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In a short time, John Michael has racked up an armful of multi-million sell-
ing albums. Get the photos and the facts on this new country hitmaker.

Joy Lynn White And The Matter of Promotion by Patrick Carr

Critics rave about her, and fans who know her love her. But mainstream
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Aaron’s a builder. He built his own house, rebuilds classic trucks and
built his muscle-sculpted body-—not to mention a substantial career.
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Forty-one years ago, on the evening of July 5, 1954, when Sam Phillips
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would forever change the face of American music. The singer was Elvis
Presley. A CMM exclusive from Peter Guralnick’s award winning book.
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DEPARTMENTS

People 7 Letters 56

by Hazel Smith

George & Tammy make magic, coun- Top 25 65

try stars go gospel, Farm Aid is back,

and Billy Ray goes to the whales. Par- For Members Only 66

ties, parties everywhere, Hazel’s on

the radio, and news about Wynonna. Buried Treasures 68

Garth’s fame is cemented, country
stars play ball and more.

Record Reviews 18
Willie wins again, Carlene Carter’s on
target, and Geurge & Tammy connect.
Gail Davies goes eclectic, Stacy Dean
Campbell and Joe Ely triumph, and
Terri Clark debuts. New ones from
Mark Collie, Billy Joe Shaver, Lee
Roy Parnell and many more.

by Rich Kienzle
Reissues from George Jones and Buck
Owens. Plus, Bryant & West and more.

Essential Collector 70
by Rich Kienzle
Books on Elvis and Fender, videos galore.

The Final Note 72
by Patrick Carr
Great artists, tortured souls.

Copyright © 1995 by Silver Eogle Publishers, Russell D. Bornord, President. All rights reserved. No part of this publicotion moy be reproduced in ony form without permission in writing
from the publisher. Published bi-monthly by Silver Eogle Publishers, 329 Riverside Ave., Suite 1, Wesfport, Connecticut 06880. Second Closs postoge poid ot Westport, CT ond ot
odditionol moiling offices. COUNTRY MUSIC (ISSN 0090-4007). Subscription price: one yeor $15.98 {Additionol postoge: Conodo: $19.97. All other foreign: $21.97 per year.)
POSTMASTER: Send oddress chonges to COUNTRY MUSIC, P.O. Box 2000, Morion, Ohio 43306

2 CouNTRY Music



el

Y

o




Find the Brooks & Dunn Collection by Panhandle Slim at these better western stores:

Abilene Western Outfitters - Bowling Green, KY
Acredale Saddlery - Virginia Beach, VA
Adobe Western - Baton Rouge, LA
Arrowhead Connection - Pendleton, OR
Avon Boot Shop - North Olmsted, OH
BC Corral - Lakeland, FL

BJ's & Western Wear - Bournemouth, England
Bar D Western Wear - Bellingham, WA
Boot Barn - El Cajon, CA

Boot City - Terre Haute, IN

Boot Country - Cincinnati, OH

Boot Hill Western Wear - Hillsboro, OR
Boot Hill Western Wear - Valdosta, GA
Boot Jack - McAllen, TX

Boot Jack - Brownsville, TX

Boots & More - Nashville, TN

Boots Etc. Outlet - Commerce, GA

Boots 'n Jeans - Amarillo, TX

Boots Plus - Boaz, AL

Bos Boots - Madison, TN

Boyers Boot and Repair - Quincy, IL
Brackneys Saddle Shop - Greencastle, IN
Brantley’s Farm & Western - Section, AL
Broken Wheel Saddle Shop - Adrian, MI
Buffalo Country Western - Kennawick, WA
Bunny Junction - New Castle, DE

Calico House - Hooksett, NH

Carol’s Western Apparel - Glen Burnie, MD
Carol's Western Apparel - Bel Aire, MD
Carol’s Western Apparel - Laurel, MD
Christian Brothers - Pekin, IL

Circle E Western Store - Pigeon Forge, TN
Circle H Country Wear - Hueytown,; AL
The Company Store - Ripley, MS

Corner Corral - Duchesne, UT

Corral West - Cheyenne, WY

Country Rose - Big Flats, NY

Country View Western Store - Goldsboro, NC
Cowboy Supply - Greensburg, KS
Cowboys Western Wear - Rutledge, GA
Cowpokes Western Outfitters - Anderson, IN
Coyotes Western Wear - Brandon, FL
Culpepper & Co. - Troutdale, OR

D&D Farm & Ranch Supply - Seguin, TX
D Bar D Western Wear - Minden, LA
Davis Western Wear - Searcy, AR
Diamond P Western - Burlington, NC
Doc Williams Country - Wheeling, WV
Dollar Western Wear - Lubbock, TX
Dollar Western Wear - Abilene, TX

Dollar Western Wear - Midland, TX
Dollywood - Pigeon Forge, TN

Donny’s Western Store - Salisbury, NC
Double ] Western - W. Springfield, MA
Dudes & Darlins - South Bend, IN
Durango Western Wear - Chicago, IL
Economy Shoes - Grayson, KY

Elis Western Wear - Okeechobee, FL
Elmers - N. Little Rock, AR

End of the Trail - Columbia, TN

The Fort - Lincoln, NE

Foster Saddle Shop - Denton, TX

Funny Company - Japan

Goolds Department Store - Kissimmee, FL
The Great Western - Indianapolis, IN

The Great Western - Merrillville, IN

The Great Western - Orlando, FL

The Great Western - Altamonte, FL

The Great Western - Rolling Meadows, IL
The Great Western - Tampa, FL

The Great Western - St. Peters, MO

The Great Western - Fairview Heights, IL
The Great Western - Memphis, TN

Grifs Western - Davie, FL

Grifs Western - Coconut Creek, FL
Gunslinger - El Paso, TX

Haigh Versand - Rodenbach Germany
Halls Western Wear - Columbus, MS
Handley’s - Folsom, CA

Hats ‘n Hides - Bloomingdale, IL

Hayloft - Ft. Myers, FL

Haywood House - Pigeon Forge, TN
Henson’s H-Bar Western - W. Paducah, KY
Hide Out - Perkiomenville, PA

Horne’s Country Store - Pensacola, FL
Horse Town - Marietta, GA

HorseTown East - Snellville, GA

Horsin Around - Columbus, GA

House of Western Fashions - Mt. Prospect, IL
Howard & Phils Western Wear -Canyon Country, CA
Imperial Western Shop - Lakeland, FL

JC Western - West Palm Beach, FL

JW’s Western Wear - Waldorf, MD

J&H Boots & Jeans - West Monroe, LA
Jackson Trading Co - Ashville, NC

Jarps Boots & Western - Dolton, IL

K & L Western - Ramseur, NC

Kallisons - San Antonio, TX

Kawliga’s Country Western - Monee, IL
Lammle’s Western Wear -Calgary Alberta, Canada
Lassos - Nashville, TN

Lebmans - San Antonio, TX

Lebos - Charlotte, NC

Lebos - Greenville, SC

Lebos - Gastonia, NC

Locust Grove Country Shop - Apollo, PA
Lone Star Farm & Home Center - Nacagdoches, TX
Longhorn Saddlery - Dubuque, 1A

Lowrys Western Store - Washington, PA
McDonald Horse Supply - Bonaire, GA
Majors Western Outfitters - Springfield, OR
Mary’s Clothing - Leighton, AL

Midwest Western Shop - South St. Paul, MN
Miller Stockman - Denver, CO

Miller Stockman - Las Vegas, NV

Miller Stockman - Salt Lake City, UT
Miller Stockman - Modesto, CA

Millers Outdoor Center - Piney Flats, TN
Mustang Ranch Western - Plant City, FL
New Way Boot Shop - Lexington, KY

New Way Boots - Louisville, KY

The Nook - Monticello, AR

Outback Western Store - Mena, AR

PFI - Springfield, MO

Patty Jane’s Western Stuff - Benton, KY
Pendleton Grain Growers - Pendleton, OR

Preslar’s Western Shop - Louisville, KY
The Rancher - Gainesville, FL

Renton Western Wear - Renton, WA
Rick’s Ranchwear - Youngstown, OH
Riley and McCormick - Calgary Alberta, Canada
Rocking C Western - Bluff City, TN

The Rodeo Shop - Eaton, OH

Rusty Spur Western Wear - Marion, IL
S&W Western Store - West Monroe, LA
Sabas - Phoenix, AZ

Sabas - Flagstaff, AZ

Scott Colburn Saddlery - Livonia, MI
Seark Western Wear - Monticello, AR
Sheplers - Englewood, CO

Sheplers - Arlington, TX

Sheplers - San Antonio, TX

Sheplers - Mesquite, TX

Sherwood Saddlery - Sherwood, AR
Skip’s Shoes and Western Boots - Daytona, FL
Stages West - Pigeon Forge, TN
Stampede - Birmingham, AL

Standard Feed - Jacksonville, FL
Surplus Sales - Watertown, SD
Sweetwater Livestock Supply - Sweetwater, TN
Tacky Shack - Sheperdsville, KY

Tepee Western Wear - Hollywood, FL
Timmermanns Ranch and Saddle - Island Lake, IL
Trail West - Nashville, TN

Trail West - Hendersonville, TN

Trail West - Brentwood, TN

Triple C Farm Supply - Forest, MS
Tumbleweed Western - W. Dennis, MA
VG's Tack Shop - Midlothian, VA
Watsonatta Western World - Boone, NC
Weiss Boots and Apparel - Sea Girt, NJ
Wells Boot Center - Irving, TX

Wells Boot Center - Hurst, TX

West Texas Western Store - Canyon, TX
The Western Edge - Humboldt, IA
Western Factory Outlet - Peru, IL
Western Roundup - Tacoma, WA
Western Wearhouse - Lithia Springs, GA
Western Winds - Plattsburgh, NY
Western World - Orange Park, FL
Western World - Terre Haute, IN
Western World - Decatur, IL

The Western Store - Christiansburg, VA
Wild West Outfitters - Arlington, TX
Wild West Outfitters - Fort Worth, TX
The Winners Circle - Federal Way, WA
Wolf Brothers - Omaha, NE

The Wrangler - Cheyenne, WY




An American
Original.

Like the classic resonator guitar
made in 1935 by National-
Dobro Company, country
music’s authenticity strikes a
chord in the American spirit.
From dimly lit honky tonks to
the bright lights of center stage,
the energy emitted from the
men, their music - their clothes
— defy you to sit still. Just like
the Brooks & Dunn Collection
by Panhandle Slim. Made from
the finest quality matenals,
handcrafted to the highest stan-
dards, created for American
originals - like you - for half a

century.

The Brooks & Dunn Collection
by Panhandle Slim. If all the
world’s a stage, you might as

well dress for it.

Getcha Some.
Available At Better Western Stores.
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TO MARK UIS FIFPEENTH YEAR AS A RECORDING ARTIST

PERSONALLY SELLEOCTED
ALEL T2 TRACKS IN THIS AMAZING BOX SEY
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31 #1 <INGLES
3 RARITIES THAT WERI RE‘CORDE‘D WOR
D RECORDS IN THE LATE 1970’8

PRIOR TO SIGNING WITH MCA RECORDS
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GUEST VOCAT, PERFORMANC S WITH HANK THOMPSON,

ASLELXP AT THE WHEEL, AND A PREVIOUSILY I'NRELEASED
DUET WITH FRANK SINATRA -

2 BRAND NEW SONGS INCLUDING
THE SMASH SINGLE, “CHLCK Yius OR NO”

ALBUM SATREET DATE: SEPTEMBER 1 2, 1995

S TR N MNS N

World Radio History




People

P e ]
WHEN IT'S MAGIC...IT’'S MAGIC

Talking with me while he was still in the
studio producing the George Jones/Tammy
Whynette duet project, One, Tony Brown told
me, “Huzel, when they sing, it's magic."
When the duo performed live at Fan Fair,
it was the first time they’d sung together
publicly in 15 years. You could hear the
whispers, “It’s magic.” The first concert
starring the two great artists was held in
Tupelo, Mississippi. Some 5,000 scream-
ing fans came to see Hillbilly History.
Sadly, I report, there were no big screens
so fans could sce the stars up close. While
they dueted on their classies, wouldn’t
classic photos or videos on the screen
have thrilled the audience to tears? After
all, isn’t that what country music is sup-
posed to do? Reportedly, George was ner-
vous, which is understandable, and de-
cided he didn’t want to open the show
singing together with Tammy. So he
asked Tammy to open the show, which
she did. She sang great. George went on
and did his show, and he sang great. Then
the two came onstage together. When
they talked, they interrupted each
other—more clatter than chatter. But
when the two of them sang together, “it’s
magic” was heard all over the building.
They only performed four songs, how-
ever, and just one classic, “Golden Ring.”
To that I say, wind them up, let them sing
those duets. And thank God for George
Jones and Tammy Wynette.

== .. ———————————— —_— ]

SPECS AND ALL

Eye saw Barbara Mandrell, sister Lovise
Mandrell, daddy Irby Mandrell and the pret-
tiest one of all, mama Mary Mandrell, at
Applebee’s having supper. Specs and all, I
say, for that’s what Barbara discreetly
slid on her nose to read the tab and pay
the bill. Eye saw Mark Collie at McCabe’s
Pub doing lunch. I was dining with Karen
Tolley, who assists Barry Coburn, manager
of handsome singer George Ducas. Eye
saw Beeb Birtles (formerly with Little River
Band) and John Dietrich (formerly with
Restless Heart) with ASCAP’s Shelby
Kennedy at the Cooker. Beeb and John
have formed a trio with Ron Hemby
(former lead singer of The Imperials) and

BILLY AND MOLLY, MEET SHAMU

Billy Ray Cyrus took time out to show daughter Molly a killer whale up close and
personal at Sea World in San Antonio, Texas, recently. Cyrus performed as part
of the park’s 1995 concert series. At left is Shamu with her trainer, Teri Corbett.

are being produced by powerhouse Barry
Beckett. No name for the trio as yet. Eye
saw Shelby Kennedy (again), Bryan
Kennedy, Dan “Rodeo” Roberts and
ASCAP’s leading lady, Connie Bradley, at
the Cooker (again). Bryan and Rodeo
built a deck on Bryan’s house. His neigh-
bor, Garth Brooks, also helped with the
hammering and nailing. See what you
learn by reading my column. Now you
know Garth can hammer.

P s === ————— ]

8TH ANNUAL MUSIC ROW LADIES
GOLF TOURNAMENT AND TUPPER...

It didn’t rain on the parade! Computers
and females serve the same purpose in
Hillbillytown. Both are indispensable. It
is, however, males who get all the perks—
like time off for golf. It makes the com-
pany look good that 114 men are putting
and slamming, and the press is writing.

Orthe need to impress a record producer,
A&R rep, manager or even artist arises;
off to the golf course then, too. Females
knew those numbers for decades, so now
it’s their turn: For eight years, Music
Row’s best have staged the famous Music
Row Ladies Golf Tournament and
Tupperware Party. If you think it’s a joke,
don’t. This year those gals raised over
$100,000 for United Cerebral Palsy.

e e

BATTER UP

Well, sorta batter up. What it was, was—
Michelle Wright performed the Canadian
National Anthem and Lyle Lovett sang our
wonderful National Anthem at the ma-
jor league baseball All-Star Game. The
event was televised live on ABC-TV.
Thanks, ABC, for the exposure, and bat-
ter up. No more strikes unless you're at
the bat. You hear!

#

Editor: Rochelle Friedmal@

Reporter: H azel Smith
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Marty Stuart finds inspiration for his
contribution to Silent Witness.

—— e
NOT-SO-SILENT WITNESS

Marty Stuart is among the country stars
lending their voices and talents to a new
gospel compilation, Silent Witness: A Trib-
ute to Country’s Gospel Legacy, Volume 1.
Available on video, Witness features coun-
try stars performing gospel numbers and
talking about the songs. Involved in the
project are Tammy Wynette, Sawyer Brown,
Johnny Cash, Ricky Skaggs, The Gatlins,
Shenandoah’s Marty Raybon, Glen Campbell,
and more. The tape can be found in retail
stores, or ordered through an 800 number.

