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INId3 announces a lusty, rip-roaring new series.
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Here’s the true story of
= the old west

x
, —'L‘J Abilene . . . Cheyenne .

' , Dodge City . . . more than

' # names, they were places —
places that made magic around
the world. They still do.
Wherever people crave adven-
ture, invoke the spirit of the
American pioneer or seek new honzons they look to the history
of the American West. To some, it’s a tale of raw courage against
great odds. To others, it’s a fable of heroes and villains. And to
everyone, it’'s where we escape to when we dream of
breaking loose and breathing free.

In a new series of books designed to give you a true
picture of pioneer life, the editors of TIME-LIFE
Books have produced an epic story more excit-
ing than any movie or TV Western. In The Old
West, you will see the places, meet the people

Kangas State Historicsl Society, Topeka
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TIME-LIFE BOOKS, Dept. 0548
TIME & LIFE BUILDING, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

Yes, | would like to examine The Cowboys. Please send it to me for
10 days’ free examination — and enter my subscription to THE
OLD WEST. If I decide to keep The Cowboys, 1 will pay $7.95
($8.95 in Canada) plus shipping and handling. 1 then will receive
future volumes in THE OLD WEST series, shipped a volume at a
time approximately every three months. Each is $7.95 ($8.95 in
Canada) plus shipping and handling and comes on a 10-day, free-
examination basis. There is no minimum number of books that 1
must buy and I may cancel my subscription at any time simply by
notifying you.

If T do not choose to keep The Cowboys, 1 will return the book
within 10 days, my subscription for future valumes will be canceled,
and [ will not be under any further obligation.
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you've been hearing about all your life.
Only vou'll experience it ail as it really
was — the authentic, vividly detailed lives
of great Indian leaders like Crazy Horse,
Red Cloud, and Chief Joseph . . . infamous outlaws like the
Daltons, the James Boys, and Butch Cassidy . . . and those
famous “ladies of ill-repute” like Lola Montez, Squirrel Tooth
Alice and Bell Starr.
The series begins with The Cowboys: a comprehensive look
at the real life of the real cowboy — from his intro-
duction as a young bumpkin looking for an inter-
esting life in the West, down to his last trail and
spree. You'll see what he actually wore, what
he ate, where he slept,
how he worked, what he
. did for relaxation. You'll see
him for what he actually was
—an overworked, honest, girl-
shy guy who moved 10 million
cows and helped civilize the West.
Cowboys loved to have their picture
taken. And a good thing too. Because in-
cluded in the 250 illustrations you'll find in
The Cowboys, there's a gallery of spruced-up
cowboys who had these pictures taken for
*“the folks back home” — never dreaming
we'd be enjoying them today.
And when you sce the extraordinary paintings,
drawings, etchings, maps, newspaper clippings,
posters, the treasures of archives and historical
societies. your enthusiasm as a reader is sure to
equal ours as publisher.
That’s why we’re offering you The Cowboys
y for 10 days’ free examination. If you don’t
love it, just return it without obligation.
Mail the postpaid insert card today. If
card is missing, use the coupon here.

h{;\
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**Stampede by Lightning®’ by Frederic Remington, Thommas Gilers ase Institute, Tulsa, Okln.
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Padded covers hand-rubbed for antique leather “*In Without King**
look, embossed in Western saddle design. 240 pages, by Chm’nﬁ‘? Rossell
some 250 illustrations. 812" x 11”. Amon Carter Moscom,

BOOKS Fort Worth, Texas




Letters

I have just read Ira Mayer’s review
of the MGM record The History of
Bob Wills and The Texas Playboys
in your May issue. Mr. Mayer is
certainly a wealth of misin-
formation.

In the first place, it wasn't a
heart attack that put Bob out of
business. It was a stroke. Secondly,
Bing Crosby didn’t add the lyrics
to “San Antonio Rose” and it wasn’t
Crosby’s record that caused the
song to be a hit. Thirdly, Leon
McAuliff does not appear on any
of the songs on this album as men-
tioned in the fourth paragraph of
this review. Leon left the Texas
Playboys early in the Second World
War to join the Navy and he didn’t
return to the band after his ser-
vice time was up.

Since Bob didn’t record on MGM
until late 1947 and then only for
five or six years, this album should
not have been titled The History of
Bob Wills and The Texas Play-
boys. It's well worth the purchase
price, however.

A lot of people take what they
read in a magazine as gospel truth
no matter how wrong it is. I hope
you can encourage your people to
be accurate.

GARY ANDERSON

Thanks to Mr. Anderson for his
letter. One of the problems with re-
issues of this sort is that informa-
tion on personnel and recording
dates is often unavailable. Indeed,
Billy Bowman, not Leon McAuliff,
is the steel guitar player on most
of the album, though I believe
someone else is heard on some of
the other-cuts. Mr. Anderson is al-
so right about the stroke. Most
people seem to feel though that it
was Crosby’s version of “San An-
tonio Rose” which brought the song
to audiences outside the strictly
country market. IRA MAYER

Johnny Cash has been my favorite
personality in the field for many
years and I happened to see him
performing in Kopenhagen in 1971.

I was really impressed by the way
he treated the audience— he seemed
to be a real “Man In Black.” It
was an American fella who helped
me to get an admission ticket— I
didn’t have enough money. And
this year he came over here and
brought me a single copy of your
brilliant Country Music magazine.

The May issue I highly appreci-
ate. The names you write about
cover the whole history of country
and western music. My congratu-
lations on this issue—the rest of
the magazine, country news, the
story about the electric guitar and
record reviews are also very good
and helpful to every country music
fan.

Hoping to have a possibility to
read your magazine someday again,
I remain with the very best wishes,
PIOTR ZEYDLER-ZBOROWSKY
WARSAW, POLAND

P.S. Johnny, when are you go-
ing to visit Poland? You'll be sur-
prised what a number of fans you've
got here.

I just finished reading my latest
Country Music magazine and I
just had to write and tell you how
much I enjoyed the stories and
pictures of Tom T. Hall.

After seeing Tom T. perform on
stage at Vet's Memorial and the
Ohio Theatres I made myself his
“number one” fan.

Between his shows at the fair-
grounds near Xenia, Ohio I had a
chance to talk with Tom and his
band, The Storytellers. His per-
formance that day was fantastic
and he stole my heart as well as
everyone else’s.

Then came Carnegie Hall! I just
had to be there! So, I saved my
pennies and made my plans for
the trip to New York. I got my
plane tickets and made reserva-
tions at the Sheraton Hotel—one
block from Carnegie Hall.

You won’t believe this, but it
was the same hotel where Tom T.
was staying and I almost fainted

2

when I met him in the lobby.

Tom remembered me, thanked
me for coming, and made sure I
got tickets for his show.

My own excitement was drown-
ed out by the standing ovation he
received at Carnegie Hall. They
all loved him as much as I did.

After the show I was with a few
friends in the cocktail lounge of
the hotel when Tom came in with
his manager, Bob Neal. After tell-
ing him how much we enjoyed the
show he let us buy him a 7-Up.
Then he posed for pictures as if
we were old friends.

He was the star, but that night
he made me feel like a queen. And
for that I'll always be his “number-
one” fan.

DOTTIE MAGUIRE

-GALLOWAY, OHIO

Bravo! Bravo! The best magazine
I have read in years. Your writers
are excellent.

The stories on Johnny Cash and
Hank Williams were just beautiful.

But the story that reached me
was the one on Jimmie Rodgers.
I have every record he ever made.
Every time I play his record “The
Women Make A Fool Out Of Me” it
brings tears to my eyes, just like
your story about him did, because
you can tell he’s so weak he can
hardly sing this song and then he
died two weeks later.

I am enclosing my $12.00 remit-
tance for a two-year subscription.
I don’t want to miss an issue. Keep
up the good work.

JACK PRESSLEY
HAMMOND, INDIANA

I enjoyed your story about Tammy
Wynette in your April issue. 1 can
still remember how she could sing
when she and I were in the third
and fourth grades at Hopewell Ele-
mentary. I think I knew then that
she would be a big success with
her talent and sweetness. I'm hap-
py to know that this has come
true.

CAROLYN R. WILLIAMS

SARATOGA, CALIFORNIA



Freddy Weller’s young, Fourteen-year-old Tanya
but he’s been around. Hisgreat Tucker sings like a woman. And
new music is funny, happy, she sings her big new hits “Blood
and about as entertaining as Red and Goin’ Down” and “What’s
music ever gets. His hit,“Too Your Mama’s Name” on her second
Much Monkey Business,’ sensational album. Nobody has a
leads off the Billy Sherrill- better future in country music
produced program. than Tanya Tucker.

JTANYATUCKER
[WHAT'SYOUR .
I MARIA'S
INAME
| FEATURING:
[ BLOOD RED
[AND GOIN®
[ DOWN
/,’ including:
I Teddy Bear Song
| Horseshoe Bend

| California
| CottonFielcs
| Song Man
/
/

On Columbia Recordse
and Tapes
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A Letter from the Publisher

This issue of Country Music magazine marks the end of our first pub-
lishing year, and we thought it might be an appropriate time to show
you who we are.

I’'m Jack Killion (front left). In between raising hunting dogs and
horses and playing the piano, I publish Country Music. Next to me is
our editor, Peter McCabe. He made a point of rolling his sleeves up for
this photograph. I guess he wanted to look country. The distinguished
gentleman with the beard on the right is Melvin Shestack, otherwise
known as the “old country music professor.” At least that’s what his wife
calls him. He interviewed the great Hank Williams once, some 25 years
ago, and he doesn't let us forget it.

Ian Phillips (1), our circulation director, came to us by way of Colo-
rado. He brought a parrot named Michael with him, and the darn bird’s
been leaving his mark on our office ever since. Gloria Thomas (2) left
Wall Street for Country Music. She runs one head of beagle, is a Charley
Pride fan, and manages our office.

Steve Goldstein (3), our advertising sales director, was publisher of
a_ California-based magazine called Country Sky before he joined us.
He probably knows as much about country music as anybody I know.
New to Country Music is associate editor Carol Offen (4), but she still
had lots to talk about with Dolly Parton at their first meeting, even
though it was in the ladies’ room, backstage at the Grand Ole Opry.

That’s our art director, Richard Erlanger (5) hiding behind Steve
Goldstein. He’s kind of camera shy except when he’s paddling in his
canoe. Roberta Haister (6), an administrative assistant, told us she’d
hitchhiked all over the United States and had even picked cotton. We
hired her anyway.

Patrick Carr (7) is one of the most quoted music critics in America.
Even Waylon Jennings kept on his good side. Nancy Burton (8), our
designer, came to Country Music from Austin, Texas. Funny people from
Texas. She goes barefoot around the office and has a daughter named
Tangerine!

John Hall (9), my assistant, is the most recent addition to Country
Music. He grew up in West Virginia, camps, fishes and claims he can hit
a golf ball!

We still missed Marshall Fallwell, our photographer; Clara Mendiola,
our administrative assistant; Dixie Hall, our Nashville columnist; and
my two associates Spencer Oettinger and Russ Barnard; but it was hard
enough getting this many people on cur staff into ane room for a photo-
graph! JACK KILLION, PUBLISHER
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Class by Herself

Before she became the official Happiest Girl in the Whole U.S.A., Donna Fargo was such
a good teacher that they wanted her to teach teachers how to teach. A country star after
only one year trying? She still can't believe it, but even up in the frozen north—Ontario,
Canada, to be precise—she got an ice arena full of people {and Melvin Shestack) danc-
ing. Whot at more proof do you need?

Makmg Itand Making Doin Nashville JOYCEWADIER 34
Nashville is full of songwriters pushing brooms, songwriters mowing lawns, songwriters

counting their dimes and hoping for that magic finger to point at them. When it happens,

how does it happen? And what is life like when you're trying for the big tme in Music

City? We sent Joyce Wadler to find out.

Mother Maybelle: Her Career Spans A Half-Century BILLY EDD WHEELER 40
Maybelle Carter first recorded on the same day as Jimmie Rodgers. She gave Chet Atkins

his first steady job in music. She heiped Johnny Cash through his hardest +mes and she

pioneered musical forms and techniques that are now standard in country music. Her in-

fluence has been, and still is, profound: she is the Queen Mother of country music. She

wouldn't admit any of this herself, though; she's the kind of Grandmother who still cooks

dinner for the family. Billy Edd Wheeler rieeds no introduction.

Records (Reviews and Collectors’ Catalogue) 7 49

Bill Anderson: Is He Stuck with the ELISNASSOUR 58
“'"Mr. Sincerity’’ Label?

He may look like a Texas oil millionaire, but he's a Nashville music millionaire: a lot of

folks say he can't sing, but his reco-ds ard concerts are invariably successful. He's one of

the biggest songwriters in the business—not just in country, either—and, witt a college

degree in journalism, something of an exception in country circles. And “"Mr. Sincerity,”

it seems, is not such a bad label to have around your neck.

Destination Bluegrass ALAN WHITMAN 62
The open air, the mud, young and old getting together—it's all part of the bluegrass

magic. Alan Whitman's photo essay on Ralph Stanley's 1973 Bluegrass Festival tells the

story better than words could.

Books 7 ‘ 64
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IN OUR NEXT SPECIAL ANNIVERSARY ISSUE:
The Making of the “Hee Haw” show...
Why Sonny James likes to stay a Southern Gentleman...



Down Homeand Around

by Dixie Hall

Ten thousand visitors turn out for Fan Fair...
Tom T.’s fan club takes first place with truckstop booth...
More on the Tompall, Bill Anderson, George IV feud.

With the disc jockey convention
just ahead of us, folks are still talk-
ing about the fantastic success of
this year’s Fan Fair which, after all
the figures were in, claimed an ap-
proximate 10,000 visitors. Over-
flowing crowds attended the star-
studded six-hour Fan Fair banquet
and show. Competition among the
200 display booths was hot and
heavy, but we were delighted when
the judging brought in another blue
ribbon for Tom T. His fan club’s
“Ravishing Ruby” truckstop was
awarded first-place.

The truckstop, which advertised
among its specials of the week a fan
fare of Tom T. Bone, hot baloney,
eggs and gravy, provided hot coffee,
served by a very “Ravishing Ruby”
who, between coffee pots, cut a
lively caper dancing up and down
the aisles with Starday Records’
Charlie Dick, the late Patsy Cline’s
husband. As the booths were being
built fans were wandering around
second-guessing who was going to
be in which space. One young lady,
watching the building of a simply
enormous pegboard was heard to
comment, ‘“That must be for Jerry
Lee. Only he would have his name
that big.”

Fan clubs would do well to note
that the Country Music Association
is already accepting booth space
reservations for next year. And
Grand Ole Opry manager and Fan
Fair chairman, Bud Wendell, will
have a whole year to happily worry
about how to accommodate the
multitudes.

Barbara Mandrell’s booth was
placed second and Charlie McCoy’s
was third. One thing we would like
to point out is that there is abso-
lutely no feud between Skeeter
Davis, whose very attractive log
cabin booth did not place, and
second-place winner, Barbara
Mandrell.

“Barbara is a very wonderful per-
son and I love her,” said Skeeter,
“but it just doesn’t seem fair for her
to win with a booth that looks like
a furniture store.”

Tom T. quipped that if Barbara
had put her new furniture in
Skeeter’s log cabin they might have
won first-place.

Speakin’ of feuds, looks like the
Tompall Glaser, Bill Anderson,
George Hamilton IV affair needs a
little more airing. Apparently,some-
one is chickening out somewhere
along the line. When Tompall and
George IV found they were on the
same A.A. (that’s for American Air-
lines) flight recently, George told
Tompall that it was Bill who had
made the Alcoholic’s Anonymous
statement and that he, George,
merely asked ‘“who is Tompall
Glaser?” Now friends, that ain’t the
way we heard it from Bill Anderson.
Tried to reach Bill by phone for fur-
ther comment, but for some strange
reason his number has been
changed! Tompall merely com-
mented that he doesn’t think that
Kinky Friedman and the Texas
Jewhoys are really Jewish, where-

Charlie McCoy’s priz

upon he immediately departed on
an extensive tour of Europe.

Speaking of Bill Anderson, we
did hear an interesting rumor
started by Waylon Jennings, that
“The Whisperer” has had his vocal
chords capped.

Barbara Mandrell, aboard her
new bus enroute to California, just
couldn’t resist temptation, and
turning the sign over to “Student
Driver” she climbed up behind the
wheel and drove it for 25 miles.
“The band members were all in
their bunks, asleep,” explained Bar-
bara.‘“Otherwise we would most cer-
tainly have had mutiny on board.”

