be the same thing
■ that’s happening in America, which 
lis nice because it’s the ultimate
■ way for us to make it. It means
■ they’re listening to albums, and
■ maybe a few Americans have seen 
Ius and been turned on that way. I
■ think we’re doing very well in the
■ States.”
] So they decided to give the
■ U.S.A, a fresh break. They signed 
Ion with United Artists, released a 
I new album (Fearless), and started 
I all over again.
I A rougher hurdle: But America 
I has not been Family's only prob- 
llem. Some time back, the music it- 
Iself began to flounder. “We were 
stagnating.” said a disgusted Roger

I Chapman, “we didn’t need anyone 
to tell us.” The solution came by 
accident. John Weider. the electric 
violinist, left . . . making room for 
fresh blood. Says Chapman. “After 
John left, we started to move again. 
I don’t want to knock Weider. but 
as soon as John Wetton replaced 
him. the ideas started to flow 
again. It’s just a natural thing—the 
[new guy brings his own ideas with 
him and it's like having a fresh 
start.”

Chapman continued: “. . . it’s 
always been like this with Family. 
Going jight back to when Rick 
Grech left us when we were touring 
the Stales, it’s always helped us to 
move on. You stay together for a 
while and then you can feel it slow-

Rob Townsend, drums: Something has 
made Family trade their raging 
outbursts for well tempered har
monies.

Roger Chapman, vocals 
and guitar: Chapman beat 

Joe Cocker at fury and ranting.
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and you get out of the rut.”
Now they are not over-produced 

and over-hyped. Now, un-Greched 
and un-Weidered, Family produce 
themselves. On Fearless (United 
Artists) the group proves they’ve 
survived six years of changes and 
come out on top.

A shot in the arm: Family’s new 
sound brings the musical marriage 
of the most unlikely bedfellows. 
“Take Your Partners” is kind of a 
Pink Floyd meet Kool and the 
Gang. “Spanish Tide” and “Larf 
and Sing” are Argent flavored and 
“Children” is as gentle as the mem-

fore that another organization 
called Deep Feelings, which boast
ed Jim Capaldi and Dave Mason. 
It’s Poli Palmer (keyboards, vibes, 
flute and percussions) who has 
written the most striking track on 
the new album. The song is called 
“Larf and Sing” and its ageless 
harmony in a rock/jazz setting 
philosophizes thusly:

That's why we all larf and. sing 
Whenever we all feel new 
You should see the way we grin 
Whenever you feel it too . . . 
Everything about me has a po
ker face
A purposeless existence over
grown
Whoever would have thought 
amongst our mighty race
A man could feel so terribly 
alone.
Drummer Rob Townsend 

—who’s been with the Family since 
the beginning—explains that Poli 
is also one of the major reasons 
that Family has been able to ex
pand their sound to include the use 
of brass instruments: “We have 
Poli now and he can do the arrange
ments,” Townsend says. “We used 
to find it hard in the past to explain 
to a straight arranger, it never 
worked out as we wanted.”

Time to Larf: Charlie Whitney 
(guitars, mandolin and percussion) 
writes the remainder of the mate
rial with Roger. When asked how 
they work as a writing team Chap
man set down their plan of attack: 
“It started off with Charlie doing 
all the tunes and I did the lyrics, 
but then we branched out and be
cause I learned to play the guitar a 
bit I write the occasional thing, 
more or less the whole song and 
then I ask Charlie to help me finish 
it, because he’s the musician tech
nically and he can sort me out. We 
still do a lot of things where 
Charlie writes the music and I do 
the lyrics. Charlie’s very good at 
writing melodically you know, out 
of very basic structures he can pick 
out these really nice little melo
dies ...”

So in their new state, with their 
new record label Family are back 
“Larfing and Singing” and asking 
for a second “first chance.” This 
time it’s very possible that people 
will sit up and listen to them. 
They’ve lost some things and 
they’ve gained others, but mostly 
they’ve learned from their past 
fiascoes and triumphs:

Losing sometimes means you 
win
If you let the true you thru 
You will always find us in 
If you keep your seed in view 

“Larf and Sing”

ory of The Lovin’ Spoonful. Every
where there are traces of ‘madman’ 
Crane’s Atomic Rooster organ riffs. 
They no longer have a violinist, and 
though Chapman’s Bolanesque 
vocal vibrato is still their signature, 
it’s a slightly tamed Family that 
has delivered Fearless—a group 
that seems to have traded furious 
outbursts for well tuned harmonies.

One of the group’s major shots in 
the arm was the addition of John 
‘Poli’ Palmer about a year and a 
half ago. Palmer was formerly with 
other English underground units, 
one called Blossom Toes and be-
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don't overlook these disks

=

by Patrick Wm. Salvo 
Feathers of an Angel

humorous — “stroll” song since 
the Rays cut “Silhouettes” ten 
years ago. “Image Of Hell,” a vint
age (circa 1955) Cat Stevens 
“Do-Wap,” reeks of Teddy-boy 
madness and bobby-sox imagery as 
it struts and strolls down Memory 
Lane. An appropriate ending to an 
aged and mellowed album which is 
as contempoary now as it was then. 
A must for all Cat lovers.

Cat Stevens—Very Early & Young 
Songs (Deram)

For those of you who don’t know 
it by now. Cat Stevens was around 
a long time before he had tea with 
the Tillerman. Back in his teen- 
days he wrote and sang some real 
cute pop tunes replete with full or
chestration wherein he philo

sophized about such diverse topics 
as dogs (“I Love My Dog”), loving 
and losing (“First Cut Is The Dee
pest”), firearms (“I’m Gonna Get 
Me a Gun”), and furniture stores 
(“Matthew And Son”). The songs 
were three-minute masterpieces 
full of low-key starts (Cat’s voice 
and guitar), building crescendos 
(hundreds of violins and oboes) and 
startling finales (pounding 
off-beats, trumpets, tambourines 
and Cat’s voice). In short they were 
the epitome of the British com
mercial style, geared for Top of the 
Pops, Ready Steady Go. and your 
average teenybopper. Nonetheless 
they were magnificent. Syrupy and 
dramatically sentimental as they 
were, the tunes were well loved 
(mums used to hum them when 
they went to fetch the fish and 
chips) and represented an astonish
ing accomplishment for an 
18-year-old writing while the Beat
les and Stones were still searching 
for a direction.

London Records (Deram) has 
recently brought back to us a large 
portion of that nostalgia in the 
form of Stevens’ Very Young and 
Early Songs. The disk contains ten 
vintage Stevens’ waxings, including 
one or two hit singles, a couple of 
obscure B sides, and several dis
carded album throwaways. A rare 
find for all Cat Stevens archae
ologists. the album dips into the 
years ’67-’69 with such melancholy 
tunes as “Tramp” and “Where Are 
You?” two depressing ditties con
cerning a long-lost hobo and a long- 
lost lover respectively.

On the more cheery side, Cat of
fers us “A Super Duper Life," in 
which he proclaims the joys of liv
ing, and "Come on Baby" where he 
asks us to help him shift logs and 
wash dogs in the backwoods. Com
plete with an antique saxophone in
strumental break which would even 
make Bobby Keyes blush, the tune 
swings and sways until it fades off 
into a back-dated instrumental ver
sion of the Stones “Bitch.” “View 
From The Top," (another requiem 
concerning the pitfalls of being a 
star), and “Here Comes My Wife.” 
a shadowy tale of deceit, are two 
more simple but moving strokes of 
mastery. The obvious throw’away 
cut on the LP could easily turn out 
to be the finest—if not the most

Dion—Sanctuary (Warner Bros.)
Dion DiMucci has come an aw

fully long way. From his street cor
ner singing days in the Bronx to his 
stints with the Timberlanes, who 
later became Dion and the Bel
monts, DiMucci has been through 
the grand musical grind. After 
abandoning his Brylcream, “Teen
ager-In-Love” image, he quietly got 
his mixed-up head together by dis
covering Robert Johnson’s blues 
and Bobby Dylan’s lyrics. The 
fresh music gave him a second lease 
on life; and he made good by 
recording two solid albums, plus of 
course his classic single, "Abra
ham. Martin and John.”

Now he offers us Sanctuary 
which presents DiMucci full circle, 
stark naked and singing like a new 
born babe—loud and clear. Under
standably most of the tunes on the 
LP are autobiographical; either 
about his career (‘‘Harmony 
Sound”), his woman (“Sunshine 
Lady”) or his new-found life 
(“Sanctuary”). His voice has be
come a little richer and a lot more 
mellow. He has picked up a bluesy 
tinge which fuses with his street 
comer drawl to form a delectable 
Country and Eastern funk. 
Through it all his delivery remains 
melodic (not unlike his Belmont 
days), while his lyrics remain re
flective, revealing and almost al
ways optimistic. This man has 
clearly found sanctuary through his 
music.

An added treat on the disk are 
the three live cuts “Abraham, Mar
tin & John,” Almond Joy,” and 
“Ruby Baby”—three oldies-but- 
goodies which Dion gives a 1972 
treatment. Recorded live at the 
Bitter End in N.Y. they show that 
after a long fight with the elements, 
Dion DiMucci—the original wande
rer—has clearly brought it all back 
home.

Phillip Goodhand-Tait—I Think I’ll 
Write a Song (DJM Records Bell)

No one really knows much about 
Phillip Goodhand-Tait save that 
he is an excellent singer-songwriter 
and that he has a real funny name. 
From a couple of listenings. I’d like 
to believe he comes from the same 
mysterious worlds that gave us Da
vid Bowie and Ian Matthews, but 
he probably originated from Middle 
Earth and has been hiding out in a 
dark cave in the south of France. 
That’s how wonderfully strange 
this man’s music is.

Sounding like a cross between 
Gary Wright and Roger Daltry, 
Tait rocks, strolls and jingle
jangles through eleven self-penned 
tunes which range from brown- 
beaten ravers (“Oh Rosanna," 
“Medicine Man”) to dramatic 
soliloquies (“I Think I’ll Write 
A Song” and "From Sunrise To 
Sunset”). His songs are simplis
tic and quaint on the one hand, 
but on the other as deep and full as 
the voice he sings them with. He es
pecially sparkles on the Procol Ha- 
rumish “Silverwing” and shows us 
his obvious rocking roots on one of 
the strangest, yet finest renditions 
of Buddy Holly’s "Everyday" ever 
recorded. Playing all keyboard in
struments and vocals, Tait is as
sisted on several tracks by mem
bers of Hookfoot and Cochise, but 
special attention must be given to 
guitarist Andy Latimer, who if giv
en a little more time will sureljr sur
face as a star in his own right. Any
one who digs supernatural fairy 
tales, trolls and hard English rock 
with a flair should cash in on Good
hand-Tait; rest assured, you 11 
come up with a full house.
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that first day when the as-yet-un
named Firesign Theatre faced the 
microphones, there were no 
thoughts of recording. It was 
enough to stir up small shock 
waves over the air.

Their first fantasy situation was 
the Oz Film Festival. During the 
“festival,” a filmmaker was denied 
the right to “show” his movie be
cause it was deemed pornographic. 
People actually called up the sta
tion defending the filmmakers right 
to show his dirty movie on the ra
dio. Proctor, Austin, Ossman and 
Bergman were astonished. In fact, 
they described the experience as 
“outrageous.” And the sudden real
ization that they could totally sus
pend reality prompted them to de
vote their lives to messing up our 
minds.
Rebellion: "Modem life is tied up

Bergman had a program called 
“Radio Free Oz” on a Los Angeles 
underground station. They explain, 
“we all found ourselves at KPFK 
with three hours to fill up. The first 
thing we did was dig up three char
acters each and start to go to work 
on a fantasy situation, and we’ve 
never really done anything else 
since.”

As the radio program grew in 
popularity, it was syndicated to 
college and underground stations 
around the country. Eventually (af
ter the Firesign Theatre had start
led the country with four successful 
albums), a set of short tracks was 
snipped from the radio show and 
put together as an album of quick
ies. This was the origin of Dear 
Friends.

Minor shock waves: But the story 
is getting ahead of itself. Back on

r | wo-minute bullets of absurdity 
JL whiz through the naive ear.

One sleazy TV commercial voice 
demonstrates the durability of a 
chinchilla’s fur by stubbing out a 
cigarette on the animal’s back. 
Other voices announce the exis
tence of a government bureau 
called The Small Animal Adminis
tration and a super-industry known 
as Madness Motors. The listener’s 
eardrum boggles: his inner eye win
ces with disbelief.

No! He’s playing an album 
called Dear Friends (on Colum
bia)—nearly two-dozen tracks of 
lunacy fired by the arch warriors of 
nonsense, the Firesign Theater.

Underground radio: Phil Proctor. 
David Ossman, Phil Austin and 
Peter Bergman are the Firesign 
Theatre. They came together more 
or less by accident when Peter
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The Firesign 
Theatre 
Creed: 

Comedy 
Is Dead!

by Jacoba Atlas

The Firesign Theatre swear 
they’re not comedians, 

but dramatists confessing 
their secrets in the language 

of the Electric Revolution.
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with the fact that people can’t use 
words, we’ve all been screwed by 
education really bad. Words are 
God-like. We’ve had to develop this 
kind of style and it's not comedy. 
It’s four guys talking to each oth
er.”

The Firesign Theatre is adamant 
about not being comedians: they 
chose their name carefully to align 
themselves with another tradi
tion—drama. Using everyday ex
periences. picking their way 
through the streets, creating surrea
listic dramas from which laughter 
can be derived, the Firesign 
Theatre see themselves totally di
vorced from other comedians like 
Cheech and Chong and George Car
lin.

“None of us have a background 
in stand-up comedy routines. Our 
background is in theatre. (Phil 
Proctor and Peter Bergman were at 
the Yale school of Drama.) We in
clude everything that is most 
serious and secretive in our lives as 
soon as we find out about it. And 
we make it funny so that no one 
will come away and say ‘now the 
Firesign Theatre thinks there are 
some things that aren't funny.’ We 
think everything is funny. There is 
nothing you can’t joke about.”

Unknown cliches: “Instead of 
scapegoats, we use traditional folk 
humor subjects. We deal with fami
ly relationships but in a different 
way, we approach it from within. 
Our words come from the movies, 
from television, from other cliches, 
but cliches other than ethnic 
cliches.

“We’re audio theatre. We want 
to stimulate the imagination of the 
listener in much the same way that 
radio did. Any radio, not just a fine 
repertory company like the old 
Mercury Theatre (where famed di
rector Orson Welles got started and 
scared the country out of its collec
tive wits with his version of H.G. 
Welles’ “War of the Worlds”). All 
radio does it, even the soap operas, 
or your local D.J. on the top 40 sta
tion. There’s something left out. 
the missing ingredient is the visual 
element, and you must supply that. 
What do these people look like, 
what’s happening?

“You hear a sound effect: what 
does the table look like, is someone 
going to fall over it? Any sound can 
be excrutiatingly funny just on the 
basis of hearing it. That’s why the 
old Laurel and Hardy movies al
ways had the terrible accidents 
happening off screen. You cut to the 
aftermath because your imagina
tion fills in something much funnier 
than the real thing could be. 
meaning of one play brings up such

a myriad of replies that instead of 
' answering the question at hand, 

they have created four new playlets 
waiting for a forum. And How Can 
You Be In Two Places At Once 
When You're Not Anywhere At All 
(Firesign’s second album) denies 
the supposition that the Theatre’s 
plays are science fiction in futuris
tic terms. Says Proctor. “How can 
we be in the future when we live in 
the present?”

Ralph Spoilsport: Although the 
Firesign Theatre refuses to employ 
scapegoats, they have managed to 
make quite a few blows against the 
Empire. On Waiting for the Elec
trician (their first LP), they treated 
us to a saga of the rape of the 
American Indian, the arrival of a 
psychedelic guru, and the final 
triumph of bubble-gum hip. The 
genesis of that play came in the 
days when Phil Austin and Peter 
Bergman wrote up a “straight” 
documentary on the fate of the 
American Indian.

Another “routine” off How Can 
You Be In Two Places At Once has 
been described by Eric Saltzman as 

“Ralph Spoilsport of Spoilsport 
Motors pitching Nirvana in the 
form of the American Dream Car 
each equipped with television. AM 
and FM stereo, and shortwave ra
dio (all broadcasting simultaneous 
ads for Ralph Spoilsport of Spoil
sport Motors) and total inner envi
ronmental control. There is a scene 
on the freeway (you hear the free
way signs coming in the driver’s 
mind) a series of Alice-in-Won
derland binges in various erotic lo
cations and finally check in for the 
night at the only Nice Motel in 
Town where a cantata for Mr. and 
Mrs. John Q. Smith from Any town. 
USA. is in progress.”

Filmy future: Someday the Fire
sign Theatre hopes to print scripts 
from their shows and their albums 
so that the kids can read along, or 
dare we say it, put on Firesign 
Theatre presentations of their very 
own. A film is always in the works, 
but none of the two Phils, one Peter 
and one David know anything 
about the technical end of film
making. and they really don’t want 
to be their own producer and direc
tor, moreover they really haven’t 
found anyone yet who fits securely 
into their four-sided-mind, so the 
movie’s waiting.

The Firesign Theatre is totally 
unique, a product of the 60’s for the 
70’s. An underground discovery 
so insidious that the government 
will never even know it exists. They 
are the only group on record whom 
you can watch simply by putting 
their album on your stereo. • CIRCUS 3i



by Vernon Gibbs

Hendrix 
In The West: 

The Story 
Of The 

Posthumous LP's

above the control panel, sounds 
that have been heard before. It’s 
the opening of the album Electric 
Landlady, mixed differently, recog
nizable but more decidedly razor 
sharp in its approach: the guitars 
buzzing madly, the bass looming 
grandly from behind the relentless 
barrage of spiked sound. Except for 
the roar of the speakers, the studio 
is silent. No one wants to say any
thing: no one knows if there is any
thing that can be said. The version 
coming from the speakers is better 
than the one found on the album. It 
is obvious from the distress on ev
eryone’s face that this is probably 
the version most people wanted re
leased. but somewhere in the pro
cess there was a mix-up. Maybe it 
was edited incorrectly by the record 
company, maybe it was deliber
ately cut, no one wants to talk 
about it.