FARM AID Vil

It was ten years ago that co-founder Willie
Nelson held the first Farm Aid concert, in
Champaign, Illinois. Since then, seven all-
star concerts have been held, raising more
than $12 million for the American farmer.
And now it’s time for Farm Aid VIII.
Scheduled for October 1st at Cardinal Sta-
dium in Louisville, Kentucky, this year’s
event takes a different tack: Instead of a
large line-up of stars each doing just one of
two songs, this year the three headliners
will be Willie, John Mellencamp and Neil
Young. They’ll play full shows, and each
will invite a guest (or guests) of their
choice to jam with them. At press time,
the guests were still being determined.
Tickets for the event are available through
the Ticketmaster network. Check your
phone book for a local number.

Ee e = ———————

HOLLYWOOD GOES OPRYING

When TV Guide cover girl and star of
Grace Under Fire, Brett Butler, came to
Music City to perform her stand-up rou-
tine at Tennessee Performing Arts Center,
she called the Grand Ole Opry and asked if
they would please allow her to visit back-
stage after her Friday night performance.
“Yes,” said they. When Opry star Bill
Anderson introduced Brett to the audience,
the gal’s Southern roots showed through
clear as day—she got all teary.
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Magazine.

New Country Magazine
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. FIN A

Look at the hillbilly Mount Rushmore look on these four faces—the great Townes Van
Zandt, Mr. Guy Clark, the incredible Sam Bush and Jim McGuire, aka Senor McGuire,
who goes around taking great photos—at the party to celebrate Clark’s Number One.

e e Y e e
THANX AMERICANA

Remember I told you about the Ameri-
cana chart started by Gavin? Well, one of
our all-time heroes chart-topped, all be-
cause of Americana. Let’s hear it for
Gavin and the great Guy Clark, whose
wonderful Dublin Blues was Number
One, at the top of the Americana page!
During the party to celebrate, Emmylou
Harris presented Guy with a set of “Black
Diamond Strings”—because that is the
title of one of Guy’s songs on the record,
silly.

e R e S e e T S N e ]
RALPH’S DO

would be back on TNN. This issue I'll tell
you about the party in his honor. Ralph’s
morning TV show will originate live from
Rhett’s Restaurant at Opryland Hotel at
9 A.M. E.S.T, so naturally we celebrated
there. All the “suits” from TNN turned
out to honor Ralph. CEO E.W. “Bud”
Wendell was there. Except for Ed Gaylord,
who owns the whole kit and caboodle—
TNN, CMT, Grand Ole Opry, Opryland,
Opryland Hotel, the General Jackson,
etc.—Wendell is the most powerful of all
the powers. He leads. Others follow. It
was a happy occasion for Ralph with
many friends in attendance, like Tom T.
Hall, the Opry’s Jeannie Pruett and Ray
Stevens along with his manager, Bill Carter,
to celebrate the event. Opryland Hotel
knows how to lay out a feast; the biggest

and best shrimp, wonderful rolls with ei-
ther turkey, ham or beef roast, tasty
homemade dips served with veggies,
cheese or fresh fruit, desserts and, natu-
rally, any liquid refreshment your little
heart desired. One of the finest parties of

the year for a fine man of country music.
Welcome home, Ralph. Every morning
it’s gonna be me and you until you or I
take that last train to Glory.

MRS. CLAY’S PARTY FOR MR. CLAY

The celebrating was for Clay Walker’s sec-
ond platinum record for Giant Records, If
I Could Make a Living. Held at Blue-
grass Yacht and Country Club in
Hendersonville, the event, hosted by
Mrs. Clay, aka Laurie, was, according to
the invitation, “given with love” by her-
self and a “Special Surprise Guest.” Since
Mr. Erv Woolsey's company manages Clay,
and since Mr. Danny O’Brien serves as the
manager, I deemed it a necessity to sup-
port these two war-horses who have man-
aged the career of Mr. George Strait since
day one. There we were, a room full of us,
and Mrs. Clay is explaining that she’d
surprised hubby with the long green
Chevy truck parked just outside the
door—the one that’s as long as a hillbilly
bus—and then she reads the names off
the platinum records for Clay to present
to his band, management and others in
his employ. After the hugging and thank-
ing. Clay thanked those of us who were
going home without wall platinum. Then
he proceeded to say how the songs, mu-
sic, fans and even money was important,

TWO BALLPLAYERS

If you believe these two are real ballplayers, I've got some ocean front property
on Music Row for sale. No, this is Clint Black and Vince Gill backstage at the
Celebrity Softball Game, which was first telecast on TNN on August 23. If you
missed it, check listings for repeats. Look closely on the counter...there’s eight
’ medicine bottles and a coffee cup. Wonder who needed what.
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Epic-and-ASCAP-ers came out in force to honor Patty Loveless’ Number One, “You Don‘t
Even Know Who | Am.” Emory Gordy Jr., Loveless and songwriter Gretchen Peters are
holding plaques. Connie Bradley and Rob Dalton are at right with a picture of Gretchen.

but, he added, the most important of all
was love. “More than money,” he added.
(I didn’t believe him.) Anyway, he said
when you love somebody, you do things.
Getting himself in a bind, he yelled,
“C’mere Laurie, this is your party. Help
me out with this.” Well, Clay kissed Mrs.

KISS MY BRASS

Boots Randolph and Danny Davis,
two old war-horses of brass, have
harnessed up for some blowing and
shaking. Their brand new theater, The
Stardust, located near Opryland on
Music Valley Drive, seats 600 people.

12 CountrY Music

Clay, and they smiled, and Clay explained
that the Special Surprise Guest was they
are expecting a baby. Everyone ap-
plauded in unison. Congratulations to the
obviously happy couple.

Bmassa=—ss s =]

HELLO RADIO

Last issue we ran a photo of yours truly
with some of the wonderful folks at
WFMS Radiv in Indianapolis. At that
time I couldn't make the announcement
about “Hazel’s Hotline,” but now I can.
Every Friday morning at 8:45, I'm live,
on the air, at WFMS, with Charlie Morgan
and Jim Denny, telling all I know and hear.
My sponsor is dance club A Little Bit of
Texas. Don’t they have great taste to
sponsor me? Hey, let’s go to Indianapolis
where they have A Little Bit of Texas!

IR e Py s S ——

MORE TRACY BYRD

The Special Olympics World Games, held
this summer in New Haven, Connecticut,
selected Tracy Byrd as their spokesperson.
Tracy performed at the event on behalf of
the Country Music Association. Michelle
Wright and The Moffatts also performed
during the week-long games.

[r==mmss s SSSsSS 2 ———=.]

LET’S PARTY

The Platinum Byrd flies. We celebrated
with red beans, rice and lots of Cajun
goodies in honor of Tracy Byrd's record, No
Ordinary Man. Tracy, black hat and tight
jeans, was all smiles as he accepted his
platinum award. He also received a Gold
plaque for his first MCA record, titled
simply Tracy Byrd. Beaumont, Texas,

strikes again! As I've told you before,
George Jones, Billie Jo Spears, Mark
Cheshutt and Tracy Byrd all hail from Beau-
mont, as do the late Big Bopper and Johnny
and Edgar Winter.

Next party was at ASCAP honoring
Greichen Peters, who penned tlie Patty Love-
less chart-topping single, “You Don’t
Even Know Who I Am.” Patty attended
and made Peters very happy when she
thanked her for the Number One hit.
Some singers think all the thanks should
go to them, but Patty gives the writer
credit. Patty’s producer/hubby Emory
Gordy Jr. attended the presentation. If
you're a fan of Patty’s music, as I am, I
know you join me in saying thanks to
Emuory and Patty for making a difference
in country music.

There we were, me and Fletcher Foster,
Vice President Artist Development
Arista Records, sipping and supping at
Ole Sole Mio on renovated First Avenue,
when we spied CMA Executive Director
Ed Benson at one table and attorney Jim
Zumwalt at another.

At first I didn’t even recognize Tracy
Lawrence at the Tree Publishing do hon-
oring Bobby Braddock, who penned
Lawrence’s Number One song, “Texas
Tornado.” Tracy was traveling incognito
in baseball cap and roundish glasses.
Braddock is such a great songwriter, with
songs like George Jones’ “He
Stopped Loving Her To-
day,” and "D-I-V-O-R-C-
E” (which is still one of
my favorite Tammy
Wynette songs), to his
credit. Unlike these
Johnny-Come-Lately
music row execs, Donna
Hilley, CEO/ Tree
Publishing,
holds on
to her
stars:
Brad-
dock
has
writ-
ten for
Tree for
20 years,
and Curley
Putman has
been a Tree
writer for 37
years. Braddock
thanked Tracy for
the great job he did
on his song before
thanking God and
Donna. Hilley’s a Music
Row treasure. 'Nuff said.
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DICK CURLESS: 1932-1995

Dick “The Baron” Curless, New England-
bred and a master of trucker tunes, died May
25 in Togus, Maine, after being diagnosed
with a swift moving terminal stomach cancer.
He had just finished a new album, produced
by Peter Guralnick, for Rounder Records.
Born in Fort Fairfield, Maine, Curless had
a deep voice and a tough, yet dignified stage
presence. He started singing as a teenager,
idolizing Ernest Tubb and Eddy Arnold and
was so set on singing he quit high school in his
senior year to tour with family friend Yodel-
ing Slim Clark. In 1950 he made his first
record. In the army two years later, stationed
in Korea, he performed as the “Rice Paddy
Ranger” over Armed Forces Radio. Five
years later, like Patsy Cline, he saw a trium-
phant appearance on Arthur Godfrey’s Talent
Scouts show boost his career. He found no hit
until 1965, after trucker songs became popu-
lar. Curless found his hook with the 1965
trucker tune, “Tombstone Every Mile.” Origi-

s ees e TEEST—E e
HAPPIEST MAN IN MUSIC CITY

My wonderful son, Terry Smith, introduced
me to Eddie Stubbs. who was at the Grand
Ole Opry auditioning to become an Opry
announcer. He did a fine job that night.
As we walked out the backdoor together,
I told him I hoped he got the job. Well,
I’'m happy to announce that 33-year-old
Eddie Stubbs, a native of Gaithersburg,
Maryland, has joined Kyle Cantrell, Hairl

nally issued on Allagash, a tiny label Curless
co-owned, Capitol Records’ Tower label
picked it up, and it reached Number Five na-
tionally.

Curless, who remained a Maine resident,
toured and recorded extensively in the 60’s
and 70’s. Transfering to Capitol in 1973, he
maintained his momentum with good-hu-
mored trucker-honky tonk singles like
“Hard, Hard Traveling Man.” His LP Live at
the Wheeling Truckers’ Jamboree is among
the better live LP’s of the 1970’s. Even after
Curless quit drinking, stomach problems hin-
dered (though never ended) his performing
career from the 70’s on. He recorded for the
small Interstate label in 1975 and in 1980 re-
corded an album for the Belmont label. The
Rounder album would have undoubtedly
raised his profile. He's survived by his wife
Pauline, son Rick, daughter Terry and her
husband, singer-actor Billy Chinnock.

—RicH KIENZLE

Hensley and Keith Bilbrey as an announcer
on the Grand Ole Opry. Many of you will
recognize Eddie’s name, especially in the
Washington, D.C., area where he hosted
a radio show bearing his name, featuring
music from the 40’s, 50’s and 60's. Blue-
grass fans will also recognize Eddie from
his work as fiddle player with The Johnson
Mountain Boys, which is how he and Terry
became friends. Eddie Stubbs, happiest
man in Music City, just got his lifetime
dream fulfilled. He’ll do great.

SHELBY LYNNE AND FRIENDS

At the American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFar) “Two-Steppin’ for a Cure
Il” benefit in Los Angeles are sitcom star Scott Baio, Liza Minnelli, Shelby Lynne
and Herbie Hancock. Shelby, who has new music out on Magnatone Records,
performed at the fundraiser, which also honored Minnelli, Greg Louganis and
Clint Black for their efforts in the fight against AIDS.
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This summer Garth Brooks received
a star on Hollywood’s Walk of
Fame, conveniently located in front
of the Capitol Records Tower.
Capitol-Nashville (which went by
the name Liberty for several years)
is Brooks’ label. In a first, Brooks
buried the master tapes to his
limited-time-only best-of album, The
Hits, which won't be available much
longer. Hollywood Walk of Fame
folks say no one else has ever
buried anything under their star.

B S e T T T S
I’M NOT YOUR DADDY

Michael Ciminella, father of Ashley Judd (I
think), has announced that he is not the
father of Wynonna Judd. In a newspaper
story picked up by the Associated Press,
Ciminella, first hubby of Naomi Judd, al-
lows as how he is tired of being depicted
as a horrible person by Naomi...the
woman he was “tricked” into marrying.
Ciminella admits he and Naomi were teen
lovers. At the time she came to him preg-
nant, he said he never once thought she
was not telling the truth about the child
being his. Later he changed his mind. He
added that Naomi's reason for marrying
him, rather than the real father of
Wynonna, was that she (Naomi) thought
the Ciminella family had more money.
Michael Ciminella’s family owned the
Ashland Oil Company in Kentucky. In her
best-selling autobiography, Love Can
Build a Bridge, Naomi “avoids directly
naming Ciminella” as Wynonna's father,
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Signing on as songwriters for Major Bob Music are Terry Smith, Bobby Wood and Billy
Smith. Execs Lana Thrasher, Shannon Myers and Bob Doyle watch ‘em as they sign.

according to the news report. Since
Ciminella’s announcement, Naomi Judd’s
publicist, Ray Crabtree, has said that
Naomi “doesn’t deny” that someone else
“is Wynonna’s biological father.” Read it
in the Tennesean if you don'’t believe me.
o= e = e ]

PLAYING THEIR SONG AND MORE

The Tuesday night Bluegrass Series at
the Ryman Auditorium opened this sea-
son with The Del McCoury Band performing
“Lonely Side of Love,” a song penned by
Billy and Terry Smith. The song appears on
McCoury’s Deeper Shade of Blue CD.
The Grammy-nominated record also re-
ceived an Album of the Year nomination
by the IBMA and most recently was
named Bluegrass Album of the Year by
NAIRD. I am humbly proud to report
that the Smith Brothers also wrote the
album’s title cut, and Billy and Terry just
signed as songwriters to Major Bob/Rio
Bravo Music, a Bob Doyle company.
Following McCoury’s wonderful perfor-
mance, Mr. Bill Monroe, took the stage. Bill
required help getting to the mike, but
once the music started, he picked, sang
and danced all over the stage. Music is
what keeps the 83-year-old Master alive
and well. The second bluegrass show was
a total sellout for Alison Krauss. With her
platinum-plus album, Now That I've
Found You: A Collection and sellout
shows all across the country, Alison is
riding high. She and CMT’s Tracy Todd,
who also serves as producer for Monday
Night’s Bluegrass Show on WSM Radio,
have done more to preserve and further
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the musie than any two females since its
beginning in 1939. Let’s mention Alison’s
wildly accepted appearance on David
Letterman’s TV show. Sang like an angel,
that girl did. Now back to Billy and Terry
Smith just a jiffy...they performed for
Vice President Al Gore at Tennessee
State University recently. Mrs. Tipper
Gore was also in attendance for the event.
I am honored that my sons performed for
the Vice President of the U.S.A.

WORTH THE PRICE

Carlene Carter’s brand new music, titled
Little Acts of Treason—wow, it’s been a
couple, maybe three years since she had
product—is worth the cost of the record
with just one song. “Loose Talk” is the
song, a duet with Carlene’s honky tonk fa-
ther, the fabo Carl Smith, whose single of
that same song chart-topped in the 50’s.
Smith was Grand Ole Opry King when
Carlene’s mama, June Carter, married the
handsome Maynardsville, Tennessce, na-
tive. I've always deemed it a shame that
Carl Smith retired from the biz of music.
Ile was one of the greatest singers in his
time, and the man still sings like a bird.
Just listen to the track...you will agree.

L= e T e S e S S

THE ANNUAL LEWIS DO

Why, heck, yes, I went to the annual Luke
and Betsy Lewis do held at their majestic
spread just off trendy Otter Creek. Luke,
Mercury’s Prez, had the same crew from
last year bring the same wonderful Cajun
chow right out of the Gulf to Music City.
Mmmmm good. It was chicken gumbo,
jambalaya, fried alligator, crawfish, red
beans and rice plus all the trimmings, in-
cluding liquid to suit the palate of kings
and queens like me. Stars who attended
were Sammy Kershaw, Shania Twain, Kathy
Mattea, Terri Clark and Kim Richey. And
naturally, if you call me a star, I was in
attendance.