Talked to BMI’s Frances Preston
and was amazed to learn that the
lovely fashion leader gives little or
no thought to what she is going to
wear until about four days before
a function. For instance, her only
plans at present for the BMI Octo-
ber banquet at the Belle Meade
country club are to alight from her
Lincoln Continental. Those wishing
to follow in her fashionable tire
tracks can always get a good deal at
the Preston-Lincoln Mercury deal-
ership.

. R sl l | s i
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e-winning fan club booth displayed giant replicas of his album

jackets, including a 3-foot harmonica in a hotdog bun.
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JODY MILLER
GOOD NEWS!

including: . i
Good Mews/Hallelujah. | Love Hirm So % A ] e e e
S { nge And Wondermnd Thing
Soul 30ng/ Why Me/Mobordv Wins . 1 ‘She/ll Unwine Me/Wath With Me, Girl

BILLY JOK SHAVER i ARTHUR SMITH
1V NE s |
OLDFIYEANDDIMERS - B8l BATTLING BANJOS
including: . Including:
B Black Rose/iBeenTo Georgia OnAFast Train 18 Feudin' Banjos

Senous Souls [Payed The Game ool | Foggy Mouatain Breakdowr:/ine String Boogie
ouoido:i:lhxyl :)umgu:_j(. Mo o § BattingBanjos Polka/Georyia Camp Mestin

Tom T. Hall, Waylon Jennings and

. Kris Kristofferson, Billy Joe's the

From now on: cali-Johnny Péy- guy who writes songs that other

__check Mr. Lovermaker. And dont songwriters want to sing. Now,

Every Jody Miller album is" miss this album of country real- produced by Kris Kristotferson,

good news. But her new one is life love songs by the fabulous Billy Joe Shaver sings his own

the best news of all. It's titled Mr. Paycheck. Italsoincludes his unforgettable songs on z new
after her hit single,“"Good News!; great hit,"Something About You Monument album.

and it includes her new hit,"Dar- [Love” Banjas are in. And Arthur
ling,You Can Always Come Back  George Jones is currently in Smith {who once recorded the
Home” the process of recording the million seller“Guitar Boogie™ is

David Houston makes singing greatest albums of his career, back on record with some of the
an art every time out. His new Rroducedby Billy Sherrillfor Epic  most banjoest songs you've ever
album is a special achievement, Records. His latest is titled after heard.His" Battling Banjos"
with hits like “Good Things;" his hit,“Nothing Ever Hurt Me album includes“Ringing Banjos™
“She’'s AllWoman; and a collection  (Half As Bad As Losing You)” “Feudin’ Banjos!“Banjc_BuSter,”
of songs written or selected to  Billy Joe Shaver may be a new and“Nine trin},B'&)gief’On
showcase David’s art. name to you, but to people like Monument. .

On Epic and Monument Records and



PeopleontheScene

Bobby Bare and Shel Silverstein Cut a ‘Concept’ Album . . .
Opryland Honors Members of Country Music Hall of Fame . . . Tom T. Hall Irks
Spokane City Council With New Song

PHOTO: MARSHALL FALLWELL

When Bobby Bare and Shel Silver-
stein get together for an album, it's
news. And when they throw a par-
ty in RCA’s Studio B to herald the
event, you know a motley group of
Nashville celebrities is going to
turn out for it—songwriters, pub-
lishers, studio musicians, even a
few more familiar faces: like Way-
lon Jennings and Mickey New-
bury.

A tape of Lullabies, Legends and
Lies. the celebrated “concept” al-
bum of Shel's songs recorded by
Bobby, was being run. This was
not just a party. But the guests
went right on partying as the tape
played. They laughed, stamped
their feet to the music, and sang
along with the 13 tunes—and much
of it will be heard on the album.

What's a concept album?

“There's no reason why a group
of good songs that are related

shouldn’t be put out as an album,”
Bobby explained. “Each song on
this album has a story to tell and
represents a unique aspect of Amer-
ican life,” he said.

“The tall story is indigenous to
America,” Shel added. “We've all
heard of Paul Bunyon and Johnny
Appleseed. What I've done is to
create modern legends and stories
in songs from things that I've ex-
perienced, living in America.”

One of the more claborate specta-
cles you get with your ticket to
Opryland is a musical revue called
"My Country,” a 45-minute presen-
tation given six times daily. The
show honors already sanctified
members of the Country Music Hall
of Fame, just about all of them,
as well as performers likely to be
enshrined in the future. "My Coun-
try” was written and directed by

Bobby Bare: Hisalbum, Lullabies. Legends and Lies. contains 13 Shel Silverstein songs.
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Paul Crabtree, a writer late of New
York theatre and television series
such as “The Loretta Young Show™
and "My Three Sons.” Mr. Crab-
tree has been hired to do all of the
stage presentations at Opryland.

Each member of the cast, which
was recruited from the Nashvijlle
area, portrays several of the stars
honored. In turn, they are introduc-
ed by figures representing Minnie
Pearl, Judge Hay and Rod Bras-
field. Portions of their best-known
songs are sung and then the entire
cast presents an interlude of square
dancing before the next star is
brought on.

The high points in the show are
Melissa Ferrell's Minnie Pearl, In-
grid Fowler's fiddle playing, Adri-
an Marshall's Rod Brasfield and
just about anything Sandi Burnett
does. Sandi’s performances as Tam-
my Wynette and Jeannie C. Riley
and Melissa's portrayal of Minnie
Pearl are, in a word, superb. These
two young women are worth the
whole show.

Elektra Records has set up a new
country label, Countryside, and
according to label head Mike Nes-
mith, former Monkee and establish-
ed country-rock solo act, it's a small
company with big plans. Nesmith
founded Countryside with the help
of Elektra president Jac Holzman
and backing from Texas hamburger
tycoon Art Luxinger, to provide a
home-based label for the growing
multitude of Los Angeles arca
pickers and singers.

When you're a new country singer
in Nashville, it can't hurt to have
a few big-league friends in your
corner. Larry Woods, a 28-vear-old
newcomer from Phoenix. Arizona,
has one of the biggest. John Wayne
—whose business partner, Louis
Johnson is married to Larry's sister
—came to Nashville in May to help
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promote Larry's first single, "It
Never Rains in Southern Califor-
nia,” on Candy Records, a young
record company.

“When we signed Larry, we
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weren't aware of his association
with Mr. Wayne,” said a record
company spokesman. “He just
made the rounds like everybody
else.” [ ]

Council Irked
Spokane
Irritating

By WAYNE CARLSON

The twangy strains of a country-
and-western song bounced around
Mayor David H. Rodgers’ confer-
enee room and City Council members
tapped their tves and listened:

*The dogs are running down in
Memphis.

Them nags are running in L.A.

I'm stuck in Spokane in a motel
room.

Ancé
away.”

The song —"Spokane Motel Blues"™
by Tom T. Hall—is an insult to the
city. sad Councilman J.M. “Jack"”
O’'Brien, on whose tape recorder the
tune was played.

O'Brien brought the recorder to
the courcil’s briefing session.

there ain't no way to get

It's Pertinent

“1 think.” he said, “this is perti-
nent in view of the fact that in the
past year and a half we've spent
literally millions of dollars here in a
long-range program designed to at-
tract visitors to the city.”

He then flipped on the machine:

“I don't know what I'm doing here.

I should be someplace else.

Like in Atlanta. drinking wine.
wine, wine,

[ don’t know what I'm doing here.

[ should be someplace else,

Like in Kain-tucky drinking 'shine.
‘shine. ‘shine.

“The really sad part about this.,”

This article is reprinted here by permission from The Spokane Chronicle.

Blues
Tune

O’Brien told his colleagues, “is that
he's a nationally known country-and-
western artist.”

Who Is It?

“You use that word loosely,” said
Councilman Del E. Jones.

“Who is it?” Councilman Jack N.
Divine wanted to know.

“Tom T'. Hall,” said O'Brien. "He
was here a couple of months ago for
a concert.

“Now if you think these concerts
have limited interest. go out Thurs-
day to this Buck Owens Show at the
Coliseum. You'll see how many peo-
ple tollow this country music. It has
a tremendous following throughout
the country.”

He said he was told the singer
wrote the song while sitting in a
nmiotel room in Spokane while he was
here for the show.

“The worst part about it is that
it isn't a single: he put it on an al-
bum. Now everybody that buys this
album — all the way from Alaska to
St. Petersburg—is going to hear the
“Spakane Motel Blues.”

He continued:

“So what I'm saying is that 1
think, individually or collectively. we
ought to encourage the Visitors and
Conventions Bureau of the Chamber
of Commerce to write this guy a let-
ter and invite him back here.”

“I'm personally going to write
Mr. T. Hall and invite him back, and
try to prove to him you don’t have
tc have the blues when you're here.”
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/ﬁ Spend a Country Morning with Tennessee Ernie Ford ) ‘;\
i He’'ll sing you songs as peaceful as the dawn. '3
The music inside Tennessee Ernie Fords new album. i1
Country Morning is just like the title says--
fresh, comfortable, satisfying--
the kind you can't get from anybody but Tennessee Ernie
Brighten your turntable with Country Morning,
Tennessee Ernie Ford’s new album from Capitol Records.




CountryNews

What will happen to the Ryman Auditorium when the Opry moves
to Opryland? Nobody really knows. but plenty of folks care.
Its owners have decided to decide later.
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The future of the historichome of ceuntry music will ke debated for another year.

One Year's Grace
for the Ryman

Auditorium
by Patrick Carr

The fate of the Ryman Auditorium,
which was to have been demolished
by its owners, the National Life
and Accident Insurance Company,
will not be decided until the spring
of 1974. This decision was made
May 11 in a joint meeting betwzen
executives of National Life, the
NLT Corporation, and WSM, Inc.,
and-it opens the way for what prom-
ises to be a long debate over the
future of the historic home of coun-
try music.

The issue of the Ryman's sur-
vival first arose when the decision
to build Opryland, National Life’s
369-acre recreational park ten miles
out from downtown Nashville, was
made. The area around the Ryman
was becoming very seecdy, parking

was a major problem, and the fa-
cilities offered by the old building
had never been ideal for either
broadcast or performance. There-
fore a new site for the Opry was
suggested, and plans eventually fi-
nalized around the ccncept of a
much-expanded country music cen-
ter —Opryland U.S.A.—as opposed
to just another theater building.
The main reason for the Ryman’s
existence—live country music—
thus having been removed, the
question remained: what to do with
the building?

National Life’s first answer was
to demolish the structure and use
some of its bricks, pews and iron-
work to build a chapel at Opryland
—and of course the objections to
this suggestion came in thick and
fast. Why demolish a building that
has served for so long as the home
of country music? Could it not be
preserved, if not for its value as a
working theater, then for all it
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means to country fans and the his-
tory of country music? The pres-
sure mounted from many sides un-
til a full-blown controversy was
raging.

Then on January 4th of this year,
Bill Weaver, chairman of the board
of National Life, NLT Corporation
and WSM, announced that he had
met with interested parties in the
cantroversy —notably Dr. Ben-
jamin H. Caldwell, Jr., who is presi-
dent of the Tennessee Historic Sites
Federation—and decided to call in
an expert to assess the Ryman’s
suitability for preservation. The
man chosen was Jo Mielziner, who
is reputed to be one of the world’s
leading authorities on theater con-
struction and stage design. Mr.
Mielziner arrived in Nashville on
March 13th, and spent the day of
the 14th inspecting the Ryman.
When his report was released in
April, its findings were negative:
there was no valid reason for pre-
serving the Ryman Auditorium, ac-
cording to Mielziner.

Mielziner concluded that the Ry-
man was never intended to be a
theater, that it was not suited to
its role as such, that as an archi-
tectural structure it was undistin-
guished, that it was poorly con-
structed from inferior materials,
and that therefore the cost involv-
ed in renovating it as a theater
would not be justified. The report
did not consider the building’s pos-
sible use as a shrine or country
music museum, but concentrated
on its possible continuation as a
working theater. Mr. Mielziner was
quoted as saying that there was
“no point” in his considering coun-
try music history in reaching his
conclusions, and that furthermore,
he did not consider the Ryman to
be a recognized national symbol of
country music.



Mr. Weaver released the report
with the comment, “The report
speaks for itself and needs no fur-
ther comment from me.”

But that was by no means the
end of the affair. Mielziner’s report
quickly came under fire, as did
Mielziner himself. The Tennessean
reprinted an article by Ada Louise
Huxtable of the New York Times
saying, “Mielziner . . . whatever his
accomplishments in the field of
stage and theatrical design, is not
the most qualified expert on old
building renovation and re-use, to
put it mildly.” She suggested that
other authorities would have been
much more qualified. In another
Tennessean article, Keel Hunt drew
attention to the fact that Mielziner
had written that it would be far
less expensive to build a modern
theater and concert hall than it
would be to convert the Ryman
into a modern theater, and then re-
ported that Mielziner was himself
in line to become the professional
consultant for the proposed Ten-
nessee Performing Arts Center, a
multi-million-dollar project that
would, if undertaken, include a
modern theater and concert hall.
And naturally, many commentators
were quick to point out that leav-
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ing consideration of the Ryman’s
musical past out of any study on
the question of its demolition was,
to say the least, insensitive.

Dr. Caldwell, from whose meet-
ing with Mr. Weaver the suggestion
of an outside study arose, was quot-
ed in The Tennessean as saying,
“Mr. Mielziner is probably correct
in saying that the Ryman cannot
be preserved as a modern-day the-
ater, but a study is needed by com-
petent architectural firms to see
what adaptive use can be made of
this historical architectural monu-
ment ...I respect Mr. Mielziner’s
ability as a theater and stage de-
signer . .. but he is neither a his-
torian nor an architect. When he
comments on these areas, he is
speaking beyond his realm of
knowledge.”

Far from presenting the final
word on the situation, Mielziner’s
report had raised more questions
than it settled and propelled the
Ryman debate into the public eye.
The central issue, though, remain-
ed clear: to demolish or not de-
molish. And on that score, nothing
has been decided. The National Life
Company has decided not to decide,
for now anyway.

On May 11th, Bill Weaver re-
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The new Grand Ole Opry House: Construction of the auditorium isalready underway at

Opryland.
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sponded to an inquiry about the
possible sale of the Ryman with
the following words: “We are not
ready to make a final decision about
the Ryman. It is our plan to con-
tinue to ponder the matter, to lis-
ten to any and all expressions,
opinions, suggestions, and to then
rethink the whole question after
the Grand Ole Opry has moved to
its new home and the Ryman is
vacant. That will be approximately
one year from now . .. We are open-
minded and determined to study
and explore all the proposals that
are now being advanced concern-
ing the Ryman, including those
from within our own organizations.”
Suggestions to date include the
renovation of the building (possi-
bly with public funds) as a historic
monument; its re-conversion to a
place of worship; and its possible
use as some kind of commercial
venture similar to San Francisco’s
Ghirardelli Square or Underground
Atlanta. All of these suggestions
have their drawbacks, however, and
they all depend on the agreement
of the National Life company. Na-
tional Life has invested great
amounts of time, planning, and
money to ensure that Opryland
U.S.A. will have everything the
country music fan and vacationer
could wish for, plus a new Opry
House that is bigger, more com-
fortable, and a great deal more ef-
ficient both as a theater and a
broadcast center than its predeces-
sor. The company is bound to look
with suspicion upon any scheme
that might attract tourists away
from the new park, back into the
streets around the Ryman, and it
is upon the possibility of an agreed
solution to that problem that the
fate of the Ryman rests.
Contemporary country music will
be gone from the Ryman by next
spring, out to its magnificent new
home in Opryland: whether a dig-
nified and useful function can be
found for those four walls in down-
town Nashville that will house its
ghosts, remains to be seen.

If you would like to express your
views on the issue of the Ryman
Auditorium’s preservation, or if
you have any suggestions about
possible uses for the building once
the Opry has moved, write us a
letter. We will publish a sampling
of our readers’ views in a future
issue. [ ]



“People say Doc's (right) the be st guitar pickerin the world, but from the sound of that picking, Merle'scatchingup.”

