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SHOCK

elcome

t0 1973

HISISAyearin which everyone seems to be saying goodbye.

At the start of the year, Leonard Cohen comes to London to

saythat heis deeply troubled by the music business, and that

he’s planning a dignified exit. Later in the year, Neil Young

says much thesame. Brian Eno leaves Roxy, as Ronnie Lane

does the Faces. David Bowie, meanwhile, apparently quits
music altogether.

Those that remain, however, reap some rich rewards. Bands like Led
Zeppelin, The Who or our cover stars Pink Floyd have now all escaped their
niches in the previous decade, to flourish in a new context. Zeppelin play to
more people than ever before, duly making an enormous amount of money.
Floyd do likewise, but are troubled by their conscience and by their past.

For Floyd, the absence of Syd Barrett (and the mental unrest that contributed
toit) isarticulated in one of the most successfulrecords of all time. Perhapsin
homage to a man who was not there, the band fail to appear at the launch for
The Dark Side Of The Moon.

1973 also brings dramatic new arrivals. The Wailers and their frontman Bob
Marley have suffered hardships in the Jamaican music business, but now
finally find a patron who will treat them fairly. In New York, the singer Bruce
Springsteenis signed by John Hammond - the man who took a chance on Bob
Dylan. Atabizarre engagement in New York, Springsteen and The Wailers play
ashow together.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine that follows each
strange turn of the rock revolution. Diligent, passionate and increasingly
stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle them then. This
publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader decades
later, one yearatatime.

In the pages of this ninth issue, dedicated to 1973, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, compiled into long and illuminating reads.
Missed anissue? Youcan find outhowto rectify thaton page 144.

What will still surprise the modern reader is the access to, and the sheer
volume of, material supplied by the artists who are now the giants of popular
culture. Now, a combination of wealth, fear and lifestyle would conspire to
keep reportersata rathergreater length fromthelives of musicians.

At this stage, though, representatives from New Musical Express and Melody
Maker are where it matters. Several miles above Mexico with Bob Dylan. In
hospital with Robert Wyatt. Watching as Captain Beefheart meets George Best
atdinner.

Join them there. We'll get your table ready.
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6 IntroducingtheEagles.
WillThe Beatles reform?Thin
Lizzycrashin, Sladeleavethe
country. RIPPigpen from the
Grateful Dead.

12 “Let’squit together...'

Intown toreceive an award
Leonardinstead decidesto
reveal hisdissatisfaction with
themusicindustry.

16An interviewwith theartist

asshereleases Approximately
infinite Universe. Mention of
The Beatlesensues.

20 Anabstractchatround the

legend’s New York house. “I get
$15if1 sweep your porch. If play
trumpeton your porch, that’s
somethingelse. ..
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26

Pink Floyd debut Tlie Dark Side
Of The Moon at London’s
Planetarium.The pressattend.
Thebanddonot.

28

Onsetforandintheairabove Sam
Peckinpah's Pat Garrett And Billy
TheKid. How'sMax Jones doing,
wonders Dylan?

36 The Captainreleaseshis

excellent (“sold out”?) album Clear
Spot. And meets George Best!

40 BobMarleyand hisband

recordingin the West Indies,
andinLondon, wherethey meet
Mick Jagger. Do theyhaveany
pullwith the Jamaican police,
wonders Mick.

DavidBowie
-pages 68,
100and142

46

Aslowdayonthe
Australian tour
affords Mick Jagger
theopportunityto
chataboutthe

British sceneand
theband's troubled
Jamaicanrecordings.

a0

The Londonband
surviveastatusas
two-hitwonders to
winanew fanbase.
Boogie maniaensuies.

55 Therealness

orotherwise of David
Bowie. Farewell to
the Cavern. Aneasy-
listeningBeefheart... and
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Dylan?

more from the mailbag.

56 Ronnie Laneleaves

theFaces! Introducing
Richard Branson’s new
Virginlabel. Asearching
chatwithformerByrd

and Burrito, Gram Parsons.

64lnlhethickofthe new

album,andinParisonthe
decadent trail with Ferry, Eno
and band.