OUT ON THE TOWN

Accompanied by their spouses at a recent music industry function are Steve
Wariner and John Anderson. Keeping the boys in line backstage at the Opry are
Caryn Wariner (left) and Jamie Anderson (right).
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Record Reviews

|

Willie Nelson

| Just One Love
| Justice JR 1602

’ You could make the argu-
I‘ ment that Willie Nelson
and his contemporaries de-
serve to be shoved off the
country charts by a new gen-
eration. After all, they had
their day, and there’s no reason
to prevent younger singers
from having theirs just be-
cause Nelson and his cronies
are still cranking out respect-
able records.

There’s one flaw in this argu-
ment, however. Nelson, for one,
isn’t just releasing reasonable
facsimiles of his hest work. He's
| making some of the very best

music of his entire career right

now. Across the Borderline,
from two years ago, is one ex-
ample, and this year’s Just One

Love is another. He’s not writ-

ing many new songs any more,

but he’s singing better than he
| ever has. If in his teens Nelson
| dreamed of one day becoming a
| combination Lefty Frizzell and
Frank Sinatra, he has finally
achieved it in his 60’s.

His new label, Justice
Records, has been claiming that
Just One Love is Nelson’s first
country record in over six
years, a legitimate boast only if
| you hold a very narrow defini-
tion of the field. Nonetheless,
it’s an old-fashioned honky tonk
album, featuring 10 well-aged
standards plus two tunes by
modern Nashville songwriter
Kimmie Rhodes. Rhodes, who
has written cuts for Wynonna
Judd and Trisha Yearwood,
Jjoins Nelson for vocal duets on
her two tender love songs, “I
Just Drove By” and the title
tune. Singing her enchanting
melodies in a breathy soprano,
Rhodes tries to match Nelson’s
taffy-pull phrasing, but no one
can liquefy a song line quite like
the old Texan.

L
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Willie Nelson

Just One Love

Grady Martin, the Nashville
session legend and Nelson’s
longtime road guitarist, is the
album’s producer, and he gives
the arrangements a quiet re-
straint and a slippery swing
which seem to echo the leader’s
smoky, fluid vocals. When Mar-
tin takes a brief electric guitar
solo or Nelson an acoustic one,
the jazz-like lines stand out like
Jjewels against the restrained
background. The bulk of Just
One Love is devoted to old
country standards. The best
known is Hank Williams’
“Cold, Cold Heart,” and it re-
ceives the same refurbishing
as the others. Instead of try-
ing to outsing the original,
Nelson illustrates how re-
laxed and effortless the song
can become and still retain its
captivating melody and con-
fessional intimacy.

Nelson sings two numbers
by his early Texas hero, Floyd
Tillman, and captures the ro-
mantic longing of “Each Night
at Nine” and the marital
troubles of “This Cold, Cold
War with You.” The Cold War

wasn’t the only military term
turned into a honky tonk song
in the 1950’s; Pee Wee King
had a hit with “Bonaparte’s
Retreat,” and Nelson reprises
it with a lilting bounce that’s
infectious. “Four Walls,” the
1957 Jim Reeves hit which per-
haps inspired Nelson’s own
“Hello Walls,” is slowed down
and given a quivering shim-
mer. Grandpa Jones, the 81-
year-old veteran of a 65-year
career as a professional musi-
cian, joins Nelson for a spirited
duet on Jones’ 1946, banjo-
powered hit, “Eight More
Miles to Louisville.”

The Fred Rose song, “It's a
Sin,” becomes so fatalistic in
Nelson’s live-and-let-live vocal
that the tortured doubts of
Eddy Arnold’s 1947 original
are turned into calm accep-
tance. That philosophical ac-
ceptance of life’s vicissitudes is
the key to Nelson’s new vocal
style. He has become the
honky tonk Buddha who has
seen everything and embraces
it all in a voice as fluid and
mesmerizing as a bubbling

creek. There has never been
anything like it in country mu-
sic, and fans of classic hillbilly
singing would be fools to miss
out on it just because radio has
decided Nelson is over the hill.

—GEOFFREY HIMES

Tammy Wynette
& George Jones

One
MCAD 112}

f Loretta and the spirit of

Conway will forgive me,
George and Tammy were the
male-feinale duet team of the
1970’s. Lord, nohndy invested
a song with more fire and pas-
sion than they did. You might
wonder if maybe Conway and

Loretta were more than just |
friends, but Tammy and |

George actually wore their
lives on their record sleeves.
“Epic” wasn’t just the name of
the label they recorded for, it
was also an apt description of
their pairing. “Take Me,” “The
Ceremony,” “We're Gonna
Hold On,” “We Loved It

Away,” “Golden Ring” and |

“Near You” were widely seen

as the story of their crazy love |

and legendary breakup.

It’s been 15 years since this
pair recorded, and all I can say is
it’s about time. No matter that I
had several other deadlines
staring me in the face: I couldn’t
stop myself from playing this al-
bum over and over the whole
morning. This is country music
at its retro best. Producer Norro
Wilson was “the kid” those de-
cades ago at Al Gallico’s song
publishing empire (whence
lodged many of those great
Jones, Wynette and Billy
Sherrill songs of the 60’s and
70’s). He knows, perhaps better
than anyone still in the record
game, how to make a record
with these two legends. Draw-
ing on veteran country writers
such as “Doodle” Owens, Max D.
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Record Reviews

Barnes, Merle Haggard, Dallas
Frazier, Ed Bruce and a handful
of worthy newer cleffers, the
George and Tammy flame was
relit in the ashes.

I’d have named this CD after
the cut titled “Look What We
Started Again,” because the
power, the blend and the emo-
tions are still there. “I could
have sworn it was over/That
there’d be no more you and me/
But I guess we were made for
each other/'Cause each other is
all that we need,” they sing in
that tune. Amen, brother.

There never were two
voices better suited to wrap
around a song in harmonies to-
gether than George and
Tammy, Phil and Don, and
Lennon and McCartney, and

| time has added a patina to the
| timbre. Listening to the

L

straight-ahead love song,
“Solid as a Rock,” and “All I
Have to Offer You Is Me,”
you'd almost think George was
crazy enough to leave Nancy
and Tammy was going to
throw over Richey for a ro-
mantic rematch with each
other. Only one tune is self-
conscious, and it is deservedly
self-congratulatory about that
whole generation of legends,
“They're Playing Our Song”
tells it like it is about the neo-
traditionalists who still hew to
the line, striving to update the
old time country furrow. “I
hear some Hank, I hear some
Cash/A little Loretta and a
whole lot of Hag/I've even
heard a few that sound like me
and you...”

Here they are country fans, as
good as ever, the original First
Lady and Rolls Royce of Coun-
try Music; the real thing, the
hard stuff. And it is well worth
the wait. —Bos MiLLARD

Carlene Carter

Little Acts of Treason
Giant 24581

haven’t been that impressed

so far with Giant Records’
output. Too many of their art-
ists strike me as generic New
Country and little else. Carlene
Carter has been the one excep-
tion, proven by her first album
for the label. This one overflows
with her gutsy, relentless in-
tensity, not only in her original
material but throughout its 13
flawless, totally focused perfor-
mances running a wide gamut
of emotions.

Co-producing with James
Stroud, Carlene the producer
gave Carlene the artist ample
space, none of it wasted. “Hur-
ricane,” which she co-wrote
with ex-NRBQ guitarist Al
Anderson, fuses modern

CARLENE |
CARTER y

rockabilly with a contempo-
rary sound and a sexy, asser-
tive vocal. “Go Wild” follows in
the same pattern. The obscure
Kennedy-Rose single, “Love
Like This,” gets a soaring,
compelling treatment in
Carter's hands. "Little Acts of
Treason” takes a slightly dif-
ferent look at the time-hon-
ored subject of troubled rela-
tionships. “He Will Be Mine,”
another Carter-Anderson ef-

fort, succeeds through
economy in both lyries and ar-
rangement.

“Come Here You” burns
with blues and R&B feel, al-
lowing Carter to vamp in a to-
tally natural way, without in-
dulging in the forced posturing
that too many singers of both
genders often turn to. The
next number, the stark, sober-
ing confessional “Change,”
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brings the listener to earth to
take stock. Optimism reigns on
“The Lucky Ones,” and brings
things back u)p through a bub-
bly, joyous fusion of lyric and
arrangement. The subject of
cheating, getting caught and
figuring how to put it right in-
spires "All Night Long,” an-
other Carter-Anderson mas-
terpiece. The simple senti-
ments of Carter’s own “You'll
Be the One” prove that today’s
love songs don’t need syrupy
metaphor and flowery, greet-
ing card sentiments.

Carlene’s dad, Carl Smith,
was a megastar of the 1950’s,
when he was married to
Carlene’s mom. Smith was a
rarity in Nashville, a singer
who retired when he chose to,
not when the business retired
him. Here, father and daugh-
ter revive his 1954 hit, “Loose
Talk,” one of his biggest, re-
corded the year before
Carlene’s birth. Backed by a
modern arrangement, based
closely on the original, Carl’s
voice may be a bit worn, yet
his spirit is as buoyant as 40
vears ago. “The Winding
Stream” captures The Carter
Family side of Carlene’s musi-
cal roots as she and daughter
Tiffany revive that old favorite
with stateliness and rever-
ence. A reprige of *Come Here
You” closes things out.

If you agreed that Lorrie
Morgan’s Soniething in Red
was among the landmark al-
bums for the new generation
of women in country, rest as-
sured, Little Acts of Treason
belongs on the shelf right next
to it. Not only does it reaffirm
Carter's individuality, it’s an
unforgettable experience for
all listeners. —R!cH KIENZLE

Billy Joe Shaver
Unshaven: Live at
Smith’s Olde Bar

Zoo Entertainment
T2445-11104

henever I wax nostalgic
for the long-gone golden
era of the Nashville singer/
songwriter, there’s usually one
album I pull out. It's not an

early Kristofferson collection
or a vintage Tom T. Hall plat-
ter. Rather, it's a more obscure
release from a lesser known
but vastly talented ex-sawmill
worker from Corsicana. Texas,
who influenced both of the
aforementioned masters. ['m,
of course, talking about Billy

Joe Shaver’s 1973 Old Five |

and Dimers Like Me, which
was, in fact, produced by
Kristofferson and sports liner
notes from Tom T. Hall.

Old Five and Dimers Like
Me is a timeless album. Its
dusty realism, its hardsecrabble
poetry of hard knocks, its wist-
ful fatalism, all made it a major
influence on the soon-to-come
Outlaw movement. (Waylon
Jennings would record an en-
tire album of Shaver's songs,
and Hall would also borrow the
title tune from Old Five and
Dimers and make it the title
song of one of his own albums.)
The best songs on Old Fire and
Diwers Like Me have a
roughhewn beauty and purity
of sentiment which, in my esti-
mation, put them on near-equal
footing with the works of an
earlier master of Americana,
Stephen Foster.

After too many years of re-
cording mostly overlooked al-
bums for a half dozen or so dif-
ferent labels, Billy Joe Shaver
re-emerged in a big way a
couple of years back with his
critically acclaimed Tramp on
Your Street. Now, as a follow-
up of sorts, he’s released ['n-
shaven: Live at Smith's Olde
Bar. This is a delightful and of-
ten rowdy retrospective which
is weighted toward Shaver's
oldest and best material. Yet
listening to revved-up and
retro-fitted versions of Shaver
classices like “Georgia on a Fast

|
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darling (dar ling) n. 1, One who is dearly loved 2. A favorite—
adj. 1. Dearest; beloved 2. [Informal] Charming; adorable

Decca Records proudly presents
country’s newest darling ...

helen
darling

18 the debut album
featuring the singles
“Jenny Come Back”

and “I Haven't
Found It Yet”

In stores now
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praise and mainstream ne-
glect, Gaffney, who issued his
first album in 1986, has yet to
break through. His wild, unfet-
tered musical diversity and
rough, weathered voice give
him enormous appeal, and he’s
just made the album that
should be that breakthrough.
Produced ably by Dave
Alvin, Loser’s Paradise,
Gaffney's fourth album, reveals
its treasures slowly. Gaffney
mixes Mexican influences with
honky tonk, blues, 60’s R&B,
alternative country, Western

Cheis Kaffney
Lo

ser 3 Paradise

Beat and anything else that
fits, creating a musical crazy
quilt both compelling and satis-
fying. Beginning with Tom
Russell’s brilliant “The Eyes of
Roberto Duran,” which has the
feel of Los Lobos’ best work,
Gaffney then jerks 180 degrees
around with the tough, snappy
Texas shuffle, “Loser’s Para-
dise,” a Gaffney original.
Gaffney’s reflective “The Man
of Somebody’s Dreams” cap-
tures the emptiness of one able
only to remember old loves,
complimented by Ponty Bone’s
sensitive accordion and Rosie
Flores’ harmony vocals.

“East of Houston, West of
Baton Rouge,” mixes Cajun
and Norteno in a typically
Texas style. Gaffney’s off the
wall “Azulito” is both weird and
likable at the same time. An-
other type of weirdness perme-
ates “My Baby’s Got a Dead
Man’s Number,” Gaffney’s
story of a woman'’s obsession
with a deceased boyfriend. He
does equally well with the
straight-ahead country ballad,
“Glasshouse.”

As for covers, he delivers a
credible rendition of the Ed
Bruce composition, “See the
| Big Man Cry,” which in 1967
| I _

became Charlie Louvin’s big-
gest solo hit. The closing track,
a stomping cover of Eddie
Shuler’s Cajun blues-rocker
“Sugar Bee,” is itself potent.
Good as they are, however, the
true magic emerges on
Gaffney’s remarkable duet
with Lucinda Williams on, of all
things, “Cowboys to Girls,”
originally a 1968 hit by the
Philadelphia-based R&B
group, The Intruders. It under-
scores the quality and integrity
of Gaffney’s musical mindset as
well as anything else on the
record, purists (or radio pro-
grammers) be damned.

In past, years, eclecticism
like Gaffney's (or, for that mat-
ter, Jim Lauderdale’s) has
proven too much for the main-
stream to comprehend. If
trends change, as they inevita-
bly will, the mainstream’s ripe
for a new direction. In
Gaffney’s case it's time to let
evervone else in on the secret.
This may be the album todo it.

—RicH KIENZLE

Joe Ely

Letter to Laredo
MCAD 11222

s a long-time Joe Ely fan, I

had trouble admitting to
myself that his last couple of
albums didn’t quite make it.
Technically, everything was
still there. Everything, that is,
except the incendiary abandon
of his great over-the-top Texas
roadhouse rock albums of the
early and mid-80’s like Musta
Notta Gotta Lotta and Lord of
the Highway, or the stark
backstreet surrealism of 70’s
masterpieces like Honky Tonk
Masquerade. It was as if Ely,
in his mid-40’s, had finally lost
that incredible spark that had
made him a sort of a Texas-
rock Bruce Springsteen—-and
had found no new inspiration
along the way.

Well, whatever was lost has
been more than regained on
Letter to Laredo. Ely’s new al-
bum, which he produced him-
selfin Austin’s Spur Studios, is
nothing short of a tour de

force. It’s his best album in | ist,
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years, and one of his best ever.
Hats off not just to Ely, the
singer/songwriter/bandleader,
but also to Ely, the producer.
The real magic is the way he’s
deftly fused his surrealistic
Texas rock 'n’ country roots
with a heavy dose of Tex-Mex
Conjunto music, which has al-
ways been a subtle influence in
his sound. The results are
spectacular.

“Gallo Del Cielo” (written by
Tom Russcll, another im-
mensely gifted singer/song-
writer who has long worked
the same fringes as Ely) is the
cream of these 11 outstanding
tracks. The song’s arrange-
ment, with its poly-rhythmic
layers of percussion and acous-
tic and electric guitars, is as
intricate as a hand-embroi-
dered quilt. Yet it gathers and
sustains relentless momentum
as this haunting South-of-the-
Border story-song plays out to
its semi-tragic denouement.
Some great accordion playing
from the Cajun master, Ponty
Bone, and some soaring har-
monies from The Mavericks’
Raul Malo stir the musical mix
to perfection.