Doc and Merle Watson

Yearn For Home
by Richard Nusser

Merle Watson sat on the end of a
piano backstage at New York’s
Philharmonic Hall, one of the few
places where vou find a comforta-
ble dressing room. He and Ron Tay-
lor — fellow-picker, songwriter and
tour driver for the Watsons—were
picking two guitars, trading blues
riffs that filled the room with a
sweet feeling. People say Doc’s the
best guitar picker in the world, but
from the sound of that picking,
Merle’s catching up.

Close by on the couch his father,
Doc, told two magazine writers
stories about growing up in and
arcund Deep Gap, North Carolina,
where the Watsons live and have
lived for a long time. Doc’s great-
great-grandfather came over from
Scotland and homesteaded a tract
of land eight miles from Deep Gap.
Doc was chortling about one old
friend or another whose name crop-
ped up in the conversation, and he
never had a harsh word for anyone.
In fact, although he’s been blind
since birth, you get the impression
Doc knows something about life
and people not too many others
appreciate or understand. Unlike
some people, Doc doesn’t flaunt
this knowledge either. He's just
comfortable with it. An awful lot
of people think he’s the nicest man
they ever met.

Of course, he's still human. “We
still have our cuss fights,” Merle

said once. But ‘rom the way he
plays guitar, you could easily imag-
ine that Doc’s fingers were guided
by some superior, extra-terrestrial
force.

With one writer departing, and
the concert about an hour and a
half away, Doc began itching for a
little food. After waiting backstage
a bit longer wkile his manager
checked out a few last minute de-
tails, Doc, Merle and his wife, Gene-
va, Ror. Tayler, manager Bob Wil-
liams, and Tex Logan’s daughter
(keeping Geneva company), saun-
tered across the street to a res-
taurant called O’Neal’s ’aloon.
Over dinner of salad, cheeseburger
and cheesecake, he told us about
himselt.

He started playing a banjo his
father made when he was 11 years
old. “But I had 2 harmonica as far
back as I can remember,” he said.
He acknowledged that a musical
career “was the only feasible thing.”
and recalled how musicologist
Ralph Rinzler “discovered” him and
persuaded him to start playing the
folk circuit in the early 1960s,
launching a career that has been re-
sponsible for bringing those lilting
bluegrass chords into the lives of
people who weren’'t fortunate
enough to grow up around Deep
Gap.

One of his first appearances was
at the Ashgrove in Los Angeles.
After that it was weekend trips on
a bus up to New York, coffee house
appearances and informal hoots
around the fountain in Washington
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Square. “I never did like riding on
a train,” Doc said. “The bus was
just fine. The drivers always took
good care of you.”

Doc’s earliest musical influence
came from records and radio shows
featuring the likes of Jimmie Rodg-
ers, the Carter Family, Dave Macon
and Git Tanner and the Skillet
Lickars. Before going on his own,
he played with Clarence Ashley’s
group and some local bands, at one
point playing electric guitar. The
music was country swing. His fa-
ther-in-law played old fashioned
five-string fretless banjo and Doc
picked up a couple of licks during
family get-togethers.

Scmewhere along the line he be-
gan incorporating traditiona! fiddle
melodies into his guitar playing.
He’s been known to apologize for
letting a dulcimer sound creep into
his picking, also, but both have
something to do with his distinc-
tive style.

The current interest in bluegrass
sort of amuses Doc. It's a revival of
a revival to his mind, since he rode
the wave of the last “revival”’ in
the early sixties. He allows some
credit for the growing demand for
his talent to the recent Will The
Circie Be Unbroken album, record-
ed in Nashville with a host of tra-
ditional country stars and the Nitty
Gritty Dirt Band.

The constant grind of one-night
stands is beginning to lose its ap-
peal. no matter how much Doc en-
joys the music. “It’s hard work,
friend. Don’t let anyone tell you
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different. I just like to get home
and loaf, and enjoy Rosalie’s good
cooking,” he said, laughing.

For Merle too the road life has
lost some of its lustre. It is he who
handles the business end of the
Watsons’ career. He has a head for
business—in fact, he likes it so
much that recently he’s been think-
ing more and more seriously about
giving up the professional music
life and working full-time on his
booming construction business
down in Deep Gap. Wanting to get
home and spend as much time with
his family has something to do with
that decision, too.

From New York, the Watsons
were planning to tour the East
Coast, then rest up and head to-
wards the West Coast. On the way
they planned to stop by an out-
door festival in Winfield, Kansas.
“Some good old flat country people
come to that one,” said Doc, recall-
ing an earlier visit.

Then he polished off the last of
his New York cheesecake and went
across the street to play his bril-
liant guitar for a house packed with
denim-clad city kids who were ach-
ing for a brief shot of some of the
best country music in the nation.
They weren’t a bad audience. B

Old-timers Return
for Wheeling Reunion
by Tim Cogan

At WWVA'’s Capitol Music Hall
in Wheeling, West Virginia, Mrs.
Jean Miller, associated with Jam-
boree, U.S.A. for 24 years, watch-
ed as old-timers greeted each other
with much pumping of hands and
slapping of backs. “Isn’t it some-
thing?” she asked softly.

This was May 19, 1973, the date
of the Second Annual Homecoming
Jamboree Reunion. Hank Snow
headlined, and was joined by Doc
Williams and his family, Wilma Lee
and Stoney Cooper, Lee Moore,
Crazy Elmer, Roy Scott, Shug Fish-
er (from “Gunsmoke”), Shorty Kel-
lums (from “The Beverly Hillbil-
lies”), and “Hee-Haw’s” Grandpa
Jones. “I've seen all the folks,”
said Grandpa. “Lot of them I don’t
hardly know, but then when I look
again, I know ’em alright!”

The Reunion was organized by
the staff of Jamboree, U.S.A. with
help from Doc Williams, whose

daughter Barbara located most of
the old-timers.

The old-timers had themselves
a good night meeting their friends
again and mingling with the public.
When Stoney Cooper, a Jamboree
regular from 1945 to 1957, stopped
to chat with Lee Moore, a small
crowd collected; Stoney obviously
relished the spotlight. Over the
heads of the people came a down-
home voice asking the big question:
“Why’d you ever decide to get so
old?”

Looking around the room, Glen
Reeves pointed out that Jamboree
has quite a history and tradition,
and that its nucleus was right there
in the room. Freddie Carr said he'd
talked to several of the older per-
formers and heard some interesting
stories of how it used to be at Jam-
boree. Most people agreed that
the major changes are drums, elec-
tricity, and, especially, the addi-
tion of the house band, Country
Road. “Got to be the top staff band
in the country,” is how Freddie put
it.

Following a special warmup
where the audience could get close
to the entertainers, the Reunion
opened with The Doc Williams
Show. This was one of the few
times that all three of Doc’s daugh-
ters were able to sing with his show;
it was like a reunion within a reun-
ion. Doc closed his first set with
“I’m Wheeling Back To Wheeling,”
and I asked him afterwards if he
was happy with the way Home-
coming is turning out. His eyes
lit up. “It's amazing that these

people came down here at their
own expense—all for a moment of
glory and a chance to see their old
friends,” he said. “Many of the
real pioneers in country music radio
are here—men like Elmer Crowe
and Bill Jones.”

Hank Snow came up from the
dressing room and bumped into
Shug Fisher. “Still watch you all
the time,” Snow told him. They
chatted about people they’d both
worked with, acquaintances that
had died, old times—like the days
when the Jamboree was performed
in the studio instead of on stage—
until Hank took the stage, wearing
a dazzling white cowboy outfit.
He did several numbers smoothly,
then his monster hit (14 months in
the Top Ten), “I'm Movin’ On,”
and a sentimental favorite, “The
Mothers Song,” that brought tears
to the eyes of several older women
backstage. Hank’s performance
weaved evocative ballads with the
driving, galloping rhythms that
made him famous, stopping for a
minute while he told the packed
house that Chet Atkins was doing
fine after his operation.

Backstage, in the break between
shows, Shug Fisher talked of feel-
ing nervous about appearing live
after a long break. “But they were
wonderful,” he said. “Wonderful!”
A weary Hank Snow puffed his pipe
and said he’d seen people that night
he hadn'’t seen in years.

The ten o'clock show started and
the old-timers were up and at ’em
again, giving it all they’d got. In
the control room, Jamboree Studio

Hank Snow headlined the show at the Second AnnualHomecoming Jamboree Reunion.
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The *‘Lost City Cats” from Kobe, Japan. They caught the sound of bluegrass note

.
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for note, entirely by listening terecords.

Engineer Jim Sutton monitored
his spotlit, multicolored board.
One of the Country Road came in,
a young fellow who plays a fine
guitar. He jerked his thumb. point-
ing through the broad glass to the
wooden stage beyond. “There’re
some real entertainers out there,”
he said in a quiet drawl. ]

Japanese Bluegrass Band

Plays Nashville
by Marshall Fallwell

The first time I saw the “Lost City
Cats,” five young and gifted blue-
grass musicians who just happen
to be from Kobe, Japan, was on a
seasonably wet night at the Cld-
Time Pickin’ Parlor, a struggling
but sincere place in downtown
Nashville with wooden floors, cheap
beer, an over-sized guitar painted
on the wall behind the stage—and
a dollar cover charge. That’s how
they know if you're sincere or not.
Backstage, which is really a store
where you can buy custom instru-
ments or have vour own shoddy one
fixed, five Oriental young men were
jabbering at each other in Japanese
as they tuned their instruments.
All around them swirled this ab-
solute sea of American objects:

naked light bulbs, cigarette butts
on the floor, empty beer mugs on
glass display cases. Paul Soleberg,
who among other things is a publi-
cist for Charley Pride, met me as
I stuck my head in the door. Paul
had been helping the band while
they were in Nashville, he explain-
ed, but he barely had time to make
introductions before the boss stuck
his head through the door and the
band trooped, single-file, onto the
stage, each of them howing formsl-
ly to me as he shook my hand in
passing.

They brought the house down.
Normally reserved fans stood for
them and whistled through their
fingers for more. There was a dis-
cipline to what they did that most
American bands never seem to
achieve, an unwillingness to com-
promise with a form they might
have held even sacred—bluegrass.
Their final encore was a long, sweet
version of “Orange Blossom Spe-
cial” led by the fiddle player, a
22-year-old, classically-trained vio-
linist nicknamed Shige (pronounced
Shi-geh). Two days earlier, Shige
had realized a wish of his, to meet
Vassar Clements, the fiddler who
had played with The Earl Scruggs
Revue and with Bill Monroe in the
early years with Decca. Vassar
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went to the trouble to tape some of
his licks for Shige to learn later,
but said, “I can’t teach this boy
much. He’s awful good.”

Afterwards, over beer supplied
by the management, I talked to the
group through Shige, the only one
who knew enough English to con-
verse at all. A few years earlier,
the band had formed in college. En-
tirely by listening to records, they
had caught the sound of bluegrass
note for note. Had any of them had
personal contact with other Amer-
ican musicians while they were in
Japan? Yes, said Shige, unsmiling,
the mandolin player, Hezawa, be-
cause he had screamed loudest at a
country music festival in Kyoto,
and had been chosen by the pro-
moter to present flowers to Tex
Ritter. Hezawa had been very
proud.

They had saved for years to come
to America. Although they had re
corded one album for King Records,
a big Japanese label, they had
been required to finance the effort
themselves, to the tune of 230,000
yen or $900. Sa, most of their travel
money came from playing at a cafe
in Kobe called The Lost City and
from skipping superfluous meals—
breakfast, lunch and an occasional
supper.



Finally, on April 18 Japan Air
Lines set them down in Los Ange-
les where they immediately dropped
one thousand bitterly earned dol-
lars for a maroon 1966 Oldsmobile.
At this point, the bass player paw-
ed through his meager store of
English words and said, “It is velly
bad car.” Seems like even the wip-
ers refused to work.

So, rickety-sprit, they crossed
the Great American desert in two
days. On April 21, they creaked in-
to Nashville, in need of a fan belt
and a place to stay. After one night
in the James Robertson Hotel, they
rented a hovel on 18th Avenue
South, for $30 per week, in advance,
if you please. Ironically, they were
smack in the middle of Music Row.

Ever since Ft. Smith, Hezawa,
the accountant for the group, had
been worrying about money. Early
the next morning, he clumped
around in that awful room in his
Levi’s and wooden shoes, and
thought things over. His decision:
the food budget for the five mem-
bers of the band, all 21 and 22 years
old, would be $5 a day. To cook
with, they had already purchased
one aluminum pan and one coffee-
cup, which had begun to rust. I
met them on May 4. The next day,
I made myself feel like a cross be-
tween Harry Truman and Brando
as the Ugly American by taking
them three pounds of hamburger
and a gallon of milk. I wonder who
the guy who sold them the Olds
feels like.

Through Paul Soleberg’s efforts,
however, and those of Mac Wise-
man, they were able to play for a
week at The Pickin’ Parlor. Purely
for the exposure, let it be known,
because as tourists, they couldn’t
earn money while in America. Just
spend it. It was then arranged that
they play at the Exit/In, like the
Pickin’ Parlor one of the most im-
portant places in Nashville to hear
good music. This was writers’ night,
which means that anybody who
signs up with Owsley Manier, one
of the owners, can play. Again,
they got standing ovations, which
is something I've never seen at
the Exit/In, where the clientele
is not given to sloppy displays of
emotion. At 6:30 the following
morning, they did another freebie,
an important one, on the Ralph
Emery Show. They were well-re-
ceived.

Their plans were to drive over

BrendaLee: She prefers the nightclub circuit to the pack aged shows of country and rock.

to Virginia and North Carolina to
attend as many bluegrass festivals
as possible before their money ran
out completely and they were re-
duced to boiling their E-strings.
Hooray for the human spirit. I
hope the Lost City Cats go back
to Kobe with many fine stories to
tell. B

For Brenda Lee,
Thirteen Is A Lucky Number
by Robert Aclels

Thirteen has turned out to be a
lucky number after all for Brenda
Lee, despite its evil portents. Her
recent set at Madison Square Gar-
den’s thirteenth rock ’n’ roll revival
concert proved that the petite
southern lady is still as loved in
the Big City as she continues to be
in country’s heartland.

Brenda Lee prefers the night-
club circuit to the packaged show
itineraries of country and rock, so
she approached this particular
date with double doubts. Her own
five-piece band had only one hour
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in which they could rehearse with
promoter Richard Nader’s own
band which played for the other
performers on the bill, none of
whom had one country ballad to
their credit.

As it turned out, the final re-
sult was personally rewarding for
her. She summed it up this way in
her hotel room the next afternoon:
“If you can quiet down 18,000
people, many of whom were on their
feet the whole time Chubby Checker
was doing his dances on stage, with
a ballad—well, then you've really
done something!”

And after her biggest country
song (Kris Kristofferson’s “No-
body Wins’ ) and her biggest album
(Brenda), Brenda’s career shows
hardly any signs of waning. It was
thirteen years ago (that number
again!) that she scored her first
Number One record with “I’'m
Sorry,” and thirteen years ago when
she began to be recognized as a
major country ballad singer. Al-
though she opened her set in New
York with her original version of
“Comin’ On Strong” (now the Chev-



rolet commercial as sung by Tex
Ritter) and closed with “Kansas
City,” these rousers only served
as a frame for her mainstay—
heartsongs.

Now a 29-year-old mother cf
two, Brenda was first brought
to Nashville from Atlanta at the
age of twelve by her widowed motk-
er; her three brothers and sisters
naturally came along too.

“I don’t ever remember Mom act-
ing the stage mother or anyone in
the family being jealous of me.
Really, I don’t,” she recalls.

Ten years ago, she married Ron-
nie Shacklett, now a building cor-
tractor in Nashville. Their two
daughters, Julie, 9, and Jolie, 4,—
“sometimes I wish I would have
named the younger one something
else”—inspired Brenda to begin a
soon-to-be-published volume cf
poetry called “First Born.” “When
I'm lonely, I find comfort in writ-
ing about every walk of life,” she
said. “No, they aren’t meant to be
song lyrics. They’re to be read as
poems because that’s how I wrote
them.”

Brenda doesn’t write for a musi-
cal purpose, and since the success
of “Nobody Wins,” many top writ-
ers have been sending their songs
to her and producer Owen Bradley.
Some have even been known to
phone up to ask if they could stop
by to play her a few, but she’s rnct
particularly annoyed by their per-
sistence. “It just gives me a wider
range of things to pick from,” she
says. “I never rely on any specific
songwriters—I go for the song. At
the concert, some of the people
backstage like Bo Diddley even
said they had things they were
going to get to me.”