Mitch Mitchell is not an emo
tional man, but even he is visibly 
upset by the memories. He dis
appears from the studio, not to 
reappear for another half hour.

“Disappearance #17,” sighs a 
weary engineer.

The final LP’s: Hendrix In The 
West (the newly released Hendrix 
LP) . . . Rainbow Bridge (the LP 
released last September) . . . Hen
drix At The Isle Of Wight (the LP 
which will probably come out 
next)—all of them were shaped in 
the dim green light of Electric 
Lady’s control rooms. Somewhere 
in Electric Lady’s otherworldly 
caverns and tie-dyed corridors rest 
another 300 to 4 00 boxes of 
tape—three or four hundred reels of 
unedited Hendrix magic. And 
somewhere in the minds of those 
who pilot Electric Lady through 
the storms of record business poli
tics is a master plan for the last of 
the posthumous Hendrix albums. 
Hendrix In The West (Reprise) was 
part of that plan. It contains live 
material performed at such places 
as the Berkeley Community Cen
ter. the San Diego Sports Arena, 
and even the Isle Of Wight, with 
original Hendrix material like 
“Red House.” “Little Wing.” or 
“Voodoo Child” alongside early 
and late rock classics like “Ser
geant Pepper.” “Johnny B. 
Goode.” and “Blue Suede Shoes.”

Hidden tapes: The next album in 
the master plan will be the famous 
appearance at the Isle Of Wight, al
ready a big seller in England. This 
was Hendrix’s last visit to the stage 
and his last recording, but many of

Mitch Mitchell and 
Eddie Kramer sit in the 

green glow of Jimi 
Hendrix’s studio,editing 
boxes of tape. Around 

is the storm that led to 
Hendrix In The West.

his associates were reluctant to see 
it released because they felt the 
sound quality was poor and the per
formance not up to Jimi’s stan
dards. Nonetheless, the album is 
expected to emerge here sometime 
during the summer. The last LP in 
the plan is tentatively titled War 
Heroes. It will consist of uncom
pleted studio tracks and possibly a 
live cut or two.

After Wa/- Heroes there will be 
. . . nothing! The barrel will have 
been scraped clean. All the mate
rial “considered suitable for the 
public” will have been used up. The 
hundreds of boxes of tapes that re
main will be moved to the dusk of 
Electric Lady’s storage rooms. 
There they will stay, unseen and 
unheard by all but Hendrix’s "im
mediate associates.” The legacy 
will be closed to the public forever.

Making the final disks: But until 
then. Mitch Mitchell, the only mu
sician considered knowledgeable 
enough to edit Hendrix’s work, is 
faced with an incredible task. Out 
of hundreds of hours of rough tapes, 
he must choose forty minutes of 
music that will make a final tribute 
to Hendrix’s entire career. The 
work has been going on for nearly a 
year now. and no one is quite sure 
when it will really be over.

In an evening marked by dis
appearances into unknown pas
sages between Electric Lady’s 
rooms, reappearances to rearrange 
the drum set. adjust the mike, give 
a listen to a song on which he is at
tempting to lay down new drum 
tracks, and subsequent disappear
ances. Mitch explained the strug
gles that occurred before he began 
producing the tapes.

“Immediately after Hendrix’s 
death, that thing went down. Warn
er Bros, had hundreds of reels of 
tapes and Electric Lady had “X” 
number of tapes and we were all 
playing numbers and games to see 
who was going to release what and 
who was going to hold what back. 
Eighteen producers, including 
ex-manager producers of the Jimi 
Hendrix Experience, phoned up 
within 24 hours of his death and 
said, ‘O.K. don’t worry, we’ll pro
duce it, we’ll do it.’

Abortion of Rainbow Bridge: I 
thought that this was two years of 
my life and it was my work not 
theirs, so I decided to do it. So after 
nine years on the road I just split to 
put the house in order. I mucked 
about the studio and spent time 
mixing down the tapes and making
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L'' lectric Lady Studios on Eighth 
-L_J St. in Manhattan’s Greenwich 
Village is smack dab in the middle 
of the most commercialized section 
of what was once a quiet, if some
what quaint, retreat for artists and 
eccentrics. The building can’t be 
missed; the front curves out awk
wardly like the poop of an ancient 
Spanish galleon. In bold metallic 
letters it declares its electricity. In
side, the time warp that once de
clared the existence of a new con
sciousness can still be felt. The 
walls are painted with lush vistas 
opening into space; children of the 
sun in golden ships glide ef
fortlessly through the black vast
ness of the skies, skirting suns and 
planets in their endless pursuit of 
eternity.

Electric Lady is the last fortress 
of the Hendrix legacy—built by his 
money, and planned by his mind 
and the mind of his engineer. Eddie 
Kramer. It is now the repository' of 
his musical remains—tapes only a 
privileged few have heard.

Hints of trouble: Seated within 
the soft green glow of Studio B, 
Mitch Mitchell — Hendrix’s ex
drummer— fidgets nervously as 
he talks. Behind the maze of but
tons and dials, Eddie Kramer sits 
composed, here pressing a button, 
there sliding a control further up
ward. Magic sounds beam out of 
two giant speakers suspended
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work, but we’re doing the best we 
can even though I know Jimi would 
not have approved of most of it, 
simply because it would not come 
up to his standards.

Jimi was shy: “He was quite a re
markable man you know, and the 
greatest guitarist that ever lived. 
There won’t be another like him. 
You know, it was nothing for him to 
go twenty-two hours in the studio 
without a break until he got what 
he wanted. He would sit in there 
and play line after line, starting 
over again and playing it differ
ently and then doing it over again 
until he got it perfect. Sometimes I 
would have to beg him not to erase 
stuff that I thought was fantastic, 
but which he considered shitty. 
And he was very shy, especially 
about his singing. I remember the 
first time he had to sing in our first 
London sessions—he was terrified. 
He didn’t know what to do behind 
that mike. When we were recording 
we had to put up screens so that we 
couldn’t look at him when he was 
doing the vocal parts. He was ter
ribly unsure about his singing; he 
thought he had a terrible voice, but 
I think his voice was beautiful.” •

the best job of it I could. At first 
studios were new to me. just like 
playing noughts and crosses, so I 
learned the board. I had worked in 
studios for a number of years, but 
now I realized I didn’t know quite 
what was going on. So I got a good 
engineer that I had worked with 
and went from there. We did the 
Rainbow Bridge film and tracks 
thing, and that was a pretty abor
tive movie you know.

When Mitchell got up and desert
ed Studio B once more. Eddie Kra
mer— the engineer who helped 
shape the Hendrix sound, co
produced Cry Of Love, Rainbow 
Bridge, Hendrix In The West, and 
is still working on War 
Heroes—swung his chair around 
and spoke his own thoughts on the 
void created by Hendrix’s death.

’’Hendrix loved this studio, you 
can still feel his presence around 
here. I remember shortly after it 
was built I used to come down here 
and find him already here playing. 
That used to amaze me because he 
was always late for everything and 
to find him here sometimes in the 
early afternoon was really a sur
prise. You were talking about the 
sound quality of the latest two al
bums (Cry Of Love and Rainbow 
Bridge—recorded at The Record 
Plant) before and how it was so dif
ferent. That had a lot to do with 
the studio, but we could have gotten 
pretty much the same sound on 
Electric Landlady if we had want
ed to; things haven’t changed that 
much in two years. It was just the 
sound that Hendrix was feeling at 
that time. He called it space
gospel’ or something like that.

Cry of love: “That’s why I was so 
upset when he died, as you can 
imagine, having been so close to 
him. After the studios had been 
built he had really gotten himself 
together and was starting to be suc
cessful in his attempts to find those 
new sounds he was talking about.

“I couldn't go into a studio for 
months, or listen to any of his tapes, 
it was so painful. One of the rea
sons the Experience broke up was 
that right after Electric Ladyland 
Hendrix began feeling very depr
essed. He felt that he wasn’t doing 
anything new and that’s why he got 
together with Buddy Miles and Bil
ly Cox. After that the studio was 
built, and that’s when most of the 
recording that has been coming out 
was done.’’

According to Kramer. Cry Of 
Love (Reprise), which was original

ly supposed to be called Rainbows 
and Gypsies, was just about com
pleted when Hendrix died. Kramer 
had spoken to Jimi the week before 
in London, and they had decided to 
finish up the album with a few 
final mixes and maybe a guitar 
over-dub or two.

“Many of these tracks on the 
posthumous albums were in
complete. Of course they don’t 
sound that way, but Hendrix was a 
perfectionist and I’m sure some of 
the stuff we have released he would 
not have permitted to go out. This 
includes some of the studio tracks 
and especially some of the live 
stuff, which I think is awful. I 
didn’t want them to release the Isle 
Of Wight performance but there 
was nothing I could do about it. 
Rainbow Bridge has songs that 
were supposed to be used as back
ground in the soundtrack, even 
though none of the live performance 
will ever be released on record, but 
these were tunes that Hendrix had 
decided were to be used for that 
movie. We don’t know when we’re 
going to finish the album we’re 
working on now. It really is a lot of

Jimi Hendrix: Somewhere in the surrealistic rooms of Hendrix’s studio rest 
hundreds of boxes of tapes—bits ot nenarix magic tne public will never hear.
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A Long Way 
From Seattle:

A mong the Greenwich Village 
11 hangouts giving birth to giant 
talents in the mid sixties was a 
dark and shoddy basement called 
The Cafe Wha?. During the great 
white British invasion, the Wha? 
showcased teens of all shapes and 
sizes, feverishly banging tambour
ines against their shins while 
screeching into faulty microphones. 
No one actually played at the cav
elike club for the bread. The de
voted became moles six hours a day 
in order to gain exposure and even-

with more reality on his shoulders 
than one man should be expected to 
carry.

Feedback from the groin: Without 
a warning. Jimmy James and his 
group The Blue Flames, took The 
Cafe Wha? by storm. Jimmy would 
jump onstage, plug in his Fender 
Stratocaster, turn his amp up to ten 
and virtually blast off! The walls 
shook, as his guitar filled the tiny 
room with resounding Leer jetlike 
feedback. Right away, you knew 
the dude was weird. For starters, he 
played his right-handed axe back
wards—that is. left handed and up
side down—but ironically he strung 
his instrument in the conventional 
manner. Physically, there were no 
limitations to the variety of ways in 
which he handled the guitar. He 
played it inside out. right side up. 
behind his back and in between his 
legs. He plucked notes out with his 
teeth, slurped out cords with his 
tongue and twanged out melodies 
with his groin. Up until Jimmy 
James arrived, everyone had hailed 
Jeff Beck as “feedback king” of the 
world, what with “Happenings Ten 
Years Time Ago” and his early 
Yardbirds stuff. But, this black kid 
was a past master of the art. He 
would rub his strings on the speaker 
cabinet and get them feeding back 
to the speakers, hanging on to the 
note and getting incredibly long 
sustain with tremendous distortion. 
The shy kid from the “uptown” 
bars was colossal, and what’s more, 
he added a flamboyant spark to 
what was becoming a decaying 
scene. No one really understood 
what he was about, but they all dug 
it.

Kidnapped by success: Then, all 
of a sudden it happened. One day 
during his break, a couple of Eng
lish gents came in and took Jimmy 
James out for a cup of coffee. It was 
funny, ’cause we never saw him 
again after that. All the musicians 
knew what was going to happen 
next, but none of us expected it so 
fast. Sure enough, six months later, 
we spotted his record in an English 
import bin. His photograph on the 
album cover sure looked strange: 
trick lenses or something. But it 
wasn’t just his clothes or his hair or 
even the fact that he had changed 
his name. It was his smile! It was 
part smile, part half-assed smirk, a 
sort of Seventh Avenue pimp-like 
smile that read through the cello
phane wrapping. “Dig this baby, 
my name’s J-I-M-I HENDRIX 
and I’m what’s happening.”

James Marshall Hendrix

born on November 27, 1942 in 
Seattle. Washington, the son of a 
landscape architect, a black man in 
a predominantly white neighbor
hood. Jimi’s musical interests 
evolved at the early age of ten, 
when he feigned playing guitar on 
assorted brooms and yardsticks 
while mimicking the notes with his 
voice. At eleven, his father bought 
him an acoustic, and a year later he 
had forsaken it to go electric.

Sweet sixteen: Without a day of 
formal lessons, Hendrix taught 
himself how to play from records 
and the radio. He immediately hit 
the road, working in neighborhood 
groups until one of his own band 
members swiped his instrument, a 
prized possession which he wasn’t 
able to replace until his sophomore 
year at Garfield High School. Just 
before graduation, Hendrix ditched 
high school and bummed around 
helping his father as a gardener. As 
the grass started getting thick be
neath his wanderlust feet, a sixteen 
year old Jimi threw in his lawnmow
er for a parachute and joined the 
101st Airborne Division. On his 
26th jump, Hendrix suffered a back 
injury which abruptly ended his 
military career. But before he 
bailed out of the service, Jimi made 
a timely connection with bass play
er Billy Cox, a man who was to 
play an important role in one of his 
later groups — The Band Of 
Gypsies.

“I first ran into Jimi in ’61,” ex
plained Cox, “at Fort Campbell, 
Kentucky, where we were both 
waiting to be released. I was walk
ing past the service club on my way 
to the barracks when I first heard 
him. He sounded like a com
bination of Beethoven and John 
Lee Hooker. In those days, he was 
still getting his shit together and he 
was into about four or five keys. 
But he’s always been great since he 
first picked up the guitar.”

Footloose and on the rise: The 
two musicians joined forces, picked 
up provisional drummer Gary Fer
guson who hailed from Toledo. 
Ohio, and started playing service 
clubs and nightspots off the base. 
Their service stint completed, the 
duo took off for the great unknown, 
playing the odd gig, sleeping where 
they could, and picking up a drum
mer at dates. Cox then went the 
Nashville session route (playing 
with Wilson Pickett, The Impres
sions, etc.), while Hendrix assumed 
the role of a musical nomad.

Roaming around the States, 
Hendrix succeeded in finding work

tually ”get discovered.” Life down 
at the Wha? was a stoned gas—a 
precise likeness of those dingy 
clubs in Liverpool and Germany 
where the Beatles first broke into 
the business. Every Saturday after
noon American mini-replicas of the 
Who, the Yardbirds and the Roll
ing Stones would try to duplicate 
their fave idols down to the very 
last Mersey-tinted note.

Originality was a rarity, but it 
never really mattered since the ma
jority of the audience were fifteen 
and sixteen year old parochial 
school chicks, who came only for 
the long-haired, cuban-heeled 
imitators of Jagger, Townshend, 
and Clapton. As a result, the whole 
scene turned out to be one great 
fantasy land for everyone con
cerned. Everyone concerned, that 
is except Jimmy James—a shy. 
shaggy haired, black dude who 
stumbled into the VWm? with one 
hell of a dream, and who finally left

The Saga Of
Jimi Hendrix

1964: “We were in the 
dressing room when we 
heard what sounded like 
a riot going on. There 
was J imi, down on his 

knees biting the guitar.”
1970: “I don’t want to 
be a clown anymore.”
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1966: During a break in the set a couple of 
English gents came in, took Jimmy James 
out for a cup of cof
fee, and never brought him back.

by Patrick (Willie Boy) Salvo, 
Feathers Of An Angel

he played with us was in Canada. 
He was crazy about places he’d 
never been to before. It was on that 
gig that—well, we’d have so much 
fun playing with him—I'd sing like 
his guitar (demonstrates) and then 
he'd play it back to me! Then we 
went to Bermuda. We played in a 
baseball stadium. We’d been adver
tised for months, so the place was 
filled and those who couldn't get 
seats were standing on hills over
looking the stadium. It was us and 
local talent. Our band backed the 
other acts. We were in the dressing 
room when we heard what sounded 
like a riot going on and we figured 
one of the local acts must have 
made a big hit. But this guy came 
into the dressing room and said, 
‘Who is that out there?' so we all 
peeked and there was Jimi, down 
on his knees, biting the guitar, and 
the crowd was just going crazy.

"Jimi was people. He never sat 
in a corner and cried about his 
problems or money or anything like 
that. He met people as people and 
they took him the same way. He 
didn’t have any hangups person
ally.

Ruffles, chains, and rejection: 
"He didn’t have any money hang
ups neither. The band was getting 
30 dollars a man a night in those 
days. Jim would come to us once in 
a while and ask us for an extra ten 
because he wanted to buy strings or 
clothes—stage clothes—or chains. 
You know, in those days, if you 
wore chains and things you looked 
really weird. Jimi would wear a 
chain belt with another chain hang
ing down and then when he’d jump 
around those chains would go fly
ing. He had long hair then too. We 
wanted to pay Jimi more money to 
keep him happy, but he never asked 
for it. He wasn’t a guy who tried to 
take advantage, if you know what I 
mean. When he went out to buy 
theatrical clothes, he’d buy some
thing a little different, like a ruffled 
shirt or something, because his in
dividuality was coming out. That 
was cool with us.’’

Well after awhile, it seems things 
got a little too cool—in fact cold. 
One thing was certain, big time 
stars like Little Richard (Jimi had 
previously been kicked out of Rich
ard’s band for playing long solos 
and stealing the show) and the Is
ley Brothers were never too keen 
about being upstaged by this young 
cocky dude with the erotic guitar 
style. It got to the point where Jimi 
proved to be just too much for all of 
them—so he split.

with several dozen R & B and big 
time brass revues. He managed to 
hustle gigs backing up such no
tables as Wilson Pickett, Jackie 
Wilson and the king of rock and 
roll—Little Richard.