“Run Preciosa,” one of sev-
eral intriguing Ely originals,
has similar force. It’s a tale of
lost love and tragedy that
blends haunting imagery of Old
Mexico’s stark beauty with its
contrasting spiritual tensions of
devout Catholicism and grim
fatalism. Aided by Teye on fla-
menco guitar and El Gato on
harmonies, it weaves a dark, ir-
resistible spell. (Elsewhere on
Letter to Laredo, Ely is joined
by other guests, like Bruce
Springsteen, his old friend
Jimmie Dale Gilmore and his
sidekick and erstwhile guitar-
the brilliant David

Grissom.) On “Saint Valentine”
Ely revisits the vaguely Dylan-
esque, semi-comic mood of
early works like Honky Tonk
Masquerade. The anti-hero
here is a seedy martyr for for-
saken love who “drove a red
Continental with a headlight
out and a dent in the side...You
never saw his eyes but you
knew deep down inside he was
yearning for a long, lost love.”
A final stand-out on Letter to
Laredo is a song called “She
Finally Spoke Spanish to Me.”
It’s an obvious sequel to an
early Ely classic called “She
Never Spoke Spanish to Me.”
Both were written by another
long-time compadre, Butch
Hancock. This inspired hook
adds to the notion of Ely having
come full cirele. This isn't just a
great record. It’s damn near a
work of art. —Bos ALLEN

Tim O’Brien
Rock in My Shoe
Sugar Hill 3835

E ven though their voices
don’t quite occupy the
same register, I find that com-
parisons between Tim O’'Brien
and Vince Gill sort of naturally
keep popping up when I sit
down and try to describe Tim
O’Brien’s music. Like Gill,
O’Brien is a compelling singer,
an eminently gifted picker (he
can play the fire out of the gui-
tar or practically anything else
with strings on it), and a song-
writer whose powers of insight
and empathy seem to mature
with each new album. And like
Gill, O’'Brien started out in the
somewhat eclectic and nebu-
lous field known as “New
Grass.” But while Vince Gill
has since risen to mainstream
superstardom, Tim O’Brien,
despite a couple of brief
brushes with the country
charts (most notably a Top Ten
1990 duet, “The Battle Hymn
of Love,” with his pal Kathy
Mattea), has more or less
stayed put.

But the Gill/O’Brien paral-
lels, at least in my mind, run
deeper still. O’Brien, like Gill,
has a power that goes far, far

|
|
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beyond his mere polish and
musical accomplishment. He's
the kind of artist who makes
you trust, makes you believe.
A fierce sense of integrity and
earnestness, along with occa-
sional flashes of warm, wistful
humor, inform the 13 cuts on
Rock in My Shoe, O'Brien’s
latest album. The characters in
O’Brien’s songs—the hopeful
young woman about to leave
home for a new life in “The
Edge of the Storm,” the for-
lorn, abandoned lover in “She’s
Runnin’ Away,” the solitary

wanderer in “Brother Wind”
and the mixed-up, confused
family man who can’t quite
come to grips with his own life
in “Daddy’s on the Roof”—are
all hauntingly familiar. They
are us.

Rock in My Shoe was re-
corded in O’'Brien’s home state
of Colorado and produced by
Jerry Douglas, the ace dobro-
player who, as a producer, has
recently had successes with
Alison Krauss, among others.
Douglas, along with O’Brien’s
equally gifted sister, Mollie (on
harmonies), are just two of the
stellar musicians assembled
here.

Too often the problem with
newgrassers is their tendency
to emphasize eclecticism and
technical virtuosity at the ex-
pense of emotional accessibil-
ity and directness. Not so with
O’Brien. Maybe you can get
through the all-encompassing
loneliness of “Brother Wind,”
the emotional awakenings of
“One Girl Cried” or the high-
lonesome heartbreak of
“She’s Runnin” Away” with
both eves dry. Well, if so, then
I guess you're just a lot
rougher and tougher than me.

—Bor ALLEN

Kevin Welch
Life Down Here on

Earth
Dead Reckoning 0003

funny thing happened to

Kevin Welch in the three
vears since his last album—he
became more traditional and
more original at the same
time. On his first two albums
for Reprise (1990's Kevin
Welch and 1992's Western
Beat), the Oklahoma singer/
songwriter was trying so hard
to be alternative that his clev-
erness got in the way of his
musie. Since being dropped by
Reprise, however, Welch has
stopped looking for the next
new thing in progressive-coun-
try and has dived into the
source musics of bluegrass,
Celtic, Dixieland, folk, blues,
gospel and honky tonk. The
unexpected result is the fresh-
est, freest music of his career
and one of the yvear's best
country albums, Life Down
Heve on Earth.

You can hear the difference
on the album’s very first song.
“Pushing Up Daisies” has the
gentle lilt of a Celtic folk song,
thanks to Tammy Rogers’
fiddle and Fats Kaplin's ac-
cordion, and Welch sings with
a natural ease unheard before.
It’s as if leaning on the sturdy
old forms has taken the pres-
sure off and has paradoxically
allowed Welch to sound more
personal, more original than
ever. The writing boasts the
same low-key approach; every
time he ponders his tough-
luck-laden life, he concludes
that whatever it is, it's better
than pushing up daisies. In-
stead of trying to come up
with a profound statement a
la Garth Brooks, Welch opts
for the sly humor of a John
Prine.

Welch brings the same un-
derstated, tradition-rooted ap-
proach to the rest of the al-
bum, whether the tradition in
question is country-blues
(“Troublesome Times™), cow-
boy-narrative (“Wilson's
Tracks”), bluegrass (*The
Love I Have for You") or
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Dixieland gospel (the title
track). This approach is rein-
forced by a terrific band of
like-minded pickers, including
Rogers, Kaplin, drummer/co-
producer Harry Stinson, man-
dolinist Kieran Kane and gui-
tarists Mike Henderson and Al
Anderson. Frustrated by the
major labels’ narrow definition
of commercial country musie,
Welch, Stinson and Kane co-
founded Dead Reckoning
Records this year as a home
for country music too old and/
or too new for the mainstream.
The label has already as-
sembled a marvelous house
band, and Welch’s new release
is one of the best products yet
from Nashville’s burgeoning
indie-label scene.

Best of all is the title tune,
which sounds like a Lyle
Lovett outtake, thanks to its
gospel vocals (provided by The
Fairfield Four), Dixieland
fiddle and bluesy piano. Taken
at a lazily swinging tempo, the
charming melody seduces the
listener into hanging on
Welch's every word. And he
responds with such Prine-like
mottos as “There’s gonna be

IZRYIN WELON)

two dates on your tomb-
stone—all your friends will
read 'em, but all that’s gonna
matter is that little dash be-
tween 'em.”

Zealous critics over-praised
Welch earlier in his career, but
you shouldn't let those exag-
gerations spoil the pleasures of
his company today. He has
matured tremendously in the
three years since his last re-
lease and has grown into every
claim ever made for him. Life
Down Here on Earth may be
his third album, but it’s his
first as a major talent.

—GEOFFREY HiMES

Lee Roy Parnell
We All Get Lucky

Sometimes
Career Records 07822-18790

hen Lee Roy Parnell gets

to the words, “Every
gambler knows to win you
have to stay in the game,” he
seems to drolly downplay the
line. He slows it down, letting
his register drop as he draws
out the words, which are taken
from the title cut of his fourth
(and best) album, We All Get
Lucky Sometimes. It's the
way a lot of men say some-
thing that they know is true.
but that they've learned the
hard way. For the red-headed
Texan, it's surely a line that
hits home. Parnell knows all
about staying in the game and
sticking with a good hand.
He's been a full-time, working
musician for more than 22
vears, and he didn’t get to
make his first album until he'd
toiled for 17 years in clubs and
on the road, Through it all, he's
continued to find ways to in-
still extra heart and a new
sizzle into greasy, roadhouse
rhythm-and-country, a blend
he's been exploring since his
start.

His ballads are less sappy—
er, I mean less sentimental—
than the fare filling the air-
waves these days. “Saved by
the Grace of God” and “When
a Woman Loves a Man” show
Parnell honing this specialty to
particularly good effect. The
former, written by Parnell and
Mike Reid, sounds like a po-
tential classic that could end
up an across-the-board hit.
The latter, with a beautiful
harmony vocal by Trisha
Yearwood, is a somber tribute
to good love performed with
low-key grace and featuring
the kind of lyrie that will sound
especially good when holding a
loved one close on a dancefloor.

But there are other songs I'll
punch up on the CD player
more often. Parnell’'s matured
into one of country’s most com-
pelling rockers, as well as an
expert at adding an extra bit
of spice to mid-tempo tunes.
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“Knock Yourself Out™ ix remi-
niscent of a great Bob Wills or
Louis Jordan song, and it
proves that a country singer
doesn’t have to resort to silly
novelty lyries about pickup
trucks or country bumpkins to
have fun and provide listeners
with a smile. “If the House Is
Rockin’ (Don't Bother
Knockin’)"—though not the
Stevie Ray Vaughan song of
the same name—ranks as an
outstanding party song and
one that should help carry

people through a few hot sum-
mer nights.

The title cut has a wonder-
fully loose-jointed jump to it
that's reminiscent of Chuck
Berry or early Rodney
Crowell in its mix of country
energy and wry lyrical color.
Mary Chapin Carpenter helps
out, bringing the same kind of
vibrancy to the song that made
“Shut Up and Kiss Me"” so
much fun. With “Squeeze Me
In,” Parnell delivers a new
song co-written by Delbert
McClinton, one of Parnell’s he-
roes and primary influences,
and the singer makes sure he
gives it the lively reading it
deserves. And while Carpen-
ter and Yearwood get higher
billing, Jonell Mosser adds a
soulful vocal shadow to many
of Parnell’s best performances
on the album.

With We All Get Lucky
Sonietines, Parnell maintains
his consistent run as a coun-
try-rocker and tender ballad-
eer, Lee Roy knows that a few
big scores don't make a career;
he's looking to provide consis-
tent, timeless winners that he
can draw on for the long haul.
That’s not luck: that’s intelli-
gence and talent.

—MicHaeL McCarLL
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John Michael
Montgomery
John Michael
Mowntgomery
Atlantic 82728

NO\\', I gotta keep tellin’ my-
self that John Michael
Montgomery has not commit-
ted any crimes against human-
ity, has not perpetrated atroci-
ties in Bosnia-Herzegovina or
stood up in support of Japan’s
Om-John Rickyo (obviously a
phonetic spelling) cult. I gotta
remember that mediocrity is
not, in and of itself, a felony
punishable by public stoning.
It today’s audiences want their
*Young Country” music pack-
aged and served up like Won-
der Bread, then Nashville
would be stupid not to give it
to them.

See, I also gotta confess that
I quite innocently struck a ma-
jor critical strike against JMM
even before I sat down to
write this review. I acciden-
tally stuck the good ol’ boy
with three names’ latest
disk—which is dramatically
titled (are you ready for this?)
Joln Michael Montgomery—
on my CD turntable right after
some vintage Thelonious Monk
and the thrilling debut album
by the newgrass band, Chesa-
peake. To translate the result-
ing experience into a culinary
metaphor, it was like having
lunch in Harlem’s best rib
joint, dinner in Louisiana’s fin-
ext Cajun restaurant, followed
by breakfast at McDonald's.

In all fairness, if I'd stuck The
Big Mikester’s latest between
similarly generic releases like a
Billy Ray Cyrus platter and
Garth's In Pieces, it would have
fared much better.

But, hey, don't get me
wrong. I like Billy Ray Cyrus!
I like eating at McDonald’'s—
once in a blue moon, anyway.

You see, John Michael
Montgomery does have its mo-
ments—one, or even two of
them at least: accidental
flashes of spontaneity that
suggest an original talent may
be lurking in here someplace.
“Sold (The Grundy County
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Auction Incident)” is a lively
shuffle on which JMM's spir-
ited performance nearly pre-
vails over the silly subject
matter. “I Can Love You Like
That.” a recent smash singlo, is
actually a finely sung ballad—
though listening to it too many
times in a row is like drinking
a cup of coffee with half the
sugar bowl emptied into it.
Barry Manilow could really
make hay with this one. And
he nay yet.

Oh, yeah, and there's the al-
bum finale: A real, real deep-
thoughts-for-today song called
“It’s What I Am.” It's a sort of
90’s sequel to Barbara
Mandrell's *I Was Country
When Country Wasn't Cool.”
Herein, JMM lets us know,
“I'm the real thing/I sing songs
about real life....Country ain’t
what I sing/It’s what I am.”

Well, gee, John, you nearly
had me fooled! Thanks for set-
ting me straight! —BoB ALLEXN

Mark Collie

Tennessee Plates
Giant 24620

ot too many years ago,

Mark Collie appeared
ready to turn his promising
early albums into an enduring
country career, thereby living
up to all the critical accolades
showered on him from the
start. He put together a string
of hits—"She’s Never Comin’
Back,” “Even the Man in the
Moon Is Crying,” “Born to
Love You"—that blended the
laconic quality of his gruff,
blue-collar voice with catchy,
well-crafted songs that infused
a touch of grit into radio-
friendly arrangements. His

tracks always made the air-
waves sound a little more
down-to-earth. But just as he
was picking up speed, Collie
was overrun by the rocketing
ascension of fresh-faced hat
acts. His last album, Un-
leashed, was about as popular
as a Clinton aide at a Rush
Limbaugh rally. Despite its
worthiness, it was roundly ig-
nored, with insider politics
bearing the guilt more than
the quality of the artist in
question. Now with a new
record label, Collie is in a posi-
tion where he must score an-
other hit or see his road grow
much rvugher.

Tennessee Plates is a mea-
sured move, packed with quiet

quality, one rockin’ gem and a
couple of forgettably pat songs
that rely on wordplay that’s
not quite clever enough to
make up for the lack of true
heart.

At his best, Collie suggests
more is at play than what he
bares in his words. On “We'll
Never Say Goodbye,” “There's
Just You” or *Memories (Still
Missing Her),” he wears his
sentiments with a raw, real-
life quality. This same quality
uplifts “Those Days Are
Gone,” "Steady as She Goes”
and “Chasin’ a Dream Called
Love,” all mid-tempo songs
that display an assured matu-
rity. The lyrics are thoughtful.
the arrangements catchy, and
the production displays a sym-
pathetic depth and distinctive-
ness. This is about as good as
mainstream country-pop gets,
and it deserves recognition.

What is rarely displayed on
Collie’s new album is his sly
sense of drama and humor.
When he does flash it, as on
the winking blue-collar rock of

|
|

S—




- 7= =

Record Reviews

John Hiatt’s fine title song,
Collie reveals that he could be
one heck of an independent
country outlaw if he cared to
take the dare. His audience
may lie in the fringes of the
country world, where rawer
sentiments, stouter rhythms
and gnarlier themes are val-
ued. But in these conservative
times, he instead chose to go
for the big game and try to
play by Nashville’s stringent
rules. He proved good at it,
even if he hasn’t been fully ap-
preciated.

For now, he’s fighting for
another chance at the big time
by banking on quality.

—MicHAEL McCaLL

Tracy Byrd
Love Lessons
MCA D-11242

hree albums into the game,
Tracy Byrd is still search-
ing for his niche. He came out
of the chute bucking a couple
of years ago with a Number
One single, “Holdin’ Heaven,”
and a promising debut album,
Tracy Byrd. Somewhere
around his second album, No
Ovdinary Man, things seemed
to level off a bit, and his
unembellished, neo-Texas
honky tonk charms got mis-
placed among all the other
boyish-looking singers with
smooth faces and drawling
baritones who are a dime a
dozen in today's country
charts. For that reason, I'm
sure a lot is riding on Love Les-
sons, Byrd's third and newest
album, which was produced
by the ubiquitous Tony
Brown. I'm sure Byrd and
Brown both saw this as a
chance to go for all they were
worth, yet to keep it all
strictly between the lines.
That’s more or less why
Lore Lessons, as a musical
statement, is both satisfying
and irritating, Strictly from
the perspective of craftsman-
ship, it’s probably Byrd’s best
work yet. His singing is strong
and assured, and his confident
performances are bolstered by
Brown's savvy, energetic and

lessons,

close-to-the-bone country ar-
rangements. Yet Love Lessons
is also a case study in the sort
of blatant artistic compromise
that a floundering young artist
is compelled to make these
days in order to crack through
the brain-dead conformity of
contemporary country radio
play lists.