68 Twoviewson Bowie'snew

one, Aladdin Sane.1ave Led Zep
lostiton Houses Of The Holy?

70

Theband playtheirbiggest ever
show, and continue their pitiless
American campaign. Amid the
carnage, Pageand Plantsitdown
tochat, whilejohnBonham
celebrateshis birthday.

78

“The new Dylan"?Bruce
Springsteenis working out what
heis,butheknowsheisn’tthat.
Alive show with Bob Marley
showssome promise.

Geordie
bring
it all
back
home

NEWCASTLE

82

Twoformer membersof the Soft
Machinegiveanaudience. Robert
Wyatt ponders the futurein Stoke
Mandeville hospital, while Kevin
Ayersis bananasin MaidaVale.

86 David Gilmourunburdens

himselfon Pink Floyd’s major
new work, T/ie Dark Side Of The
Moon. “Just because our music
isabout neuroses doesn’t mean
we'reneurotics”.

94The Slade phenomenon

can'tbederailed-evenbya
near-fatalcaraccident. From
Scotlandtothelsleof Man, the
band returntriumphant.

96The Kinks, Bowie, Eno..

Everyone quits! The Keith Moon
RadioShow. And introducing...
Steely Dan.
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Onthetrainwiththemanofthe rock band from their Hecan’teat, but he'sfull of big
moment, who hasthestate ofthe eccentric purpose. ideas. The “non-musician”reveals
world muchonhismind. Live, he Now including:jazz, hissurprising “retro” position.
retires Ziggy Stardust. benefitconcerts.
106 11 6 124 1 36 Pete Townshend
What’syours? Anantidote unveils Quadrophenia.
TheCelticbard brings his 1o big-volumerockconcerts. Theintransigent star makes
American musicians to Europe. Introducing DrFeelgood,Aceand | astandagainstbigconcerts 1 42
Mindsareblownbytheman'’s Kilburn&TheHigh Roads. and takesthingsbacktobasics. Bowie takesoverthe
music, but the best stuff, says Van, Marqueeto filmaUSTVshowand
ismadein private. 122 128 unveilanother newdirection.
112 Track by track with Mick Jaggeras Slade writeaChrisimassong. 1 4 5
theRollingStonesfinallycomplete | Bowie’sold managerrevealsthe 10ccapologise, and other
DeathcannotswervetheSouthern = Goats Head Soup. truth. Ronnie Lane goessolo. gemsfromthemailbag.
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"o0ngs are so important”

MM MAR 3

T'SARARErip. You hear aband and rurn on to their music straight off.
Warm and refreshingor hard-driving, straight-down-the-linerock’'n’roll.
The music’sbitinghard and filtersinto the bloodstream.

Firsttimel heard the Eaglesitwaslikethat. I popped theiralbumonthe
turntable, listened toa couple ofbarsand wastotallyimmersedin the songs.
Anditwasthesongsthat caught me before theirown unique, relaxed country-
rockstyle broughtanew awareness. The songs on thedebutalbumare so
strong, eachone played and recorded with afeelingofloveand care.

IntheStates, the Eagles are home and dry, theiralbum’sbeen aconstant
sellersinceit wasreleased around themiddleoflastyearand in thesingles
marketit'shad good mileage. Two Top 10singlesand another, “Peaceful Easy
Feeling” justworkingits wayinto the Top 20.

Yet here theydon’tmeanalight. Thenamegotaroundtoafew people, the
buzz went through the music business when theirfirstalbumwas released,
but therewaslittleaction.

Butby thetime they’ve played two concerts here next month at the Royal
Festival Hall, London, and the Hard Rock in Manchester, there'll be enough of
abuzzfor theirnametostick.

Atthemoment they'rein Britain, livingin aseriesof serviceflatsjust offthe
KingsRoad whiletheyrecord theirsecond album atIsland Studios.

TheEaglesare LA people;it was thecatalyst that drew them together.
Musically, theyended up there after their own areas had run out of
experiences; it'sadragnet thatallowed some of the finest Anerican
musicianstoget together and bounce offoneanother.