It might seem so, but Bo Diddley
—the black singer/guitarist who
popularized a soulful, rhythmic
sound which bears his name—is
not really an off-the-wall source of
material for Brenda, for she sees
more of an analogy between her
career and that of Ray Charles than
of, say, Loretta Lynn.

“I've attracted a country aud-
ience because of the material I
usually choose to sing,” she ex-
plained, once again referring to
the fact that she doesn’t play tke
traditional country musicians’
dates like fairs and multi-artist
tours. As her husband Ronnie put
it, “Well, we just feel kind of ‘es-
tablishment,’ ya know?”

In 1967, Brenca stopped record-
ing altogether and did not start
again for four years. “I felt the
business changing— moving away
from what I wanted to do,” she
said. And although she doesn’t
claim it has turned into a coun-
try balladeer’s paradise by any
means, she feels thas the reception
of “Nobody Wins’ means that
things can go back in that direction.

“Country music is increasingly
being accepted by a wider range of
people just for what it really is,”
Brenda Lee, short but sharp, ob-
served. And she’s very much a part
of that fact. ]

Johnny Russell Carries A

Lot Of Weight These Days
by Ellis Nassour

“Since the album came out with
my picture on it,” Johnny Russell
declared very seriously, “the let-
ters from girls who said they liked
my music and wanted to marry me
have dwindled. [ think Linda (his
wife) is pleased. She wants me all

to herself, you know. Now the let-
ters are from folks who say they
like my music, but tell me I should
go on a diet.”

Johnny Russell, 32-year-old sing-
er and songwriter, isn’t quite six
feet tall, but what he lacks in height
he certainly makes up for in width.

“Linda was always trying to get
me to go on a diet,” he continued,
“but suddenly she has taken to put-
ting big platters of food in front
of me. I don’t know what she’s
afraid of. There really is enough of
me to go around.”

Just about anybody who has
been lucky enough to see the 300-
pound Russell in person on Jam-
boree, U.S.A., in Wheeling, West
Virginia, the Grand Ole Opry, or
the touring Charley Pride Show
has come away raving about the
excitement he generates on stage,
the quality of his voice, and his
fantastic range. After a recent per-
formance of a Pride concert one
lady reacted more strongly to Rus-
sell’s set than to Pride’s. “If Guy
Lombardo plays the sweetest music
this side of heaven, then Johnny

“The amazing thing is the numwer of people who 3aid ‘No’whenI came to tnemtosing.”

PHOTO: ELLIS NASSOUR
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Johnny Russell: “Thisbusiness will warp yourmind, if you letit. It was alot better when
they pitched songs without demos and tapes. Now you go through aboard of review.”

must sing it. I’ve never seen any-
body stop a show like he did. He's
Hank Williams, Sonny James, and
Eddy Arnold—and Tennessee Er-
nie Ford, too—all rolled into one!”

Not just anybody gets to appear
with Charley Pride. You have got
to be good —better than good. Rus-
sell is. His career in country music
emerged from a seemingly endless
string of talent contests, appear-
ances on every conceivable kind of
country radio and television show
as a fill-in, then those inevitable
tavern dates which led to package
shows, better clubs, his own tele-
vision show and finally the Opry
and Jamboree. He was running the
publishing end of the Wilburn
Brothers’ Sure-Fire Music, when a
song he wrote came to the attention
of Chet Atkins at RCA who chose
it as the flip side of a Jim Reeves
release.

“In my Sure-Fire job I knew that
artists don’t come to you just look-
ing for records,” he explained.
“They are looking for hits. So when
Chet picked one of the tunes I sent
him, I got all excited—especially
when I heard that Gentleman Jim
was cutting it. But nothing really
happened. I mean it was a flip side
But it is easier to get someone to
look at your songs after they have
done one of them.

“For instance, Buck Owens did
one,” he said with a big smile, “and
I never heard from him again!”

The “one” that Buck Owens cut

was “Act Naturally,” which not
long after was also recorded by the
Beatles and became a pop music
monster hit, selling over a million
copies.

‘That sudden, new-found fame
threw me into a dither,” he admit-
ted. “I really wasn’t happy and I
figured that was the time to do
something about it. I loved—and
love—writing songs but my great-
est joy comes from performing.”

“Now that I can look back, the
amazing thing is the number of
people who said ‘No’ when I came
to them to sing. I had written songs
for Loretta Lynn, the Wilburns, Del
Reeves, Burl Ives—even Patti
Page. And, if I say so myself, I was
a darn good song plugger. And
since I was good at these two things
—plugging and writing—1I guess
the powers that be figured ‘Why,
heck, let him keep doing what he’s
good at.” But, you see, they forgot
one thing. They forgot I carry a
lot of weight in this town!”

That he literally does. Besides
being a man of large proportions—
stemming from an insatiable ap-
petite for fried okra, butter beans,
fried chicken, and cornbread — Rus-
sell is also a warm, outgoing, kind,
and delightful person.

“Hi, sweetheart,” he exclaims as
he sticks his head into Connie
Hurt's office at RCA. (She’s Jerry
Bradley’s secretary.)

“Hi, how’s your diet?”

“I got off that thing.”
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“Why’d you do a thing like that?”

“Well, you told me losing weight
wasn’t gonna do me any good any-
way!”

Almost as an afterthought he
adds: “You wanna take me to
lunch?”

“Now, Johnny, be nice. You said
you were off your diet and I only
get paid every two weeks.”

It has been a long—if not neces-
sarily hard or frustrating—climb
for Russell, who was born in Sun-
flower County, Mississippi, and
raised in California. Besides the
early influences of fried chicken
and cornbread, there was also a
great love of country music, es-
pecially such greats as Ernest Tubb
and Lefty Frizzell.

His debut album, Catfish John/
Chained, is one of those rare LPs
where every cut is excellent. Five
of Russell’s six chart singles are
included (one of these, “Mr. Fiddle
Man,” was co-written by Johnny
and his wife) along with a very win-
ning version of “The Jamestown
Ferry” and two excellent new songs,
“My Mind Hangs On To You,”
which is reminiscent of “I Can’t
Stop Loving You,” and “It Sure
Seemed Right,” penned by Johnny
and his brother Michael.

“I've made great strides in the
last eight months, but I don’t feel
a damn bit different,” he said. “I
guess the best thing to do, if you
want to keep your head, is not to
pay attention to any of it, but to
just keep on going like you always
do. I have seen how success affects
the big timers. Sometimes that
stage seems to take hold and last
forever. I don’t want that to hap-
pen to me.”

Later during lunch, where he
hardly put away what I expected
him to, Johnny went further: “This
business will warp your mind, if
you let it. It was a lot better when
they pitched songs without demos
and tapes. They used to just pick a
song out on a guitar and sing it
for you. Now you go through a
board of review.

That afternoon I sat in a small
room at RCA as Johnny listened to
new material. He was attempting
to be all business but he had a
captive audience.

“Johnny, let me play you a song
that really fits you,” one song-
writer declared.

“Fit me! Heck, man, nothin’ fits
me.” n
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In his music, Johnny Cash tells us who he is. His honesty, his convictions and con-
cerns, his sincerity, humor, and emotion are expressed directly and clearly. The
music is the man. Here are two books that bring that man closer to you. Through the
story of his life. Through his music, and the words he writes into his songs. Together
they make a fascinating portrait of one of America’'s most magnetic performers.

WINNERS GOT SCARS TOO

The Life and Legends of Johnny Cash
by Christopher Wren
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story that lies behind Johnny Cash’s ‘lived-in’ face and
his music,” says Publishers Weekly of this moving, re-
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—June Carter, Elvis Presley, Bob Dylan, the great Mother
Maybelle Carter, and others—it's his story as only he
could teil it. As Johnny talked, Christopher Wren listened.
The result is the story of a life that is like its subject:
original. A nonconformist who struggled his way up only
to almost lose it all through his addiction to ampheta-
mines. WINNERS GOT SCARS TOO is Johnny Cash's
story-—unvarnished, brave, fascinating. lllustrated with
photographs, $6.95

SONGS OF JOHNNY CASH

Words, music, complete guitar and piano chords of his

59 greatest hits, plus discography, lists of awards, and

80 pages of candid, revealing photographs showing

Johnny in performance and at home in Nashville. 256
gag%s, 8¥2" x 11”"—a fabulous collector’s edition for just
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Good mornin’, mornin’,
Good mornin’, sunshine. ..
Oh, my yes! Donna Fargo. “The
Happiest Girl In The Whole
U.S.A.” Grammy winner first time
out. Only in the business less than
a year, can you imagine? Every
day has become the skippety-doo-
dah day of her songs. She’s a
S-T-A-R. Her first album has been
on the country charts for 45 weeks
and her second is climbing the
charts at olympic speed. The execu-
tives at Dot Records are swelling
with pride over their acumen in
signing up the singing schoolmarm.
Yet, when Country Music sug-
gested I write about Donna, I al-
most refused. First of all she was
on a Canadian tour. I'd have trou-
ble finding an airline to take me to
Oshawa, Ontario; or Brantford; or

Donna Fargo:
A Singing Schoolmarm

Owen Springs. Secondly, I am an
acknowledged advocate of tradi-
tional country singing. I would
hire a dog sled to listen to Dolly
Parton, whose voice is filled with
rural nuance, or to hear the strong
Appalachian sound of the Wilburn
Brothers. I relax by playing Wilma
Lee and Stoney Cooper records.
Tammy Wynette is too citified for
my taste.

“You will love Donna Fargo,”
editor Peter McCabe insisted. “I
saw her in Nashville. She was won-
derful.” He handed me an envelope
of money and a bright red ticket
marked Air Canada, and several
planes and a rented car later, I
found myself listening to a coun-
try station, speeding toward Lake
Huron to the Trail Winds Motel
in Hyde Park, Ontario where I had

to ask for Harry Joyce.

Harry Joyce is the proprietor. He
was also the promoter of the Donna
Fargo/Hank Williams, Jr. tour of
mid-eastern Canada.

I drove up to the motel’s front
office, only to be greeted by the
cold noses of a couple of old dogs.
I thought: “Tom T. Hall probably
invented this place. Next thing
you know, Il be offered some
watermelon wine.”

No such luck. It was coffee, hot
and welcome, and poured by Mrs.
Harry Joyce who showed me to a
large room. “Harry’s not in yet,
and Donna and Stan should be
here any minute. It’s a four-hour
drive from where they performed
last night —Kingston, Ontario—
and they said they were leavin’
about noon.”

In A Class By Herself

How thousands of Canadians discovered why Grammy award winner
Donna Fargo is the Happiest Girl in the Whole U.S.A.

An hour later in walked Donna
Fargo, petite and a little tired,
carrying some clothes over her arm.
She was wearing a brown jacket,
brown pants and tinted glasses.

“I'm glad you came,” she said,
a smile in her voice. “I have to
freshen up a little, get unpacked.
And then I'll be glad to talk to
you. I'm really glad you came.”
She smiled again, not forced—but
naturally, turned and said, “See
you soon.” She walked down the
hall toward her room.

A few minutes later Stan Silver
came in carrying some bags. I in-
troduced myself. Stan and I have
one thing in common. We both have
PHOTO: MARSHALL FALLWELL

by Melvin Shestack

ample beards. I complimented his.
He complimented mine. “‘Donna’s
got to rest a little. Why don’t you
drive to the concert with us? That’ll
give you plenty of time to talk
to Donna.” Stan Silver smiled, too.
“I'm glad you came,” he said. “We
like your magazine.”

Stan Silver, for the uninitiated,
is Donna Fargo’s manager. He is
also her advisor, professional wor-
rier, arrangement maker, friend and
partner. He is constantly at her
side. He even shares the same bed-
room with Donna. Don’t be shock-
ed. Donna Fargo is Mrs. Stanley
Silver.

I'd been warned on a couple of
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occasions that Mr. Stanley Silver
was a “hard case” who didn’t take
too kindly to nosey types like my-
self, and guarded Donna with the
perseverance and ferocity of a Do-
berman pinscher. However, the psy-
chic defenses I'd armored myself
with melted with Donna’s smile.

I had a second cup of coffee
with Harry Joyce. “We love coun-
try music in Canada,” Harry told
me, “but the audiences are tough.
They don’t come out for every-
body and I don’t know why.” He
mentioned the name of a country
superstar who bombed locally a
few weeks ago. “But Donna is dif-
ferent. I think it would be pretty



"...People have to tell me
I'm a celebrity,”
Donna said. "I'm really still
amazed when people stop
me on the street..."

hard not to like Donna Fargo’s
singing.

“I plan to book Donna all over
Canada this summer,” Harry said.
“She should be a sell-out, especially
on a bill with Hank, Jr. Everybody
loves Hank Williams. Jr., you know.
And Jan Howard is on this bill,

too. She's great. Really great. I
love country music and I like to
bring it to Canadians and I always
try to book local talent, too. There’s
always Canadians on my bills.”

“Like Anne Murray?”

Harry Joyce laughed. “She’s so
booked up in the States, I can’t
even get a date in 1975.”

Stan Silver walked into the par-
lor and asked Harry how long it
would take to get to Treasure Is-
land Gardens. A few minutes later,

I piled into the front of Stan’s rent-
ed car. “We'll have a bus, soon,
which I'll tell you about. But right
now. we fly and rent cars. It's a
drag.” Stan drove, Donna sat in the
middle, and I took the window seat.
Donna had a map giving directions
to the auditorium, drawn up by
Harry Joyce. “Donna has a great
sense of direction,” Stan said, ad-
miringly. “She’ll direct us there.”

Donna laughed. “We're always
looking at directions to some place.
We've been on the road so much,
I'm used to it. We live in Nashville,

but we're almost never there.”

“We have a house there, though,”
Stan interrupted. “We found it al-
most two-thirds built and we're fin-
ishing it. But we're on the road all
the time. It's hard. We've been go-
ing since last June.”

Donna continued: “I stopped
teaching last June. They let me quit
three days early, so I could tour
with Roy Clark. It was really excit-
ing.”

I asked Donna about her teach-
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ing. “I'd always been interested in
singing,” she told me, “but I was
trained as a teacher and I got a job
teaching. A friend of mine intro-
duced me to Stan, who has been in
the music business for a long time.
I sang for him and he said, ‘You're
a country singer.” Did you know,
Stan taught me to play the guitar?
I told him I wanted to write songs
and he said, ‘then write songs,’ and
I started writing.”

Stan interrupted: “Donna was
head of the English department in
her school and she helped accredit

PHOTOS: EMERSON-LOEW

“"Donnanever told anybody about wanting tobe a singer,” Stan Silver said."But she'sreally a worker.”

the school for the state. She was a
fine teacher. They weren't happy
when she left. They wanted her to
teach teachers, too. That's how
good she was.” Donna squeezed
Stan’s hand and blushed. “I'm real-
ly shy,” she confessed.

“Donna never told anybody about,
wanting to be a singer,” Stan said.
“But she’s really a worker.”

“I guess you'd say I'm a very
determined person. I learn by do-
ing. When I wrote my first song




about five years ago, I put down
what I heard in my head. It didn’t
work exactly, but I wrote it over
and over and it finally came out
nearly like I wanted it.” Stan ex-
plained how Donna’s first record,
for a company called Ramco, got a
lot of Southern California airplay,
but it was a small company and
didn’t have wide distribution. “Are
we on the right road?” Stan asked,
as we came into London, Ontario.

“We're going right, honey,” Don-
na insisted.

She pointed straight ahead and
we saw a poster announcing the
Donna Fargo show. “There it is,
Stan, The Treasure Island Gar-
dens.”

“It's an ice arena,” I said.

“Most of our shows in Canada
are in ice arenas,” Stan said. “I
hope they have a dressing room in-
stead of a locker room.”

It was a locker room. There was
at least a two-hour wait until Don-
na went on. “I don’t wear fancy
costumes, usually,” Donna explain-
ed. “Mostly one-color pants outfits.
They're simple and dignified. But
I do wear dresses occasionally. It
depends on my mood. I jump all
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over the stage, you know. I have
to move around. I can’t just sit
there and sing. And it’s hard to do
that in a dress. Besides, women
seem to accept another woman in
pants instead of dresses.”

The chairs in the locker room were
a shade less than comfortable.

“We talk about that all the time,”
Donna answered. “Sometimes we
want a family and sometimes we
don’t. I wonder how it will turn out.
But right now we're busy working
and for the present that's what's on
our minds. Getting better and bet-
ter at what we're doing.”