Before long the traveling guitar
ist was snapped up by the Isley 
Brothers’ band. Ronnie Isley ex
plained the strange relationship:

"We were at the Palms Cafe, 
close to the Apollo, talking to a 
friend of ours. Tony Rice. He used 
to work with Joe Tex. I told him we 
were looking for a guitar player and 
he started telling me about this guy 
who had just come in on the bus 
from his home town—I think it was 
Seattle—yea—and he was living at 
the hotel Theresa. Tony said the 
guy didn’t have enough strings on 
his guitar. I think that was the gui
tar his father gave him.

The shy vs. the jealous: "Tony 
said this kid. he was about fifteen 
or sixteen, was the best and that he 
played right-handed guitar with his 
left hand. I said to Tony ‘aw come 
on, man. he can’t be that good. Is 
he better than . . .’ and then I 
started naming all the guitar play
ers we knew that we'd like to have 
in our band and Tony said. He’s 
better than any of ’em!’ Finally he 
tells me this guy’s name is Jimi 
Hendrix. Tony said Jimi had sat in 
with the Palms band one night and 
had killed everybody, so we made a 
date to meet him and hear him. 
Tony said, 'He’s shy.’

"The night we met, Tony went 
up to the bandstand and asked if 
Jimi could sit in, but the guys in the 
band didn’t want to let him on. So, 
I went up and asked them and they 
said, No, he plays too loud,’ and so 
forth, and I knew it was jealousy. 
You know, musicians get jealous 
sometimes. So I said to Jimi. 
‘Look, come out to my house this 
weekend: I’ve got amplifiers and 
the band will come over and we'll 
have some fun.'

‘‘We were living in Teaneck 
(New Jersey) and the band had rent
ed a house in Englewood. Jimi 
came over and I went out and 
bought him some strings, so he’d 
have a full set. I came back and 
Jimi put the strings on and said, 
‘Do you mind if I tune up a little. 
When he tuned up it was just like 
when he played —wonk, woonk. 
wheeee! Well, we played some of 
our own tunes—he knew all of them 
from our records—and we hired him 
that afternoon. That was in March 
or April of 1964. ...

Blow out in Bermuda: "First gig



I

J

I

>.
£
—> 
s 
i

my James was on a nonstop flight 
to England and instant stardom.

The wild idea of Jimi Hendrix 
playing with the Animals never 
really materialized. Instead, some
thing far more gratifying and 
unique blossomed from those early 
audition sessions —THE JIMI 
HENDRIX EXPERIENCE. Noel 
Redding, a foppish lead guitarist 
who once did sessions for Tom 
Jones, also came down to audition 
for the Animals spot. Hendrix, who 
was on hand, promptly asked Noel, 
“Can you play bass?” If Redding 
couldn’t, he learned how very 

-quickly ’cause suddenly their were 
two of them. Noel recalls their first 
jam: “When Jimi and I first re
hearsed together—we didn’t have 
Mitch yet—he said to me. ‘I’ve got 
this number,’ and he showed me 
the chords of ‘Hey Joe.’ We ran 
through it for a couple of days, and 
then we got Mitch in and we took a 
lot of takes. We took about 30 takes 
of ‘Hey Joe” in about three differ
ent studios to finally get it right. 
Yea, we worked like bastards.”

Shattered records: As you prob
ably know, the rest was history. 
Their popularity was instan
taneous. They followed the SRO 
date at the Olympia with one re
cord breaking engagement after 
another. Just eight days after the 
Beach Boys had broken the house 
record at the Tivoli in Stockholm, 
by playing to 7.000 fans at two
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Strange twist: It was in the winter 
of ’64-’65 that Hendrix, then calling 
himself Jimi Smith, teamed up 
with Curtis Knight and the Squires. 
It was at psychedelecized soul 
venues like New York’s famed 
Cheetah club that Hendrix first un
veiled the theatrical extremes of 
his flamboyant guitar style. He 
flabbergasted onlookers and 
stopped many a go-go dancer in her 
tracks with his bizarre six-string 
acrobatics. Although he was gener
ally his own boss, Jimi was still 
confined to the hard-core soul reper
toire that these gigs demanded.

When he found an outlet in the 
small “beat clubs” of Greenwich 
Village, Hendrix began to set up 
shop and make some vital con
nections. One such musical liaison 
was with a man many call the 
white Taj Mahal of the music 
world—John Hammond. In a re
cent interview Hammond remi
nisced about their meeting: “He’d 
been playing at The Cafe Wha? and 
a friend of mine brought me down 
to hear this fantastic guy who was 
doing all these songs that I’d 
recorded for Vanguard on this al
bum So Many Roads, and he was 
doing all these songs in the same 
way, and he was doing the same 
Robbie Robertson guitar stuff, only 
a little different. So anyway, I ap
proached Jimi and I said, ‘What 
you doing down here?’ and he said, 
‘Somebody stole my guitar,’ and 
blah, blah, blah. I said. Well, 
would you like to work with me?’ 
And he said he’d love to. So I got 
this gig at the Cafe Au Go Go and 
we were there a week and the word 
started to get around and the Roll
ing Stones were there, it was in
credible. Dylan, the Beatles, every
body. The Animals. The Who's 
Who of rock was there. And Jimi 
was sooo dynamic on guitar.

Sudden birth—The Experience: 
One of the Animal members who 
saw Hendrix (now going under the 
stage name of Jimmy James and 
the Blue Flames) at the Wha? hap
pened to be Brian (Chas.) Chand
ler, a stocky Britisher who had 
been playing with Eric Burdon. 
Chandler became quite excited as 
prospective dollar signs danced 
merrily through his head. Ham
mond continues the story: “They 
wanted Jimi to leave the Wha ? and 
come to England and record with 
the Animals (who were on the verge 
of re-forming at this poing), this 
was the premise. I told him to go. 
Absolutely! 'Make the most of 
it • ■' Hendrix took Hammond s 
advice and in a couple of days .hm-couple of days Jim- 
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shows, the Jimi Hendrix Ex
perience came in to smash that 
record resoundingly by playing to 
14,500 people in two shows! They 
were SRO at the Sports Arena in 
Copenhagen, where only the Roll
ing Stones had previously chalked 
up an SRO evening. At the Saville 
Theatre in London, they were the 
first act ever to sell out both shows. 
Their return engagement at the 
Saville a month later was com
pletely sold out the day the box of
fice opened. They had one chart
topping single after another: “Hey 
Joe,” “Purple Haze,” “Wind Cries 
Mary,” etc., etc.. Then there were 
all those chartbusting LP’s—Are 
You Experiences?, Axis Bold As 
Love, Electric Ladyland, etc. Never 
had there been a series of phono
graph records which expressed such 
unity, such completeness. Each one 
was a total statement of what 
made Mr. Jimi Hendrix tick. If you 
got thoroughly involved with his 
lyrics, you found yourself tres
passing into the mind of a very 
complicated and intense individ
ual.

Sexual outrage: And, of course, 
there was his merchandising—for 
instance the design of his album 
jackets was thought out down to 
the very last erotic detail. One 
record company V.I.P. commented. 
“If you didn’t dig Hendrix for his 
music, you just had to pick up his 
records for the album covers. For 
instance, the English Electric La
dyland features Jimi posing with at 
least 50 naked dollies, could you 
beat that!? 50 of ’em, and they’re 
all beautiful. They’re all holding up 
the American version of the same 
album—and everything’s hanging 
out. It was unheard of at the time.” 
By now it was getting quite obvious 
that Hendrix’s physical, visual and 
musical image was one of blatant 
sexuality from top to bottom, and 
no one who ever saw or heard him 
could deny it!

Finally, in June 1967, the man 
from Seattle who had become a 
sensation in England and on the 
Continent returned as a celebrity to 
the U.S., where he had been virtual
ly unknown only nine months be
fore.

His American debut was his im
mortal axe-burning episode at the 
Monterey Pop Festival, where he 
formally introduced his musical 
eroticism to the flower-power gen
eration. Capping his performance 
with his version of the English- 
American National Anthem, he 
demolished the minds of the 5,000 
or so awed spectators.

1966: When Noel Redding showed up to 
audition for a guitar slot with The Animals, 
Hendrix nabbed him to play bass.
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1970: In the end, his audience betrayed him.
"If I’m such a great musician," 
he pleaded, "why don’t they 
take me seriously and allow me to do my 
material without the acrobatics.”

1966: The first gig of the Jimi Hendrix 
Experience—"We’d been together four 
days and we knew five songs. We 
played and the Frenchies went crackers."

clown?” he would ask. “If I’m such 
a great musician, why don’t they 
take me seriously and allow me to 
do my new material without the 
acrobatics?”

Blinded by the sensationalism of 
a Hendrix “experience,” his au
diences would applaud Jimi’s every 
move—whether it was good or bad. 
He would intentionally play slop
pily on occasion to test his listeners 
out—and sure enough, they'd still 
go crazy, showering him with 
standing ovations. Slowly but sure
ly his own audience was betraying 
him. without even knowing it.

Opium music: Inevitably, the Ex
perience parted due to internal 
pressures and musical differ
ences—with Noel forming his own 
band (the ill-fated Fat Mattress) 
and Mitch going into semi- 
retirement. Hendrix then tried 
several assorted lineups with Bud
dy Miles and Mitch Mitchell al
ternating on drums and either old 
army pal Billy Cox or Noel back 
again on bass. As suspected, things 
were never quite the same. To
wards the end Jimi went into seclu
sion up near Woodstock and tried 
to get a “conceptual musical fami
ly” in the hope of giving his music a 
chance to “stretch out." He was 
searching for new directions—e.g., 
classical mixed with serious blues, 
etc.. At interviews he called it 
“Sunshine Music," “Sweet Opium 
Music” and “Western Sky Music." 
The concept sounded vague, but in
teresting. By now he had done 
away with his freaky stage image: 
and as always, he spoke in a sub
dued almost shy voice: “I got out of 
the ‘Freak’ thing because I felt I 
was becoming too lourt visually,” 
he explained. “I look at groups like 
Cactus and Mountain who are new 
on the scene and they are going 
through the same changes that I 
went through — wearing weird 
clothes and strangling themselves 
with junk jewelry.

“The disturbing thing for me, 
was that I felt maybe too many 
people were coming to see me and 
not enough to listen to me. My na
ture changed as well. I just hid for a 
bit, and now I’m emerging as me.

“Direction is the hardest thing 
for me to find at the present, but 
maybe I’ll get an organist and an
other vocalist, so that I can step 
back and just concentrate on guitar 
playing. One thing is certain—I 
don’t want to be considered a clown 
anymore. I don’t want to be a rock 
and roll star: I’m just a musician.”

Wrong, Jimi Hendrix. You were 
one of the musicians. •

Sacrificial flames: Peter Towns
hend of the Who had become fa
mous for destroying his guitar: 
Hendrix carried the ritual one fan
tasy farther. After sensuously fond
ling his musical instrument, he viv
idly pantomimed the act of copula
tion by using his guitar as his sex
ual partner. Apparently satisfied 
with his Fender’s performance. 
Hendrix offered his colorfully- 
painted axe up to the gods, as a soul 
sacrifice. Smashing it against his 
amps until it wilted to the ground, 
he then laced it with lighter fluid 
and set it afire. As the flames and 
smoke ascended to the clouds. Hen
drix walked off stage with his gui
tar still feeding back joyously.

From that day on. Hendrix be
came a legend who would go on to 
execute his erotic musical acts a 
thousand times over to overflow 
crowds around the globe. Hailed by 
many as the eighth wonder of the 
world, he performed at indoor sta
diums, outdoor festivals, on top of 
roofs and next to volcanoes. From 
Maine to Mauii, from Woodstock to 
the Isle Of Wight, the name Jimi 
Hendrix became sacred. Tickets 
had to be captured six months in 
advance to see this “freaky wild 
man of pop” hump, bump and even
tually eat out his guitar. Nobody 
wanted to miss a sexual dynamo 
who gave his audience everything 
that Jagger and Morrison could 
only promise. Oddly enough, the 
fact that he played some excellent 
music throughout his antics was 
being all too easily pushed to the 
background simply because the 
masses came to see the visual freak 
show, not really to listen and ab
sorb.

Betrayal and doubt: In the end. 
this is what led to Jimi Hendrix’s 
downfall. To put it bluntly, he be
came a slave to his own image and 
stage act. The very same image 
that in the beginning propelled him 
to stardom was now slowly de
stroying him. After a year or so his 
concerts were not concerts any
more, but merely sex shows where 
for $5.00 a head the audience was 
allowed to relive its own sexual 
fantasies. Even after the initial 
novelty wore off, Hendrix was still 
at the mercy of his audiences (and 
perhaps his managerial over
seers)—forced to continue with his 
sexual rituals, night after night. For 
months, he had expressed desires to 
eliminate “The Theatrics,” but the 
general masses weren’t about to 
give them up. Soon he questioned 
his own abilities—“was I an artist 
or merely a hero-worshipped
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of a swirling symphony: yet it is the 
moment of awakening for the band. 
The swelling strains reach their 
peak, and suddenly . . .

Quietly, mysteriously, Jan Ham
mer. at a Fender Rhodes electric pi
ano, starts playing triplet patterns 
in a difficult meter: Rich Laird, the 
bassist. Bill Cobham, the drummer, 
Jerry Goodman, the violinist and 
McLaughlin slowly begin to add 
layers of sound. McLaughlin moves 
from the rhythmic flow, working off 
the complex patterns of the rest of 
the band for his first expression of 
the evening. His fingers glide, more 
as if by instinctual control rather 
than by any preconceived notion. 
The speed is often glaring, but by 
simply looking at him. you realize 
that it is only an extension of the 
immediacy of his emotions. Each of 
the other musicians begin to add 
more textures, and you just feel, 
see, hear, the intensity building, un
til it’s One two three. One two 
three, onetwothreeonetwothree 
123123123123123 . . . ahhh . . . 
the music melts away, there is reso
lution and peace, the tensions relax 
like a huge sigh of relief, and 
McLaughlin adds a final melodic 
touch to the musical expression 
which he has created.

The Supreme Being: "My purpose 
in playing is to move people.” says 
the Mahavishnu John McLaughlin, 
the leader of the band, a young man 
who is coming to be looked upon as 
one of the most important guitar
ists of our day. His importance 
stems not simply from the fact that 
he is a greatly skilled technician: 
more, he has brought a unique spirit 
into contemporary music, a spirit 
which has been in part responsible 
for the innovative force which the 
Mahavishnu Orchestra has been.

Says John, “My music is an of
fering to the Supreme Being. 
Through the grace of Sri Chinmoy 
(his spiritual master or num). I’ve 
become more aware of the presence 
of God. Within and without this 
awareness is manifesting itself in 
multiple ways. God is the supreme 
musician: the soul of music and the 
spirit of music. I’m trying to reach 
him by allowing myself to become 
his instrument: that’s all I want to 
become in all aspects of my life.”

“Discussions of John's beliefs 
and spiritual being cannot be sepa
rated from mention of his music,” 
says a friend who is close to 
McLaughlin, “for he is attempting, 
if he has not in fact already suc
ceeded, to fuse beliefs in music.
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This spiritual energy is felt in all of 
his music, whether it is acoustic or 
electric.”

“The most important thing,” 
emphasizes John, “is aspiration. 
From aspiration comes inspiration, 
and only from that point can your 
music grow. If you aspire to great 
heights—my aspiration is to the 
spiritual—then everything else will 
come. You will get the inspiration.”

Search for experience: Mc
Laughlin’s career has been moving 
towards aspiration ever since it be
gan: before his involvement with 
Sri, however, his aspiration was 
primarily towards music. Bom in 
Yorkshire, England, in 1942, he 
grew up in a musical home (his 
mother was a violinist). He began 
classical piano and violin lessons 
at seven: it was not until he was 
eleven that he began to play the 
guitar. His first influences were the 
blues (Muddy Waters, Big Bill 
Broonzy, Leadbelly). But when he 
was 14, he began to get into the jazz 
guitar of Django Reinhardt.

He quit school at sixteen to de
vote himself to music, then joined 
Peter Dechar and his Professors of 
Ragtime. His biggest gig before 
coming to the States was in the 
Graham Bond Organization, play
ing in the band with Ginger Baker 
and Jack Bruce. In those days, he 
was a seeker of experience, but had 
not yet found a spiritual path. Jack 
Bruce recalls that McLaughlin’s 
road to inner awakening back then 
was drugs: “He was getting very 
stoned, which is really saying 
something at that time. He actual
ly fell off the stage during one gig in 
Coventry, in an extremely stoned 
state, and played this death chord 
as he landed . . . kkkrrruuunggg

. . I still remember that 
chord—in fact. I’ve got it written 
down somewhere.”

Spirit and the guitar: Then Gra
ham Bond gave McLaughlin a book 
on the philosophical Tarot and. 
says John, “I became aware of 
man’s inner faculties.” But for 
McLaughlin, music and the “inner 
faculties” were thoroughly inter
twined. “I had one experience in 
music with Brian Auger’s band in 
1963, ’64,” he recalls. “One night 
we were playing, and suddenly the 
spirit entered into me and I was 
playing, but it was no longer me 
playing. The music was. is, and al
ways will be . . I was just there, 
and it was coming through me in a 
never ending stream. It was just 
delight and fulfillment and joy. In

A mong the many traditions in 
XXthe glorious history of rock 
concerts is the offering of a sacrifice 
to the crowd—a little known band 
sent onstage while the audience is 
still searching for its seats, struggl
ing to uncork its wine bottles, and 
finishing its conversations. The 
warm-up band, they are sometimes 
called, and their function is to soak 
up the hostility and boredom of a 
crowd that has come to see some
one else, working their guts out so 
that the channels of excitement 
will be thoroughly lubricated before 
the heroes of the evening set foot on 
the stage. “It’s like being thrown to 
the lions.” says one veteran show 
opener. And it’s certainly more 
than enough to rattle a performer’s 
nerves.