New York gave out drivingrock'n’roll and its current bizarre side effects,
whilein thesunshine, LA tookaway the tensionsand gave usrelaxed
country-flavoured rock.

Linda Ronstadtbrought the Eaglestogether. All theband had worked
backingherat one timeoranother.

Drummer/vocalist Don Henley - whowent to Californiafrom Texas with
hisband Shiloh, which included Al Perkins, now with Manassas-and
vocalist/slideguitarist Glenn Frey worked with Lindatwo years ago. They
talked about putting a band together and met bass player Randy Meisner,
whowasin theoriginal Pocowhenhe filled in for Linda’s bass player, who
couldn’tmakeagigin San Francisco. »

)CK 1973




March10,1973: the
Eaglesappearon
Dutch TV concert
Popgalain Yoorburg,
Netherlands-(l-r)
RandyMeisner,Don
Henley,GlennFrey
andBernie Leadon
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DonandGlennstayed with Lindaawhile,
dreamingofgettingaband together. Randy
splitPocoandjoined up with Rick Nelson'’s
Stone Canyon Band, agigthat madehim
quit musicforeight monthsuntil the Eagles
camealong.

Circumstancethrew thethree ofthem
together, theydecided onformingagroup,
andatjust therighttime Bernie Leadon split
fromThe Flying Burrito Brothers.

“Weallknew each other simply because
we'dallbeen playinginthe LA musicscene,”
said Glenn Frey. “There must be a pool of
about50 musiciansin LA thatgravitate
between the pure bluegrass musicand
country poprock. There’sallkindsof people
inLAthat playmusicand wegottoknowone
another’s musicthroughthatscene.

“Allof ushad played with Linda as part of
herband atonetimeoranother. Bernie had
played withher three-and-a-halfyearsago
before he joined the Burrito Brothers. Don
and I wereplayingwith her when wegot
togetherwith Randy, and when we heard
BerniewasleavingtheBurritos we called him
upandasked himto have aplaywithus.”

Randy: “lt wasreal nicethe waytheband
cametogether. ltwaslike thingsjust had
to happen.

Glenn: "Puttingaband togetherisreal
easy, because we wereall doingother gigs
and meetingpeople. But findingaband with
alltheright people who have the ability to
shineisanother matter. Arealbandisalways
growing togetherand gettingeach other to
playbetter.”

TheEagles have somethingreally positive
intheirsongsandintheirsound, whichis
tight four-voiceharmonies and constructive
arrangements. Also, with foursingers there
are fourlead voices, which add awhole new
edgetotheir music. Butitisthesong
consciousness, as Glenn putsit, thatisso
important with theband. That's whyfrom
thefirstalbum theywereabletoget three
hitsingles out of 10songs.

“ltwasn’taplanned move that we would
record analbum fullof singles. But we did set
outto put 10good songsoneveryalbum
instead of havingfillers, where onesongisthe
singlebecauseit’sso obviouslyabettersong
thananyotheronthealbum.

“Surelyyou getsong conscious,” added
Glenn.“InLA, youcannot help butbe
influenced and affectedonsomelevel by the
peopleyou meet, like Jackson Browne. The
peoplein The Byrdsand Buffalo Springfield
aboveallelseweregood songwriters.

“Songs aresoimportant.It'slikeloud
rock’n’rollhasbeen doneatits best; anything
elseisapoorrelation. It'slikelongguitar
soloswhen | hear them are a poor excuse
comparedto thethings thathavegonedown
before from Clapton and Hendrix.

“But then
it'slike,are
peopletrying
to getbetter at
writingsongs,
oraretheyjust
coppingatrip?
Allmusicians
tendto

Tequila sunrise

confinewhat they
seegoingontotheir
ownmusicstyle. The
ultimatein theatre
for mewaswatching
Neil Youngwalkon
stageat Carnegie
Hallinworkboots
anddenimsandthe
audience justcoming
toacomplete hush.
Neilcan make that
magicwork every
night. Tome that’s
the get off; that’s
notjustgetting
realcrazy.”