“...Then you really are the happiest girl in the U.S.A.?"
| asked Donna. "In the world, | think.
That's how | happened to write the song..."”

PHOTO: EMERSON-LOEW

Hockey players, after all, have bot-
toms a bit more calloused than most
country singers. Stan went out for
some soft drinks. He gave Donna a
quick kiss on the head before he
left.

“We're a real team. We work real-
ly well together,” Donna said,
proudly. She stopped for a moment.
“You know, we're together all the
time—and I mean all the time. In
most families, the husband and
wife work at different jobs. But
lately our life has been so busy that
we haven’t had time to think about
anything. Even about finishing our
house, or building one next door for
the band to rehearse in. We're al-
ways on the go.”

“Do you ever think of quitting to
raise a family?”
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I asked her how it felt to be a
celebrity.

“People have to tell me I'm a
celebrity. I'm really still amazed
when people stop me on the street,
or ask me to autograph their nap-
kins in restaurants.”

I brought up the subject of act-
ing.

“I haven't thought about it. Not
at all. But I think about writing a
lot. I love the challenge of writing.
I have eight of my own songs on
the first album and eight, I think,
on the second. I just want to grow
as an individual and as an artist.

“What bothers me most about
this life,” Donna admitted, “is that
it's hard to wind down. We don’t
eat well on the road. It's trash eat-
ing. We grab hot dogs and sand-

"My studentsdidn’t know until my reeord was number one that Mrs, Silver was Donna

Fargo.”

wiches at awful places. Stan is al-
most a vegetarian, but he has to eat
meat on the road. The peas and car-
rots we order in restaurants are all
canned and tasteless. Stan is very
conscientious about his health.
We've gone three years now with-
out smoking and drinking.”

“For religious reasons?"

“Not exactly, but people tell me
they find religious overtones in my
songs. I went to a Methodist col-
lege. High Point, in North Carolina.
Did you know that I was scared to
death to be baptized? Thought I
would drown. I'm still a little guil-
ty about having fun. And my life
is fun. Especially since I met Stan.”

“Then you really are the happiest
girl in the U.S.A.?" T asked, almost
joshingly —but she answered in a
serious vein: “In the world, I think.
That's how I happened to write the
song. I wanted to make a state-
ment about happiness. The idea
sat up there, kind of ready to ex-
plode for about two months. Then,
one Saturday night, in front of the
fireplace, I didn't have any spe-
cific intention of any particular
words but they just came out of me
—‘good mornin’, mornin’—good
mornin’, sunshine. And the second
verse just happened. Maybe it's be-
cause I'm a Scorpio. Things just
happen to me. Things happen to
Scorpios. What sign are you?”

“I'm a Leo.”

“Oh, I thought you might be a
Virgo, like Stan.™

“If I was born three days later,
I'd have been a Virgo.”

“If Stan was born three days
earlier, he would have been a Leo.”

Donna told me that the day after
she graduated from college, she
went to California. “My brother
lived there, too, and I managed to
get a job as a teacher. Stan was
right. I tried hard to be a good
teacher. I'm all business in class.
My students didn't know until my
record was number one on the
charts that Mrs. Silver was Donna
Fargo. They were so wonderful and
so excited. I thought they'd turn
their noses up at me because they
were mostly into rock and roll, but
they were wonderful.”

Donna fidgeted and looked at the
clock. “I wish I had some tea,” she
said. "I carry my own tea bags
wherever 1 go. Coffee makes me
nervous. I'm a water sign.”

Jan Howard came in. “I'll change
back there,” she said. “Keep on
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talking.” She went into another
room and came out a few minutes
later in a stunning two-piece long
white dress, accented with one piece

down with us, we were talking about
Donna’s trip to Europe. “I just got
back from Tasmania,” Jan Howard
said. “I was with John and June

*...Did you know that when Tom T. Hall won the award
for best songwriter, he put an ad in the paper which read,

‘! voted for Donna Fargo'...

of gold jewelry. Jan Howard is a
tall, beautiful woman with striking
red hair and an aura of aristocratic
intelligence. I was struck by the
sadness of her eyes, obviously re-
flecting the much-publicized family
tragedies which have plagued her
during the last few years.

Jan Howard has left the Bill An-
derson show to strike out as a solo
act, and according to all reports, is
doing quite well. When she sat

Cash. I was just along for the ride.
I wasn’t an official member of the
cast, but they made me sing a cou-
ple of times.”

“Do they know who Johnny Cash
is in Tasmania?” Donna asked.

“Do they? Well, we went to what
they call the outback to film some
footage for a TV special on the
aboriginal natives. Those aborig-
ines knew who Johnny was and they
sang along with him and knew the

words to his songs. I'll never for-
get that as long as I live.” Jan
stood up: “Well, it's time for me,”
she said. “See you soon.”

“Jan is a wonderful woman,”” Don-
na said. “I have really liked meet-
ing all the great country stars. They
all turn out to be fine people, too.
Did you know that when Tom T.
Hall won the award for the best
songwriter, he put an ad in the pa-
per which read, ‘I voted for Donna
Fargo.” We framed the ad. That'’s
what I mean about fine people. I've
been fortunate to have done shows
with great people. There's a real
camaraderie among country stars.
Did I tell you I did a series of shows
with Merle Haggard? And I was on
the Grand Ole Opry. Talk about ex-
citement.”
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“I jumpallover the stage, youknow. I have lomove around. I can't just sitthereand sing.”

Harry Joyce, all dressed up in a
white shirt and snazzy jacket stuck
his head in the door. “Better get
ready, Donna,” he said. I left to
find the band —Donna’s new band,
“The Pony Express.”

I stormed into the band’s locker
room, announcing who I was. “Well,
we ain't the Pony Express, yet,”
one of them chuckled. “Our yoo-
nee-forms ain't back from the tailor
yet, so we wear these blue shirts
so you'll know we all belong to the
same team.” They all seemed young.
In their early twenties.

As we talked and joked I put
these statistics in my notebook.

O’Dell Martin: Leader. From
Todd County, Kentucky. Lead gui-
tar. Played with both Kiity Wells
and Faron Young. Consicered one
of the best pickers in Nashville.

Les Sneed: Electric guitar. Sings.
From Amigo, West Virginia. For-
merly with Barbara Mandrell. Has
played with Dave Dudley and
Stonewall Jackson.

Don Clark: Bass. Sings. From
Binghamton, New York. Played
with Sneed, previously with Man-
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drell unit.

Don Marrs: Drummer. From
Portland, Oregon. First job with a
star.

Glen Andrews: Steel player. From
Dublin, Alabama. Has played for
Roy Drusky, Peggy Sue and Little
Jimmy Dickens.

David Byrd: Piano. From Onei-
da, Texas. Has played with Johnny
Cash and Jeannie C. Riley. His
wife is Mary Lou Turner of the Bill
Anderson show.

(Stan Silver later claimed that
the “Pony Express” was one of the
best groups in country music, even
though they hadn’t played togeth-
er long. “They're good enough to
record on their own,” he said.)

It was time for Donna’s perfor-
mance. I wanted to see it from the
audience instead of from the side
of the stage, and as I walked to an
arena gate, Hank Williams, Jr.,
(whom I recently interviewed) spot-
ted me and yelled: “What the hell
you doin’ here?”

“Tell you later,” I shouted. And
I entered the gate.

The ice portion of the arena was
filled to capacity. The arena was
about 90 per cent packed as well.
At each gate, a number of people
stood, so they could get a better
view. I looked around at the group
at my gate. There was the Barnes
Security Guard with folds of skin
over the starched blue collar of his
uniform; there was a hippie-ish kid
in yellow bell bottoms and a red-
and-white hockey jacket which ad-
vertised a team called the “Snorks”;
next to me stood a real live Cana-
dian mountie, in his brown and yel-
low uniform with dark jodphur
pants and thick mountie boots with
spurs attached. A holstered Web-
ley-Vickers .357 Magnum was at-
tached to his Sam Browne belt. In-
stead of the Smokey Bear hat most
movie mounties wear, Constable
Heinekie (that was his name) wore
a stiff garrison cap. “Are you from
the West?" he asked me, looking at
my Tony Lama boots.

“I'm in the country music busi-
ness,” I said.

“I'm from the country myself,”
he said. “Thunder Bay. And I'm a
Donna Fargo fan. I hope she’s the
happiest girl in Canada.” Behind
the mountie stood two young men,
both with yellow inverted corporal
stripes on their blue uniforms. Lon-
don, Ontario is the home of the
Royal Canadian Regiment (Fusi-
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liers). The audience had more than
a sprinkling of the blue uniforms.
There were a few men in kilts, too.
And behind me, nervous and happy
all at once, was Harry Joyce.

The house lights dimmed and the
Pony Express—all six of them,
pounced on the stage. After an in-
strumental warm-up, Les and Don
sang two numbers. They sang well,
and the audience clapped in appre-
ciation. As the group did another
number, I heard a high-pitched
voice behind me—at waist level. 1
turned to see a midget family try-
ing to find an opening among us.
“We have seats,” they said, anx-
iously, “let us through.” The little
man waved his camera at me. "I
drove all the way from Guelph to
see Donna Fargo.” We opened a
path and the little couple went up
to their section in the grandstand.

Merle Kilgore appeared on stage,
a tall man with a deep, resonant
voice: “The Pony Express, ladies
and gentlemen. Ain’t they great?
Just great. And now, ladies and
gentlemen, it's star time.” He
stretched out his arm. “Miss Super-
star, ladies and gentlemen. Donna
Fargo!” Out Donna came, almost

doing a somersault. She was in pink
and made a fine contrast to her
dark blue band members. Her shoes
were silver and they glistened. She
sang “A Little Somethin’ (To Hang
On To)” and then “Funny Face,”

... The audience moved as
Donna moved, stopped as
Donna stopped.
“"Everybody join in," she
shouted..."

all the while dancing across the
stage—a strange combination of
primness and letting it all go at the
same time, and the audience loved
every minute. They fairly sizzled
in their seats.

The audience moved as Donna
moved, stopped as Donna stopped.
“Everybody join in,” she shouted,
as she began “Joy To The World.”
And then she sang a gospel tune.
She clapped her hands, and trotted
across the stage, beckoning all the
time for the audience to join in. She
danced as she sang. I noticed the
feet around me. The two fusilier
corporals were dancing. The Barnes
guard was dancing. The Snork hip-
pie was dancing. Even the midgets

were dancing, their stubby little
hands waving in the air to the mu-
sic.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

I can’t believe it.

It’s my own feet.

Impossible, I think. I stand still
all the time. I never dance. All the
Chubby Checkers and all the Ar-
thur Murray Studios have never
been able to get my fabled concrete
feet to move. But there I was.
Jumping as Donna jumped. Slap-
ping as Donna slapped. And when
she opened up with Tom Hall’'s “Me
and Jesus,” I dropped my notebook
and started clapping. Me and ev-
erybody in the arena. The consta-
ble, the fusiliers, the guard, the
midgets. All of us. And I knew that
Me and Donna had our own thing
going.

Peter McCabe was right.

All those millions who bought
her albums were right.

Stan Silver was right.

Dot Records was right.

I was sold. Out of sight! I hadn't
felt as light and good in years. And
after only a year in the business.
At that moment, I wondered why it
took her that long. [ |
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Making It and
Making Do in Nashville

There isn’t a moment here when a writer somewhere isn’t pitching a song.
They’ll pitch you in the street, in a bar, or over lunch at
the best restaurant in town. They’ll even pitch you over the phone.

It’s been the most popular success
story in Nashville for some time
now:

After sweeping floors around
Columbia Records studios for years,
Kris Kristofferson releases an al-
bum with Monument Records and
becomes a star. Back in New York
City, the executives of Columbia
(which distributes Monument) try
to figure out how Kristofferson es-
caped their attention for so long.

“This man worked as a janitor.
Now he's a star. I want to know
why we never noticed him,” de-
mands one of the men in pin stripes.

Long pause.

“Well,” says another corporate
official. “I guess he wasn’t a very
good janitor.”

Forget, for a moment, whether
or not the story is true. The im-
portant thing is that the Nashville
writers who tell that story—the
writers who haven’t made it yet,
and may never make it—believe in
it. Kristofferson is their hero, and

... It's the town where
Tammy Wynette will listen
to a song sent in the
mail...and two weeks later
will cutit...

at the mention of his name, aspiring
songwriters who are still scuffling
and hustling and borrowing beer
money can rest for a moment from
mowing lawns and painting houses
and driving delivery trucks and
think that maybe, some day, people
will be telling success stories about
them, too.

Forget the odds. Forget that
there are already some 10,000 song-
writers in Nashville with records to
their credit, and that nobody knows
how many newcomers hit town

by Joyce Wadler

'~ NO UNSOLI

CITED MATERIAL |

WILL BE ACCEPTED

every month. Forget that an un-
known writer who tried to get in
to see Kris Kristofferson these
days would have a pretty hard
time—and that the sign on the door
at Combine Music, the company
Kris is associated with, reads: “No
unsolicited material will be accept-
ed.”

To the writers who come to Nash-
ville, it’s still Dream City. It’s the
town where Tammy Wynette will
listen to a song sent in the mail
by an unknown California writer,
and two weeks later will cut it.
Where an RCA producer will spot
two young musicians playing a gig
at Vanderbilt University and sign
them up for an album. Where a
mechanic named Royce Clarke can
tape a demo of a song he's just
written in the grease room of the
filling station where he works, and
make $60,000 from it when it's
released nine months later on the
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flip side of “Harper Valley P.T.A.”
Where Bob Dylan picks up two
street musicians in his limousine
and takes them along to a recording
session and fixes them up with his
producer. Where secretaries and
truck drivers and men with eighth-
grade educations can become super-
stars. Where, eventually, every-
body gets to the point of carrying
their demonstration tapes in their
glove compartments. Because, hell,
you never know. It happened to
Kristofferson. It could happen to
anyone.

Her friends call Roxy a hard luck
child. Maybe she is, maybe she
isn’t. At any rate, she's a strange
sight in Nashville, a little girl not
more than five-feet-three inches
tall, with big Janis Joplin eyes and
a mass of blond-brown hair, trudg-
ing through the streets not with a

PHOTOS: MARSHALL FALLWELL



guitar, but with an accordion on
her back.

Roxy’s been in town six years
now, packed up and left her home in
southern Indiana about the time
she was 21. (“I'd heard Nashville
was Music City, U.S.A.,” she says,
“so I figured I'd just come have a
look for myself.”) Somewhere along
the line there were two marriages,
two babies, two divorces. Then
there was a year in New York City,
playing small clubs that didn’t
seem to go much for her kind of
music, and a stint on the road,
playing for anyone who'd listen.

Now things are getting a little
better for Roxy—she’s under con-
track to do an album for The Rain-
box Collection, an independent rec-
ord label, but she still remembers
how hard it was, in the beginning,
to get a foot in the door.

“I didn’t know nothin’ about the
business when I come into town,”
she said. “I thought you could
just go into an office, sit down and
play the man a tune. I didn't know
you had to have demo tapes and
make appointments and get by two
secretaries to see someone.

“Well, finally I got some of my
songs on tape—my friends made an
appointment at a studio and gave
me a session for my birthday so as
I'd have a real nice demo—and I
started making the rounds. I didn’t
know which was a good company
and which wasn’t. 1 just walked
down Music Row, and chose a
place according to whether or not
it had a nice sounding name.

“Once I did get in to see some-
body, I still had trouble. They were
always using a word I hate—*‘com-
mercial” —telling me I had to
change this and that for the song
to sell. Well, you know I wanted to
be successful—but what makes
your song your song is your point
of view, and you don’t want to be
changing that. And also, a lot of
the time, these guys weren’t even
really listening to your songs.
They'd be sitting behind their big
desks, taking two long distance

"...You'd be playing your
best songs and
wondering is he tapping his
fingers in time to the
music...or is he bored...?"

phone calls, and their secretaries
would be coming in every few mi-
nutes. You'd be playing your best

songs, and trying to psyche 'em
out, wondering is he tapping his
finger in time to the music, or is he
drumming his fingers on the desk
because he's bored. And sometimes,
even after you'd plaved your songs,
you wouldn’t know whether he lik-
ed them or not. He'd say come
back next week, and then next week
he’'d say the same thirg and so on
and on. So yau're just left waitin’
on him, wondering what you're

A

Roxy came to Nashvillewith heraccordion when she was 21. That was six yearsago. She
didn’t knowabout appointments and secretariesthen.

going to do meanwhile to get by.”