The best moments on Love
Lessons come when Byrd is
given free rein with his rock
solid instincts for old-timey
Texas dancehall music.
There's a rugged, unadorned
elegance in the way he serves
up no-frills country weepers
like "Have a Good One” (writ-
ten by Max D. Barnes, Paul
Craft and David Kent), “Don’t
Need That Heartache”
(Kostas and Melba Montgom-
ery) and Bill Anderson’s *You
Lied to Me.” On “Down on the
Bottom” (one of two cuts Byrd
co-wrote), he captures the de-
lightfully raunchy, super-ma-
cho “Country Boy Can Sur-
vive” spirit that used to be
Hank Jr.’s trademark.

But too much of the rest of
Love Lessons is eaten up with
the kind of trite, up-tempo,
“boot-scootin™ line dance fod-
der (in Nashville they just call
‘em “ditties”) that country ra-
dio can’t seem to get enough of
these days—a major symptom
of what some critics are al-
ready calling Nashville’s
“post-Garth Brooks era.”

“"Walking to Jerusalem,” the
opening cut, falls into this cat-
egory. It's a real toe tapper:
but if you scrape away Byrd's
playful, rousing vocal, the
kick-ass arrangement and the
clever word play, there's re-
ally nothing much left. “Honky
Tonk Dancin’ Machine” (also
co-written by Byrd) is even sil-

lier crowd-pleasing drivel than
its title suggests. (I'll bet even
Brooks & Dunn wouldn’t have
touched this with a ten-foot
pole!)

Byrd does manage to imbue
“Heaven In My Woman's
Eyes,” a working class lament
written by Mark Nesler, with
a fervor worthy of early Hag-
gard. But ultimately the song
itself is a let down, as it ex-
chews any real social commen-
tary in favor of a moon-in-
June, puppy love punch line.

Thus Love Lessons, depend-
ing on what cut you're listen-
ing to, can either be exhilarat-
ing or disillusioning. Though it
represents a major step for-
ward for a gifted young singer,
it also reeks of blatant compro-
mise and conformity—the ar-
tistic pound of flesh that the
contemporary country market
place so often demands.

—BoB ALLEN
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Bellamy Brothers

Son of Beaches
Intersound 9150

here has always been a
slightly seedy side to The
Bellamys, like the guy in high
school who used to come back
to the party after parking with
your favorite cheerleader,
shove his face up to yours and
leer. And this album proves no
exception. On one cut, when
David Bellamy sings about
dancing, the song devolves
into a loathsome paean to dry
humping: *All you Wrangler
butts—get in line/Tell you
what comes next/My baby
starts to tease me/And we
make them buckles shine.”
After hearing "Shine Them
Buckles,” I really wanted to

hate this whole CD, but I just
couldn’t in the end. It's vintage
Bellamy Brothers—for better
or worse—with Caribbean fla-
vors, smoothed out Everly
Brothers-style harmonies,
laid-back feeling and enough
cleverness to keep it out of the
ditch.

Giving the devil his due,
these guys can be as off the
wall and funny as ever on such
songs as the swampy “Pit
Bulls and Chainsaws,” which
Howard likens to "something
akin to Pee Wee Herman
meets Elvira.”

As for “Twang Town,” it
mixes musical nods to *Sum-
mer Time Blues” with nods
to "Let’s Dance” and Chuck
Berry; it even reaches back
and borrows a melody/har-
mony groove from Jimmy
Clanton’s classic "Claudette,”
all to good advantage. "Gotta
Get a Little Crazy” is hardly
original, either, but it’s fun.
“Feel Free” iz a sweet one
with that Gulf Coast islands
lope and tremolo guitar that
is classic Bellamys at their
best.

And you have to give 'em
credit for cranking out new
stuff, The Bellamys aren’t go-
ing into that dark night of
Branson after-life retreads
without a fight. Of course, I
don’t know that there was
any great ground swell of de-
mand for the sequel to “Old
Hippie” that they dish up
here, or the lush but stupid
“She’s Awesome,” or the
usual revisionist history les-
son of “Native American” or
the low brow bemusement of
“Elvis, Marilyn and James
Dean.” And then there's the
goofy, erypto-gospel waltz,
“Jesus Is Coming,” with its
refrain, “Jesus is coming/and
boy is he pissed.” But no one
is dishing up 14-song CD’s
like this these days, and you
gotta fill it with something,

These Florida swamp cow-
boys may have outlived radio’s
interest in their generation of
artists, but they haven'’t lost
the ability to faithfully extend
their legacy. Sons of Beaches
should please their many fans.

—Bor MiLLARD
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Celebrates Twenty Years

ear the end of 1994, someone surprised Reba
S McEntire by informing her that she hadn’t

\_ achieved a Number One hit that year. The news
(5 came as a shock. She had considered 1994 a land-
mark year in many ways: She’d appeared in two big-budget
Hollywood films (North, Little Rascals), starred in a CBS-
TV movie-of-the-week based on one of her hit songs (Is
There Life Out There), hosted her own NBC-TV network va-
riety show (Reba!), put out a best-selling autobiography
(Reba: My Story), released a million-selling album (Read My
Mind) and performed 120 concerts that put her tour along-
side Garth Brooks’ and Alan Jackson’s as one of country
music’s biggest moneymakers.

By year’s end, she was exhausted. “I was burned out there
for a while,” she says. “If anybody just
looked like they had an idea for me, I was
ready to strangle them. I was ready to take
them to the floor.”

But the knowledge of her lack of a top hit
provided the challenge the determined red-
head needed to get herself in gear once
again. For 1995, she set out to right two
wrongs. She pledged to stick to her sched-
uled vacation time to keep from running
herself so ragged; and she set her sights on
getting back on the top of the country
charts. She accomplished her goals, em-
ploying the same steely determination that
has driven her to become one of America’s
best-known personalities. She enjoyed two
Number One hits early this year, then an-
other at the start of summer. In the mean-
time, she spent the Christmas holidays ski-
ing in Aspen, Colorado, with her husband
and business partner, Narvel Blackstock,
and their son Shelby. She took off five days
in March and the entire month of June, find-
ing time to leave on a Caribhean cruise
just after learning that a greatest hits
album had gone quadruple platinum.

Now, as she prepares to release an album
of cover songs to celebrate her 20th year as
a recording artist, she craves more—“more
of everything,” she says. She’s reading
movie scripts and meeting with top movie
executives; she’s readying a new stage

X

How does a
top-grossing,
million-selling,
super country
music star
celebrate her
20th year in
the business?

Well with hard

work, of course.

by Michael McCall

show featuring several new songs; she’s contemplating writ-
ing books, both fiction and non-fiction; she’s looking forward
to opening her new high-rise, 29,000-square-foot office build-
ing on Music Row; and she wants to sell more than five-mil-
lion copies of an album, a feat only Patsy Cline has achieved
among women in country music. As for 1995, her year of lei-
sure, there has been only one movie appearance (as Annie
Oakley in the CBS-TV mini-series Buffalo Girls) besides
working on her album and completing her usual schedule of
concerts. Now she’s ready to get back to work.

“In this business, the sky is the limit,” she says. McEntire
answers questions with snappy directness. She’s friendly,
poised and at ease, but, like many busy people, she speaks to
the point, much like an executive might while negotiating a
business deal or conducting an important
staff conference. She’s dressed in emerald-
and-black business clothes, sipping a bottle
of mineral water and sitting up straight ina
polished chair in a wood-and-mirrors meet-
ing room on the first floor of Starstruck
Entertainment, the company she owns and
runs with her husband.

The room resembles any corporate con-
ference meeting room, and rightly so, for
Starstruck has grown into an entertain-
ment conglomerate. It’s by far the biggest
and farthest-reaching company headed by
a Nashville-based entertainer. “Narvel
runs it,” she says. “I'm like the executive
producer. My shows are the thing that
funded it. But as each branch continues to
grow, they bring back in money to help run
the office. I'm the girl singer, and that’s a
great job.”

McEntire started the company as a mat-
ter of control, to assume responsibility for
all aspects of her career. She had begun co-
producing her records with Jimmy Bowen
in the mid-1980’s, then continued when she
began working with producer and MCA
Records president Tony Brown a few years
later. After marrying Narvel Blackstock, a
steel guitarist who had become her road
manager, she bucked Nashville tradition
and separated herself from the standard
practice of allowing others to take care of
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“‘Starstruck has thrived and bloomed and blossomed by people coming in and

saying, ‘Know what we can do?’

business for her. She fired her manager, her concert booking
agency and her publicity firm, absorbing those duties in-house
under one roof. Realizing her hits earned big income for music
publishing companies, she started hiring songwriters to work
for her. Starstruck now runs four publishing companies with
dozens of staff writers. Blackstock and his staff did such a good
job managing Reba’s career that they began taking on other
performers as clients; they now work with The Tractors, Aaron
Tippin and Linda Davis. She bought her own airplane to fly to
concerts, and after a tragic crash killed most of her band, she
expanded her fleet and its capabilities to make sure she didn’t
have to charter other flights. Now her jets are leased not only
by other entertainers, but by corporate executives, doctors,
lawyers and others. Rather than hire a trucking firm to move
her massive stage show from city to city, she started her own

Reba at home in Nashville and with her son Shelby. Time at home is precious.
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and Narvel saying, ‘Go try it.

transportation division. Now many other entertainers rely on
Starstruck for their trucking needs, and the firm has expanded
into transporting produce and other goods. She likes horses, so
she began a farm that has grown to include 30 horses, including
five brood mares and several top racehorses. One of them, Rich
Man’s Gold, came one good race away from qualifying for the
Kentucky Derby this year, and she has other top candidates
now in training. Her construction company was formed when
she needed a house gutted and renovated; when it came time
to construct her high-rise, she and Blackstock decided to allow
Starstruck Construction to be the builders, planning to make
it a top quality structure while keeping costs down. Starstruck
Construction is now building other homes and office com-
plexes as well.

“People who work for us know that there are no limits to what
we can do,” she says, sounding very much
like a CEO of a Fortune 500 company,
even though she says she only concerns
herself with records and concerts and
leaves the day-to-day business to her hus-
band. “Starstruck has thrived and
bloomed and blossomed by people coming
in and saying, ‘Know what we can do?'
and Narvel saying, ‘Go try it.’ That’s how
Starstruck got into everything.” Now
she’s ready to find more fields to conquer.
She’s moved up the ladder of the movie
industry quickly, becoming country
music’s most suceessful filn stur since the
70’s launched the careers of Dolly Parton,
Kris Kristofferson, Kenny Rogers and
Willie Nelson. Other current country
stars have appeared in movies—ineluding
George Strait, Dwight Yoakam, Travis
Tritt, Randy Travis and Doug Stone—but
McEntire has shown more range and re-
ceived more offers for roles. But, to her,
she’s still a novice. That's not something
she plans on staying.

She spent the week prior to our inter-
view in Los Angeles, meeting with top
executives at Fox, Paramount, Warner
Bros. and Disney. “Usually we go in and
they say, ‘We’ve got an idea about this for
you,” she says. “Usually it's a book that
they’'re real interested in doing as a
movie. They'll say they're going to find a
writer to make it into a script the way
they want it. Then they’ll start the cast-
ing.” She returned home with material
the movie studios wanted her to consider.
“I've got three books that I'm looking at,
and five other scripts—two I haven’t
read, three I have,” she says matter-of-
factly. When she’s read them, she’ll con-
tact the studios and let them know if she’s
interested. “That’s when you have to
fight, politic, and beg and plead for the
part you want,” she says. “I’'m not an es-
tablished artist. I've only done six movies,
and there’s a great big line waiting out-
side that producer’s door.”

Her priority, she says, isn't necessarily
the size of the role. It’s the quality of the
production, “I would like to be a lead or



supporting actress, but
mainly it’s the seript. I just
want to be a part of a great
script. Nothing that’s fluffy,
nothing that’s goofy, nothing
that’s stupid. I want some-
thing that people walk away
from like I did when I saw
Braveheart and While You
Were Sleeping. Those were
two great movies. So I'm
waiting for the right one
now.”

She won’t accept certain
roles, she says, not because
of her country music image,
but because she’s a mother
and a member of a family
with old-fashioned values. “Nudity, violence,
crude language—I won't do those,” she as-
serts. “I'll go see one of those movies, but that
doesn’t mean I want to be a part of it. There
were some bad words in Tremors”—her first
movie— “and I sure wish they had taken them
out. Then I wouldn’t be so paranoid about
Shelby watching it—or my mother-in-law.”

She supports recent political movements
pressuring Hollywood to control or restrict the
subject matter of films, saying, “I'm glad there
are people standing up for that. If we can just
leave out that four-letter word and cut some of
the raunchiness out of it, then it’ll be a show we
can take our kids to. That’s the kind of movie I'm looking for.”

In the long run, she explains, she seeks the same quality in a
screenplay that she looks for in a song. “It’s got to be something
that touches my heart,” she says, her Oklahoma twang ringing
out clearly as she speaks. She cites I's There Life Out There as her
favorite film thus far, “mainly because it touched so many lives.
The song touched a lot of people. Then the video did. Then the
movie did. I like to touch people’s lives and make a difference in
some way. Is There Life Out There made a big difference. Tons of
women went back to college because of it, and it made people feel
good. I was really proud of that
movie.”

Her interest in expanding her ca-
reer in movies is obvious. An ongoing
problem is that it’s the one aspect of
her career that she can’t manage or
own—at least not yet. “I have abso-
lutely no control as an actress of how I
end up on screen,” she told me in 1994
after finishing her work in Is There
Life Out There. “When I make
records, I sing and then I listen to it.
If I don’t like it, I can fix it right there.
But when I’'m acting, I have some-
body, a complete stranger, telling me
how to act. Then when they go and
edit it, they might edit out the thing
that drew my reaction. Then my reac-
tion looks so overboard and blown out
of proportion, and I eringe, That’s the
only thing T hate about movies, hav-
ing absolutely no control.” About her
acting, however, she added with a
smile, “I feel better about my acting, I
mind well.”

David Jones, an Englishman known
for working with classical actors, di-
rected McEntire in Is There Life Out

Starstruck jets

stors and
professionols,
not just Reba
and her bond.
Everything the
entertoinment
complex does
seems to turn
to gold. Rebo
says the sky’s
the limit.

now carry other

There and praised her natu-
ral ability. In an interview
in 1994, he admitted he ini-
tially was worried that a
country singer might
present a challenge for him.
“But we hit it off very well,
right from our first meet-
ing,” he says. "She was ter-
rific to work with. She’s ex-
tremely direct as a woman
and honest about her
fears.” He described her
way of working as “instinc-
tive,” comparing her

. lack of pretense to
- that of the child actors
who played her chil-
dren in the film. “She
had the same kind of
directness they had.
She didn’t pre-plan
very much. She wasn't
method oriented,” he

explained, referring to a

specific style of prepar-

ing for a movie role used

by Marlon Brando, Rob-
ert DeNiro and other ac-
tors. “She doesn’t have
that kind of training. She
has more of an intuitive ap-
proach. But I think she surprised herself a few times, to be hon-
est. She became very emotionally involved in the moment.”

One such moment came when she got slapped by another ac-
tor. “She was very upset, very tearful, in that scene,” he recalls.
After it happened, he asked her if the slap was too powerful.
“She said that it wasn’t that it was too violent. She said she’d
forgotten how her elder sister used to beat her up. The minute
she was hit, it all came back to her.”

McEntire now refers to I's There Life Out There as her favor-
ite for another reason. Because she was in nearly every scene,
she remained busy throughout the
filming. That hasn’t been the case in
her other roles. On Buffalo Girls, the
afore-mentioned Emmy-nominated
movie in which she co-starred with
Anjelica Huston and Melanie Griffith,
she sat in a trailer for five or six hours
at a time in wintry London waiting to
be called to do a scene. “All you could
do was sit there and freeze in your
trailer,” she says. “That’s the kind of
movie I hate to do, regardless of the
seript, because I hate to be bored. 1
have to be busy. I thought maybe 1
could get a catering job or start con-
cession sales. Anything!”