Don: “Don’t think
we’reopposed to
theatrics, butwhen
youcan't playand
havetorelyon weird
clothes, makeupand
stuffthenthat’snot
valid tome. Ifyou're
agood musician,
wearwhatyoulike,
butitseemsatthe
moment there'san
awfullotofbands
whoneedallthe
freakinesstogetby.

“Itseemsthat for
bandslikeAlice
Cooperand The
Sweet the musicis
secondarytothe
theatre trip. Theytry
tobash everybody
with the body first.
Forusthe musiccomesfirst.”

“Alice candowhathelikes,” says Randy “but
don'thesteponbabychickens?Isthat
rock’n’roll?”

Don: “No, man, that’sburlesque.

ltsoundstikesourgrapes. Infact that
couldn’tbefurtherfromrhetruth. There’sno
maliceastheytalkabout otherbands. They
can'tfigureit, but then maybe the other
bandscan’tfigure them.

Thenewalbum,unlikethefirst,hasa
conceptrunningthroughit. Thethread that
tiesthe songs together beingan outlaw gang
in the Old West - the Doolin-Dalton Gang
whocleanedup around Kansasinthe 1890s.
ltdraws parallelsbetween outlawsand
rock’n’rollers. Both basically are thesameis
theconclusion. Both living outside the laws of
normality. Thebasicstoryisthat ofan
outlaw’slifetold inflashbacks. His discovery
ofagun (orguitar) inashopwindow,
becomingaman, gettingdrunk for thefirst
time, fightingoveranunfaithful woman,
makingeasymoneyandthefinal
bigjob (oralbum), before thefinal
burning. Nothingleft.

ButtheEagleshavealotlefttodo
before the final job. Lookingmuch
likeanoutlaw himselfand prime
foramoviepart,Glenn Freysays
they’llbe workingalotyet. “While
the going's easy,” hesays, “you can'’t
stop. Mark Plummer

Slade:takingtheir
noizeacrossthe
Channeland the
Atlanticin1973

The group
play stadiums

Slade take their
unique spelling worldwide.

LADE, WHO CRASHED to thetop of the
SMM singles chart today with“Cum On

Feel The Noize” in the second week of its
release, are set for tours of Europe, America
and Australiain the coming months. The
group play stadiumsin 18 European cities
startingon March 23, before leaving for their
second American touron April 20.“CumOn
Feel The Noize” had sold 300,000 copies by
Monday-ata
rate of around
50,000 aday.

; ERT.
SICAL EXPRESS POLL CON
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Beatles seenin LA

MM MAR 17

UMOURS FLASHED THROUGH Los
%Angeles this week that three of The Beatles

have again teamed up for recording
purpaoses. John Lennon, Ringo Starrand
George Harrisonare allin Los Angeles with
Klaus Voorman, the bassist rumoured to
replace Paul McCartney after his departure
from the group. Rumours that the four were
trying to get together were circulatingin
New York six months ago, though no visible
move has been made until now.

A love of
the blues

MM MAR 17

ON*“PIGPEN"McKERNAN, organist
Rand vocalist with the Grateful Dead,
diedlast week at his San Francisco
home. He was 27. ’
Pigpen had been hospitalised for the last ol
sixmonths, but was allowed home afew days ' ) N ' sheadofhis
ago. Cause of death wasreported tobe | LV 4 fielevissdoogeert
cirrhosis of the liver,but thishas not yetbeen

'\
confirmed. Pigpen - nicknamed after the 1] s g - "
character inthe Peanuts strip -inherited e Stum In OC WaS InanCIa
alove of the blues piano asa child.

Later he became friendly with Jerry Garcia,

thenasoloartist,andmade his first public NME JAN 20

appearance at a San Francisco folk club

singing blues and playing harmonicabacked LVIS PRESLEY'S CONCERT at Honalulu foraworthy cause. However, the concert

by Garciaon guitar.He was afounder member Elnternational Centre this week, which isstillavailableon tape should either BBC

of The Warlocks, the San Franciscanband was made available for screeningin this or ITVhavesecond thoughts,andlamsure

whichbecame the Grateful Deadin1966. country within 24 hours of the actual thatconsiderable pressurewillbe applied
His organ-playing was anintegral part of performance, wasrejected by both BBC and tothem.