But this particular night at Car
negie Hall the opening band tiptoes 
onstage with seemingly no fear of 
its sacrificial status.

There is a distinctive calm 
among the five young men as they 
set up their instruments. Finally, 
the young man with the double
necked guitar (six and ten string), 
goes to the microphone, and quietly 
addresses the restless audience:

‘Good evening. We are the 
Mahavishnu Orchestra, and we are 
very pleased to be with you. We 
dedicate this concert to everyone 
who is here with us tonight.” He 
speaks slowly, but clearly, calmly, 
his words touched by his English 
accent. He is slightly built, almost 
dwarfed by his huge instrument: his 
hair is neatly, modestly cropped. 
“The first piece we will play for 
you is entitled. ‘The Meeting of the 
Spirits.’

Rude awakening: The man with 
the guitar, Mahavishnu John 
McLaughlin, pauses a moment, 
clasping his hands in front, slightly 
bowing his head in reverence. Then 
he looks at the other four musi
cians, and lifts his huge guitar to 
announce the start of the perform
ance, just as Toscanini might sig
nal the beginning of a Belini over
ture. It is, and is not, a rude awak
ening. The audience is met with a 
huge wave of sound, as each of the 
five musicians focuses his energies 
on that initial note: from the same 
tonal base come two more growing, 
expanding chords, each grander 
than the one preceeding it. The cli
max expands into infinite space: 
each note seems to last an eternity, 
as McLaughlin’s guitar soars like a 
bird taking flight. It is as if we have 
already reached the grand climax
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A Guitarist Joins God's Choir

by Arthur Robenstone

// John
McLaughlin and the 

Mahvishnu Orchestra:

Rick Laird, bass: Like McLaughlin, 
Lair is a veteran 
of Brian Auger’s group.

Mahavishnu John McLaughlin: 
He’s played with and won 
the respect of musical 
aristocrats like Jack 
Bruce, Ginger Baker, and 
Miles Davis.
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> The Mahavishnu Orchestra:
[ They came onstage
I as a sacrifice to the crowd,
I but won the right to leave as heroes.

that little moment I became aware 
that this thing was a permanent 
state, if one could reach it.”

In 1967, John was seized by a 
‘need to offer my work to God.” 

Two years later, he came to Man
hattan. a voracious city that 
seemed to threaten his very surviv
al. To defend himself, McLaughlin 
gave up meat, cigarettes and drugs, 
then began to practice Yoga for 
three hours each day. And even
tually. Larry Coryell’s producer in
troduced him to the man who 
would become his spiritual mas
ter—Sri Chinmoy.

Upward with Miles Davis: Musi
cally, however, McLaughlin did not 
become well known until the sum
mer of 1969, when he appeared on 
Miles Davis’ In A Silent Way. He 
had come to America to play in the 
Tony Williams Lifetime. Williams, 
who played with Miles for six years 
before starting his own group, had 
never even heard of McLaughlin 
until the bassist in Miles’ band, 
Dave Holland, brought him one of 
John’s tapes. Tony liked the tape 
so much, he called McLaughlin in 
England, and invited him to join 
the new’ band. McLaughlin also ap
peared on three subsequent Davis 
albums, including Bitches Brew 
and the new Live Evil (all on Co
lumbia Records).

Both of McLaughlin’s solo al
bums followed a distinctive musi
cal direction, each revealing a bit 
more the unique outlines of his 
style. Devotion, which he recorded 
with drummer Buddy Miles and or
ganist Larry Young, was one of the 
more successful attempts at play
ing hard rock music without songs, 
working to create all of the musical 
development through instru
mentation. My Goals Beyond(on 
Douglas Records), released this 
past summer, was a particular 
treat; it featured John alone on one 
side, playing eight pieces with a 
keen sensitivity on acoustic guitar. 
The other side featured the Maha
vishnu Orchestra in its debut per
formance. Jerry Goodman, who 
was originally with the Flock, and 
Billy Cobham, who has played 
with Miles Davis and Dreams, 
were on that album; Rick Laird 
and Jan Hammer are recent addi
tions to the group.

Inner Mounting Flame: The band 
is thoroughly international, and 
draws strength from the exotically 
varied backgrounds of its members. 
Hammer was bom in Prague, and 
before leaving his homeland he had
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“Suddenly the spirit entered into me 
and it was no longer me 

playing,” says Mahavishnu 
John McLaughlin, one of today’s 
most important musical innovators.
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formed a group with Miraslav 
Vitous (now of Weather Report). 
He’s played with Sarah Vaughn. 
Elvin Jones and Jeremy Steig. 
Laird was born in Dublin. Like 
John, he played with Brian Auger, 
as well as Buddy Rich, and was liv
ing in London when he was asked 
to join the Orchestra. Cobham is 
from Panama, although his family 
moved to New York City when he 
was three. Goodman is the only na
tive-born American in the group.

The five of them have produced a 
new album on Columbia. The Inner 
Mounting Flame, a creation which 
retains much of the fire of the Car
negie concert. It is a technically

the others are pouring into Ham
mer’s playing. Like McLaughlin, 
he, too, is able to reach towards his 
musical goal; and then, there is 
that momentary calm, and peace, 
once again . . .

The tensions resume once more; 
the circle now sways towards Good
man. There is a dance on stage; at 
its center Jerry plays with an emo
tional strength which belies his 
passive exterior. His notes sing, as 
if his violin is transformed into a 
human voice.

The final knot: The circle contin-

The band immediately goes into 
another piece. The energy has leapt 
from the stage to the audience. 
There are no yawns, only believers: 
no one thinks to complain because 
the headline act has not appeared. 
For the next hour, much of Carnegie 
Hall is spellbound. By the end of 
the set, the audience has risen to its 
feet no less than five times. There 
is an encore, calls for more. more.

By the time It’s A Beautiful 
Day, the featured act, finishes its 
set, Carnegie Hall is more than half 
empty. •

ues to grow. C iham’s drums are 
driving throughout: you can sense 
the great strength of his playing, 
but he is doing much more than 
merely keeping time in a difficult 
setting: he is speaking with the oth
er musicians; he is laying the 
groundwork for their commu
nication. Rick Laird, the bassist, is 
a picture of concentration and occa
sional smiles: it is he who must tie 
together the rhythmic and melodic 
structure of the piece. Goodman 
steps from the center; the band 
once more goes into the original 
melodic and rhythmic patterns. 
McLaughlin making a brief, final 
statement.

again. This time, the energies of the 
band are directed towards the pi
ano. Jan Hammer, the young Czech 
keyboardist—his closed eyes ex
pressing the joys, the power, and 
the force of the music—starts the 
flow of his energies to his in
strument: elbows splayed, head 
moving slightly with each ex
pressive sigh on the keyboard. 
John, walking towards the piano, 
lavishly smiling, joins the rhythmic 
interplay, adding slight touches, 
creating an intricate harmony of 
sounds and tones. Each of the mu
sicians turns toward Hammer and 
smiles while he continues: sudden
ly, there is a circle; the energies of

and spiritually demanding work, 
and throughout its length one can 
sense that the band is working to
ward unexplored heights.

“I see myself as the leader of this 
band,” John said, “because my 
Master sees it as being important. I 

able to pass on his teachings. 
I have seen a great amount of 

jiuor.g the members of the 
and of the band itself.”

^"Climax at Carnegie: The stage is 
hathed in tranquil silence as the 

of a tumultuous climax sub- 
S<de Then the flow picks up once

am
j^owth amon« 

band. t Carnegie: The stage is 
tranquil 
tumultuous 
the C-
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BETTER THAN A RESERVED SEAT 
AT JAGGER’S BREAKFAST TABLE
... Peter Townshend lounged in a 
swanky restaurant and rapped to 
us about how synthesizers and mov
ie cameras could put the adrenaline 
back in rock.
... Ringo settled himself by a swim
ming pool in Spain to tell us about 
the days when Paul was hounding 
him with a lawsuit.

newsstand ten minutes after the 
last copy of Circus disappeared.

You could have been in bed sick 
with no one to run out and pick up 
Circus for you. You could have been 
standing by the magazine rack with
out a penny in your pocket while 
the last Circus walked away with 
someone else.

You could have been off in the 
woods or up in the mountains or 
just plain all-day spaced while that 
newsstand man blew his last copies.

Man, how high and dry you could 
have been.

BUT if you’d been clever, you 
could have had it easy, safe, sure 
and secure. With that man who's 
never stopped by rain or sleet or 
slush or snow slipping a fresh and 
shiny Circus through that slot in 
your door every month.

...Alvin Lee fiddled with his clogs 
in a record company office and ask
ed us to point out that “I’m Going 
Home’’ is not where Ten Years After 
is at.
...Dr. John The Night Tripper sat 
down to a telephone in L.A. and told 
us how he got Mick Jagger and Eric 
Clapton to play on his latest album.

And you could have missed it all. 
You could have gotten to the
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ON THE HORIZON

Stone The Crows:
The Girl

by Janis Schacht

With The 
Sandpaper Throat

Paul Jones
The Pod That 
Came Back:

of Chad and Jeremy). Both Paul 
and Jeremy won Rest New Actor 
nominations: and the play was 
brought to Broadway, where it en
joyed a fairly successful six month 
run.

It was during Conduct Unbecom
ing's New York stay that Paul 
Jones was rocochetted ba k into 
the music scene. Many a night he’d 
attend late shows at the Fillmore 
after his own performance. During 
the day he studied at Juilliard, and 
before show time he’d receive vis
itors at the theater in a dressing 
room decorated with cards, posters, 
and quasi-Indian decor delicately 
scented with incense. A valet would 
stand close at hand to warn of unin
vited guests or curtain time draw
ing near. Occasionally Paul would 
break into song or ask with a wist
ful smile. “Tell me. what’s new in 
the world of rock and roll?’’

False friends: Paul’s ability to act 
is coming into use now more than 
ever. On the new album (his first 
American release in four years), his 
rendition of Loudon Wainwright’s 
“Motel Blues’’ is so convincing 
that it’s easy to forget this is a man 
who travels everywhere with his 
wife and children. When Paul cries 
out “come up to my motel room, 
save my life’’ the edge is fright
eningly close. Another song, “The 
Pod That Came Back.’’ is a mul
ti-layered narrative. On one level it 
tells of an astronaut no one thought 
would return to earth and how his 
so-called friends wronged him in 
his absence. On a more personal 
level, Jones tells of his own career 
and how no one expected him to re
surface on the rock scene.

And I tell you, yours was the cut 
that hurt most deeply
Since you had scaled the heights 
that rose most steeply
And if anyone knew how to get it 
on I’d have said you do
But I don 7 see you now with your 
painted face and your voodoo 
Songs with a Motown feel such 

as “Song for Stan Stunning and the 
Noodle Queen’’ counterpoint sci
ence-fiction rock pieces with titles 
like “Who Are The Masters” and 
“A Strangely Human Sound.”

Since intellectuals are once again 
welcome in rock, Paul Jones should 
feel very much at home. If you re
member “Do Wah Diddy Diddy,” 
“My Little Red Book” and “Pretty 
Flamingo,” you know what to ex
pect from the Jones vocal chords. If 
not, be advised:

This is one old astronaut you 
were sure would never reappear 
But this is the pod that came 
back. •

O tone the Crows is a Scottish 
O rock band, a designation which 
even now constitutes something of 
a novelty. (How many other Scott
ish rock bands can you name off
hand?) They've been in existence 
for about two years, and last 
streaked across our Stars and 
Stripes during that ever-incredible 
Mad Dogs and Englishmen tour. 
They were very new in those days, 
-and as with any enterprise just get
ting on its feet, they were a bit wob
bly. (But then again, so was every
one else on that tour.) Anyway, 
they’ve come a long way since then: 
and their latest album. Teenage 
Licks (on Polydor), verifies the im
provement.

Kicking the weak points: Anyone 
familiar with the group’s first Pol
ydor album. Stone the Crows, will 
remember that they played and 
wrote a lot of American-influenced 
British white blues, which was 
competent, but for obvious reasons 
not terribly original.

However, there were omens even 
then that better things would come 
with time. One hopeful sign was 
Maggie Bell, whose vocal style re
vealed an unusual mixture of guts 
and tenderness: another was “I 
Saw America,” a rather drawn out 
but interesting song-collage which 
dominated the entire second side of 
album one. The piece is a series of 
impressions presumably gathered 
during their stay here. It begins 
with a jazzy, haunting bit of me
taphysical confusion, and from 
there on heaps image upon image: 
the mechanical madhouse of L.A., 
loneliness in strange cities, peace in 
the midst of a carnival-like beach 
scene, etc.. In the end it roars into 
an ultra-noisy cataclysm in the 
Black-Sabbath, Loud-Zeppelin tra- 
dition (wham-wham, crash, 
spliffle-screech, vroooom-vroooom. 
zowie!). It could be the sound of 
someone O.D.’ing on the aroma of 
the Melting Pot.

But on to the changes. The band 
on Teenage Licks is two-fifths new 
and much more interesting. Maggie 
Bell has settled into a more natural 
and vastly improved vocal niche.

He dropped Manfred Mann to act, but 
success on the stage was not enough.

ack in the days when Mersey- 
_D beat was all the rage and Brit
ish blues was what those new
comers The Rolling Stones. The 
Yardbirds and The Pretty Things 
were playing down in Richmond. 
Paul Jones—a lanky, fair-haired, 
extraordinarily pale man—was the 
gutsy voice of Manfred Mann:

They didn't come for the rhythm 
They didn 7 come for the beat 
The people of the town came just 
to stand around
And see the singer looking sweet. 

“The One In The Middle,”
Manfred Mann (1965) 

His new album. Crucifix In 
A Horseshoe (London), was pro
duced in America by Ted Cooper. 
Backup musicians were as formi
dable as Nashville’s Charlie Brown 
on guitar and Dr. John’s drummer 
Richard Crooks; and the chorus 
boasted Bobby Bloom, Gene 
McDaniels and the Sweet In
spirations. The result is potent rock 
with the flavor of early English pop 
and the strength of Leon Russell.

Stage-star detour: Always one of 
rock’s high-brows, Jones was drawn 
away from the music business prop
er in 1967 when he starred in the 
Peter Watkin’s film Privilege. Paul 
played a singer named Steven 
Shorter, a musical puppet with 

enough mass appeal to turn Chris
tianity and conformity into fascist 
power. A kind of “power to the pop 
star” nightmare, it was far more 
shocking and successful than its 
American counterpart. Wild In The 
Streets. Although Paul’s part in 
Privilege was a singing role, it led 
to a year in London’s West End as 
star of Conduct Unbecoming, a Vic- 
torian-style English courtroom dra- 
ma co-starring Jeremy Clyde (late 
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Stone The Crows: First turned up in these Stars and Stripes with Mad Dogs and Englishmen.

J

Jim Dawson:
A Case Of

man and some downhearted blues. 
For example. “Big Jim Salter”—a 
funky sort of “empty bed blues” 

— and a slow, mournful version 
of “Don’t Think Twice” share vinyl 
space with an ancient Scottish 
lament—“Ailen Mochree”—and a 
beautifully moody, very Celtic 
composition called “Seven Lakes.” 
This unusually eclectic blend re
calls the efforts of Fairport Con
vention. who have tried to combine 
traditional English music with the 
sounds of comtemporary rock and 
jazz.

Gravel grows up: Above all. take 
heed of that new and improved 
womanly wail: gravel-throated 
Maggie’s voice has grown mature; 
it is limber and solid and capable of 
many textures (from Magpie 
squawk to low purr). She can be 
sweet and gentle or wildly free, 
bringing to mind another su
per-loose vocalist and sometime 
Scot. Rod Stewart . . . indeed, the 
two must chew the same sand
paper. (For the most accessible 
comparison, see Every Picture 
Tells a Story, where M.B. and R.S. 
merge in one grand, gritty harmo
ny.) There’s a lot of spirit in this 
band, a lot of fun. good music and 
energy. Stone the Crows is not yet 
where they will be. but they’re get
ting there, and they’re good. And 
all this from a band whose publish
ing company is called What’s In It 
For Me Music Ltd. . . . aye. lads 
and lassies, thar's the Scroogey 
side of Scotland fer ye. •

by Michele Hush

Opened Soul
I am the sun and the sun 

is my brother
And Jesus was me. . . .
. . .lama song man.
Singin'along with my song. . . .

rom the moment that he steps 
-*• onstage, the songman is in 
control. Audiences come together; 
they become a unanimous commu
nity. They actually sing along, even 
though they really don’t know the 
tune and weren’t very' sure when 
they came in just who this Jim 
Dawson is. anyway.

Jim Dawson is an amused smile, 
relaxed movements, an occasional 
impulsive gesture that creates 
shapes in the air. He is a man of 
music, both for its absolute value 
and for its immediacy in getting 
through to people.

Entrance to the soul: ‘ I think I 
can affect people’s lives by making 
my music, and affect them in a 
positive way. If either in a club or 
at a concert you can get two or 
three thousand people singing 
along, if you can get an audience 
feeling constructive good vibes, 
then when they leave the hall 
maybe for a minute they reflect on 
what I was saying or what they 
thought about it.

“Music doesn’t have to go 
through the normal barriers that 
people-to-people relationships have 
to go through. It can get straight to 
the heart, straight to the soul."

Jim’s style is simple, very’ lyr
ical, unpretentious. He accom
panies himself on acoustic guitar 
and is backed by pianist Warren 
Nichols and bassist Igor Beruk; a 
tight organization, restrained and 
effective. Jim traces his musical 
history back to playing in folk 
groups at school and in the Navy. 
Based in Norfolk. Virginia, he 
used to perform in the local clubs 
whenever he wasn’t at sea. and 
with a Navy band on board ship 
"purely for the sake of getting out 
of duty. That was my sole pur
pose.”