As for her upcoming album, she de-
cided to record songs made famous by
others as a tribute to those artists
and those songs that influenced her
the most. “I never did this before be-
cause I always wanted to make my
own classics,” she says. But she
wanted to do something different,
something special, for her 20th anni-
versary. “I decided to do music that
influenced me in the fact that it gave
me goals to reach for. When I listen to
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songs for my albums, these are
the songs I compare them to. I
ask myself, ‘Is this song I'm
choosing as good as that one?”
The selections include “500 Miles
Away from Home,” a Bobby Bare
hit in 1963; “By the Time I Get to
Phoenix,” a Jimmy Webb song
that Glen Campbell made into a
radio staple in 1968; “Talking in
Your Sleep,” a Crystal Gayle hit
in 1978; “Ring on Her Finger,” a
Lee Greenwood song from 1982;
“Starting Over Again,” a Dolly
Parton hit from 1980; “I Won’t
Mention It Again,” a Ray Price
oldie from 1971 (Price is an artist
McEntire has covered in the
past); “You're No Good,” the
Linda Ronstadt pop hit, as well
as “Heatwave,” a Martha and
The Vandellas classic that
McEntire sings in the manner of
Ronstadt’s 1975 remake.

“Narrowing down the list was
the hard part,” she says. “I
started off with a huge stack uf
lyrics.” As she went back
through the past to search for
sonys, she noticed how some hits
become classics, while others
quickly become dated. “It’s really
the progressive songs of the time
that stand up best,” she says. “Ray Price recorded ‘1
Won’t Mention It Again’ with an orchestra, which was
a big deal then. ‘Starting Over Again’ and ‘Talking in
Your Sleep’ were kind of crossover songs. They were
pop and country, and that’s the kind of songs I want.
‘By the Time I Get to Phoenix’ was very, very progres-
sive.” When listening to other versions of these tunes,
she found an Eddy Arnold cover of “By the Time I Get
to Phoenix” that she hadn’t previously heard. “It was
so contemporary,” she says. “Eddy Arnold was 50
years ahead of his time.”

To prepare for the album, the singer iistened to coun-
try radio much more intently than she had been in the last few
years. She also brought in pop producer Michael Omartian, who
has worked with Rod Stewart, Christopher Cross and Amy
Grant, to join Tony Brown and herself in the studio and to help
with the arrangements of the songs. She went to all this effort
and trouble because, even as she pursues Hollywood, she wants
to make sure she doesn’t leave country radio behind. “I had some-
body ask me the other day, ‘Why are you still on the radio? Once
you hit 40 you're not supposed to be on the radio anymore,” she
says. “That kind of shocked me. I never quit trying to stay on the
radio, and I never quit trying to find the best songs I can. When
I realized I hadn’t had a Number One song last year, it made me
fighting mad. My claws came out. I said, ‘By golly, that will
change.’ I got back in there and really started listening to radio
again. This time, I made sure we didn’t sacrifice nothing.”

That’s the way she’s always been, she says. If someone told
her she couldn’t rope steers, she went out and learned how to do
it. If someone told her women couldn’t produce records, she
went out and learned how. It’s a spirit she learned in Oklahoma
watching her parents. “It all goes back to how I was raised,” she
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How time flies:
Less than 10
yeors ago belt
buckles ond
short curly hoir
were still Reba’s
trodemarks.
Today eloborate
costumes ond
stage sets fill
her shows,
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says when answering a question
about what drives her to want to
keep pushing her career and her
business to greater heights. “My
daddy and my momma always
put everything they made back
into the ranch, into cattle, into
something they know about. You
get to a point where you're mak-
ing money, and what do you do?
Buy another car? I've got a car,
what do I need another one for?
Buy a bigger house? It’s just
something else to worry with.
That’s something that’s never
really intrigued me. But to put it
back into a business, as we have
done, that intrigues me. That’s
what I was taught. Take care of
what you know. My mommy and
daddy, they’re my heroes.”

In country music, she readily
cites two other multi-faceted en-
tertainers as role models. “I've al-
ways admired Dolly and Barbara,”
she says, speaking of Parton and
Mandrell. “They’re great business-
women. They’re always
hungry. Barbara is still
hungry. Dolly evidently
is still hungry. I don’t
know Dolly as well as 1
do Barbara, but you can
see it in their eyes.
They’re still hungry.
That’s how [ want to be.”

It shows in her eyes,
too. There’s a drive, a
desire, that shines
through. But does she
ever truly relax? Does
she enjoy her fortunes?
Does she take time to
enjoy aspects of life
that have nothing to do
with fame or business success? She says she does. She and
Narvel have a standing Wednesday night date, usually going to
dinner or a movie. In the last year, she tried para-sailing for the
first time. “My hands still break out in a sweat when I think
about that,” she says. “I was scared to death. But I did it.” She
loves to snow ski as well. And she enjoys digging in the garden.
“When I retire, I'm going to have a garden that I vacation in all
the time,” she says. I like to stay at the house and piddle
around.”

She stops for a second, thinking of other ways she relaxes.
What she comes around to saying is more philosophical, that, to
her, gratification and pleasure still comes back to controlling her
own fate and managing her own success. In the end, there’s
little difference between work, life and pleasure. “There are so
many things I like to do, and I don’t have to do many things that
I don’t like to do,” she says. “I'm happier than I ever imagined
or prayed or wished I could be. I never thought it could get this
good. Never in my wildest dreams. I couldn’t have imagined
this business being like this. I don’t think anybody could have
written it down this good. I'm a very, very lucky person.” =
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! Personal Data

| Full Name: John Michael Montgomery
| Birthdate: January 20, 1965

| Birthplace: Danville, Kentueky

| Restdes: Nicholasville, Kentucky

| Family: Father, Harold Montgomery, |

died August 1994; mother Carol Hasty,
| brother Eddie. sister Becky.
| Influences: George Strait, Keith Whitley,
Merle Haggard, father Harold Montgom-
ery, Lionel Richie, Bob Seger

Vital Statistics

Heignt: 6'2"

Weight: 180 pounds
Color eyes: Blue

Color hair: Sandy blond
Marital status: Single

Recording Career

" Record label: Atlantic Records, 1812
) Broadway, Nashville, Tennessee 37203

| Albums: Releuse Date
| Life’s a Dance 1992
Kickin’ It Up 1994
John Michael Montgomery 1995
| All three albums are multi-platinum,

| Singles:
“Life’s a Dance”
I Love the Way You Love Me™
“Beer and Bones”
| “I Swear”*
“Rope the Moon”*
“Be My Baby Tonight”
“If You've Got Love"*
[ “I Can Love You Like That”*
“Sold (The Grundy County Auction
Incident)”*
| (* means Number One)
Videos:
“Life’s a Dance”
“I Love the Way You Love Me”
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Facts of Life

Beer and Bones”
I Swear”

| “Rope the Moon”

“Be My Baby Tonight”

“If You've Got Love”

“I Can Love You Like That”

“Sold (The Grundy County Auction
Incident)”

Awards:

1994 Country Music Association/Horizon |

Award

1994 Country Music Association/Single of
the Year: “I Swear”

1994 American Music Award/Best New
Country Artist

1994 Academy of Country Musie/Top
New Male Vocalist

1994 Academy of Country Music/Song of
the Year: “I Love the Way You Love
Me)’

1994 Grammy/Best Country Song: “1
Swear”

| John Michael Montgomery was discov-
ered while performing at the Austin

| City Limits Saloon in Lexington, Ken-
tucky. He was signed to Atlantic Records
in 1991.

Quotable

| “I want to show ’em a good time, a sad
time and something in between. I just

look forward to one thing, and that’s get- |

ting up on that stage and singing for the
people. Anything else—from songwriting
to golf—comes after.”

Fan Club

John Michael Montgomery Fan Club, P.O.
Box 277, Springfield, KY 40069-0227
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John Anderson and his.
Nighthawk CST

Find out why John Anderson “picks” the Gibson Nighthawk.
The brightest Gibson ever made!

Send for “How to buy an electric guitar” from Gibson.

It’s absolutely free!
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Send a self-addressed. stamped envelope to: “Electric Guitar™ * Gibson Guitar Corp. « 641 Massman Drive « Nashville. TN 37210-3781 + (800)4-GIBSON
GO GIBSON on CompuServe! To ioin call 1-R00-524-338R and ask tor Ren. 548



MATCH THE ARTIST WITH THE SONG AND REGISTER TO WIN THE

LIFE’S A TRIP SWEEPSTAKES!

Just fill out the registration form and mail to:
Life's A Trip Sweepstakes / 9 Music Square South, Suite 169 / Nashville, TN 37203

Tracy Byrd
Love Lessons

The Mavericks
Music For All Occasions

George Strait
Strait Out Of The Box

Reba McEntire
Starting Over

Mark Chesnutt
Wings
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“Trouble™
“Check Yes Or No”
“Here Comes The Rain”

“Walking To Jerusalem’

“On My Own”

Cpiphoge

No purchase required. Offer void where prohibited by law. To obtain a complete set of
official rules and prize descriptions, send a self-addressed stamped envelope to:
Life’s A Trip Rules; 9 Music Sq. S.. Suite 169, Nashville, TN 37023

Must be at least 18 years to enter.

CMM

1 GRAND PRIZE WINNERS
A trip for two to attend the concert of your choice by one of MCA/
Nashville's featured artists including airfare, hotel, $1,000 spending money,
backstage passes, a tour jacket and a CD catalog.

| FIRST PLACE WINNER

A complete Technics entertainment center including 5-CD changer; cassette deck,
tuner, speakers,YCR and 35" Panasonic TV.

4 SECOND PRIZE WINNERS
Gibson brand Epiphone guitar autographed by several MCA/ Nashville artists, plus
an entire CD catalog collection of the MCA/Nashville featured artists.

150 THIRD PRIZE WINNERS
Limited edition MCA/Nashville CD sampler containing hit singles of the MCA/
Nashville featured artists.

Name
Address
@5y o e

Telephone
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Who is this singer critics and fans are raving
about? Will mainstream country ever get to know
her, or will the powers that be in Nashville
keep her a secret? « By Patrick Carr

JOY LYNN WHITE

£

And The Matter
of Promotion

he voice of Joy Lynn

T White has been coming
as a shock to people for

a long time. Powerful, pas-
sionate, and rich with spirit
and intelligence, it knocks you
back. In sound it’s somewhere
between Linda Ronstadt and
Paulette Carlson, an almost
ideal instrument for country/
rocking honky tonk and heart
songs, while in quality it’s up
there with the best of the con-
temporary best—Jann Browne,
Kelly Willis, Shelby Lynne,
Bobbie Cryner, Trisha Year-
wood. It’s well used, too. Ms.
White does not record dull
songs. Only the richest veins of
the Southern motherlode run
through her material, including
the songs she writes herself.
There’s a problem,
though, and it’s not a new
one. What critic Rob
Tannenbaum wrote about
Kelly Willis in Countiry On
Compact Disc applies
equally toJoy Lynn White:
“At a time when most girl
singers sang demurely,
with a thin, pretty tone,
Willis’ throaty, boiling pas-
sion recalled Janis Martin,
Wanda Jackson, and the
Patsy Cline of ‘Turn the
Cards Slowly.” Thus, her
carcer turned into an
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ironic dilemma: how to pro-
mote a singer whose notion of
traditionalism has been eradi-
cated from Nashville’s vo-
cabulary.”

Except for the fact that
White’s boiling passion isn’t
throaty so much as supple—
she sings in a kind of exquis-
itely controlled, sinuously
tremored rush, what another
critic has described as a “force
field soprano”—Tannenbaum’s
analysis hits home. If it didn't,
and country radio’s market re-
searchers and corporate pro-
grammers were giving Joy
Lynn White access to their
airwaves, all this description
of her fabulous voice would be
unnecessary; you'd already
know how good she sounds.

Jny Ly
ite

That’s just the way of
things, though, and it’s not as
if musie business professionals
haven't been trying to figure
out how to promote Joy Lynn
White. That much is plain
when, equipped only with CD
covers and publicity photos,
you first encounter the
woman in person. In reality
she’s a very attractive, intelli-
gent 32-year-old with her own
life, her own house, and 13
years of Nashville experience
behind her. In her pictures,
though—particularly those
shot for Wild Love, the more
recent of her two Columbia al-
bums—she’s something else
entirely, a pouty young thing
you'd guess to be somewhere
between 16 and 21, with a
hard-core case of the
Brassy Baby Bombshell
From The Boonies look.
Some makeover. She’s
been market-positioned
every bit as firmly as a
Hunk of the Month.

She herself is aware of all
this, and gets to the heart
of the matter by noting
that when she first started
working in Nashville, in
1982 at the age of 19, “they
didn’t really like to sign
anybody that was recal
young...Now I’'m getting to
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where I might be too old.”

She laughs heartily, as she
does quite often—this is no
stranger to either pleasure or
irony—then adds, “No, not se-
riously. 1 look at how old the
women in country today are,
the ones that are successful,
and they're older than me, or
my age, or maybe a couple of
years younger. So it’s
okay...and you know, country
radio doesn’t make or break
my happiness. I'm in music
because it’s what I am. I will



always cut albums, I'll always
sing, I'll always play. If it ever
gets to be really big, then
that's cool. If it just stays like
it is, I've got enough. Material
things, anyway. And I don’t
want to jeopardize what ] do
as an artist just to try to get
un the radio—although I do
think my stuft is plenty good
enough to be on the radio.”
She delivers that last re-
mark with a laugh, but also
with conviction; hearing her,
you have no doubt that she

has no doubt. There'’s another
such moment in our interview,
too, when I venture the opin-
ion that Wild Love has a very
real, “live” feel to it—it
sounds much more like some-
one actually standing in front
of a microphone and singing
than most recorded music
does. She grins at that like a
cat with a eanary supper in-
side her, and says, “Well, they
don’t use harmonizers when [
record. All those little ma-
chines they have that make
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people sound great in studios,
they don’t have to rent those
for me.” (We won't say who
they do have to rent them for-
It would take too long.)

Her confidence is solidly
based. For one thing, her na-
tive talent has been honed by
far more experience than
most of her peers. She began
as many of the greatest coun-
try and blues singers have
cone, with gospel music in her
childhood, but in her case she
wasn’t just singing from the

pews: At the age of five she
took on the job of lead singer
in The White Family band,
and spent every weekend
thereafter taking musie to
churches and radio stations
around Indiana and Michigan.
Her father, Arkansas-born
singer/writer/guitarist
Nathan “Gene” Eugene
White, led the band. and en-
couraged young Joy Lynn's
musical career until he died
suddenly of a heart attack just
before the release ot Betueen
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“Nothing was very important, because I had been doing 1t just
for my dad, ‘cause he was so into it...Now, the only way I can look
at it is, well, that is life. We’re not here forever, and it’s not
ever fair the way it happens...There is no control.”

Midnight and Hindsight, her
first album. Although he
never saw his daughter’s CD,
he did hear the finished musie
on a pre-release tape.

One of the difficult aspects
of Gene White’s death was
that like her friend Iris
DeMent, whose father’s
death was similarly timed,
Joy Lynn White had to go out
and promote her first album
while her grief was very raw.

“l went through the time
that first year when I didn’t
care, just really didn’t care,”
she remembers. “Nothing
was very important, because
I had been doing it just for
my dad, "cause he was so into
it...Now, the only way I can
look at it is, well, that is life.
We're not here forever, and
it’s not ever fair the way it
happens. You want them to
go through these certain
things with you, but you just
have no control in that. There
is no control.”

Joy Lynn says she’s grate-
ful for the unusual childhood
her father gave her, though
at the time she didn’t realize
how unusual it was. “I
thought everybody was like
us 'til I got up older and real-
ized that we were a strange
lot, we were musical people,”
she laughs. “But really, the
kids in school didn’t even
know about what I did on
weekends. Most people
didn’t, in fact, unless they
lived down the street from
us—*‘Oh, those crazy hillbil-
lies, the Whites, down there.’
See, we always had all my
mom and dad’s friends come
over on Friday and Saturday
nights, and they’d all have
Dunkin’ Donuts and coffee.
I'd be in the bedroom playing
with the other kids while
they were in the livingroom
playing guitar music and re-
cording it, and it would be
like ‘Lynn, come in here and
sing these songs!’ I'd go, ‘Just
a minute!” and I'd go running
and sing the song real quick,
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then go back and keep play-
ing with the rest of the kids.”

Her absorption with musie
continued in her teenage
years, when she discovered
“...oh, Neil Young and Linda
Ronstadt; Emmylou, Bonnie
Raitt, Maria Muldaur, Carly
Simon, Carole King, Joni
Mitchell, Karla Bonoff, all
those people” and sang their
songs in a rock 'n’ roll band.
That’s also when she began
gaining experience in the re-
cording studio, making com-
mercial jingles (which she still
does today, from time to time;
she’s one of the folks telling
you that the best part of wak-
ing up is Folgers in your cup).