the Dead’s sound.Recently he hadbeen 1TV. Asrevealed in the NME last September, Oneconsolationis thattheconcertwas

unable to play such animportant partin the Monday's concert was being televised live recorded for rushreleaseasalive double

band’s live concerts, missing several gigs by satellite to Japan and album. Itishoped that

through bad health. other Far East territories. “The co“cert is thesetcanbeissued

Becauseofthetime simultaneously

differential, it was available on tape if throughoutthe world next
J

recorded for later month. Titled Aloha From

z‘:'.'(:'ng,”:(',',gm transmission in the BBG or |TV have Hawaii, the double LP

GETTY (3)

Americaand Europe ’ willincludeatleast eight

-and theoriginal secnnd thﬂughts songs never previously

planwastoscreen it performed by Presley.

inBritainand on the

Continent, via the Eurovision '

link, on Tuesday. But this

project fell through as the E LVI

resultof Britain's TV bosses =

givingit the thumbs down. . . eAloha from Hanan
AnRCAspokesman toldthe ; N

NME: “Werl’mderstand thatthe waéATEHQIT

stumblingblock wasstrictly

financial. Of course, Presley

showsalways costa lotof

money-butinthiscaseall -

proceedsare goingtocancer

charities, soitwould havebeen

1
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“Someyoungkidsareinto
somethingotherthanThe
Osmonds™: ThinLizzyin
1973-(l-r)BrianDowney,
EricBellandPhilLynott

“I'mvery big in Dublin”

NME MAR 10

HINLIZZY WOULD like it known that
Twhile they'redelighted with their hit

single “Whisky In The Jar”,it shouldn't
be confused withthe 100 per cent rock proof
spiritthey present onstage - which is all of their
owndistilling apart from a version of Hendrix's
classic “6 To 9", Hendrix seems a key name in
Lizzy's style and presentation, andif you are
going toset yourself some kind of standard
thenthe Experienceisnot abadcriterion.

Phil Lynott, their lanky bass-vocalist, not

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1973

onlylooks like the great man's kid brother but
also sounds similar. Almost the first question
the band asked me as we satin asmallitalian
restaurantin Londonlast week was had |
listened to the B-side of the “Whisky" single,
“Black Boys On The Corner”, which was all
their own work butinaHendrix vein.

“We don'twant people to get the
impressionthat we are afolk-rock band
who do nothing but update old Irish drinking
songs,” said Lynottinabroad Irishaccent.

bim
2’

“Theflip-sideis really much more reflective of
what we play on stage. We do all our own
material apart from one number, and it's all
hard, driving rock.

“Atonetime | made an effort not to sound
like Hendrix,” said Lynott over a plate of two
eggsandbacon, “butitjusthappens. I've got
that kind of husky inflexion, so | thought what
the hell - people seemtolikeit. | wasn’t
consciously imitating him, although I've always
thought his stage act was the perfectbalance
of showmanship and music.”

Lynottis asIrish asthe shamrock. Like Brian
Downey, he was bornin Southern Ireland.
Guitarist Eric Bell comes from Belfast, and
idolises Jeff Beck. Bellwas considerably
hungover froma party the previous night, but
managed to recount the story of the single.
“We were rehearsingin the Duke Of York pub




inKings Cross
[London] and
Phil picked up
the Telecaster
andjust
begansinging
‘Whisky' to his own accompaniment, and |
found that little riff which announces the
songandrunsthrough it now onthe disc.

“Our manager Ted Carroll heard us
foolingaround onit and started enthusing
abouthow goodit sounded.So we putit
together alittle more solidly and released
itasasingle last November, prior to our
tour with Slade.”

The single had been out for almost four
months before itbegan to moveinto the
charts, and Lizzy see that largely asaresult
of their exposure on the Slade tour,
coupled with the enthusiastic support
they've had from DJslike Kid Jensen and
John Peel.

“Kid Jensen virtually made this band,”
said Lynott. “He’s supported us right from
our first Deccaalbum, and the Slade tour
finally broke us here. We learned quite alot
from Slade about stage presentation - we
were a bit cool and laid-back until we saw
how uninhibited they were - really natural
blokes, both on stage and off.”