After he left the service and 
started to write his own material. 
Jim ended up in New York, trying 
to make it in the music business. A 
contract with Kama Sutra led to an 
album called Songman and a series 
of New York club gigs that were 
spectacularly successful, if the level
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no doubt aided by the progress of 
the musicians. In a certain subtle 
way, Ms. Bell and Mr. Leslie Har
vey (lead guitar) seem to have come 
to terms with the realization that 
Scottish (as opposed to pseudo- 
Black-American) is a perfectly nice 
thing to be.

Blues in plaid: For the answer to 
your automatic question. “What is 
that supposed to mean?” let’s take 
a quick fling through the highlands. 
Scotland is a place where myth is 
reality. Mossy, rolling hills rise 
gently into mists, and then sudden
ly halt and die in the face of some 
of the world’s worst ghettoes. Bat
tered cliffs and crashing seas coex
ist with industrial stench and popu
lation pollution. As for the people 
. . . well, as a Scottish electrician 
once said about chandeliers. “Soom 
coom dare and oothers air cheap- 
ies.” The most familiar image is 
one of dour-faced, skirt-wearing 
penny pinchers. These strange folk 
walk stiffly, wear their morals se
curely clinched in. and constantly 
scowl at their sheep while bagpipes 
moan in the background. Which 
brings us back to that old Scottish 
soul band (???), Stone the Crows.

S.T.C. of ’72 is a group full of 
sounds, with the emphasis on 
“full.’’ The band is as tight as 
bands tend to get. daring to throw 
in a little added brass here, a little 
mechanical manipulation there. 
Although you’ll find narey a bag
pipe in earshot, they manage to lay 
Medieval Scotland side by side 
with the likes of Robert Zimmer-
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African 
Bulldozer: 

John Kongos

of an audience’s involvement is a 
legitimate measure of an artist’s 
success.

Deliberate vulnerability: Jim 
Dawson, speaking modestly and 
slightly self-consciously to his lis
teners, wins hearts, and knows it. 
It’s a skill mastered with years of 
practice.

"Two years ago I was completely 
unable to establish any rapport 
with an audience other than in-

Jim Dawson: Can you

troducing the songs and going out 
and doing them. It’s just confidence 
in knowing you can do it and know
ing the people want it done for 
them.

"Part of the beauty of perform
ance. performance of anything— 
dance, theater, music—is opening 
yourself so that you are very vulner
able to the audience, and in doing 
that you have to trust them and 
they have to respond back as hu
man beings, not even particularly 
as a group.’’

The new album, You'll Never Be 
Lonely With Me, on Kama Sutra, 
says Jim, has resolved some of the 
problems that came up in the first.

"One of my criticisms of the last 
album was that in parts I thought 
we were timid. This time my pro
ducer and I looked at each other 
and said. "If we’re right, let’s really 
be right, and if we’re wrong, let’s 
really be wrong.

"We’ve got a song called This 
Good Earth’ which ends with gongs 
and bells chiming and people sing
ing and trumpets and guitars. The 
last line keeps repeating ‘This good 
earth that we’re on. this good earth 
that we’re on.’ A very reassuring, 
positive thing that builds into this 
incredible ending.’’

Anthem for peace: ‘‘It’s an at
tempt to tell the politicians they 
have to stop. After all, when the 
people say ‘No more.’ then there’s 
not going to be any more. Nixon is 
not going to risk getting unelected, 
nobody’s going to risk his present 
position in life when the people sit 
down in Times Square and say ‘It’s 
not going to be done that way any 
more.’ Yet I think you can say that 
and be very positive. It’s not saying 
that we’re going to overthrow one 
day: it’s saying that the people will 
one day arise.

"So I brought in about twenty 
people to the studio who were just 
friends, not singers at all, and I had 
them sing that line about eight mil
lion times; we just dubbed it for
ever. First I’m just saying it and 
then you hear someone whisper it 
and then someone says it and then 
someone starts singing it and then 
it sounds like you’re marching 
down 5th Avenue with about seven 
thousand people just singing ‘This 
good earth that we're on.’ It’s very 
positive, very positive.”

And as "Give Peace a Chance” is 
well worn by now. it would be nice 
if "This Good Earth” catches on 
before demonstration season opens 
again. It’s then that Jim Dawson’s 
mastery of the positive and the pos
sible would be put to its best use. •

by Nancy Erlich

T f you like old Tarzan films, 
J-you’ll love John Kongos. Kong
os. whose name is almost as bizarre 
as his music, is a young white 
South African who produces sounds 
that rival, at times, those made by 
irate bulldozers. He has recently 
brought the English record-buying 
public to its feet, and is currently 
launching an attack on America 
with some of the strangest songs to 
tickle U.S. ears in quite some time.

Terrifying frenzy: Included on 
Kongos’ debut Elektra album (en
titled Kongos) are two minor mas
terpieces, “He’s Gonna Step On 
You Again” and "Tokoloshi Man,” 
which best exemplify the eerie mag
ic Kongos weaves in a studio. 
Kongos borrows heavily from the 
powerful, pulsating tribal rhythms 
of Africa and uses them as a foun
dation for a mountain of hard rock. 
Building around the wildly pound
ing drums with venemous guitar 
work, claustrophobic vocals, and 
some frenzied saxophone, “chief 
Kongos brings forth a sound that 
is raw, somewhat terrifying and 
tremendously exciting . . . Afro
rock.

This somewhat startling ap
proach to music is, in fact, a prod
uct of years of work. Kongos began 
experimenting with different musi
cal ideas as early as 1967. when he 
left his native South Africa behind 
and decided to write songs with fel
low South African Chris Demetriou 
in England. Their collaboration led 
first to an album entitled Con
fusions About A Goldfish, which 
Kongos refers to now as being 
“rather contrived.” and eventually, 
to the somewhat controversial 
“He’s Gonna Step On You Again.” 
Kongos’ first single, which dealt 
with the problems of the American 
Indians who. claims lyricist De
metriou, “. . . were totally messed 
up.”

Absurd start: The song, and in
deed Kongos’ present career, began 
quite by accident. "We just got to
gether and wrote it.” recalls John, 
“and at the time we decided it was 
a Mungo Jerry song and we would 
make a demo of it for them . - 
which was ridiculous when you re
alize that they write all their own 
material.”

<
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John Kongos: Packs voodoo currents into a mountain of rock.
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While you may have to wait for 
Kongos’ appearance on the concert 
stage, you need only listen to his al
bum for a glimpse of his skull
splitting brilliance. This year will 
undoubtedly usher in thousands of 
new groups, but Kongos has al
ready established himself as one of 
the most innovative among them. •

by Ed Naha

sarily be playing bass guitar and 
drums. It could be an acoustic 
thing, but that I haven’t thought 
about yet.

“It’s not something I want to 
rush into. Once the album is re
leased. people should have a better 
idea of where I am musically, and 
that will be the time to play live.”

Happily, producer Gus Dudgeon 
(of Elton John infamy) heard the 
demo and was. to put it mildly, 
flabbergasted. Kongos was ushered 
into a studio to polish the song for 
release, and a musical marriage be
tween producer and artist took 
place which eventually led to 
“Tokoloshi Man.” Kongos, who re
veals “I think in terms of studio 
work rather than live things.” spent 
countless hours perfecting “Tolo- 
loshi” for the album, some in his 
own basement studio where he pre
fers to work.

“The reason for wanting a studio 
is simple.” smiles Kongos, “having 
my own studio gives me access to 
recording twenty-four hours a day. 
It’s easier doing this than having to 
turn yourself on in six hours of stu
dio time when you might not feel 
like playing at all.”

“Tokoloshi Man” in its finished 
five-minute form opens the album 
with a bang. “It’s kind of a voodoo 
thing.” discloses Kongos. The 
Tokoloshi man of the title is a devil 
from black South African super
stition—a little fellow four or five 
inches high with a demonic person
ality. And you remember when rock 
and roll was all about young love, 
right?

Soft spots: Kongos is not one to 
be confined to a single style of mu
sic. His strong point may be chant
ing voodoo-inspired compositions, 
but he is equally proficient at 
strumming an acoustic guitar and 
warbling such soft ditties as “Try 
To Touch Just One” and “Tomor
row I’ll Go.” This stark diver
sification, however, is his album’s 
weak spot. Listening to its exuber
ant, sizzling rock and then being 
confronted seconds later with its 
ultra-gentle lyricism is like dining 
on crackers after getting a taste of 
sirloin steak. In short, the change is 
too radical to be enjoyed.

But despite its shortcomings, 
Kongos is an amazingly inventive 
LP. John has successfully used ev
erything from moog to bicycle bells 
and created a totally fresh atmos
phere. It will be interesting to see 
how this young talent, who is at his 
best when musically demented, will 
transfer his kinetic studio sound to 
the concert stage.

“I’m having to think about going 
back on the road," he admits, “but 
how I'll do it I haven’t really got 
round to deciding yet.

“I might just go out solo, or it 
could be with two or three other 
people, and they need not neces-

7
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Why America Feared The States
formed live in their home country.

Borrowed guitars: Their manager 
is Jeff Dexter, the host of an eve
ning called Implosion at London’s 
amazing Roundhouse, a club that 
has to be seen to be believed. It was 
at the Roundhouse Christmas par
ty last year that America played 
their first gig. Using borrowed gui
tars. they performed on the same 
bill as The Who and Elton John!

Their debut album America 
(Warner Brothers) is a formidable 
first entry for any young group. 
“When I hear it now I think it is 
better than when we made it.” Dan 
admits. ’’You just get so sick of it 
during the time you are recording 
it.”

All three members play acoustic 
guitar. Onstage they sit on stools 
and harmonize away, making in
credibly tight music. They’ve been 
opening many an English tour late
ly. and they really are the perfect 
start to any evening. "England has 
been good to us. We have had a few 
bad reviews, but as far as the public 
is concerned most places have been 
great. We have a feeling we may 
have been overplayed in London 
and exhausted our material on the

I ) ight now our fair and prosper- 
JL V ous land is getting its first 
taste of a group called America. 
Some of the clubs have been billing 
them as English, but they are about 
as British as Jimi Hendrix or the 
W’alker Brothers.

Don’t think this piece of news 
didn't traumatize the band a little: 
"With being called America and 
having American accents and being 
billed as British, it should make 
touring in the states a bit difficult.” 
they said several months ago.” 
We’ll explain it all when we get 
there. We are a bit worried about 
the trip—we’re taking a red back
cloth so the tomatoes won’t show 
on the pictures. We’re having to 
prepare psychologically as well as 
preparing the act.”

And it’s no wonder that the pros
pect of their U.S. jaunt was up
setting them. Dan Peek, a 20 year 
old from Florida. Gerry Beckley, an 
18 year old from Texas and Dewey 
Bunnell, a 19 year old born in Eng
land but raised in the U.S., had 
achieved considerable success in 
England over the last year (their 
single "A Horse With No Name” 
rose to number four on the British 
charts), but they had never per

America: They were fourth in the English charts, but unknown back home.
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people down there. But when we 
did the Family tour up in Scotland 
it was amazing.”

Dan. Gerry and Dewey all write 
songs, but the strongest material 
seems to be coming from Dewey 
Bunnell who contributed five of the 
album’s eleven melodies. Some 
people are labeling the three a poor 
man’s Crosby. Stills. Nash and 
Young; others are calling them the 
freak’s version of a teenybop group. 
Critics use that now antiquated ex
pression ‘teenybop’ because the 
boys are young, attractive and com
mercially acceptable, yet call them 
‘freakish’ because of their associ
ation with one of England’s fore
most freaks Jeff Dexter.

But. Dewey figures that no mat
ter what anyone labels them 
they’re still out for only one thing, 
to make music: “We figure music is 
music and so many groups sound 
like other groups more than we do. 
I'll admit that during the first six 
months of our career we sounded 
like Crosby. Stills. Nash and 
Young, but now we don’t.”

A touch of Neil Young: The best 
idea is to let the music speak for it
self. In "Riverside” they croon 
"The world don’t owe me no liv
ing.” "Sandman.” easily the most 
impressive song on the album, adds 
bass and drums to augment the 
sound It has a Neil Young feel 
about it and even ends with an 
"Ohio-like” chant "I understand 
you've been running from the man 
that goes by the name of the sand
man . . .” This is accompanied by 
a haunting lyric that would do any 
band proud:

A in'l the years gone by fast
! suppose you might have missed 
them
Oh I forgot to ask
Did you hear of my enlist meat
Funny I've been there and you've 

. been here
And ive ain't had no time to 
drink that beer. . .

Another song. "I Need You.” has 
all the sensitivity and romance of a 
Gibb Brothers effort. It even adds 
an orchestra to fill out the group's 
already full harmonics.

When America arrived here they 
were touring with The Everly 
Brothers and Sandy Denny (on al
ternate dates). Think of it. an 
American-born act calling them
selves by their country’s name and 
afraid to play here. They really 
shouldn’t have worried, their sound 
is superior, and after all. didn’t 
Hendrix have to go to England be
fore we learned to appreciate him?*

by Janis Schacht
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Chuck Berry Blows the Dust Off
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chuck Berry: Loped, hopped and wriggled.
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Presley, and even humped his gui
tar once or twice, resurrecting 
thoughts of Jimi Hendrix.

In the middle of the set. he start
ed up a chant of “peace, rock, 
peace, rock, rock and roll is back!” 
Somehow he rambled from his 
chanting into a rap about sex. say
ing “Nothing wrong with sex. it’s 
how you handle it. Girls have one 
part and boys the other and truer 
words have never been spoken." 
Then he led the audience into a two 
part song (the boys sing their part, 
the girls the other) called “My 
Ding-a-Ling.” His "Ding-a-Ling” 
got a bit long, but the audience a- 
dored every minute of it.

The set was short, about 40 min
utes. and when Chuck exited, still 
playing, that was it. No encore. He 
was gone—for that night. But it’s 
obvious Chuck Berry will never 
really be gone

fAldies concerts seem to have 
V./popped up with the frequency 
of dandelions lately, and although 
there is no doubt that Chuck Berry 
is an “oldies” candidate, he doesn’t 
appear dated. His hair, although 
rather greasy looking and slicked 
back, is longish: and his style of 
dress (purple long sleeved shirt 
with fringe dripping and swaying 
from various areas, white bells and 
three-tone sneakers) is thoroughly 
up-to-date.

He appeared onstage at Car
negie Hall and triggered a riotous 
roar of approval from an audience 
which included both the “good old 
days” memory' seekers and the Fill
more crowd. Interestingly enough, 
the Fillmore group was pre- 
dominent.

Chuck opened his set with an in
strumental. loped across the stage, 
hopped Indian style, wriggled a la

no an-
was no

Bob Dylan: They came for The Band, 
but ended up with Dylan.

Dylan
Sneaks Onstage

The Band played four consecutive 
nights at the Academy of Music 
and hit its audience with some sur
prises. First came the appearance 
of a brass section: six pieces con
sisting essentially of two saxo
phones, two trumpets and a trom
bone. It gave the usual sound 
dimension, something like 
up-to-date big band fullness.

The last set on the last night 
brought another surprise. The 
Band had finished their second en
core. which included “Rag. 
Mamma. Rag.” and “I Don’t Want 
to Hang Up My Rock and Roll 
Shoes,” when a fairly short-haired, 
blue-jeaned. sun-glassed, young 
man sauntered onstage dragging a 
guitar in one hand, then started 
tuning up.

No word was spoken, 
nouncement made: there 
need. Once the unexpected guest 
had taken two steps into the light, 
he had every person in the Acade
my from the orchestra to the top of 
the balcony standing and freaking 
. . . it was Bob Dylan.

When he finally finished tuning, 
he turned to the mike and opened 
with "Down in the Flood.” Next 
came “When I Paint My Master
piece,” and “Don’t You Tell Hen
ry.”

Still saying nothing he removed 
his guitar and started to head off 
stage, but the hysterical audience 
wouldn't let him go. He put his gui
tar strap over his shoulder again 
and did. “Like a Rolling Stone" 
and “What Can I Say?”

This was not the downtrodden, 
nasal Dylan of old, but a vibrant, 
together, and positive personality.



Alice Cooper: A little too close to death.

Old Yardbird, New Group
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Hang Ups- 
Carly & Alice

folded. Eventually Keith became 
Medicine Head’s producer. Then 
one of the group’s members. Peter 
Hope-Evans, left to write radio 
shows. Keith took over his role, and 
the group evolved into its present 
form as a five man unit with Relf 
handling vocals and harmonica.

Paul Butterfield, whose Blues 
Band broke up several months ago.

has started accepting gigs again. 
His plan from now on is to invite 
different musicians to accompany 
him at each performance instead of 
organizing a steady group. Fred 
Neil, who wrote "Everybody’s 
Talkin' at Me.” "Dolphins.” and 
"Cocaine.” among others, had 
dropped out of the business for ten 
years. Now he's sold his Florida 
home and moved up to Woodstock, 
where he’s started to write and 
record again. Steve Stills was in Le
nox Hill Hospital over the Christ
mas holidays. He’d finally decided 
to have an operation on an old leg 
injury that had healed incorrectly.

Keith Relf, The Yardbirds’ former 
lead singer, has just released the 
first album from his new group 
— Medicine Head. After leaving 
the Yardbirds in the late sixties. 
Keith formed a group called Renais
sance, but the classical overtones 
so popular today with Jethro Tull 
and Emerson, Lake and Palmer were 
ahead of their time, and the group

Symphonic Twist
For Elton

Elton John is embellishing his 
new music with a symphonic set
ting. In February. Elton performed 
at the Royal Philharmonic Hall in 
London England. That was only 
the first date out of three. Elton is 
planning to play New York’s Phil
harmonic Hall with the New York 
Philharmonic Orchestra backing 
him up. then storm the Los Angeles 
Philharmonic Hall. The plans 
should be completed by the time 
he returns to the States for his next 
tour, which is scheduled for May.