. 4

When she moved to Nash-
ville, her combination of tal-
ent, experience and studio
skills got her work very
quickly, at least by '82 stan-
dards. Within eight months
she was singing on demo
records, the basic recordings
that writers and publishers
use to pitch their songs to
stars. Within ten years she
was working her own full-
scale recording sessions with
producers Paul Worley and
Ed Seay, who first took note
of her when she demo’d some
of the songs Paulette Carlson
recorded during that lady’s
brilliant but all too brief
Highway 101 days (which

must rank as one of Nash-
ville’s best ever matches of
demo singer to client). Along
the way, her voice has also
graced some superior record-
ings by other artists: Iris
DeMent’s album, My Life,
The Mavericks’ What a Cry-
ing Shame, Bob Woodruff’s
Dreams & Saturday Nights,
and albums by Jamie O’Hara
and Marty Brown, among
others. All of which, from the
music lover’s perspective,
adds up to a cool deal: an al-
ready considerable hody of
very fine, smart, heartfelt
work, with a high probability
of more to come.

From Joy Lynn’s perspec-
tive too, the deal computes
quite nicely: great co-work-
ers, satisfying work, and
okay money. She lives in a
pleasant Nashville neighbor-
hood just minutes from Music
Row, in a comfortable little
house roughly equidistant be-
tween Jack’s Tracks and the
Cowboy Arms Hotel & Re-
cording Spa (not at all a bad
location in the cosmo-musical
scheme of things), and if it’s
unavoidably true that the
nation’s country radio pro-
grammers don’t favor her,
she’s in good company, and
she’s valued elsewhere. CMT
has done her proud, and she
makes all the better crities’
Top Ten lists, and they love
her in Europe, and she leaves
little poekets of ardent fans
wherever she plays.

For myself, I like some-
thing she says when we're
talking about her not needing
those fault-hiding gizmos in
the studio.

“If I couldn’t sing like I
sing, I wouldn’t do it. I'd do
something else. That’s the
only reason that I do this,
because it’s easy. I mean,
it’s hard, too—I’ve worked
and worked for years and
years to get my voice the
way it is—but this is the
best thing I can do.” It sure
sounds like it. |
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‘I love my wigs. They let me change
my look in seconds...and talk about
convenience...there are no more bad
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wigs you're gonna love, in a variety
of styles for any woman. And this
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AARON TIPPIN
Rolls Up His Sleeves

/
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aron Tippin has been snooping around the el-
egant Opryland Hotel where his manage-
ment company, Starstruck Entertainment.
has rented a suite for him to do press and
racio interviews during the annual Country Radio
Seminat. He's found something that doesn't sit quite
right with him. No, it's not the slow room service, or
the ridiculously tiny soap bars in the bathroom. It’s
the welds on the water pipes in the stairwell. They
just don’t make the gracle.

“That would never flush where I used to weld
pipe,” he shakes his head and
frowns in stern disapproval. “I
still got a lotta pride in bein’
able to put a good cap pass on a
weld. I just finished building my
new log house. I put in 12-inch I-
beams on 16-foot centers all the
way across the basement. Did
all the welding myself.” He
shakes his head again and adds
in his twangy Carolina brogue,
“But if I'd have put my stencil
on a weld like that one out in
the stairwell back when I was
welding pipe for a living. the
next day I would'a been turnin’
in my tools!™

With a string of hit records
with defiantly proud working
class themes (" You've Got to
Stand for Something.” “Working
Man’s Ph.D.." “I Got It Honest™)
behind him, Aaron Tippin's fer-
vent "Made in America” devo-
tion to the blue collar ethic has
more or less become his musical
trademark.

And after vou sit down and
talk with him a while, it becomes obvious that all
his celebrated sweat-of-the-brow. honest-dollar-
for-an-honest-day's-work anthems aren't just a
cvnical pose, or a musical tlag waved merely to stir
the self-righteous support of his work-a-day audi-
ence. These songs are about the way Tippin lives.
There are no white Resistol hats or lint-free
starched Western shirts for this ol pick-up driving
South Carolina boy. Nosirree: Whenever “Tip” (as
his budcies call him) shakes loose and goes home to
the 315-acvre farm where he recently finished build-
ing his new 2,800-square-toot log house. you won't
catch him wearing anything that he's not afraid to

/
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Here’s a man who
won't ever forget
where he came from,
After years of
success, he's still
a hometown hoy
who's not afraid to
jump right in and get
his hands dirty.

By Bob Allen

/
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splatter with a little mud and motor oil. Busted
knuckles, dirt under the fingernails and axle
grease on the elbows... That’s what Aaron Tippin is
all about.

Thus it comes as no surprise when Tippin kicks off
his boots and sprawls on the bed in the fancy hotel
suite to take a breather from a hectic day of glad-
handing racio programmers and doing interviews to
sustain the career momentum that’s enabled him to
sell more than 2.500.000 albums in the past few
vears. Now he lets slip that there’s someplace else
he’d rather be today: Back at his
farm rebuilding the engine on
an antique dump truck he just
bought.

“It’s frustratin® sometimes,”
vawns the singer, whose day be-
gan, as usual, with a 5:45 A.M.
wake-up call and an intensive
6:30 A.M. weight training ses-
sion. “Like vesterday. after
writing songs in the morning, I
went and bought me another old
dump truck—I got about a
dozen of ‘em now. This one’s an
old 1949 Mack LJ. which is a
classic old truck. I towed it
home to the farm and was gonna
try and crank it, get it to turn
over. But we ran outa fuel and
the water pump blew the line
plumb off the engine. So I had to
shut it down. Had to leave it
there and come in here and go to
work.” He slams his fist into his
palm and wearily pulls the brim
of his baseball cap down low
over hiseves. "Why can't I ever
finish anything?” he moans with
comic exasperation “I got more stuff, old trucks and
bulldozers, tore down than I ot put together!

“My farm, and my collection of old trucks and doz-
ers, that's all just somethin’ to keep my hands in the
world of the same folks I go out and play for.” Tippin
insists as he stulfs a wad of mint leaves in his mouth.
As part of his almost Zen-like devotion to physical
fitness and a 16-hour-a-day work ethic. he recently
gave up his beloved snuff; nowadays the former
South Carolina hellraiser won't even crack a beer,
except on his day off. And between building his new
house, building his career and rebuilding truck en-
gines, he hasn’t had many of those. Finishing the
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new house has itcelf heen  Shortly after
like a second fulltime job. this interview,
Tippin, with the wide- Aaron and

eyed irrepressible enthu-
siasm of a kid who just
got a new train set for
Christmas, goes on to ex-
plain that he served as

girlfriend Thea
were married,
with Thea’s
brother Tom
and Aaron’s

his own general contrac- daughter

tor on his house. His Charlain
homestead is situated on  attendance,

a splendid piece of high Below, Tip and
ground overlooking some RCA/BNA

river bluffs in De Kalb
County, Tennessee, a
good 60 miles out of
Nashville. He takes spe-
cial pride in the fact that his involvement in nearly every phase
of construction—from bulldozing out the basement to doing his
own finish painting and trim carpentry work—was strictly a
hands-on deal.

“See, I don’t wanta ever get so far away from the people I sing
to that I can’t remember what a broke thumb feels like,” the 37-
year-old Florida-born, South Carolina-raised former welder/farm
hand/truck driver/heavy equipment operator/airplane pilot grins
and proudly holds aloft his swollen, crooked thumb. “I did that on
the house. Broke that baby! Got a nice little curve to it now! Got
it with a hammer. Yeah, it hurt! Still hurts! But I'm real proud of
it! It’s my souvenir from the house!”

Talk a while longer with Tippin and you find out he's a guy
who doesn’t do much of anything halfway. He doesn’t have vo-
cations and avocations; he has passions, obsessions. Like...body
building (“fightin’ the bear,” he calls it). And restoring old 37-
ton bulldozers (“I got six of ’em now; found three of ’em in an
abandoned coal mine in Crossville, Tennessee; loaded 'em on my
truck and brought em back to the farm.”) And performing.
(“Every night when I hit that stage, I make sure I come out
squawlin’ tires!”)

And as he breathlessly rattles on...and on...and on about his vin-
tage 40's, 50’s and 60’s dump trucks, you realize there’s little fear
that he’ll ever drift away from his working elass roots and into
the rarified world of country clubs, stock brokers, Mercedes
Benzes and Neiman Marcus catalogs. His idea of a fun Saturday
afternoon is casing a junk yard in search of truck parts.

“How many trucks do I have?...” He grins from ear to ear
when you pop the question—like a kid who’s been waiting ea-
gerly all day for you to ask to see his baseball card collection. “I

labelmate Ken
Chesney at Fan
Fair this June,
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got a B-61, a wrecker, a 1963....Got an-
other that’s a single axle, and another
that’s a tandem dump truck, and another
that’s a road tractor. I got a B-42 that’s a
tandem dumyp truck, with some heavy
suspension. Got a B-67 road tractor.
Those are just the “B” models. The “H”
models, I've got three—they’re the first
cab-overs that Mack ever brought out.
So...let’s see....That’s nine trucks...Then I
got a Ford single-axle dump truck. I got a
1961 Mustang single-axle dump truck
that’s a masterpiece, a cool old
truck....Then I left out the most impor-
tant Mack of all: my 49 LJ....So that’s ten
Macks and the Ford. The whole thing
started when I bought one old dump
truck to haul gravel when I was buildin’
the house, and I just fell in love with it.
The next thing I know, I'm huntin’ all
over the country for 'em!”

Reecently, Tippin managed to put his
love of heavy equipment
to work in his music ca-
reer. When his record
company was looking for a
novel way to promote the
release of Lookin’ Back at
Muyself, he came up with
the perfect scheme. With a
Nashville Network film
crew and some other me-
dia in tow, he personally
helped load a 425-horse-
power Peterbilt truck
with a 40-foot trailer
(emblazoned with his pic-
ture and logo) with thou-
sands of freshly pressed
copies of the new album.
Manning the 18-wheeler himself, he hit the road. En route to his
hometown of Greer, South Carolina, he stopped at truckstops,
Walmarts, K-Marts to sign autographs and hawk albums. He
capped off his not atypical 13-hour workday with a free roof-
top concert for 6,000 of his hometown fans.

That's just the kind of guy Tippin is. Not only is he not bashful
about rolling up his sleeves and getting his hands dirty; his
sleeves are seldom rolled down. He’s just as focused and obsessed
with perfection when he’s changing the transmission in a bull-
dozer or welding I-beams in his basement as he is in the record-
ing studio. Later the same day, we both end up on the General
Jackson riverboat cruise/dinner/showcase which RCA, his record
label, sponsors every year to promote its artists with the radio
seminar attendees. At one point during the evening’s festivities,
an RCA executive introduces Tippin to somebody and proclaims,
half in jest, “Here’s a guy who not only sings, but if his bus breaks
down, he can grab a flashlight and adjustable wrench and crawl
under there and fix it!”

Tippin, who is indeed, country music’s answer to Mr. Fix It,
enthusiastically replies that he can even go one better than
that. Always one step ahead of the game, he explains how he re-
cently bought and rebuilt a second engine for his bus. Thus, if
and when the old engine blows (and putting several hundred
thousand miles a year on the bus, it inevitably will), all he has to
do is haul the new engine out to the broken down bus, pull the
old one and drop the rebuilt one in.

Somehow, that’s Tippin in a nutshell: easygoing, yet hard
driving; a perfectionist, yet as down to earth and practical as a
jar full of nuts & bolts: Always doing his best to size up the next
hill before he’s even finished climbing the one he’s on. Always



going the extra mile and then some—whether it’s a matter of
getting up at 5:45 five or six days a week for a pre-dawn break-
fast of coffee and vitamin pills before hitting the weight racks,
or taking the time to put one more “cap pass” on those welds in
his basement, just so, “one of my welding buddies won’t come in
and say, ‘Uh, ya need ta finish that up!”

Yet, these days, Tippin’s good-natured perfectionism is tem-
pered a little; and he admits that he’s feeling a lot more settled
and happy than he has in years. At long last, he explains, he’s
found a potential life partner in his
sweaty, heavy-lifting, thumb-hruis-
ing enterprises and obsessions:
Thea Corontzos, his fiancee. He’ll
gladly tell you that most of the ten-
der self-written ballads like “She’s
Got a Way (Of Makin’ Me Forget)”
and “You Are the Woman” on
Lookin’ Back at Myself, his fourth
and latest album (on which he co-
wrote nearly all of the ten tracks)
are true-to-life reflections of the
fact that, “I fell in love while I was
writing songs for this album, and I
think it shows.

“Uh-hum, never had a relation-
ship this good!” Tip nods, stuffs a
pillow under his head and chomps
thoughtfully on a cheekful of mint
leaves when 1 read back to him the
above quote from his official
record company bio. “Mec and Thea
both came to town the same year,
but it was six years before we ever
met. She’s a singer and sings on
demos, and she’s a songwriter. Plus
now she manages my office for me,
and she’s part of my management
team. She's always considerate of
the fact that I don’t have a lot of
personul time, and ninety percent
of the time I do have, we spend to-
gether, because the things I love to do, she loves doin’ ’em too.

“Her bein’ in the business too gives us a lot more in common
already,” he points out. “Nobody who's ever been my lover ever
understood or had an inkling of what I was up against in this
business. Most of 'em think it’s a party out there on the high-
way. And it can be. But that ain’t how I do business, man, and
Thea knows that. She knows it’s business and not some happy
go lucky, woopty-doo thing. When I'm not liftin’ weights, buddy,
I’'m workin’ on this career!

“I met her over at Starstruck,” he continues. Starstruck is
the corporation owned by Reba McEntire that manages
Tippin’s career. “Thea worked for Reba. Lo and behold, next
thing you know we were weight training together. She had
gotten divorced, and she was always interested in weight
training but had never gotten into it. And meeting me kind of
got her started. She would talk to me about it, but I didn’t
know how interested she really was. So I finally told her,
‘Look, come on down with me, and I'll show ya how to do it.
Well, she became very interested, and, lo and behold, next
thing ya know she’s my training partner. And there’s a saying:
once you fight that bear together, boy it puts a bond on ya! it'’s
not unusual at all to see two athletes meet in a gym and fall in
love. I can feel that same feelin’ that I feel about her every
time I watch her train. And she likes to play golf, too! She’s a
gun enthusiast! So am I. I'm an N.R.A. member, and so is she.
I’'m a sports shooter and a hunter, so we enjoy that together.
She’s never above it when I ask her, ‘Hey, honey, I'm gonna
tear the engine outa this bulldozer. Would you mind comin’
down and holdin’ the flashlight?’ She just says sure!

“I been out here ten years, maybe longer than that, since I
got divorced—I can't remember exactly. I've met a lot of girls
and thought about this marriage thing quite a bit. But Thea is
the one who has the qualities I’ve been lookin’ for: someone to
be a pal. I always tell her, man, there’s no place she can’t go that
I'm goin’ to. Get in the damn truck, we’ll go together!”

Tippin recalls that building his dream house, with Thea by his
side, strengthened the bond even more. “When it was nearly
finished, we ran everybody off and did all the nitpickin’ stuff
ourselves: the trim carpentry, the
painting. It was fun.

“All through my career I've heen
the kind of guy who doesn’t seem to
he satisfied very nften,” he insists.
“I'll come to a milestone, and before
I can pop the cork on that cham-
pagne bottle I'm already settin’ it
down, goin’ (points out the window,

Aaron identifies with the blue-
collar dreams of his audience. He
wants to give them their money’s
worth, so he comes out tires
squawlin’ every night. Signing
autographs is just part of the
deal when he’s on tour.

toward the horizon) ‘That’s where we need to be! Right over
there!” And onward we trudge, without stoppin’ to smell the
roses. But this house was the first event in my life, when me and
Thea finally got in it, that I stopped and really basked in the ac-
complishment of what we had done. There for a few days |
wouldn’t do anything,” he laughs. “I just laid on the couch! Just
happy in my little house!” But, predictably, after a couple of
days in his new pad, Tippin was right back out there on the con-
cert trail, hitting the boards with his usual git-in-yer-face, jack-
hammer physical intensity. (His performances could easily
double as an aerobic workshop; he sometimes warms up by run-
ning up and down stairs before or after sound check.)