What Roxy did to get by, was
take her accordion into the street,
to Centennial Park or the steps
of. the Parthenon., and play for
spare change. Those were the times,
she remembers, when all her friends
seemed to be down and out—some
even poorer than she was.

“If you had anything at all, back
then, you shared it,” she savs. “If
somebody came knocking on vour
door, and needed some moneyv to
get something to eat or get some-
body out of jail, you gave it to
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him if you could. Because you
never knew, you might be knockin’
on his door the next day.”

For the most part, you do not get
rich as a songwriter in Nashville.

Sure, the very few top writers in
town may pull in upwards of a
quarter million dollars over a three-
year period, and a song that makes
the top ten can make the writer
$10,000 in air play royalties—plus

an equal amount of money from
record sales. But those hits are
hard to come by. And, in the begin-
ning, it's all most new writers in
town can do to earn enough to eat.

According to ASCAP, the Ameri-
can Society of Composers, Artists,
and Publishers, a writer usually
makes one cent on every copy of
his song sold, and anywhere from
1 cent to 4% cents each time it’s
played on the radio. That's money
earned once the song is cut and
released. Simply having a song
accepted for publication can mean



no front money at all, or at best,
possibly $50. Once a song is re-
leased, it will usually take at least
a year for the writer to start re-
ceiving his cut.

Another problem the new writer
in town faces is finding a reliable

“...Getting burned, in
Nashville, consists
of having your time
wasted..."

publishing company. Writers soon
learn that having a song accepted
for publication is meaningless if
the publisher hasn’'t the know-how
—or the money—to properly pro-
mote his songs. Tapes can lie on
shelves for years, writers can find
themselves going nowhere, tied up
in exclusive, five-year contracts.

“Getting burned, in Nashville,
consists of having your time wast-
ed,” says one veteran of the scene.
And it's a rare writer who doesn’t
begin his own personal saga with:
“Well, I tied up with this one little
outfit when I first came to town,
but they didn’t do much for me.”

The plum job, for a new writer,
is often as a staff writer or exclu-
sive writer with an established
publishing company. Byt even then,
it’'s not uncommon for a beginning
writer, on a six-month contract, to
make 350 or 375 a week. The money
isn’t considered salary; it’s actually
an advance on the royalties the
company hopes the songs he’ll
write will one day bring in. And, if
he wants, a writer can work anoth-
er job—he doesn't have to be in the
publisher's office nine to five, five
days a week. But usually, he is.
Ed Penney, a slight, soft-spoken
man with a neatly trimmed grey
goatee, is waiting in the chrome and
glass lobby at Decca to pitch some
songs to producer Walter Haynes.

Ed’s not brand-new in town and
he's not a kid. He’s in his early for-
ties, and he's placed songs with
Glen Campbell, Burl Ives, and Jim
Ed Brown. But it’s hard even for a
free-lancer with a sprinkling of
cuts to his credit, so Ed is out in
the rain this afternoon, pounding
the pavement on Music Row. He
has had twenty-odd songs record-
ed since he arrived in town three
years ago, giving up his own public
relations firm in Boston, uproot-
ing his wife and seven kids, to pur-
sue songwriting full-time. Now, for
the first time since their marriage,

Penney’s wife is working “of neces-
sity.”
Does he ever get depressed?
“Yeah, sometimes,” he says.
“But I figure I'm too good a song-
writer to give up and head back to
Boston. Listen, the best writers in
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writer finds out, is a back door
business. After months of not get-
ting in via the lobby, a writer be-
gins to hang out, get to know peo-
ple, and learn about all the other
ways to make contact. He makes
friends with other musicians, and

Ed Penney (above). He gave up hisown PR firm to write songs. (Right) Dan Hoffman,
publishing company manager. He tries togive constructive criticism. ( Below) Cliff
Cochran, a cousinof Hank’s, but still struggling,

this town, Kris Kristofferson, Mic-
key Newbury, struggled for years,
too. Now anything Mickey writes,
just about, he can get cut...”

There’s the flurry of a female
star arriving through the back
entrance and announcing to the
receptionist that she's here to see
Mr. Haynes.

Penney leaps up: “I've got this
appointment with Mr. Haynes,
also,” he begins.

“I'm terribly sorry,” says the
receptionist. “But Mr. Haynes won-
ders if you could just leave your
tapes...”

“Couldn’t I just have a moment
to give them to him myself?” asks
Penney.

“I'm terribly sorry,” says the
receptionist.

There probably isn’t a moment in
Nashville when a writer somewhere
isn’t pitching a song. They’'ll pitch
you in the street, in a bar, over
lunch at the best restaurant in
town. They'll pitch you over the
phone (“Blue Suede Shoes"” was ac-
tually demoed over the phone after
Sam Phillips picked up the receiver
and was pitched by Carl Perkins).

The music business, as every new
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may get invited to sit in (and then
fill in) on sessions. He learns to find
out when someone is coming to
town to cut a record, he knows
which producer is looking for what
kind of material. He learns who
to hit with a song. And, since this
is Nashville, not New York or Los
Angeles, he also learns that you
have to be persistent, but not pushy.

“Got this new song I thought you
might want to hear.” says one of
the twenty people who've “just
happened” to drop by to visit Jean-
nie Seely, who’s just about to cut
another album. Of course, if Jeannie
Seely, or some big producer or
publisher doesn’t really care to
listen to your song. then you've
got to learn to take that in stride
too. If worse comes to worse, it can
at least always make a funny story
to share with a bunch of writers
later that night in Friday’s bar.

“Heard Johnny Cash was in
town, so I went on over to The
House of Cash to pitch him a few
tunes,” went one such story. “I
hung around, and I hung around,
and I wasn’t gettin’ anywhere, so
finally, I went home and went to
sleep and I had this dream: I dream-
ed Johnny Cash had died and gone



to heaven and he’s waitin’ to see
St. Peter. Well, he waits there for
three weeks to see St. Peter, and
finally, when the big moment
comes, St. Peter steps up, looks
him straight in the eyes, and he
reaches into his shirt pocket and
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he says: “Johnny, I got this song
for you...”

Then the story teller will take a
pull on his beer. “Never did get in
to see Cash,” he’ll add.

The stars, the producers and the
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publishers—all the powerful people
who decide the future of a song—
are not, for the most part, unrea-
sonable men. They are, as the writ-
ers know, simply people with limit-
ed time, who are swamped by the
number of unsolicited songs that
come into their offices. And in
some cases, particularly when they
themselves are writers and can
remember their own lean years,
they go out of their way to be sym-
pathetic.

“I remember the first time I
pitched a song to a big producer,”
says Dan Hoffman, a lean good-
looking graduate of Father Flan-
nagan’s Boys Town who is now
professional manager of RCA’s
Sunbury/Dunbar Music Companies
in Nashville. “I was a disc jockey
at WKDA here in Nashville—num-
ber one disc jockey in town as a
matter of fact—and I'd work the
night shift and spend my days
knocking on doors on Music Row.
Well, one day I finally got to see
this producer—a man who is very
big in our business and will go
unnamed —and he said: “You don’t
even have your stuff on tapes? I
can’t waste my time with you—go
on, get out of here.” Later, when
he found out who I was, he called
me back and apologized. But I al-
ways keep that incident in the
back of my mind. Now, when I get
a new writer in here, I'm as gentle
with him as I can be. I'm honest
though; I ask him first if he wants
it straight—and I try and give him
constructive criticism. But I'm

“...Youdon't even have
your stuff on tapes?
| can't waste my time with
you—go on,
get out of here ..."

always as nice as I can be, because
I remember how small that man
made me feel when I pitched my
first songs.”

Hoffman leans back in his chair,
quiet for a moment, regarding the
crystal brandy decanters on his
polished desk, his monogrammed
leather attache, the matching red
leather sofas in his office.

“I’'ve been pretty lucky,” he
says, after a while.

Some people like to say making it
in the music business is all a matter
of connections, that if you come to
town knowing the right people



you've got it made. But if that
were true, 24-year-old Cliff Coch-
ran. cousin of Hank Cochran, one
of the most successful writers in
town, wouldn’t be sitting in Toot-
sie’s telling stories of playing bars,
and nights in jail, and hitching
through Mississippi, and hocking
guifars.

“My daddy was a musician, he
taught me to pick and sing, and
we moved around a lot when I was
growing up,” he says. “Never did
like school much—you know I
flunked music class —and I dropped

cutting

here and there, living with Hank
and Jeannie on their farm. Being
related to Hank has helped — Cliff
is a staff writer with the Enter-
tainment Corporation of America,
Hank’s publishing company, Hank
produced his first record, and Hank
helps him pitch songs once in a
while. (“Like once Hank was having
a drink with Tammy Wynette, and
he called me up and said ‘Come on
down,” and when I got there, after
a few drinks, he said, ‘Sing that
song of yours’ and Tammy ended up
it.”) But basically, says

Above:songwriters. Will Jennings, Troy Seals. and Don Goodman. still livingand their

guitars have strings. (Below) Coventry and Elmo Plott. "We've come close to starving

todeath, but we ain’tdead.”

out of school when 1 was 15.

“Took up with Hank’s brother,
Bob, and we hitched around the
country, playin’ tunes and gettin’
into trouble. We were so broke and
cold once, in Mississippi, and we
see this sign: ‘Go to Florida, pick
oranges in the sun.” We packed up
our guitars, got on that bus, and
headed south. Once we got there,
we see it costs $2.50 a day for room
and board, and you only make $2.25
for picking oranges. We left owing
money.

“I hocked my guitar five times,
to keep up eatin'; once in Missis-
sippi, once in New York, twice in
Nashville, once in California. Last
time I hocked it, I lost it for good.
I hitched back to Nashville and
Hank lent me the money to get it
out, but it was gone. A $300 Gibson
and I got $50 for it. It was the
first real guitar I ever had; my
mother had bought it for me when
I was 16 because 1 wanted it so
bad.”

Now Cliff is back in Nashville
for good, doing odd jobs, playing

Cliff, being Hank's cousin will not
ultimately affect his career. “In
Nashville,” he says, “you still have
to stand on your own two feet—
and it doesn't matter who you
know.™

°
It's lunch break at Danor Music.
Writers Don Goodman, Will Jen-
nings, Troy Seals and Mike Har-
ris are sitting around, eating sand-
wiches, talking about the lives they
left behind them.

“Now Don, here, he had some
really fine instruments when he
came into town,” says Will, a for-
mer professor from east Texas, who
loaded all his belongings into a
Volkswagen van to come to Nash-
ville two years ago. “Let's see Don,
you had a Martin, a Gibson, left a
nice, three-bedroom house, good
money ..."

“Right,” says Goodman, a large,
black-bearded man who was former-
ly an electrical engineer, “I came
into town, hocked my guitars, lost
thirty pounds and my wife—only
thing that kept me alive was that
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I could shoot pool . ..”

“And Mike, here, he's lived in
about half a dozen different places
in the past year, and he’s working
as a projectionist in a drive-in now,”
says Will. “Sometimes, he gets his
sleeping bag and beds down in the
studio.”

“Some time or another, we all
have,” says Goodman. “Of course,
I always figure, when I'm hungry
and broke, I can write better any-
way.”

“I can’t really complain,” says
Harris, a lanky 22-year-old with a
pale blond mustache, “Cause it's
like in a song I wrote: “I'm still
livin’, and my guitar has strings.”

“This is the place for a writer to
be right now,” says Troy. “Wayne
Walker, Jerry Lee Lewis, Red Lane,
all those old masters are here for
you to learn from. They paid their
dues—we're paying ours now."

“Sure is a rough life, though,”
says Don, then, to Troy: “You know,
two years ago, when I was sleeping
in my car and living on my beer
tab, and things were really bad, I
wrote you a letter, 14 pages long,
saying: “Troy, I'm sorry to be run-
ning out on you, but I just can't
take it any more.”

“You did?” asks Troy.

“Never sent it, though,” says Don.

°

Times are not good for Elmo and
Coventry.

He’s just gotten laid off as a staff-

writer at Quadrafonic (“No hard




"...Blood goes for $5 a pint down here and you can
legally sell it once every eight weeks.
We've come close to starving to death, but we aren’t
dead...”

feelings—they just had to let a
bunch of us go for money reasons”),
she's seven months pregnant and
still not having any luck cutting
her songs. True, they've just sung
a few children's songs for a tele-
vision Sunday school commercial
for a flat $15, so they're not total-
ly broke—but right now their phone
is gone, there's almost no heat in
their little house, and there isn't a
gig in sight.

“Nashville is a good place to learn
about music,” says 24-year-old El-
mo as he sits on the faded blue
couch and idly tunes his guitar.
“But it's a hell of a town to try and
make a living. You'd think, with
s0 many musicians, there would be
a lot of places to perform. But there
are almost none. There's The Exit/
In, which has a writer’s night on
Tuesday and you don't get paid,
there’s Bishop’s where you can pass
the hat, there’s The Old Pickin’
Parlor, though that's really blue-
grass.”

“Got tied up with an exclusive
contract with this smalltime hus-
tler for over a year when we first
got here,” says Elmo. *Classic
story. The guy said he’d make us
stars, we stayed with him, he gave

us nothing.”
' W m

“Well, actually.” says Coventry,
“once I mentioned to him that we
hadn't eaten for a while, so he lent
me $5. But that was about it. That
contract wasn't hard to get out of.”

“About this same time, we were
playing a few college parties,”
puts in Elmo, “but you get tired
of being asked to play polkas, you
know?”

“People don't really listen to your
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songs on tapes,” says Coventry.
“They just listen to a few bars.”

“Coventry tried waitressing
once, and lasted about a week,”
says Elmo. “I worked as a carpen-
ter for a while, but now I work on
my music full time.”

He pauses. “Blood goes for $5
a pint down here,” he says quite
seriously, “and you can legally
sell it once every eight weeks. We've
come close to starving to death,”
he adds, “but we aren't dead.”

“You've got to do what you do,”
says Coventry, “and we do music.”

And they pick up their guitars,
and play their songs. [ ]
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Mother Maybelle Carter:

Career Spans A Half-Gentury

She’s like the bass in a good band:
you never know she’s there ’til she stops pickin’.

She is short, but she casts a long
shadow —long and a half-century
wide. Her voice is shy and unassum-
ing, but it has boomed over the
loudest air waves of her time and
made her a household sound. She is
so modest that digging facts out of
her is like digging clams on a rocky,
clammed-out Maine shore at high

by Billy Edd Wheeler

tide. because many ol these facts
would sound like compliments to
herself and she is not, and never has
been, on an ego trip. She is like the
bass in a good band: vou never
know she is there 'til she stops pick-
in. Yet thousands imitate her gui-
tar licks and a handful of Nash-
ville's elite acknowledge her as a
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master, a creator, an originator and
an influence on their own style. She
is Mayvbelle Addington Carter,
Queen of Country Music.

She gave Chet Atkins one of his
first steady jobs back when people
said "Chet Who?" This was when
Mother Mavbelle and the Carter
Sisters were playing the Tennessee



Barn Dance in Knoxville, after the
Original Carter Family had split
up, and the girls and Mama had
gone on to Richmond to begin
anew, to see how hard show biz can
be (they had two radio shows a day
and did personal appearances just
about every night).

It was 1949 and Mother Maybelle
and the Carter Sisters got an offer
to come to Springfield, Missouri.
“We asked Chet if he wanted to
come along and work with us.”

...In 1949 "we asked Chet
(Atkins) if he wanted to
come along and work with
us." 'l sure would,' he
said. 'I'm starving to death.’

“I sure would,” Chet said quickly.
“I’'m starving to death.”

“Chester had his trailer hooked
to his car. He unhooked that trail-
er and we took off. He was with us
for three and a half years. He went
with us to the Ozark Jubilee in
Springfield, played with us 'til af-
ter he went with RCA here in Nash-
ville. We brought him here with us
and we had a time getting him in
here. The guitar players tried to
keep him out. They was afraid he'd
take their work away from 'em, and
he did eventually, but he couldn’t
play with nobody else but us for
about six months.”

Floyd Cramer is another Nash-
ville picker who admits (or brags,
for Floyd is big enough to) that
some of his unique piano style came
from Mother Maybelle and the way
she slurred the bass notes playing
her guitar.

“There’s a little lick I get on the
autoharp when I jump the key, you
know, that Floyd says influenced
his piano playing too,” she added
shyly, with a little embarrassed
laughter.