Keith Moon, of The Who, turned 
up as surprise M.C. for a Sha-Na-Na 
concert at Carnegie Hall. He ap
peared in a long, gold lame dress, 
gold knee-length boots, long black 
wig and elbow-length gloves. When 
some kid in the front row tried to 
look under his dress Keith picked 
up the microphone, indignantly 
moved it back, and with one hand 
on his hip snapped. “Don’t touch 
what you can’t afford to buy."

Mylon and Holy Smoke (his band) 
have started on Phase One of their 
long range plan for “Keeping 
people happy with good old fash
ioned. screamin’ foot stompin’ 
Rock and Roll.” The band already 
throws Holy Smoke rolling papers 
into the audience and urges every
one to get stoned. Next they would 
like to hire an old time Mississippi 
river boat and sail it from St. Louis 
to Memphis, then down to New Or
leans, stopping at every port so that 
the people can come down to the 
docks to Rock and Roll. The final 
phase, which is quite a dream, 
would be to produce a free album so 
that even the penniless can Rock 
and Roll from the soul.

Alice Cooper almost hung himself 
for the last time when the noose 
slipped for real. And if they hadn’t 
loosened it fast enough . . . well, 
what do you do for an encore after 
an act like that? Carly Simon has 
been hung up trying to make it 
through her present tour. She has 
developed nodes on her vocal 
chords (tiny growths caused by 
strain). She's managed up to now 
by booking no more than three con
certs in a row. then resting her voice 
for three days.

Bill Withers, who's recorded his 
second album on Sussex Records, 
had some harsh words for the de
mands of show business when he 
did his first set at the Bitter End. 
It seems his record company had 
thrown a big press party (dinner, 
drinks, and Bill) at a fancy soul 
food restaurant. After dinner the 
crowd was bussed to the Bitter End 
to see the show. But Bill had been 
afflicted with the flu for three 
weeks. To make matters worse, his 
plane had landed in New York late, 
the car sent to pick him up hadn’t 
been able to hold his instruments, 
and the hotel had locked him out. 
"New York don’t like anybody that 
don’t have credit cards."

By the time Bill hit the stage, 
he’d had it. He finally exploded 
midway through "Harlem” when 
he couldn’t reach a note. "It seems 
like some folks just don’t care how 
ya feel. They'll make an appoint
ment for you at two A.M. then an
other one at eleven A.M.. then an
other one at two A.M. . . . Ya 
know what I mean?” H.e wiped the 
sweat off his face, blew his nose, 
paused, and whipped out. "Those 
sons of bitches . . . next time I tell 
them I’m sick maybe they’ll listen 
. . . damn it! But (to the audience) 
it’s not you. ya know what I 
mean?” Then he went on to the 
next song.



west coast by Jacoba Atlas

Gold For The Bangla Desh:
Grateful Dead The Battle Of The Money Men

l The Grateful Dead: Next stop Top Forty?

O

If you hold on long enough every
thing will come your way. The 
Grateful Dead, recording artists 
since the good old days of 1964, 
have finally been awarded their 
first Gold Album. The presentation 
was made to the band and assorted 
friends, old ladies and well wishers 
at the Coachman Restaurant in 
San Francisco, a very elegant eat
ing place that found the Grateful 
Dead a little more unusual then 
their everyday customers. Warner 
Bros, picked up the exorbitant bill 
. . . gladly.

!
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ufacturer, for the sales of albums to 
Capitol, the distributor.” Meggs 
said Capitol president Bhaskar 
Menon had informed Klein of the 
probable results of such stipula
tions, but “you nevertheless insist
ed upon imposing these terms upon 
Capitol and the industry.”

Klein also complained because 
Capitol has not been advertising 
the album. Meggs countered 
Klein's gripe and added a few of his 
own, including a beef about the de
railment of the television special or 
film that was to be issued from the 
Madison Square Garden date. “We 
now understand that the network 
TV special has been delayed or per
haps abandoned. We can only ex
press our regret that the benefits of 
such nationwide promotional im
pact have been denied this worthy 
project.” Meggs also accused Klein 
of making irresponsible charges at 
press conferences, and said Capitol 
found the fact the Klein released a 
letter criticizing the company to the 
press before Capitol could have re
ceived it "most offensive.”

The Bangla Desh concert album 
was called in the press the "great
est act of the Woodstock nation.” 
Like many other endeavors of 
Woodstock nation this one has 
turned sour in the hands of the 
money men. One wonders only if 
the conflicts could have been 
avoided without sacrificing the gift 
of George Harrison and friends.

George Martin, the Beatles’ former 
producer, has latched on to a new 
group—Parrish and Gurvitz—and 
glibber members of the press here 
are asking if Martin’s latest pick 
could become the next conquerors 
of the musical community. Disc 
and Music Echo posed the ques
tion. "Could Parrish and Gurvitz 
Become The New Beatles?" But 
then. Disc and Music Echo has also 
been known to ask, "Could The 
Rock Generation Become Mu
tants?”
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I he controversy surrounding the 
-L Bangla Desh concert album 

reached epic proportions with Allen 
Klein and Capitol records both 
making charges and counter
charges concerning responsibil
ity for the album’s profits. Re
cently Klein released the state
ment that Capitol records was re
sponsible for the lack of record 
sales. Brown Meggs, head of Capitol 
marketing quickly replied. "Sales 
through January 14 alone totalled 
508.141 sets. This was not poor for 
19 selling days.” Meggs went on to 
say that the sales have not been 
better because: (1) Normally record 
stores would make $6.50 on a 
$12.98 record set. but in the case of 
the Bangla Desh album, they make 
only $2.98; (2) Normally a record 
store can return all LP’s it does not 
sell to the manufacturer without 
paying for them, but in the case of 
the Bangla Desh album, stores can 
return only ten per cent: (3) Nor
mally rack jobbers and other mid
dlemen receive an additional dis
count which allows them to pass on 
LP’s to retail stores at the normal 
wholesale price and still make a- 
profit, but in the case of the Bangla 
Desh album, these middle men re
ceive no additional discount, and 
don't even make enough money to 
cover their expenses on the records 
they sell.

"All these factors," Meggs re
plied, "were necessitated by the 
terms established by you, the man-

Richard Perry who produces Fan
ny, Barbra Streisand and Harry Nil
sson has announced plans to build 
a recording studio in Los Angeles. 
Perry, who has long favored record
ing in London because of the ex
cellence of the technicians, has 
been holding off on his L.A. plans 
until a house engineer could be 
found. Apparently Perry is satis
fied that the best of England’s engi
neers can be his, so he's going 
ahead with the production.
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A new group, managed by Peter 
Asher (who also handles James 
Taylor) made their Los Angeles de
but at the Ash Grove and received 
an exceptional response. The band. 
Country, which specializes in four 
part harmony is a little reminiscent 
of the best of Crosby, Stills, Nash 
and Young, with that tight melodic 
stamp coming across well. The au
dience was full of rock and roll ce
lebrities including Bianca Jagger 
minus Mick, who was evidently 
somewhere else, and Marshall 
Chess manager of the Stones' new 
label. Also in attendance was Lord 
Sutch.



Royal Rod’s Duet

The Next Step For Creedence

Kris Kristofferson: Bitten by the movie bug.

Joni Mitchell:
Slow!

Rob Stewart: Crooning with a croney.

5?
Carole King: This time it's a baby. 51
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Carole King and husband Charles 
Larkey are the parents of a baby 
girl, named Molly Nora, born by 
natural childbirth at the couple’s 
Hollywood Hills home. Carole has 
two children—both girls—by her 
previous marriage to Gerry7 Goffen.

David Ruffin was joined onstage 
by Rod Stewart for a sensational 
rendition of “I’m Losing You.” 
which was Ruffin’s first big hit 
with the Temptations. There’s a 
strong rumor circulating that Stew
art will produce Ruffin’s next LP.

The latest album from Creedence 
Clearwater (due before the end of 
March) was recorded in a month
long rush of madness. The group is 
in the habit of rehearsing its new 
material three or four weeks before 
it sets foot in the studio, but this 
time round they had no leeway for 
such luxuries. John Fogerty re
turned from Europe in December 
with only three weeks to spare be
fore he and the band were due to 
tour Australia and Japan. Cree
dence booked a studio at Fantasy 
Records for a full month’s time, 
loaded it with food, stocked it with 
cooking equipment, locked them
selves in for twelve hours a day. re
hearsed their new numbers while 
the engineers looked on. and came 
out some 20 days later with a com
plete set of tapes for a new LP.

Joni Mitchell has returned to the 
recording studio, slowly’ cutting her 
first album for Asylum records. A 
spokesman for the label. John 
Hartman, said there was no infor
mation on the Mitchell album, then 
added “that Joni’s taking her time, 
cutting one song here and one there. 
We have no release date set for the 
album and her tour in February has 
cut severely into recording time.” 
Asylum records, which is owned in 
part by managers David Geffen and 
Eliot Roberts, makes a point of not 
pressuring its artists.

Apparently7 starring in Cisco 
Pike has wetted Kris Kristofferson’s 
appetite for the movies. He 
recently stated. “I want to get into 
movies, not as an actor, but as a 
writer and director. I want to see 
that my friends who have talent get 
the chance to be heard and I want 
to write songs.” He added that he 
“started out as a writer and I will 
end up as a writer.” Being a per
former is just a step in between.

Meanwhile, the boys have al
ready got another album up their 
sleeve. This one is a live concert 
recording, caught in over five cities 
during their European tour. The al
bum was recorded by Walley Hei- 
der’s, who seems to have the mar
ket on live recording dates corner
ed. Heider has developed highly 
specialized equipment that is com
pletely mobile. The mobility itself 
is a major advancement: as one 
Heider producer states, “most stu
dio consoles can’t be moved from 
one floor to another, much less half 
way around the world.” Heider also 
recorded the Procol Harum Edmon
ton Symphony Orchestra date 
(Procol’s new album): and their 
studios in Los Angeles and San 
Francisco are booked months in ad
vance.



london Harrison LP Waits

Bad Break
For Beck

A bigger donation than the British government.

Jeff Beck: Touring without Cozy Powell.

Who’ll
Tour With

The Stones?
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HD he Jeff Beck ('.roup is hobbling 
1 through its first tour of Britain 

without the help of its drummer. 
Cozy Powell. Powell was knocked 
out of commission by a freak acci
dent during a recording session in 
Memphis. Tennessee. Midway 
through the session, a power failure 
blacked out the studio’s lights. In 
the confusion that followed. Powell 
tripped and broke his hand. Ac
cording to doctors, he’ll be unable 
to play for about six weeks. Ex
Hendrix drummer Mitch Mitchell 
was expected to take command of 
the skins while Cozy recuperates.

I'he English press is so turned off 
by the hordes of screaming teen age 
girls who swamp each T. Rex con
cert that no one bothers to review 
Marc Bolan’s performances from a 
musical point of view anymore. 
I'he T. Rex appearance at Boston. 
Lincs, was a case in point. No re
spectable reporter got into the gut 
rhythms of ‘Hot Love” or the bi
zarre lyrics of “Spaceball Rico
chet.” But several wrote reams of 
reportage on the thirty-three maid
ens who fainted and the one chick 
who broke her collarbone while Bo
lan sat cross-legged onstage, glis
tening in gold lame and fingering 
his guitar.

derclap. Last year his guitar was 
stolen and he was given a 19-18 Les 
Paul by Keith Richard. Now Jim
my's got a band of his own together, 
and the Stones feel he’s ready to 
back them on the bill once again.

'I’he first recorded product to 
show how African influences have 
reshaped Ginger Baker’s style 
should emerge on the British mar
ket this month. Called Fela Ran- 
sonie-Luti and Africa '70 With Gin
ger Baker. Live, the album actually 
belongs to Nigerian musician Ran- 
some-Kuti, who spent nine years un
successfully trying to popularize 
jazz in his home country. Eventual
ly Kuti gave up and traded his jazz 
innovations for traditional African 
melodies, then found himself with 
seven hit singles on the Dark Conti
nent. Now (linger Baker plans to 
take advantage of the native Afri
can music that's made Kuti a star 
by opening an eight-track studio in 
Nigeria s capital city. Lagos, and 
producing LP’s with African musi
cians for sale to British and Ameri
can record labels._____________

bean sprout 
his first c.— 
his band appeared at 
concert. At thirteen, 
ter Townsheno. 
put him into the st

The Rolling Stones' American 
tour, now probably less than a 
month away, will include one eight- 
een-year-old musician with more 
experience than most men twice his 
age. The pint-sized veteran is Jim
my McCulloch, who was formerly 
part of Thunderclap Newman and 
recently returned from a European 
tour with John Mayall. Jimmy has 
been hanging around with celebri
ties since he was knee-high to a 

,out. At twelve, he played 
date with the Stones when 

a Jagger & Co. 
he ran into Pe- 

who eventnnll’. 
,udio with Thun-

and the Spiders From Mars. 
hard rhythms tell the tragic tale of 
an imaginary rock n roll hand 
Though his previous album has not 
exactly laid England flat on its 
ears. Bowie is sure he's about to 
bust into the citadel of fame "Im 
going to be huge." he says, and it's 
quite frightening."

Fresh hints have surfaced about 
the possibilities of a future George 
Harrison LP. Last month we re
ported Nicky Hopkins’ comment 
that George already had enough 
music written to fill at least two al
bums. But another Harrison com
panion. Gary Wright, thinks it'll 
take some prodding before George 
actually gets into the studio. Says 
Gary. "He's just sitting back and 
waiting for a reason to make anoth
er album. His main concern at the 
moment is that all the money from 
the concert album gets to Bangla 
Desh."

Wright also passed on a few 
words from Harrison on the impact 
of his fund raising efforts: ' George 
told me that his contribution to the 
Bangla Desh people was the biggest 
single donation ever made. He as 
an individual gave even more than 
the British government. Isn't that 
just ridiculous.’"

David Bowie, the flamboyant 
dress-wearing singer who unleashed 
Hunky Dory (RCA) several months 
ago. has his next album recorded 
and ready to roll. Boldly titled The 
Rise and Fall of /ieey Stardust

its



Yes: Financial hunger rushed the album.

Yes: Flaws

Traffic: Rumors of another split.

&

The Next Who’s
Next

Traffic In 
Trouble?

evening of electronic nightmares on 
the stage of London's Rainbow 
Theatre. As McGuinn, Battin, Par
sons and White sang their way into 
everything from "So You Want To 
Be a Rock and Roll Star" to 

“Jesus Is Just AH Right.’’ their re
bellious sound system did its best 
to destroy their efforts. But the 
crowd was ecstatic and cheered 
them on for two strong encores. As 
the concert came to an end. 
McGuinn stepped to the front of the 
stage and offered the group’s elec
tronic equipment to any listener 
foolish enough to buy it.

The jungle chants that make Os- 
ibisa's latest album. Woyaya (Dec
ca), so strangely different from 
their first effort are not as purely 
African as they may seem. There’s 
at least one Welsh woman blending 
her voice into the choruses—Mary 
(“‘Those Were The Days”) Hopkins.

tour of Japan and a farewell tour of 
Britain, then will disband once 
more. Promoters backing the Japa
nese concerts offered so much loot 
for a final appearance that, in the 
words of one Free spokesman, “It 
would have been financially silly 
not to accept.” But once the Japa
nese and English treks have ended, 
the band members plan to go their 
separate ways again. Paul Rodgers 
will visit Muscle Shoals to record a 
solo album, and Andy Fraser will 
soak up fresh musical influences in 
Nigeria.

Frank Zappa's broken leg will 
keep him out of the music scene for 
at least another four months. Frank 
was fork-lifted onto a plane here 
recently and flown back to the 
States, but his hip-high cast will 
continue to bar him from almost 
every activity except writing.

CIRCUS 53

Ever since Rick Grech and Jim 
Gordon left Traffic, word has been 
stirring that the group may soon 
disintegrate again. Jim Capaldi has 
already released a solo album, and 
one paper reported that he might 
form a temporary band with Free’s 
Paul Kossoff for a European and 
American tour. Other sources re
port dressing room gossip that 
Traffic's recent American tour 
would be their last.

But Chris Blackwell, president of 
Island Records and Traffic’s con
stant companion, denied the ru
mors with a vengeance. Blackwell 
asserts angrily that the remaining 
nucleus of Steve Winwood, Chris 
Wood, and Jim Capaldi may tempo
rarily separate for solo endeavors, 
but that they will still remain firm
ly knit together.

Meanwhile. Free has re-formed, 
but just temporarily. They’ll do a

The Who has been gathering 
steam for a fresh onslaught of pro
ductivity. A new LP is in the works 
and will probably emerge before the 
summer begins. And according to 
columnist Michael Watts, a Who 
film is also on its way. Details 
about the record are being kept se
cret even from officials at Decca 
Records, but Watts says that infor
mation about the film has been 
flowing rather freely. He reports 
that responsibility for the flick's 
contents has been turned over to 
author Nik Cohn, and that Cohn 
has been told to prepare for a rea
listic documentary on the Who’s 
career by following the group’s 
members at every possible mo
ment.

Greg Lake has gotten himself a 
new band. Not that he’s quitting 
Emerson, Lake and Palmer; but he’s 
become producer and father figure 
for a group called Spontaneous 
Combustion. Their initial LP has 
already been released here, and the 
first comments on the quality of 
their music from one of the few 
who's gone to see them live were un
flattering, to say the least. “A bit 
repetitious and reminiscent of 
Grand Funk,’’ carped the bored and 
unsympathetic reviewer, “‘but 
they’ll do."

0^ Fragile
Yes’s Chris Squire has admitted 

that there were some un-Yes-like 
weaknesses in the band’s last al
bum. Fragile (Atlantic). He feels 
the group efforts included on the 
record were strong enough, yet says. 
“ I'd agree with people who knocked 
us for the solo pieces, but in a way 
you've got to appreciate the circum
stances. We had to get another al
bum out quickly from a purely fi
nancial point of view. We have a lot 
of mouths to feed. Rick (Wake
man—Yes’s new organist) had to 
buy a vast amount of new equip
ment when he joined, and it all 
costs much more money than 
people seem to imagine.”