Phil got a bit fed up with Dave Hill nicking
hisbirds, but...“l told him he couldn’tdoiit
to meinDublin.|'m very bigin Dublin.”

Infact, prior to their Irish exodus Lizzy
reached the top of the Irish pops shortly
after their formationtwo yearsago - when
Downey lefta group called Sugar Shack
and Lynott another called Skid Row tojoin
forcesatthe Count Down Club, where they
made their initialimpact. Bellhad been
playing with atop showband for several
years, but good money would prove no
substitute for having to play the same old
commercial pop.

“The only problem with having a hit
recordis that you getthe impressionyour
audience now expect something of you
they didnotbefore,” said Lynott.“You're
expected to prove yourself, but that's OK
because we'dbuilt ourselvesinto agood
working band by word-of-mouth reputation
previously,so we've got something to back
up our hit with.

“Ireally think there's athird generation
among young fans now whoare not just
content tobe fed weeny-bop material.
Ithink Alice Cooperis a positive sign
that some youngkids are into something
other than The Osmonds,and
we like to think that ourselves,
Slade and groupslike Brinsley
and Patto offer the alternative.

“Essentially we play hard
rock, but now we're giving
much more attention to
‘melody’because it seems to be
the one factor that’s
indestructible. The songs that
lastand areremembered are
the ones with astrong melody
line -and there'snoreason why
you can'tretainintricacy or
beat.” Keith Altham

“Lennon’s
become a real
nspiration

NME MAR 3

Gong

About thefirstalbum made byoneofour
“family” tohavebeen created in sympathetic
circumstances, and it shows. Appropriately
enough, ifour “family” hasafatherit's Daevid
Allen. Sohedeserves the opportunity.

Miroslav Vitous

Vitousapparently gave up the opportunity
toswimin the Olympics [for Czechoslovakia]
inorderto concentrate on music. Whata

disappointment for his school. How ungrateful

to hisparents. Nowonder patriotismis
decayingallaround uswhensuch peopleare
allowed toindulgetheirsinful practices.

The Beatles

Mysnobbishandelitist tendenciesusually
prevent me from sharing heroes with theloud
majority, but Lennon reached me with histwo
books, and someofhis musicisso
breathtakinglyimaginative thathe has
becomeareal inspiration for me.

Bee Gees
About my favourite pop group.

John Coltrane

Ifirstheard thisin Collets’ record department,
whichwasabouttheonlyplaceaninnocent
provinciallad visiting London could hear new
uncommercialrecords without the shop staff
gettinghostile. Thank you, Ray Smith!

Candid label
Notaspecificrecord, butalabel: Candid.
They made several equallyamazing
records, givingunprecedented freedom to
the musicianson thedate. Cecil Taylor's
“This Nearly Was Mine” and Mingus’
“Fables Of Faubus” areoutstandingin my
memory. Even Don Ellis was abletomake
agoodrecord on Candid!

KOBSBONIGNS

Mingus Presents

My copyison Vocalion LAE12031. Max Roach,
Charles Mingus, Bud Powell, Dizzy Gillespie,
Charlie Parker at the Massey Hallin Canada,
in 1953. My bebop bible.

Duke Ellington

My mid-"50s nostalgiaorchestra,and about the
last particularrecord my fatherand I agreed
on. (When peoplegeneralise about jazz being
animproviser’sart, theyshouldn’t neglect that
enormousamountofbeautiful writingand
arrangingfor which somejazz musicians have
beenresponsible).

Sonny Rollins Quartet

With Billy Higginsand Don Cherry. Everybody
takesludicrousrisks and theyall come offas
agreatadvertisementforanarchy,andjustthe
thingifyou'reinaninhibited mood.

Larry Coryell
[thinksomeoneisjustasinfluenced by things
thatdon’'twork as by those thatdo,and this
choicefallsinto the category ofan Awful
Warning. It'saself-conscious attempt todo
somethingthatdoesn'tsuithim, something
thathe’sbeen on the fringe of for several years,
withoutreally understanding whatitinvolves.
Isawhimjammingwith Alvin Leein New York
anditwasonlytooclearwhatwasgoingon. It's
thekindofrecord that'ssoterribleit can’tfail to
encourage you to dosomethingbetter.