“I make sure that I come out squawlin’ tires every night!” Tip
grins, with a rowdy gleam in his eye. “And then, once the fire’s
goin’, it’s just a matter of time before it burns the whole place
down! That's how I approach it: Those first two or three songs, I
have to get out there and throw my hardest knock-out punch!
Anybody who's never seen me before will go, ‘Whooa, this is fun!
He's havin’ fun! We're havin’ fun?” They pay good money, and they
deserve nothing but a hundred and fifty percent from me.

“Sure, I get stage fright every time I hit the stage,” he
shrugs. “But it’s overpowered by my concentration, and by my
determination to win at what I do: To overwhelm an audience.

“See, what [ want is 20 years outa this thing,” he grins again
and springs up off the bed to go change his clothes for the Gen-
eral Jackson boat cruise. “I don’t think you can party your tail
off and slough off your job if you wanta hang on to it for 20
years. I think you have to give it your best every single day that
you do it. And that’s exactly what 1 try to do.” (]
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BOOK BONUS: Last Train to Memphis

That’s All Right Mama

= By Peter Guralnick =

On the evening of July 5, 1954. Sam Phillips, proprietor of Sun
Records and the Mempliis Recording Service at 706 Union
Avenue, trned on his tape machine to begin an audition of an
unknown singer named Elvis Presley. Before the night was
over, something different would happen that would change the
Sface of American music forever.

ometimes he simply blurted out the words, sometimes

his singing voice shifted to a thin, pinched, almost nasal

tone before returning to the high, keening tenor in

which he sang the rest of the song—it was as if, Sam
thought, he wanted to put everything he had ever known or
heard into one song. And Scotty’s guitar
part was too damn complicated, he was
trying too damn hard to sound like Chet
Atkins. But there was that strange
sense of inconsolable desire in Elvis’
voice, there was emotion being commu-
nicated.

Sam sat in the control room, tapping
his fingers absentmindedly on the con-
sole. All his attention was focused on the
studio, on the interaction of the musi-
cians, the sound they were getting, the
feeling that was behind the sound. Every
s0 often he would come out and change a
mike placement slightly, talk with the boy
alittle, not just to bullshit with him but to
try to make him feel at hone. It was al-
ways a question of how long you could go
on like this, you wanted the artist to get
familiar with the studio, but being in the
studio could take on a kind of mind-numb-
ing quality of its own, it could smooth
over the rough edges and banish the very
element of spontaneity you were seeking -
to achieve.

For Elvis it seemed like it had been going on for hours, and
he began to get the feeling that nothing was ever going to
happen. When Mr. Phillips had called, he had taken the news
calmly to begin with, he had tried to banish all thoughts of re-
sults or consequences, but now he could think of nothing else.
He was getting more and more frustrated, he flung himself
desperately into each new version of “I Love You Because,”
trying to make it live, trying to make it new, but he saw his
chances slipping away as they returned to the beginning of
the song over and over again with numbing familiarity.

Finally they decided to take a break—it was late, and every-
body had to work the next day. Maybe they ought to just give
it up for the night, come back on Tuesday and try it again.
Scotty and Bill were sipping Cokes, not saying much of any-
thing, Mr. Phillips was doing something in the control room,
and, as Elvis explained it afterward, “this song popped into my
mind that I had heard years ago, and I started kidding around
with it.” The song was “That’s All Right [Mama],” an old blues
number by Arthur “Big Boy” Crudup.
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“All of a sudden,” said Scotty, “Elvis just started singing
this song, jumping around and acting the fool, and then Bill
picked up his bass, and he started acting the fool, too, and I
started playing with them. Sam, I think, had the door to the
control booth open—I don't know, he was either editing some
tape, or doing something—and he stuck his head out and said,
‘What are you doing? And we said, ‘We don’t know.” ‘Well,
back up,” he said, ‘and do it again.”

Sam recognized it right away. He was amazed that the boy
even knew Arthur “Big Boy” Crudup—nothing in any of the
songs he had tried so far gave any indication that he was
drawn to this kind of music at all. But
this was the sort of music that Sam had
long ago wholeheartedly embraced, this
was the sort of music of which he said,
“This is where the soul of man never
dies.” And the way the boy performed it,
it came across with a freshness and an
exuberance, it came across with the kind
of cleareyed, unabashed originality that
Sam sought in all the music that he re-
corded—it was “different.”

They worked on it. They worked
hard on it, but without any of the labori-
ousness that had gone into the efforts to
cut “l Love You Because.” Sam tried to
get Scotty to cut down on the guitar
flourishes, *Simplity, simplify!” was the
watchword. “If we wanted Chet
Atkins,” said Sam good-humoredly, “we
would have brought him up from Nash-
ville and gotten him in the damn stu-
dio!” He was delighted with the rhyth-
mic propulsion Bill Black brought to the
sound. It was a slap beat and a tonal
beat at the same time. To Sam, “Bill was
one of the worst bass players in the world, technically, but,
man, could he slap that thing!” And yet that wasn't it ei-
ther—it was the chemistry. There was Scotty, and there was
Bill, and there was Elvis scared to death in the middle, “but
sounding so fresh, because it was fresh to him.”

They worked on it over and over, refining the song, but the
center never changed. It always opened with the ringing
sound of Elvig’ rhythm guitar, up till this moment almost a
handicap to be gotten over. Then there was Elvis’ vocal, loose
and free and full of confidence, holding it together. And Scotty
and Bill just fell in with an easy, swinging gait that was the
very epitome of what Sam had dreamt of but never fully imag-
ined. The first time Sam played it back for them, “We couldn’t
believe it was us,” said Bill. “It just sounded sort of raw and
ragged,” said Scotty. “We thought it was exciting, but what
was it? It was just so completely different. But it just really
flipped Sam—he felt it really had something. We just sort of
shook our heads and said, ‘Well, that’s fine, but good God,
they'll run us out of town!”™



And Elvis? Elvis flung himself into the recording process.
You only have to listen to the tape to hear the confidence
grow. By the last take, there is a different singer in the stu-
dio than the one who started out the evening—nothing had
been said, nothing had been articulated, but everything had
changed.

Sam Phillips sat in the studio after everyone had gone
home. It was not unusual for him to hang around until 2:00 or
3:00 in the morning, sometimes recording, sometimes just
thinking about what was going to become of his business and
his family in these perilous times, sometimes mulling over his
vision of the future. He knew
something was in the wind.
He knew from his experience
recording blues, and from his
fascination with black culture,
that there was something in-
trinsic to the music that could
translate, that did translate.
“It got so you could sell a half-
million copies of a rhythm and
blues record,” Sam said in
1959. “These records ap-
pealed to white youngsters.
But there was something in
many of those youngsters
that resisted buying this mu-
sic. The Southern ones, espe-
cially, felt a resistance that
even they probably didn't
quite understand. They liked
the music, but they weren't
sure whether they ought to
like it or not. So I got to
thinking how many records
you could sell if you could find
white performers who could
play and sing in this same ex-
citing, alive way.”

The next night everyone
came to the studio, but noth-
ing much happened. They
tried a number of different
songs—they even gave the
Rodgers and Hart standard
“Blue Moon" (a 1949 hit for
Billy Eckstine) a passing
try—but nothing really
clicked, and both that evening and the next were spent in
more or less getting to know one another musically. Nonethe-
less, Sam had little doubt of what had transpired in the studio
that first night. There was always the question of whether or
not it was a fluke; only time would tell. But Sam Phillips was
never one to hold back, when he believed in something he just
plunged ahead. And so, on Wednesday night, after calling an
early halt to the proceedings, he telephoned Dewey Phillips
down at the WHBAQ studio in the Hotel Chisca.

Dewey Phillips in 1954 was very nearly at the peak of his re-
nown and glory. From a 15-minute unpaid spot that he had
talked his way into while managing the record department at
W.T. Grant's, he had graduated to a 9:00-to-midnight slot six
nights a week. According to the Memphis papers he would get
as many as 3,000 letters a week and 40 to 50 telegrams a night,
a measure not just of his audience but of the fervor of that au-
dience. When, a year or two later, he asked his listeners to
blow their horns at 10:00 in the evening, the whole city, it was
said, erupted with a single sound.

WDIA DJ and R&B ginger Rufus Thomas referred to

AN

Dewey as “a man who just happened to be white,” and he
never lost his Negro audience, even after the white teenage
audience that Sam sensed out there made itself known. He
went everywhere in Memphis, paraded proudly down Beale
Street, greeted the same people who, The Conumercial Ap-
peal reported in 1950, had flocked to Grant's “just to see the
man ‘what gets hisself so messed up.”” He had several
chances to go national but passed them up—or allowed them
to pass him up—Dby remaining himself. There were two kinds
of people in Memphis, the Press-Seimitar declared in 1956,
“those who are amused and fascinated by Dewey, and those
who, when they accidentally
tune in, jump as though stung
* by a wasp and hurriedly
switch to something nice and
cultural, like Guy Lombardo.”
“He was a genius,” said Sam
Phillips, “and 1 don't call
many people geniuses.”

SHOWTIME MUSIC ARCHIVES

Dewey stopped by the re-
cording studio after his show.
It was well after midnight, but
that was as good a time as any
for Dewey. Ordinarily, when
he stopped by the studio, all he
could talk about at first was
the show. “Oh God, he loved
his show,” Sam Phillips said.
And he loved to argue with
Sam. To Sam's assistant
Marion Keisker, Sam and
Dewey were so close that she
couldn’t stand to be in the
same room with the two of
them—and it wasn't just that
she saw Dewey as a bad influ-
ence. She was also, she admit-
ted, jealous; she saw Dewey as
a threat. “Dewey loved to ar-
gue with Sam, just for the sake
of arguing,” recalled the singer
Dickey Lee. “Sam would get
so mad at Dewey, but he loved
him. Dewey always referred
to Sam as his half brother.
even though they weren't re-
lated at all.”

That particular night, though, there wasn’t any arguing.
Sam had something he wanted to play for Dewey, he said right
off, and he was uncharacteristically nervous about it. Sam
Phillips didn't like to ask a favor of anyone—and he didn't re-
ally consider that he was asking a favor now—but he was ask-
ing Dewey to listen. to consider something that had never pre-
viously existed on this earth; this wasn't just a matter of sitting
around and bullshitting and letting Dewey absorb whatever
happened to come his way. *But, you know it was a funny
thing,” said Sam. *There was an element of Dewey that was
conservative, too. When he picked a damn record, he didn't
want to be wrong. ’Cause he had that thing going, ‘How much
bullshit have you got in you, man, and when are you gonna
deliver?’ It 2o happened, by God, that people believed Dewey;,
and he delivered. ‘Cause when he went on the air, he just
blabbed it right out, 'It's gonna be a hit, it’s gunna be a hit, it's
the biggest thing vou ever heard. I'll tell you what, man, it's
gonna knock you out.” And, you know, as much as he respected
me and loved me, Dewey had some real hangups about what
could be done lncally—he wanted to make you prove it to him
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unequivocally. He was so into the finished product he didn’t
care how it came about, it was just: what did you deliver for
him to make his show great?”

Dewey opened a Falstaff and sprinkled some salt in it, then
sat back and listened intently as Sam played the tape over and
over. Dewey knew the song, of course; he had played the
| Arthur “Big Boy” Crudup version many times on his own
show. It was the sound that puzzled him. For once there was
not much conversation as the two men listened,
each wondering what exactly the other thought.
“He was reticent, and I was glad that he
was,” said Sam. “If he had said, ‘Hey, man, ¢

{ this is a hit, it’s a hit,” I would have %

| thought Dewey was just trying to make 'Il 4
me feel good. What I was thinking was, |,
where you going to go with this, it'snot " [
black, it's not white, it's not pop, it'snot ¥ [
country, and I think Dewey was the ||| wabash

same way. He was fascinated by it— '\
there was no question about that—I |\
| mean, he loved the damn record, but it !
| was a question of where do we go from ¥,
{ here?”

They stayed up listening and talking in

Then, much to Sam’s srprise, the phone rang early the
’ next morning, and it was Dewey. “I didn’t sleep well last night,
| man,” Dewey announced. Sam said, “Man, yvou should have slept
| pretty good, with all that Jack Daniel’s and beer in you.” No,
‘ Dewey said, he hadn’t been able to sleep, because he kept think-
ing about that record, he wanted it for his show that night. In
‘ fact, he wanted two copies, and he said, “We ain't letting any-
I body know.” His reticence, Sam =aid, was over on that day.
‘ Sam cut the acetates that afternoon and brought them down
\ to the station. He called Elvis after work to tell him that
| Dewey would most likely be playing the record that night.

Elvis Presley, Bill Black and Scotty Moore with Sam Phillips. Phillips kept telling them to “simplify, simplify.”

“THAT'S ALL RIGHT”

{Astver Crudup) /]

Elvis’ response was not un-
characteristic. “He fixed the
radio and told us to leave it on
that station,” said Elvis’
mother Gladys, “and then he
went to the movies. I guess he
was just too nervous to listen.”
“I thought people would laugh
at me,” Elvis said later. “Some
did, and some are still laugh-
ing, I guess.”

Vernon and Gladys, his par-
ents, did listen. They sat glued
to the radio with Vernon's
mother, Minnie, and the rest of
the relatives listening in their
nearby homes, until at last,
Dewey announced that he had
a new record, it wasn't even a
record, actually, it was a dub of
a new record that Sam was
going to be putting out next
week, and it was going to be a
hit, dee-gaw, ain't that right,
Myrtle, and he slapped the two
acetates on the turntables.

The response was instanta-
neous. Forty-seven phone calls,
it was said, came in right away,
along with 14 telegrams—or
was it 114 phone calls and 47
telegrams?—he played the record seven times in a row, 11
times, seven times over the course of the rest of the program. In
retrospect it doesn't really matter; it seemed as if all of Memphis
was listening as Dewey kept up his nonstop patter, egging his
radio audience on, encouraging them to join him in the discov-
ery of a new voice, proclaiming to the world that Daddy-O-
Dewey played the hits.

For Gladys the biggest shock was “hearing them say his
name over the radio just before they put on that
T record. That shook me so it stayed with me right

" \ through the whole song—Elvis Presley—

just my son's name. I couldn’t rightly hear
the record the first time round.” She
didn’t have time to think about it for
long anyway, because almost immedi-
ately the phone rang. It was Dewey for
Elvis. When she told him Elvis was at
the movies, he said, “Mrs. Presley, you
just get that cotton-picking son of
yours down here to the station. I
played that record of his, and them
birdbrain phones haven't stopped ring-
ing since.” Gladys went down one aisle of
the Suzore No. 2, and Vernon went down

i

the other—or at least so the story goes—and

N Y
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comparatively muted tones until 2:00 or 3:00 in ‘
the morning, when both men finally went home. within minutes Elvis was at the station.

“I was seared to death,” Elvis said. “I was shaking all
over, I just couldn’t believe it, but Dewey kept telling me to
cool it, this was really happening.” (]

This article was adapted with pernission from LAsT TRAIN TO
MewypHIs: THE RiISE oF ELvis PRESLEY, winner of RoLLiNG SToNE
MAGAZINE's 1994 Music Book of the Year award, by Peter
Guralnick. Published by Little Brown. Copyright © 199} Peter
Guralvick. If yow would like « copy of the book, send yonr check

Jor $17.95 to: CouxTtRY MUSIC MAGAZINE, Book Department,

329 Riverside Avenne, Suite 1, Westpoit, Connecticut 06880.
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Actual size is 9 inches high, seated.
Complele with Ronald McDonald® doll.

The First Porcelain Doll from
McMemories™, The Official McDonald’s Collector’s Club™

You Deserve a Break Today!™

-

What a hectic day it's been! Mom hasn't ¢ven
had time for a game of peck-a-boo. But her
chubby-cheeked baby boy is happy to play
quictly as she goes about her chores. After
all, he has Ronald McDonald—his very best
friecnd—to kecp him company. He gives
Ronald® a big squecze, knowing that soon
Mom will scoop him up in her arms for a hug
and a kiss. He deserves it!

"You Descerve a Break Today" is a hand-
crafted, handpainted porcelain dolt designed
by Dianna Effner, one of America's foremost
doll artists. As the first ever, officially autho-
rized porcelain doll from McMemories, The
Official McDonald's Collector's Club, this
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