The Byrds buzzed, squeaked, 
crackled and hummed through an



HOT WAX ON CANVAS

-Asylum

Is there an FM ROCK STATION In 
your area that you feel deserves a list
ing in CIRCUS? Write Art Ford, Hot 
Wax, CIRCUS Magazine, 866 UN Plaza, 
New York, N. Y. 10017 ... and we’ll 
check it out right away!

CHOM-FM
Montreal
1. Jackson Browne
2. Greenhouse—Leo Kottke
3. Hendrix in The West—Jimi Hendrix
4. Black Messiah—Cannonball Adderly
5. Clever Dogs—Kenny Young

WRCT
Pittsburgh
Carnegie Mellon U
1. All The Good Times—Nitty Gritty

WFPC
St. Petersburg
1. Fragile—Yes
2. Greenhouse—Leo Kottke
3. Islands—King Crimson
4. Fearless—Family
5. Farther Along—Byrds

KSAN-FM
San Francisco
1. Kongos—John Kongos
2. Do It Now—Clifford Coulter
3. Crusaders No. 1—The Crusaders
4. Let’s Stay Together—Al Green
5. Tracy Nelson/Mother Earth

KMET-FM
Los Angeles
1. Snake—Exuma
2. Moody Jr.—Junior Walker
3. Let's Stay Together—Al Green
4. Sittin In—Loggins
5. Crusaders No. 1—The Crusaders

WFIB
Univ, of Cincinnati
1. Jackson Browne
2. Kongos—John Kongos
3. Barclay James Harvest—Sire
4. Linda Ronstadt—Capitol
5. Footprint—Gary Wright

WMMR-FM
Philadelphia
1. Alabama State Troupers—Don Nix 

etc.
2. Just the Beginning—Freight Train
3. Tracy Nelson/Mother Earth
4. I’m The One—Annette Peacock
5. Jo Jo Gunne

Dirt Band
2. Ratchell
3. Peter—Peter Yarrow
4. Fog On The Tyne—Lindisfarne
5. Cass Elliot

WGLD-FM
Chicago
1. Dave Edmunds—Rock Pile
2. All The Good Times—Nitty Gritty 

Dirt Band
3. Atlantic Rhythm Section
4. Under Open Skies—Luther 

Grosvenor
5. Mike Harrison

hotwaxpredictions
Since music tastes and preferences 

vary, CIRCUS asks FM Programmers 
to predict what five records will be 
most likely to top the lists when we 
appear on the newsstand. Here are our 
predictions.

WPLJ-FM
New York
1. In Concert—Rare Earth
2. Ring The Living Bell—Melanie
3. Runnm’ Away—Sly and the Family 

Stone
4. Baby I’m-A Want You—Bread
5. Fragile—Yes

WMAL-FM
Washington, D. C.
1. Kongos—John Kongos
2. Jackson Browne
3. Jamming With Edward—Jagger, 

Hopkins, etc.
4. Tightly Knit—Climax Blues Band
5. Baby I'm-A Want You—Bread

WHCN-FM
Hartford, Conn.
1. Jackson Browne—Asylum
2. Crusaders No. 1—The Crusaders
3. Tightly Knit—Climax Blues Band
4. All The Good Times—Nitty Gritty 

Dirt Band
5. Manfred Mann's Earth Band

WKTK-FM 
Baltimore
1. Jo Jo Gunm
2. Movin On—Buckwheat
3. Great Grape—Moby Grape
4. Natural Causes—Richard Landis
5. You Gotta Walk It Like You Talk It—

Soundtrack
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he thinks.

'I
slut
And I’ve not the parkinn lol blues
The wizard brought benzadrine 
smiles
And he never let Dorothy doze
She died as she walked down the 
aisle
.4nd all that remains is her 
clothes
Over the rainbow a Kansas tor
nado
Can twist up a little nirl's head
Aunt Em’s on relief and the tin
man ’s a thief
And even the wizard can’t wake 
the dead

sharp as it is today.
The day Dorothy O.D.’ed: A little 

over a year afro, a small record com
pany called Mediarts released a 
long-player called Tapestry. Now. 
United Artists Records has 
re-issued the album. It’s been re
mixed. spruced up and made all 
ready for us. the listening public, to 
diagnose and dissect (lyrically that 
is). The Mclean head was as crys
talline clear then as it is now—even 
he looked at society through nar
rowed, cynical eyes:

MGM Studios can ’t make the nut 
They're auctioninn Dorothy's 
shoes
Gable is none, the good witch is a

MUSIC 
desk he’s nearly lying down in his 
chair. He’s twitchy and sharp and 
defensive. He photographs like 
Bobby Sherman, but would prob
ably rather be a 5x7 matt-finish 
print than an 8x10 glossy. He looks 
like a kid who might have once had 
a JD card. Juvenile delinquents (“a 
lonely teenage broncin’ buck with a 
pink carnation and a pick-up 
truck”) . . . they were the smart 
ones who couldn’t tolerate the a- 
trocities that were going on around 
them. Mclean is middle-sized with 
thick wavy hair and squinty brown 
eyes under steel-rimmed glasses:

sharp-tongued 
cynic who baked 
“American Pie” 
d re wove Tapestry

slips around 
rtions with a quick 
wit, but gives 
wav more than

. . . “Magdalene Lane” (Tapestry) 
Remember a year ago when ev

erywhere you went there were little 
advertisements for the Tapestry al
bum? Probably not. The radio 
played the hell out of it. but it only 
enjoyed a small cult following. The 
thoughts were pointed and honest 
on that album: there were no 
wasted words, but there never are 
with Don Mclean.

So. the success of American 
Pie (United Artists) has forced 
Mclean to come out of the woods in 
upstate New York and into the city 
which he loathes.

Teenage buck with brains: With 
his feet up on the publicity man’s

T^here must have been a time 
in the not so distant past when 

“The Leader of the Pack” married 
’ American Woman.” On that wed
ding day “American Pie” was born 
and when it had grown to its full 
nine-minute size, it begat a star and 
he was called Don Mclean.

Don Mclean is your average, 
middle-class American genius. 
He's the kind of guy who has at
tended school in the better neigh
borhoods and resents it. He’s the 
type who doesn’t realize that if it 
weren’t for those very schools his 
brain might never have been as

I make other people nervous
I guess that's why they laugh at 
me
But to me my life is a three-ring 
circus
And I can see it for free

. . . “Circus Song” (Tapestry) 
He has a social conscience, which 
explains why he took part in Pete 
Seeger’s Clearwater project on the 
Hudson River. He’s really good at 
spreading the word about pollution:

Were poisoned with venom with 
each breath we take
From the brown sulphur chimney 
And the black highway snake 
Every dawn that breaks golden is 
held in suspension
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"It s not really a culture. It's the algae that grows on a dead lake." says McLean, 
describing the Hollywood that "auctioned Dorothy's shoes" 

("Magdalene Lane." on the Tapestry album).o
£

can’t change the way the micro
phones are placed in a session 
cause that’s permanent, but you 
can change the way the album is 
mixed. I had the option of removing 
the synthesizer and I did. then it 
was remixed by my present produc
er. Then, we had a new rhythm 
track added to “Castles In The 
Air" because I thought that was the 
song that most missed the mark in 
terms of feel. I think by doing that I 
got closer to the feeling that I want
ed. It’s a liberty that I took 
(remixing the album) which I ordi
narily wouldn’t have, but I felt that 
since I was in a position to do it, I 
ought to take it while I had the 
chance.

Do you like AM radio?
That’s like asking if I like Her

shey bars.
Do you like Hershey bars?
Well, they don’t advertise, which 

is one step ahead of AM radio. I 
think that AM radio has a place in 
our society. I’m not sure that it’s 
aware of its position, but I think 
that it belongs as long as people 
support it. As long as people sup
port something, that something will 
exist. No matter how people cate
gorize or in some way try to define 
that thing, it wouldn't be an object 
of definition if it didn’t exist in the 
minds of a lot of people who sup
ported it. So when people stop sup
porting it, I suppose it won’t be 
around any more.

Do you think of yourself as a Top 
40 artist now that "American Pie” 
has been a chart success?

That’s a category I wouldn’t 
even relate to. how unnecessary it is 
to be thought of in those terms! I

How do you feel being a Don 
Mclean machine?

I feel like I have a part that’s 
faulty and there’s no service station 
that works on my kind of car.

Why?
Why not.
How do you feel about "Castles In 

The Air” (from the Tapestry album) 
being released as a follow-up to 
"American Pie”?

Where did you get that?
That’s what we were told . . . 

would you mind?
I don’t want to do anything that 

doesn’t happen naturally. If the 
re-release of Tapestry causes 
people to want to hear “Castles In 
The Air" then I’m not opposed to 
having it released. If it’s some cor
porate decision then I’ll be opposed 
to it. because then it wouldn’t be 
the natural thing. I think the logi
cal thing would be to bring out a 
new record . . .

But, if they’ve re-issued Tapestry. 
when are they going to release a new 
album?

I’m fooling around with one right 
now. I’m not in the studio, but I’m 
working away in my private work
shops across the world, laboring on 
middle verse and corresponding 
melody.

What exactly was done to the 
Tapestry album before the re-issue? 
How was it changed?

Well it’s not changed. The prob
lem with the record from the begin
ning was that a Moog synthesizer 
was used on some of the tracks. 
The tracks were mixed through this 
contraption and the result was that 
the sound had a quality I didn t 
want. The Median’s record I felt 
was inferior in a lot of ways. You

citxus

Like the yolk of albumen
Where the birth and the death of 
unseen generations
Are interdependent in vast or
chestration
And painted with colors of 
tapestry thread
When the dying are born and the 
living are dead.

. . . “Tapestry" (Tapestry) 
Only two times during a for

ty-five minute acquaintanceship 
did Don get genuinely excited. The 
first time when he discovered an al
bum entitled Lenny Bruce at Car
negie Hall: the second when he dis
covered the miracle of the office 
phone complete with “hold" but
ton. As this was the fourth inter
view Mclean had given that day (in 
a space of a little under five hours) 
there was little anyone could ask 
without ruffling the singer 
song-writer's feathers.

just happen to have made a record 
that’s being played on top 40 sta
tions, I obviously wasn’t trying to 
make a hit for top 40 radio, you 
don’t make nine minute hits.

When you do another album, will 
you take into consideration the 
single-buying public. That is, the 
people who went out and bought 
’’American Pie” and didn’t know 
who you were before that?

I write songs to tell stories and if 
it takes two minutes or ten minutes 
to tell a story that’s how long it’s 
going to take.

That’s not what I meant . . .
I know what you meant but I 

said that because that’s how I feel. 
The song comes first . . . the 
media comes second.

Would you think that this might 
lead to a whole concept album?

Could be, who knows? I have a 
variety of things that I want to do. 
but they do not include in any way 
taking into consideration the me
dium that they will be brought to 
people through . . . that includes 
magazines by the way.

Do you feel that social comment 
has a place on record? After all, in 
five years the situation might 
change and your statement will be 
obsolete.

Well to me, a record by definition 
is a definite stance taken in time 
and place, so whether you put poli
tics on it or whether you put music 
on it, you will somehow be made 
obsolete by continuing musical 
trends or political ideas. I don t 
think Marx is obsolete, and he 
wrote a book. I don't think a num
ber of great political thinkers that 
have written works that have
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inaccurate and have noth- 
do with what the song’s 
. . you know them foreign-

”1 guess I’ve been steadily seeing more and more to be happy about. But that will change."I

may be relevant to the statement, 
but there’s nothing I can do about 
people recording my material. You 
see. I have no control over it.

I thought you controlled your own 
publishing.

I do. I control half of my publish
ing. That doesn’t mean I can pre
vent somebody from covering my 
tune. A cat in France has already 
covered "American Pie." He'put 
his own lyrics to it . . . he’s in big 
trouble.

He put his own lyrics to it?
Yes. because any translation 

that’s not approved by somebody 
who we assign to do it. you have a 
right to reject. He just went ahead 
and did it. and apparently some of 
the translations that they make are 
grossly 
ing to 
about . 
ers.

Your bio says you sing like a pop 
singer and sound like a folk singer. 
That’s the strangest thing I’ve ever 
read, I don’t see it.

I don’t either. Why would any
body ever write a thing like that?

It says: "Don Mclean is an enigma, 
he sings like a pop singer and 
sounds like a folk singer . .

. . . And looks like a breath 
mint. I don’t know, it’s on a piece 
of paper. I didn't write it.

I thought it was strange.
It is strange, but then a lot of 

things are strange. There are quali
ties in phrasing which are inherent 
in pop music, there are qualities in 
style which are inherent in pop 
music . . . the pop approach to 
singing comes more from the bel 
canto style of singing, which is an

operatic style. Folk singing. I 
would say untrained kinds of sing
ing. tend to do things like break 
words in halves with breaths and 
things like that and not hold lines 
for long. I don't know whether I 
agree with that or disagree with it. 
but I must say there is a difference. 
You could sing like a pop singer 
and sound like a folk singer. Be
cause "singing like" implies the 
way in which the singer uses his 
breath, and "sounding like" im
plies the way the person sounds 
when he puts his breath around 
some words or notes. Elvis Presley 
can do exactly the same thing. Pres
ley sang like a pop singer, but 
sounded like a folk singer or a rock 
singer or a country singer . . . 
whatever bag the journalists put 
him in. Now he's into a Las Vegas 
trip or something, but basically he 
has a pop approach to music with 
long sculptured lines to his singing 
rather than short blues lines with 
no breath control.

Would you record other people’s 
material?

It depends on how I feel. If I find 
a song that says something that I 
want to say better than I can say it. 
then I may. It all depends on 
what’s growing naturally, not on 
what I feel I must do in order to 
meet the public's demands for me 
in terms of "product."

How do you feel about your New 
Rochelle past?

I want to tell you a little some
thing. My feelings about West
chester and New Rochelle cannot 
be described in words. But if you 
put one of those blood pressure ma
chines around my arm when you 
bring up the subject of how I feel 
about it and most of the people in 
it . . .

Was "Magdelene Lane” on the 
Tapestry album about Judy Gar
land?

Was it? Yeah, maybe. The song 
was not meant to be about anybody 
in particular.

Well it seemed to be about the Hol
lywood culture.

It’s not really a culture, it's the 
algae that grows on a dead lake.

Do you think you would have been 
accepted now, if it wasn’t for people 
such as James Taylor and Cat Ste
vens?

Ask the people. I don't know. I 
don’t know those answers. Those 
are answers of "fashion” and 
“trend" and I don’t know them. I 
have no feelings about it. I’ve only 
done what I do and I’ll continue to 
do it. I wouldn’t construct my style 
to cash in on any given receptivity. 
I was doing my music before James
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changed the world are necessarily 
obsolete through the passage of 
time or the changing of ideas. . . . I 
feel that the effectiveness of a per
son's work has to do with his own 
abilities to make his work a lasting 
memorial to whatever it is he’s try
ing to immortalize, and I don't 
think it has anything to do with 
passage of time or the change in 
ideas. Fashion corresponds to those 
dictums, not art.

Do you think that now people will 
rush out and buy the Tapestry al
bum because of the success of the 
A merican. Pie LP?

I don’t know. I don’t answer 
those questions: I just go along my 
own way and do what comes natu
ral. You know, if this kind of thing 
happens fine, if it doesn’t happen 
fine.

Do you think your musical philos
ophy is particularly cynical?

Cynical? I think it’s practical. 
What’s cynical about regarding the 
success as being irrelevant to the 
music. I think about music first and 
success second. That’s what makes 
for good music. Don’t you think so? 
I don’t think that’s a cynical atti
tude about music at all. I would say 
anybody that puts success first 
would be much more cynical than 
me.

I read where you said you don't let 
anyone else record your music. 
Why?

That’s not true. It’s a misquote, 
they misquote right and left. I nev
er said that: if I said it on tape I 
take it back. Other people have 
recorded my songs. I can’t remem
ber who they were, but there are 
people who have. The ’let’ part
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"I obviously wasn’t

trying to make a hit for Top Forty radio.

You don’t make nine-minute hits.”

the American Pie album.
I appreciate that. The song 

“American Pie’’ is really just a cen
terpiece for that album. That’s the 
way it turned out, I didn’t really 
construct it that way. There are 
sorts of parts played throughout the 
record by different people who have 
experienced the same sort of phe
nomena, only in a more realistic 
way ... I guess there are parts 
that I took, but I’m not giving away 
which is my song.

You wind up liking Don Mclean, 
even though he’s given you a fairly 
hard time. He makes it clear that 
he can’t wait to get back to his 
house in the country without a tele
phone and without journalists. He 
makes it even clearer that you’re 
not his friend and he isn’t about 
to make you one. But that’s more 
likeably honest than the kind of 
pop star who treats you like a long- 
lost buddy while an interview is 
being held, only to look through you 
the next time you meet. •

go. There’s a lot of that.
When I listen to the Tapestry al

bum I can get really depressed.
Well, I’m not what they call a 

“joy-pill.”
Tapestry is a far more depressing 

album than American Pie.
Well, I guess I’ve been steadily 

seeing more and more to be happy 
about, but that will change . . .

You say that as if it’s a promise.
Well, no, it’s not a promise. But 

all things must come to an end 
sometime, and that in itself is not 
very happy. Change is a fundamen
tal function of growth, you know, 
and within that sphere it all de
pends on how you look at it. The 
change can be positive, the change 
can be negative, the change can bal
ance out with all the other people 
that are changing. Your actions no 
matter how you see them may turn 
into other things that move because 
of the things around you. We’re 
each interdependent and somehow 
related and somehow influencing 
one another whether we like it or 
not. You can take a variety of out
looks. I forget who said it. but 
somebody said: “If you think with 
your mind, life is funny. And if you 
think with your heart life is tragic.” 
I guess that tells how I think.