THIS
WEEK:

- ROBERT
WYATT
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LEONARD COHEN

-— FEBRUARY 24 —

“Let’ssingasong, boys... This one has grown old and bitter”-fragment from
Songs Of Love And Hate

HERE WAS THIS room. Two storeys up from wet Holborn.
Itwas adamp room, and on the floor of it - covered in paper
and anold cardboard coffee cup-was a gold record.

Itborethelegend “Songs Of Leonard Colen-250,000 UK
Sales”. Gold discs look cheap when youlook at themclosely.
Butthisonedidn’t.

“He’scoming at 4pm-er, I'll put you in aroom”, said somebody. “Do you
drink? What do you want? Willscotch do? 1 think there’s somein the other
room”,said the somebody. Theroom was depressing.

CBSismotion...crank...ring... phone... bla...crank.

“He'sin reception. For God'ssakeget somebodydown there!He'sin
reception, and he'stalking to thereceptionist. Get somebody down there,
andgethimup here. He’sinreception... Would you believe that. He’sstanding
inreception!”

CBS people functioned. Somebody was sent downtogethim-buthe'd
already come up-handsinpockets, smilingin a whimsical way. | think
hewas wearingcarpet slippers. Helooked smaller than hedid thelast time
Isaw him. »
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Butitwasunmistakably Cohen. Aday'sgrowth layblack across his
olive-skinned chin and cheeks. Hestood, and looked somehow pointless.
Stood, surrounded by people who were fussing. Hewanted no fuss. lHe
didn'ttalk to them, but meekly followed the mass of instructions he was
beinggiven. “Come thisway,we’lldo thisnow... Canyoucome here?...
I'mso-and-so, MrCohen.”

Toallintentsand purposes he looked like some half-tramp who'd been
broughtinfrom thecold, and wasabout to receive the sort of treatment
old trampsaregiven every now and then. You know, they'regiven ameal,
champagne, and putin the best hotel -and theyappear as chattystories
inthe Mirror-or thelike.

Stillsmilingthisstrange but warmsmile, he half-followed the “scene”.
Stillwithhandsin pockets. Then alook spread
over hisface-Ithinklwastheonlyonetocatch
it.Itwasalook of “Whatam I doinghere? don’t
wanttobehere.” It vanished quickly.

They-CBS-fussed,and continued to fuss,
and after fiveminutesthe twoofus had been
usheredlikechildren into thisevensmaller
room. Itcontained alarge desk, behind which
wasalargedudeychair. Infrontof the desk
was anarrow wooden chair, slightly lower
thantheother.

Cohen-nowalittle more relaxed, took the
smallchair,slumped, andsatinahuddle. It
canonlybedescribed asahuddle, forhestill
refused totake hishandsout ofhis pockets.
Iloungedinto thebigboss' chair.

Weexchanged pleasantries. It was nice to see each otheragain. [t was.

“Ifeel likeaboss man in thischair. Have you comeforthe job?” - I spoke.

“Actually, that'snotsuch ajest,” said Leonard, laughingalittle. “Icould
dowithajob.” Hlishandscame out of his pockets. One hand dropped
apackof Turkish cigarettes on the table-the other hand took a Turkish
cigarette, and then both handslitit, and delivered it to the mouth.

Anunusual conversation followed. [t wentalittlesomethinglike this.

You'vebeenin England forawhile now. What have you been doing?

Hebegan tocroak. His voice was verycroaky, and slow, and drawn out.
Hiswords were punctuated with sighs.

“Yeah, I'vebeen hereforawhile, offand on. Youseeit'saltbeentodo
with thisfilm theymade of me onthe European tour last year. It wasa
caseof mewantingtocutoutofeverythingindefinitely-but toleave
afilmof meforwhat you might call promotional purposes.