Sitting in her son-in-law’s home,
Johnny-come-lately-Cash, and lis-
tening to him play tapes made from
transcriptions of the original Car-
ter Family broadcasts over XERA,
XEG and XENT in Texas from
1938-42, the influences keep pop-
ping up.

“Hear that?” Johnny Cash says,
rewinding the portable Wolensak.
“Those patterns, repeats, coming
in on certain phrases of that hymn
—the Carter Family was doing that
in the thirties. Gospel groups were
making it popular in the forties and
even the fifties.”

A.P. Carter, Maybelle’s cousin
and the man of thegroup, had a way
of coming in when he felt like it,
when the spirit moved him or when
the song needed a lift, singing bass
harmony (though many of the notes
were too low and his voice just na-
turally trailed off to nothing), re-
peating a key word, while Maybelle
echoed him with her higher har-
mony.

“I'm thinking of doing an album
using some of these old Carter Fam-
ily transcriptions,” Johnny Cash
continued. “I'll do the narrating and
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In 17 years, theOriginal Carter Family
reco;ded mgre_thyn&'x()‘songs.

pick out the best things from their
different periods. Listen, here's
June singing when she was ten.”
“Honey!” June protests, blush-
ing. “You don’t have to play that!”
But he does, knowing she’d have
clobbered him if he hadn’t, for the
tapes are fascinating documents of

... The announcer barks
out: "Here's one of the
Carter girls, pretty little
ten-year-old June Carter,
tosing foryou..."

American musical history. The an-
nouncer, Brother Bill, barks out
business-like: “And now here’s one
of the Carter girls, pretty little ten-
year-old June Carter, to sing for
you. What are you going to sing,
honey?”

“I thought I'd sing Engine 143.”

Johnny Cash almost breaks up
when June starts in,
“Along came the FFE,
The swiftest on the line. ..
and for the rest of the evening he
was like a child on Christmas morn-
ing, each new song a delightful rev-
elation. There were 190 of them and
we sampled a good many.

It was a treat for me too, for
frankly I didn't know that much

i
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about Mother Maybelle—though 1
knew she was a member of the
Country Music Hall of Fame, and 1
knew there was a style of playing
named after her, the famous “Car-
ter Lick,” and I knew that they had
erected a monument at Bristol, Vir-
ginia-Tennessee to the Original Car-
ter Family and Jimmie Rodgers,
and I knew that she had a famous
son-in-law and was mother of three
of country music’s most talented
and beautiful girls, Helen, June and
Anita.

But that is not knowing some-
one. That's the way the public
knows many of its legends, only
superficially. What I was learning
now was about the warmth of the
woman, the fabric of her personality
and the love that everyone has for

her, not just her family, but every-
one who has been associated with
her. The one thing everyone agreed
on, the key to her greatness is her
deep humility. She is completely ob-
livious to how great she is.

There is one other thing that
came out about Mother Maybelle
and that is her physical strength.
When they say “She is a trouper,”
they mean that today, in her six-
ties, she will sit up all night and
pick and sing, if there is anyone
who'll sit with her.

But with all her touring and
trouping, she has always been a
mother first and an entertainer
second.

“When mother invited you for
supper, she cooked it, not a servant
or a cook,” Helen says proudly.
“The wheat thrashers loved to eat
at our house. And when a play was
given at school, a Carter girl got
the lead, 'cause Mama was the best
seamstress around.

She still raises a garden and she
still cooks. She’s a legend but she
is still paying her dues. Billy Wil-
heit of the Hubert Long Talent
Agency says they booked her 28
times between January and June of
this year, but to hear her tell it,
she ain’t doing much.

“Mother would be happy if she
could just die on stage,” Helen said.

Maybelle Addington was born in
Copper Creek in southwestern Vir-
ginia on May 10, 1909, in a land of
small creeks, limestone rocks, roll-
ing hills, rail fences and cellars full
of cabbages and potatoes. She was
oneof ten children born to Margaret
and Hugh Jack Addington.

On the other side of Clinch Moun-
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tain were the Carters. Bob and Mol-
lie Carter had eight children, eldest
being Alvin Pleasant or A.P., who
became known as a collector of Eng-
lish and Irish songs, grew up to be
jug-eared and tall and handsome
and, in 1915, raided the Copper
Creek side of the mountain of a bux-
om, dark-eyed, beautiful girl named
Sara Dougherty who sang in a low,
almost male voice. She was May-
belle's first cousin.

In 1926 A.P.'s brother, Ezra J.,
crossed the mountain too. on a
hunting trip—not for deer or bear
or turkey, which were plentiful, but
for blue-eyed gentle Maybelle, who
could play the banjo and the auto-
harp and the guitar and, because
there weren't many other pickers

i TRALY TR o .
Mother Maybellein front of her home, just outside of Nashville. She does her own cooking and stillraisesagarden.
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...The key to her greatness
is her great humility.
She is completely oblivious
to how greatsheis...

; around, developed a style of finger

playing wherein she worked rhythm
and lead at the same time. They
were married and came back to set-
tle in Maces Springs, neighbors to
A.P. and Sara.

So they were ready when in 1927

AP came home and said he had run

into Ralph S. Peer in Bristol and

' that word was going out to all

mountain communities for musi-
cians and singers to come in and
audition to make records for the
Victor label.

Out of those who came and were
lucky enocugh to be paid $50 per
song recorded, two names were
standout hits—the Carter Family
and a young boy named Jimmie
Rodgers. The Carter Family records
must have sold well, for in 1928
Peer called them to Camden, New
Jersey for additional recording, pay-
ing them now $75 per song. In May
they recorded “Wildwood Flower,”
a song A.P. “worked up” for them,
“John Hardy,” “Forsaken Love”
and others. In February they re-
turned to New Jersey again for the
recording of “Littie Moses,” “Lulu
Walls,” “"Diamonds In The Rough™
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and “Foggy Mountain Top.”

In 1938 they made the long trip
to Del Rio, Texas where they did
the transcriptions described earlier,
over the Mexican border radio sta-
tions, with 500,000 watts, the most
powerful in the world. They had
crept quietly from the hills and now
were blazing across international
skies. Hillbilly music was evolving.

“The second year I went out to
Texas,” Mother Maybelle told me,
“I took Anita. This was ’39 and she
was four. She'd sing duets with me
and sometimes solo. We worked for
Consolidated Drugs (Peruna and
Kolorbak) out of Chicago—they
paid for the broadcast time—and
when I came home Christmas, 1940,
I was asked if I had any other kids
that could sing. I said I've got one,
Helen, but I won’t promise you
about the other one, June.

“l went home and I started to
work on them kids. I put June on
autoharp and Helen on guitar and
in two weeks they’d memorized 15
songs. He put themon the show and
give ’em $15 apiece a week, and that
was big money back then. They was
still in school, too.”

A.P. and Sara separated in 1933
and Sara married Coy Bayes in
1938 in Brackettsville, Texas, mov-
ing with him to California, though
she continued to sing and record



some with them. In 1942 the Cart-
ers moved to Charlotte to work for
WBT and the following year they
broke up. They had recorded some
300 songs for different labels, but

went to sleep while standing pick-
ing on stage!) and tours with John-
ny Cash, the man she had blind
faith in even before he made it big.
“Me and my husband, we just

"...Werecorded with Jimmie (Rodgers) in Lovisville in
1932. He wasn't able to play his guitar much,
he was that sick, so | played for him and he sang..."

no albums, though they were to see
many albums put together in vari-
ous packages later on.

“We recorded with Jimmie Rodg-
ers in Louisville in 1932, not
more than a year before he died.”
Maybelle says. “In fact, he wasn't
able to play his guitar very much,
he was that sick, so I played for him
and he sang. I had to play like him,
you know, so everybody would
think it was him. But it was me.”
Again that embarrassed laughter.

The Carter Family moved to
Richmond, then on to Knoxville,
where they picked up Chet Atkins,
and on to Springfield where they
did their network show and another
radio show every day and the hard
work continued and finally to Nash-
ville and tours of Germany (where
Helen said Mother Maybelle once

figured there was a lot of good in
Johnny. He used to come out to the
house when we was living at Two
Mile Pike—he’d come in and out—
June was beginning to work some
with him then. After we moved over
on Summerfield I just fixed him a
room and let him come and go when
he got ready. He stayed off and on
two or three years.

“1 knew he was having a little
problem with some things, you
know, and me and my husband
talked about it. We figured we had
to stick by him, and that’s what we
done. There were some things he
did that we wouldn’t o’ put up
with with a lot of people, I guess.
I said sometimes I'd go off and
come back and I wouldn't know if
the house would be burned down or
my doors broke down, or what.

{That laugh again.)

“But if he ever tore up anything,
he always fixed it. Once he broke
the foot off my bed. I come in one
day and he had him a bunch of
books and rope and . . . I don't know
what all, some glue, and he fixed
that bed. I thought, now that thing
won’t hold. But it never has come
loose.

“I know he was taking a pretty
good bunch of pills. I'd try to keep
him from going out. I'd just sit and
talk with him. He'd just get up or
go back to bed, or just ramble
around. But I knew if he ever got
hisself straightened out, he'd be one
of the biggest artists going.”

She loves Johnny Cash and is
proud of him, and it is obvious he
loves her and is deeply proud of her.
He has hung around her doorstep,
like many others, for a long time,
drinking at the free-flowing tap of
one of the deepest springs in Amer-
ican folk and mountain music. She
loves her girls, too, and her hus-
band, Ezra, and that love is return-
ed in full measure. It is not a gushy
kind of affection, not the backslap-
ping variety but strong and silent
and reticent and sure. It's like mon-
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ey in the bank, you know it is there,
but you don’t overdraw on it. They
give each other a lot of slack.

Mother Maybelle played an im-
portant part in “working up” the
songs A.P. discovered or brought
in, especially in arranging them,
though only the man’s name was
put on the label in those days.
Their harmonies were church influ-
enced and because they used auto-
harp and guitar, most of the old bal-

f

>~
(4
]
e
v

by

|

Ezra, or “Pop Carter” as he has be-
come known affectionately by those
around him, helped out with some
of the booking. But they were nev-
er interested in money. They loved
what they were doing. The songs
were important. It was a natural
way of life. Nor have they reaped
the mass adulation of super stars
or been publicized for the legends
they are.

Not that Mother Maybelle has
gone unnoticed or is not loved by
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fingers. So I don’t use the guitar
as much. I play the autoharp.” And
she is not complaining. She is just
being natural, as always.

“Can you imagine the stages she
has played on?” Nat Winston asked
me. Yes I can. I can see them, eve-
rywhere from London’s Palladium
to Carnegie Hall, from Newport’s
Folk Festival to those little school
stages lighted on each side by kero-
sene lamps. And I can see Ezra, her
husband, though I never met him

The Carter Family, left toright: Helen, Anita. June and Mother Maybelle. '] put June onautoharp and Helenon guitar and in two weeks
they'd memorized 15songs,” Mother Maybelle said.

lads had to be taken out of their
modal keys to lend themselves to
instrumental band accompaniment.

Mother Maybelle has survived
several eras, from the beginnings of
country and western music, through
ragtime, jazz, big bands, rock and
roll, all the way through to today’s
middle-of-the-road or country-met-
ropolitan sounds.

Mother Maybelle is still paying
her dues. She is booking on her own
again, with the girls, Helen and An-
ita, and with Helen’'s son David,
sometimes, and beautiful 14-year-
old Lorrie, Anita and Don’s girl.

If, in the past, they’d had one of
today’s super managers the Carters
would probably be rich several
times over. But A.P. used to book
them and he never bothered to read
the fine print of a contract. Also

the country music community. She
is. Deeply. It's just that the praise
has been as quiet as she has. Peo-
ple like Joan Baez have stirred in-
terest by recording some Carter ma-
terial, like “Little Moses,” and the
Nitty Gritty Dirt Band used Moth-
er Maybelle on a recent double al-
bum called Will The Circle Be Un-
broken. She was written up recent-
'y in Newsweek and is beginning to
be booked in more and more col-
leges.

And she is not trying to make a
comeback. She is a trouper. She is
just acting natural, the way she al-
ways has. She is there, she always
has been and she always will be.
And age is taking its toll, though
she doesn’t show it. She has to tell
you about it. “I can’t play the way
I used to because of arthritis in my
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during my interviews. And I know
he has stuck by her and sacrificed
just as she has all these years, with
never a cross word between them.

I can see Ezra crossing Clinch
Mountain and bringing back a tal-
ented, beautiful woman with music
in her fingers that everyone who
meets says is “truly a lady.” And I
can see him sharing quietly in her
glory and being proud, content to
stay out of the limelight with his
books and his classical music, wait-
ing until she gets home from her
last booking, waiting to talk and
ask how it went. Waiting to hear
her “tongue rattle like a bell clap-
per, for there never was a Carter
that couldn’t talk,” she says, in one
of her few overstatements.

Who wouldn't sit up and wait for
the First Lady of Country Music! ®
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Buck Owens . . . Tanya Tucker. .. Charley Pride. . .

Buck Owens and the
Buckaroos

Ain’t [t Amazing, Gracie
Capitol SMAS-11180 (record)
8XT-11180 (8-track tape)

“Ain’t It Amazing, Gracie”
was only a middling hit as a
single for Buck, despite its
fanciful titular reference to
one of the best known sacred
songs in the public hymral.
But even a minor Owens hit
is a song that receives much
exposure and reaches a lot
of people, and his new album
offers many new tunes which
could make him red hot again
on the recording scene.

Appropriately enough, the
best of the lot is called “Long
Hot Summer,” and the chcral
arrangement suggests sacred
harp singing. One of the
song’s most memorable lines
concerns a “bad year for the
roses,” an obvious reference
to one of George Jones’ big
gest.

Close behind are three oth-
er songs, and like “Summer,”
they are penned in whole or
in part by Buck hims=If
“Your Monkey Won't Be

with your own stand-up Buck

Owens figure to watch while

you play the album.
ROBERT ADELS

Home Tonight” is a simian
saga every bit as cute and
catchy as that tiger’s tale he
impressed on us in the sixties
at the early stages of his ca-
reer.

“When You Get Back From
Nashville” relates the other
side of the success story, as
it concerns itself with a
would-be female country sing-
er who won't admit she’l
never make it as anything
but a wife. Again, the back-
ground vocals here sound dis-
tinctive compared to the gen-
erallevel of country 73 in this
regard. Here and throughout
the a.bum, Buck attempts to
do things just a little bit dif-
ferently; as a result, the al-
bum is just a little bit better
than his recent efforts.

This “different” approach
extends to the album jacket
too. Fancy jackets are com-
mon in the rock field, not in
country, but this is an excep-
tion If you can figure out
how to manipulate the creas-
es and perforations on the
back cover (directions are
not provided ), you will end up
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Tanya Tucker

What's Your Mama’s Name
Columbia KC 32272 (record)
CA 32272 (8-track tape)

Tanya Tucker, as everyone
knows by now, is Nashville's
youngest superstar, a 14-
year-old bundle of talent
whose first records have gone
nght to the top of the charts,
and whether you judge her
as a new singer or as a child
prodigv, Whats Your Ma-
ma’s Name makes an interest-
ing and entertaining record.
The title tune is a pretty
fair sample of Tanya’s style:
take a strong song, usually
cne that tells a story or de-
scribes an event rather than
&n emotion, and give it a
rough, rhythmic going over.
Listening, 1 was reminded
of other singers: Janis Ian,
with whom Tanya shares a
quality of voice that may
simply go with being in
their teens; Bobby Gentry,
who has the same “funky”
sound: and Wanda Jackson,
whose pacing has the same
straightforwardness. Tanya
also has a very pronounced
vibrato, which contributes
rather than distracts from
her performance. It adds up
to quite a combination.
What's Your Mama’'s
Name is a nicely chosen col-
lection, even if it is only
eleven songs long (a baker’s

dozen is thirteen, a record
company’s is eleven). Some —
“The Chokin’ Kind,” “Cali-
fornia Cotton Fields,” “Pass
Me By”—are well-known,
but it is the new or more
rarely heard songs that
are the most fun. “Teach Me
The Words To Ycur Song”
is a nice metaphor for build-
ing a relationship; “Horse-
shoe Bend” is about lost
love; and “Teddy Bear Song”
is about lost innocence. Bil-
ly Sherrill produced, backed
by his team of flawless side-
men and the Jordanaires.
Tanya Tucker is at the
start of what promises to be
a very big career. At 14,
she is already a polished en-
tertainer, and this album,
her second, proves that she
is also an excellent recording
artist. JOHN GABREE

Charley Pride
Sweet Country
RCA APL 1-0217 (record)
APS 1-0217 (8-track tape)

Sweet Country is a milestone
in the more than impressive
eight-year career of 35-year-
old superstar Charley Pride.
It is his 20th album, and it
serves up the delights that
have kept us all running back
for more: the tender ballads
and the blue, so blue, torch
songs. Half of the ten songs
here are above average; the
others are better than most
these days, and five years
hence, the album will sound
as good as it does today.
You'll find Charley’s ad-
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vice to a boy and girl going
through the pangs of uncer-
tainty in “Don’t Fight The
Feelings Of Love,” the fast
moving guitar/fiddle fest that
closes Side One. There is a
fine rendition of Merle Hag-
gard’s “A Shoulder To Cry
On,” in which Pride sounds
like a combination of a young
Tex Ritter and Gene Autry,
and in “Love Unending” you
can catch Charley’s attention
to detail from his approach
to the gentle and rather love-
ly song, which is marked by
a very simple, yet quite out-
standing background ar-
rangement. The singer quite
literally catches the lyrics in
his throat, making the story
all that more believable.