If I were going to write a love song 
about a painter ("Vincent” concerns 
Van Gogh), it would have been about 
Toulouse-Lautrec.

Well. “Vincent” wasn’t meant to 
be so much a love song as an ex
ample.

How do you feel about Tapestry 
and American Pie as albums?

I’m not too thrilled about either 
of my records, frankly. There was a 
lot of stupidity on them. I’m happy 
with a lot of the things that came 
out too. I plan to do other things in 
the'future that home in closer. Not 
necessarily with the next record, or 
the record after that. But at some 
point I’ll connect with something 
that I feel I want to do. It’s a grow
ing process, but at this point it 
might be slowed down because I’m 
having too much fun.Well, on both albums you really 

seem to prove you’re a sentimental
ist.

Well, lots of people are more sen
timental than they’d ever want to 
admit. There’s nothing wrong with 
being sentimental. Emotions are 
emotions—they just go through pe
riods of being more or less fashion
able. As a result, because anti-sen
timentality has taken over so wide
ly, there’s almost no character that 
you can rely on; and when you have 
nothing to rely on people feel ex
tremely empty . . . untied. They 
feel like there’s no place for them to

Taylor was doing his. Perhaps 
what I was doing made it possible 
for him to be successful, who 
knows? That is in no way to be in
terpreted as a put-down because I 
like James Taylor’s music. It was 
intended to be a put-down to the 
people who are into that number. 
. . . These questions have rele
vance to fashion, and I loathe fash
ion. It’s very destructive, especially 
to things as fragile as music. It’s 
destructive because it sets up prohi
bitive frameworks that prevent all 
but certain kinds of music from 
flourishing for a given amount of 
time. The reasons those frame
works are set up are because the 
frameworks become controllable by 
people who want to make money on 
those things. Therefore, it becomes 
a machine, and the machine lasts 
for as long as the people would take 
it, and they found they can expand 
peoples’ willingness to accept cer
tain things for a fairly long amount 
of time. Within the framework they 
turn out a number of artists time 
and time again until they’ve played 
out that particular vein of gold and 
they find another one. And that to 
me is a mathematical designation 
and I’m not interested in math. I’m 
interested in feelings. I’m like Lo
retta Young, I’ve always wanted to 
see her dress get caught in the 
door . . .

Do you have anything you WANT 
to tell me?

If you have specific questions you 
want to ask me I’ll be glad to an
swer them if I can . . . but fame is 
meeting a lot of people I wouldn’t 
ordinarily get to talk to and so I 
can’t really have very much to say 
to anybody that interviews me. 
. . . The fact is that they have 
things they want to ask me, and out 
of courtesy I’m perfectly willing to 
answer them as long as they want 
to ask me. . . . I have nothing to 
say to A merica.

I know you’ve been doing inter
views all day but . . .

There’s nothing to say about 
“things.” That’s why interviews 
get to be troublesome sometimes. 
This is not a troublesome interview 
by any means. In fact, I’m enjoying 
it. But sometimes people are just 
not satisfied until they take part of 
your soul away in their tape record
er, and I’m just not willing to part 
with it.

Well, I tried to keep away from 
your "quirks,” for instance I didn’t 
ask you what "American Pie” 

"that's not my quirk; that’s the
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Redbone And 
The Top 

Forty Trap
Redbone’s songs are 

not meaningless 
bubblegum nonsense, 

but frank 
revelations of the 
strange world they 

grew up in.

“Jericho,” (on the newest album, 
Message From A Drum, Epic) for 
example, is a brutally honest portrait 
of the California slums where Pat and 
Lolly Vegas grew up.

There's a neighborhood on the edge 
of Fresno

Down by the old snake road and 
the city dump

People that live in a tent and 
cardboard lean-to

The babies ain’t got no shoes. 
That’s not funny.

My momma cooked with kerosene 
when she set the table

Beans and potatoes and water 
and sometimes Kool Aid

Kids would bust your lips if you 
couldn’t fight

Runniri with my friends, drinkin’ 
and stealin’

We’d hang out by the honky tonk 
and roll the winos

People in the church next door 
singin “Thank you, Jesus’’ 

“Jericho,” ® Novalene Music, 
Inc./Blackwood Music, Inc.

Hooking game: “Maggie,” Red- 
bone’s first hit single, is a story 
straight out of Pat and Lolly’s ado
lescence. The song tells about a tawdry 
temptress who toyed callously with 
men's emotions, and suffered for it in 
the end.

Maggie was a buck and gain 
Following the hooking game 
Oh she loved to tantalize 
Make you feel like paradise 
And oh nobody cried 
When Maggie died.

Maggie and girls like her used to hang 
out at the bars where the Vegas kids 
played their first gigs. “When we were 
younger, we worked a lot of clubs,” 
recalls Lolly, Redbone’s lead guitarist 
and vocalist. “We were thirteen, four- 
teen-years-old, and things really blew 
our minds. One thing I noticed was 
about chicks. We’d come to work and 
we’d be tuning up and there would be 
all the regular cats—the guys who 
come into the club every night to score 
the chicks. Anyway, all of a sudden 
this chick would walk in the door and 
all the rcgulars’d go ‘wow. look at that 
one. I've never seen her before,’ and 
they’d bet she wouldn’t even speak to 
any of them. So pretty soon everybody 
would start hitting on her, and they 
were right. She woudn’t speak to any
body. She thought she was too good. 
Time would go by, and one cat’d get 
her, and then another cat’d get her, 
and then another. And in the course 
of time, everybody in the club would 
get to her . . . and everybody would 
knock her down. So she’d get pretty 
disgusted with the whole thing and 
disappear, and nobody’d ever see her 
again. Then I’d come to work and all

the regulars would be there and they’d 
say, ‘hey, whatever happened to that 
chick, what was her name? Maggie. 
Whatever happened to Maggie?’ and 
they’d say, ‘I don’t know. No big 
thing; they come and they go’ . . . And 
all of a sudden this new chick would 
come in and they’d say, ‘wow, look 
at that one, I’ve never seen her before.’ 
‘Nobody cried when Maggie died’; she 
didn’t really, but as far as they were 
concerned she might as well have. She 
was following the hooking game, but 
she wasn't really a hooker.”

Before Crcedencc: When Redbone 
veer away from songs of the Fresno 
slums, they tend to swing toward 
hearty cajun rock and roll. Cajun? 
Isn’t that Creedence Clearwater’s spe
cialty? What’s an American Indian 
rock band doing playing Louisiana 
swamp music . . . especially when they 
come from California?

Pat Vegas reveals a peculiar link 
between Redbone and the Creedence 
sound. “Lolly and I were working in 
a club in L.A. called P.J.’s. Part of 
our repertoire was a song we'd written 
called ‘Nicky Hokey’ and an entire 
swampland, Cajun thing. We’d say, 
‘come on, everybody, get on the dance 
floor and get down low and start 
sweating. Let's get the swampland 
moving.’ We were working with an
other band called The Poor Boys, and 
I guess they must have absorbed it. 
Later on they became Creedence; get 
the picture?”

This still doesn’t explain where Red
bone acquired the marshland, swamp 
sound. Lolly admits that it’s another 
legacy of the Fresno slums. “The 
neighborhood was about 80% black. 
Most of the kids we went to school 
with were black, and most of them 
were from Louisiana. It was a really 
strange thing. They taught us all the 
Cajun stories and sayings.”

One of those stories was 
“The Witch Queen of New Orleans” 
(on Message From A Drum), whose 
talc became the core of a solid hit 
single. “She was for real,” Lolly an
nounced.

Marie, Marie La Voodoo veau
She’ll put a spell on you
She’s the witch queen of New

Orleans
I’m gonna tell you a story
Strange as it must seem
Of zombie voodoo gris gris
A nd the witch queen of New

Orleans
She lived in a world of magic 
Possessed by the devils’ skew 
From a shack near the swamplands 

made of mud-pie brick
Marie stirred her witch’s brew.
Indian awakening: Blit why is there 

so little Indian folklore in Redbone’s

At this point, everyone is complete
ly misinformed about us because 

there, hasn’t been much publicity,” 
says Pat Vegas. “They expect us to 
come out in feathers and war paint 
and chant all night.” Vegas was com
plaining about the backlash of Red
bone’s American Indian image; but 
in reality, he should have complained 
about much more. For even though 
Redbone has now launched two suc
cessful albums and as many hit singles, 
surprisingly few progressive rock en
thusiasts are familiar with the group’s 
work.

Ask a progressive rock listener if 
he’s heard of Redbone, and he'll most 
likely say no. Remind him of Red
bone’s top-selling songs—“Maggy” and 
“The Witch Queen of New Orleans” 
—and he’ll dismiss them as mere Top 
Forty fluff. But there are several strik
ing ironies to this indifference. For 
one thing, the embryonic group's first 
album (Pat and Lolly Vegas Live At 
The Haunted House, on Mercury) 
was produced by progressive rock’s 
master musician, Leon Russell; for an
other, Redbone’s songs are not mean
ingless bubblegum nonsense, but frank 
revelations of the strange world the 
group-members have known.

Life on the fringe: “J guess you’d 
call us frustrated short story writers,” 
Redbone mainstay Pat Vegas explains, 
“the majority of our songs are like 
short stories.” But the stories hit 
home because they are true. Based 
on Indian legend, Cajun folklore, or 
personal experience, they are straight
forward glimpses of life at the fringe 
of society.
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mation of Redbone. They were living 
primarily off the money they received 
for writing “Niki Hokey," a song that’s 
been recorded and performed by P. J. 
Proby, Bobbie Gentry and innumer
able other notables. “We wrote, but 
very few people did our things at the 
beginning," Pat said. “We had songs 
on the Righteous Brothers’ You’ve 
Lost That Lovin’ Feelin' album and 
we’ve played on sessions with the 
Everly Brothers." As a duo Pat and 
Lolly recorded one album. Pat admit
ted: “We were working in a club 
called the Haunted House and we did 
a live album there which Leon Russell 
produced for us. he was a studio musi
cian at the time ... we went in and 
we cut the album and it came out 
sounding like what Leon’s into now. It 
was called Pat and Lolly Vegas Live 
At The Haunted House. It was re
leased on Mercury Records and we’d 
rather just forget it."

Wood shed practice: While playing 
at the Haunted House. Pat and Lolly 
had their first brush with Pete DePoe. 
“Pete had come down to L.A. and 
happened to walk into the club where 
we were playing and heard us, and he 
said that we scared him real bad. He 
thought he had his whole thing to
gether musically and he’s told us ‘you 
guys scared me so bad that I went 
home (to Washington) and practiced 
in a wood shed by myself for two 
years. I played with my group at night 
and I wood-shedded during the day.’ 
He vowed that one day he’d come 
back to California and would work 
with us.’’

All-night jam: Tony Beilamy, who 
eventually became Redbone’s rhythm 
guitarist, was working with Dobie 
Gray at that time. But his days apart 
from Pat, Lolly and Pete were num
bered. Pat explained how the four 
finally got together: “Lolly and I 
were playing at a club called The Red 
Velvet. We were there as an eight
piece group with horns and everything 
and this club used to be a hangout for 
musicians. Every morning at 6:00 all 
the musicians would go to the club, 
every musician from every club in the 
area would be there, they’d be waiting 
outside in lines. This was where Three 
Dog Night found their drummer. I had 
never seen anything like it in my life, 
and I probably never will again. 
Anyway. Tony was one of the musi
cians that came in to the club, he 
came in at six o'clock every morning 
and he’d hook into my amp. He’d 
play rhythm while Lolly played lead 
and I played bass. We’d have six 
horns up there and two drummers and 
it would be an incredible thing. Then 
Pete DePoe came in. He'd been prac
ticing for two years to play with us. 
and he walked up to Lolly and asked
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Shield against the white man: 
What’s a Niji Trance? “Niji means 
the soul, but it’s a long story," Lolly 
warns. Long or not, the story’s fas
cinating. “When the cavalry was com
ing across the United States, the In
dians had no rallying point—nothing 
strong spiritually to fight the soldiers 
with. Their religion was not strong 
enough until the Peyote Messiah in
spired this song called the Ghost 
Dance. The story was that if the In
dians knew' the chants and the Ghost 
Dance, it would lift them up in the air 
and destroy everyone left on the 
ground, kill the white men, animals, 
everything. Then the new earth would 
give birth to wildlife again, and to 
green grass and new trees. And the 
Indians would come back down to 
earth, but the people that didn't know 
the Ghost Dance would be killed."

Leon Russell: Redbone is a Cajun 
word for half-breed. Three members 
of the group are half-Mexican, Pete 
DePoe is the only full-blooded In
dian. These four wound up playing 
together more by fate than by chance. 
Pat Vegas (bass guitar, vocals) and 
his brother Lolly (lead guitar, vocals) 
were into studio work before the for-

Pat and his brother Lolly were thirteen years old and gigging at a club when 

"Maggie" walked in.

songs? The truth is that Pat and Lolly 
Vegas, who write the music, were 
unaware of their Indian heritage until 
they met their drummer Pete DePoe. 
“Message From A Drum” is about the 
awakening that came when Pat rein
troduced the Vegases to their Indian 
roots. “The whole thing behind ‘Mes
sage’ is Pete having such an influence 
on us and the long raps that we’ve 
had. We’ve gotten into each others 
heads a lot. He made us aware,” ex
plains Pat.

Actually, “Message From A Drum” 
may have been designed to bear an 
Indian meaning, but its theme is uni
versal—“Can you ever lose what 
you’ve really got or had/When your 
eyes can see through mine.” “Niji 
Trance,” on the other hand, is a thor
oughly Indian song whose lyrics dip 
back into the past of a people the 
white man tried to shatter.

Oooh, it’s the spirit dance, oooh it’s 
the Niji trance

Wailing song, whost spirit dance, 
Niji trance

Wailing song 
The warrior sings 
Free my people 
Give freedom wings
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Tony Bellamy: 

’’Jericho” is a brutally

DePoe opened Lolly 

and Pat’s eyes 

to their Indian heritage.

where Pat and Lolly 

Vegas grew up.

if he could sit in. Lolly said ‘no, later 
man, not right now.’ Pete said it hurt 
him so bad that he just split and we 
didn't see him again until a year later 
when we were holding auditions. Sure 
enough he showed up and with his 
first lick we knew there were the right 
chemicals.”

When Pete DePoe is asked what his 
compulsion to work with the Vegas 
brothers stemmed from his answer is 
quite simple: “Well, they all looked 
like people, they looked like Indians.” 

Amplifier secret: Lolly Vegas’s ear
twisting guitar work gives the group’s 
sound an extra uniqueness. Somehow 
Lolly makes a six-string sound like an 
organ or synthesizer. Where most mu
sicians keep their secret of success to 
themselves, Lolly is willing to explain 
his puzzling effects.

“What I have is a
Lesley. That’s an organ speaker. I 
run my guitar through it, I split the 
signals and run half the signals 
through a guitar amp and the other 
signals through the Lesley. The thing 
that makes it sound the way it does is 
that you hear the guitar amp and the 
Lesley amp simultaneously.”

What is it that makes a Lesley 
sound so different? “It’s the rotating 
tumbler,” Lolly continues, “with a 
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Redbone: For two years they practiced in a woodshed, putting their American Indian 
heritage and their black slum background to music.

plug 
the idea 

when I saw this group doing it with 
a violin, they had this girl playing vio
lin through a Lesley and I figured if 
you could do it with a violin then I 
could do it with a guitar. I tried it and 
it worked and now everybody uses it, 
The Beatles, everybody.”

Simultaneous fingering: And why 
does using an organ amplifier make a 
guitar sound so different? “It’s the 
fingers, a lot of people use the Lesley 
but they don’t know how to. The 
secret to it is you have to play it like 
block chords on the keyboard. You 
have to pull the notes simultaneously 
like four or five notes at a time . . . 
pluck them simultaneously to simulate 
the sound of four fingers falling on the 
keyboard at once. Otherwise it sounds 
like a guitar being fed through a Les
ley.”

So. four American Indians found 
each other, found they made good mu
sic together and made their way into 
the woods where they sat and had 
long talks about their heritage. Discov
ering, through their drummer Pete 
that one of their finest points was their 
Indian descent they sat writing songs 
and “playing weddings and bar mitz- 
vahs for money.” Then, in Cinderella 
or Snow White style Redbone’s Prince 
Charming/Fairy Godfather emerged 
out of the wilderness. Actually, he was 
kidnapped and dragged off into the 
woods to hear them play.

Discovery: Larry Cohen, an Epic 
Records executive, had been spirited 
out of his office in mid-day. then driv
en off to Washington half against his 
will and taken to the wood shed where 
the group was practicing. He reported
ly cleared his way through the smoke- 
filled room to find himself surrounded 
by four very nervous Indians. Pete 
was so jittery that he jumped up, ran 
out the door and didn’t come back 
for about half an hour. When he final
ly returned Tony. Pat, Lolly and Pete 
played an hour and a half set, were 
dubbed Rebdone. and were signed to 
Columbia. The company had so much 
confidence in their talent, that it took 
the risk of letting the fledgling group 
debut with a two-record set (Red- 
bone). The only other group Colum- 
bia/Epic had ever put that much faith 
in was Chicago.

The next time Redbone hit town 
with the Faces, Traffic, Alice Cooper 
or any of the other major acts they've 
been booked with lately, don’t expect 
them to be wearing feathers ... as 
Pat said: “If a Jewish group came in 
I wouldn’t expect the group to wear 
yarmulkas!”
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J 
horn on top and a tumbler on the 
bottom. That’s the Lesley speaker. It 
was built for an organ but now they 
make pre-amps and you can 
your guitar into it ... I got
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Hellbound Train. Moving in new directions. Blues. 
Boogie. Gospel. And all in the truest Savoy Brown 
rock ’n roll tradition. Hellbound Train is dynamic 
yet moves with spirit and grace. Get aboard.
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