One of the best cuts is a
story Charley tells us about a
man meeting his girl and go-
ing for walks “Along The
Mississippi.” Perhaps the
song awoke some memories
of Sledge, Mississippi, where
he spent his youth in the cot-
ton fields; it is highly senti-
mental and because of the
sensitive reading, it works
beautifully.

The other winner is “Ten-
nessee Girl” by Ben Peters. It
is a crackling good song top-
ped by a winning arrange-
ment of fiddles, steel guitar
and percussion. Most impor-
tant is Charley’s treatment —
the way he bunches little
phrases together and delivers
them in an almost choppy
fashion.

There is nothing unique in
the package, nothing out-
standingly different. But, as
usual, Charley and producer
Jack Clement have garnish-
ed #20 with excellence and
care. ELLIS NASSOUR

Osborne Brothers
Midnight Flyer
MCA-311 (record)
MCAT:-311 (8-track tape)

Just when I was beginning to
get depressed about the su-
per slickness of so much
country product lately, along
came Midnight Flyer from
those paragons of Kentucky-
bred bluegrass, the Osborne
Brothers. The picking is ex-
emplary, with frequent high
points from Bobby’s mando-
lin and Sonny’s famous six-

string banjo and solid back-
ing by Dennis Digby on elec-
tric bass, Robby Osborne
(Bobby's son} on drums, Ray
Edenton on guitar, Hal Rugg
on steel, Leon Rhodes on elec-

tric guitar, Hargus “Pig”
Robbins on prano, and Char-
lie McCoy on harp. Ronnie
Reno adds voeal support and
Mark Jones, 17-year-old son
of the legendary Grandpa
Jones, whips up some heal-
thy claw-hammer banjo on
three of the album’s best cuts,
“Back To The Country
Roads,” “The Condition Of
Samuel Wilder’'s Will,” and
the racing perennial, “Wa-
bash Cannonball.”

The songs are smooth and
easy, the most interesting
cut being Damon Black’s
“The Condition of Samuel
Wilder’s Will,” a cautionary
tale with a melody close to
Merle Haggard’s ‘“Mama
Tried.” It is about beaten
people and wayward uses of
power—familiar country and
bluegrass subjects —with an
O’Henry ending. It could
have come from the hand of
Tom T. Hall, but Damon
Black got there first.

“Back To The Country
Roads” has single potential
because it is a breezy song
which expresses what most
of us feel most of the time—
an urge for a return to basics
and honest values in a place
“where the tail corn grows
and the air is clear.” Call it
another ecologylifestyle spin-
off of the Danoff-Nivert-Den-
ver “Take Me Home, Country
Roads.” LINDA SOLOMON

Johnny Cash

The Gospel Road

Columbia KG 32253 (record)
GAX 32253 (8-track tape)

I can easily understand why
John is proud of this project;
with the soundtrack of his

movie, “Gospel Road,” he has
created a piece of religious
art in the truest tradition of
Michaelangelo and the count-
less others who have felt a
binding compulsion to pro-
claim the glories of God
through their creative endea-
vors.

In the now-gritty, now-
compassionate contemporary
mood of “How High’s the Wa-
ter, Mama?” “Come Along
and Ride This Train,” “Mr.
Garfield’s Been Shot Down,
Shot Down, Shot Down,” and
“She’s a Butterfly In Mid-
July”—even “It Was Gatlin-
burg in Mid-July”—Johnny
Cash talks to the people who
share his world about the One
upon whom all worlds are
built. He has help from other
contemporary voices — his

wife June, the Carter Family,
the Statler Brothers, Kris
Kristofferson, Rita Coolidge,
and Larry Gatlin—and the
music ranges from simple
flat-top guitar and Tennessee
Three chunkalunk rhythm, to
full orchestra and pipe organ,
to haunting trumpet and au-
thentic Israeli wedding mu-
sic, to the music of God Him-
self —wind and water and
thunder and singing birds.

For your first listening, I
strongly recommend that you
allot.a full ninety minutes to
hear this two-record set with-
out interruption. After that,
drop the stylus where you
care to and compare specific
selections if you wish, but I
predict that most of the time
you will want to listen to it
straight through.

You may never have the
opportunity to visit the Vati-
can and crane your neck up at
the legendary ceiling of the
Sistine Chapel; you may nev-
er make it to Madrid to gaze
at the El Grecos—but seeing
what Johnny Cash and his
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associates and assistants
have painted in this massive
mural for the ear and the in-
ner senses is easily within
your grasp. Don’t miss it.
BILL LITTLETON

™~

Brenda Lee

Brenda

MCA 305 (record)

MCA T 305 (8-track tape)

Unlike some performers who
walk a tightrope with the
country audience, scoring
huge pop successes while
telling the folks down home
they’re still one of them,
Brenda Lee balances her
across-the-board success and
her country credentials with-
out even trying.

Because of her husky
Southern accent and the pro-
duction expertise of Owen
Bradley, Brenda never had to
give up what she naturally
had to make it big in the
early sixties with hits like
“I’'m Sorry” and “Fool #1.”
Now after a dry spell in her
career, she and Bradley are
reunited, and have already
made their point and their
mark with the Kris Kristof-
ferson tune, “Nobody Wins.”

That song leads off an LP
where everybody wins. Bren-
da is basically shown to us
again as a ballad singer, and
on many tracks, the rhythm
track is almost non-existent.
There are some successful
exceptions to the rule, one of
which is “Everybody’s Reach-
in’ Qut For Someone”: more
than any other song she’s
done over the last few years,
this one shows us just what
this lady can do with that
patented “Brenda belt.”

Willie Nelson’s winning
first person tune, “I'm A
Memory” is just loaded with
visual images, and the ex-
pressive and uninhibited
Brenda works with them bril-
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liantly. ‘“Always On My
Mind” is the album’s best
piece of material, and
thanks to an inventive ar-
rangement, a subliminal
pedal steel establishes
just the right tinge of eeri-
ness to make it a true stand:
out.

This is the same little
girl who charmed a nation as
a teenager on the old Perry
Como TV show with gutsy
songs like “One Step At A
Time.” But she’s matured
into one helluva country
woman. ROBERT MITCHELL

| QURLIE MaCOY/ OQD 1IHE CHARLE

Charlie McCoy

Good Time Charlie
Monument KZ 32215 (recorc)
ZA 32215 (8-track tape)

With Charlie McCoy at the
controls, instrumental al-
bums become a whole new
experience. There are no
brass and string sections to
play popified versions of
country songs. There is a fine
country musician playing
country songs the way they
should be played —country.

From the opening cut,
“Good Time Charlie’s Got
The Blues” to the last—a
new, faster version of “Or-
ange Blossom Special”—yau
know you're listening to the
real McCoy, music-wise &s
well as artist-wise.

Space prevents one from
raving endlessly about the
quality of each side on this,
perhaps the best Country &
Western instrumental album
ever recorded. Suffice it to
say that McCoy's harmonica,
taking the lead solos normel-
ly filled in by a vocalist and
backed up by a group of side-
men (Buddy Harman, Bob
Moore, Pete Wade, “Uncle
Josh” Graves, Weldon My-
rick, Pete Drake, Russ Hicks,
Hal Rugg, Dennis Linde,
Doug Kershaw, Buddy Spi-

cher anc more) whose names
read likz a Nashville Who's
Who, give the country con-
noisseur everything he or she
could ask for.

Although every cut, with-
out exception, is a jewel,
“Shenardoah” deserves spe-
cial recognition. With apolo-
gies to Francis Scott Key,
McCoy’s version should be
proclaimed the national an-
them. [t's a gorgeous ar-
rangementand a performance
that makes your hair stand
on end. And if you feel like
some toe-tapping, there’s a
McCov composition called
“Minor Miner” that’ll wear
your sacks out.

If you never buy another
album, get this one. Then,
the next time some city-
slicker asks you, “What is
the Nashville Sound?” just
smile, walk to the record cabi-
net and put on Good Time
Charlie Unless he's deaf, stu-
pid or both, he'll get the mes-
sage as only the best sideman
in the business can present it
to him. GARY FRIEDRICH

Chet Atkins

Alone
RCA APL1-0159 (record)
APS1-0159 (8-track tape)

Chet Atkins has become pos-
sibly the most cohesive factor
in the world music picture tc-
day w:th his direct contribu-
tions as a performer, his in-
direct influences as a produc-
er and recording executive.
and the inspiration he has
provided for people who have
become cohesive factors in
their own rights. But here he
is in a solo capacity, and I
don’t mean “solo with accom-
paniment.”

This album has an intima-
cy that makes me feel that
Chet is hunkered over his gui-
tar in my kitchen, showing
me a few licks as the smell of
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coffee and his cigar mingle
with the aroma of big dried
butter beans and ham hock
cooking on the stove. I detect
a glint in his eye as he does
the tuning changes on “Flop
Eared Mule and Other Clas-
sics” and I realize that he for-
gets I'm anywhere around as
he absorbs himself in “Take
Five,” “Over The Waves,”
and “Spanish Fandango.”
There’s a different kind of
glint, but a trace of humor
nonetheless as he partakes in
some serious doodling on
“Hawaiien Slack Key,” as he
demonstrates the influence
he and Jerry Reed have had
on each other with “The
Claw” and “Blue Finger,” and
as he reminds me of the Gal-
lopin’ Guitar image of other
days with “The Watkins
Man” and portions of “Smile.”
Chet’s bag of licks turns out
to have still another previous-
ly undetected compartment
as he rides into “Me and Bob-
by McGee” and I almost hear
him say “Now, here’s a pret-
ty tune I've always liked” as
he plays “Just As I Am” and
“Londonderry Air” (which,
when you add the lyrics, be-
comes “Danny Boy.”)

It’s a good album. All of
Side A is played on a gut
string; all of Side B is elec-
tric except for “Me and Bob-
by McGee.” It's a good bal-
ance, like conversation with a
close friend who never runs
out of interesting things to
discuss. Yep, the guitar goes
nicely with all instrumental
blands, as Chet has proven
undisputedly, but it also goes
nizely alone.

BILL LITTLETON

David Houston

Good Things

Epic KE 32189 (record)
EA 32189 (8-track tape)

On “Geood Things” and the
first three tracks on Side Two
of David Houston’s new al-
bum, there is evidence of a
new musical direction. In the
past, Houston has been
known partly for his song-
writing (in collaboration with
producer Billy Sherrill), but
mostly for his voice—an un-
usual blend of refined falsetto
and grass-roots yodel. That
quality is still apparent in

varying degrees on parts of
the album, so what we have
here is a transitional album
for David. As such it is only
partly successful.

Like Ray Price, David
sounds great in front of a

gushing string section.
“Maiden’s Prayer,” a recent
hit for him, and “We'll Meet
Again” both prove the point
and attest to the fact that
his “old” style still fits him
like a glove. And wkile “Good
Things” proves that the more
energetic new-style David
Houston can be mighty im-
pressive, the other selections
that fall into this uobeat and
forceful mold (‘“She’s All
Woman,” ‘Homs Sweet
Home,” and “Soft, Sweet And
Warm”) fall short because
they don’t seem to go far
enough in matching David’s
musical setting to his read-
ing of the songs; there’s an
element of confusion present.

Yes, it’'s a trancitional al-
bum. Perhaps the next one
will find David with a more
definite—and comfortable—
identity. ROBERT ADELS

»

Roy Clark

Superpicker

Dot DOS 26008 (rezord)
8150-26008 (8-track tape)

Roy Clark still registers in
most minds as a “funny guy
who also picks and sings”
rather than as a complete
entertainer, and it's a shame
he’s been cast in that role.

Well, limitations are part
of life, I reckon. Even this al-
bum, revealing as it is,
doesn’t explore several areas
of instrumental expression
in which Roy moves comfor-
tably (another album later
this year, exhibiting some
brilliant flattop pickin’, will
rectify some of this), but it
clearly backs up the proc-



The Blue Ridge Rangers

... Other Recent Albums

lamation of the title —Super-
picker! .
Cut one, Side One is a lo

register romping of “Riders
In The Sky” and the final
cut on Side Two exhibits a
brilliant highneck passage
where he literally runs out of
fingerboard on “Never On
Sunday.” In between, he
picks soft and sweet, wild
and raunchy, clean and coun-
try, swingin’ and sophisticat-
ed. In short, he picks, and
that also goes for the other
musicians (including back-
ground voices) involved—
especially whoever does those
nice piano things and the
wildest organ chorus I've
ever heard on “Never On
Sunday.” Producers Joe Al-
lison and Jim Foglesong
come through nicely, too.

r----——-------_---

NAME

ADDRESS

If any of these albums or 8-track tapes are not
available from your local record store, you can get
them from COUNTRY MUSIC. Just send us a list
of the titles you want, plus $4.98 per album or $5.98
per tape cartridge. (Johnny Cash’s Gospel Road
album is $6.98 per record and $8.95
tridge), plus 25 cents postage per album or tape.
Send check or money order to:

QUIRASC

P.O. Box 1611
Nashville, Tenn. 37202

The high point could be
“Roy’s Guitar Boogie” or
“Riders In The Sky”—or
perhaps “Today I Started
Loving You Again,” *“Snow-
bird,” or “Somewhere My
Love,” but my personal bet
is “Never On Sunday.” Roy
Clark could be bigger than
any half-dozen average su-
perstars rolled into one, if
only we could find a cure for
cubbyhole-itis. Superpicker
is an experience you owe
yourself. BILL LITTLETON

o

The Blue Ridge Rangers
The Blue Ridge Rangers
Fantasy 9415 (record and
8-track tape)

When Creedence Clearwater
Revival hit the big time, they
succeeded in taking John

er tape car-

cary

ALBUMS OR TAPES

zip

Fogerty out of the country.
But, as the old cliche goes,
they could never quite take
the country out of John
Fogerty. As a result, after
several years as producer-
writer-lead guitarist-vocalist
with one of the top rock
groups of all time, Fogerty
split and formed a new group,
apparently to get his music
back to where his heart has
always been. The result is the
first genuine country album
by a rock star or group since
Graham Parsons’ Interna-
tional Submarine Band of
several years ago. It doesn’t
claim to be country—it is
country.

It opens with “Blue Ridge
Mountain Blues,” a tradition-
al bluegrass number that tells
you right away you'’re in for
some fine pickin’. Fogerty ar-
ranged it, and Earl and Les-
ter would have been hard-
pressed to play it any better.

From there on, it’s a coun-
try music tour de force, with
the Rangers doing a little of

though I suspect it's mostly
for their own enjoyment.

There’s a knock-out version
of the old Bobby Edwards
smash, “You're The Reason,”
“Jambalaya,” their hit single
(which is probably the best-
cut version of the song since
Hank Williams’ original),
“She Thinks I Still Care,” and
the immortal Jimmie Rodg-
ers’ “California Blues,” which
closes out the first side in top
form with lots of fine dobro-
picking and a wailing Dixie-
land chorus. It’s the best cut
on the album, and the Sing-
ing Brakeman would proba-
bly love it.

Saving the best for last,
the album closes with the
Merle Haggard standard,
“Today I Started Loving You
Again.” This is my favorite
track on the album, and the
Rangers’ vocal backing is out
of this world. It may even be
better than the original, and
that’s going some.

Welcome back to the coun-
try, John— we missed you!

everything for everybody, GARY FRIEDRICH
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