“Soafilmcrew followed mearound 23 cities, and spentan enormous
amount of money. [t was mymoney. | was payingfor thefilm. Well, the
filmwasshot, and when all the concerts werefinished | was happy.
Iwanted to getout of thescene, and just forgetit.

“But, acouple of monthslater wegeracallsayingthat thefilm's
ready. SoweflytoLondon,and seethefilmand, well,it'stotally
unacceptable-so, like, thatwas $125,000 onsomething thatwas
totally unacceptable. That’salot of money,and 1 don'treatlyhaveall
thatmuch money.

“Yetlwasinafinancial crisis, andsomethinghad tobe donewithit.
Ithinktherestillmightbeafilmofsorts. It wassomethingldidn’twant
togo through -1just wanted thefilm done, and then getout of the scene.”

Yousay ‘getoutof thescene’. What do you mean?

“Well, I'mleaving.I'mleaving now.”

Arethereany
specificreasons for
youleaving?

“Ohwell,1don't
wanttocutout
completely. I want
tocontinue writing
songs, butlwantto
returntoanother
rhythm;arhythmI'm
more used1o0.”

Youdon'twantany
sortof'onealbuma
year' thing, then?

“Well (laughinga
little), they never got
metodothatanyway.

“Somehow
[ haven’t
organised my
life within
rock very well”

[ don'twritethat many songs. You know, myinterestsare in otherplaces
now. Atonetimelreally thought musichad somesort of social
import-nowit's just MUSIC... wonderful.

“Youknow, tlike tolisten to music myself, but, well, | don'tfeel Iwant to
have the sameinvolvementwithit. It'sover.”

Hetalked of the rhythmhe wantedtofind... And that would be foundin
maybeamonastery.“Iwanttothinkabout thingsinamoredirectway.
Youcan'toverlook thefact that you get to astage with records when you're
purely doingitfor money-youknow youtryand keep somethinggoing.
But you'vegot to payattention to the thing. Sureyoucan leaveit all to the
hands of others - but when you see them put back an echo that's so
distorted you realise thatit's YOU whohasto payattention-all thetime.
Ifyoudon’twanttopayattention-well, then
youcutout.

“The public maynot know whetherI've cut
outornot. [don'tknow how it willappear.
There WILLbearecord everynowand then.”

What doyou feelabout these people,
Leonard?Imean, there’sanalbuminaroom
back therewhich they’regoingtopresentto
you. It's for 250,000sales.

“Right. Oh, if Ihave songs, then they’ll be
recorded. Butfirst [ have to make sure that 1 go
away, and find astyleoflife[’'m moresuited to.
Somehow I haven'torganised my lifewithin
rock very well. Somehow IT-therock life-
becameimportant; rather than the ‘thing’ that
producedthesong.”

Ifeel that feelingisatahigh inrock atthe moment. Therearealot of
people who havesuddenly found that they've lost themselves. There’s
muchdisillusionment about. Do you agree?

“Idon’teven wanttotalk aboutit. [don'twantittobethesubstanceofan
interview. Butlook, writeanything youwant. | don't like hearing myself
speak about the problem. To me, youknow, it’s the substance of an
interview, like how theysayin themonastery, ‘Mayall beings accomplish
whatever tasks theyare engaged upon.

“Well, I wisheverybodywellon'therock scene’,and may their music be
great. May there be some good songwriters—and there will. But Idon't
wannabeinit. Ihavesongsintheairbutldon'tknowhow to put them
down.Anyway, I'mgoing.”

Haveyoubeenwritingmuch recently?

“I'vefound myself not writingatall. [ don’tknow whether  want to
write. lt'sreached thatstate. | haveabook of poems out,and I'm pleased
with them. But [ don'tfind myselfleadingalife that hasmany good
momentsinit.

“SoI'vedecided toscrew it. And go. Maybe theother life won’t have
many good momentseither... but know thisone, and [don’twantit.

“No matter how withdrawn you feel from the scene - no matter how
protected you thinkyouare. No matter howlittleyou think you'rereally
involved withit... Youfindyourselfdrawnintoit.

“Youfind yourself worryinglike, ‘I should have anothersong. I should
write this.Ishould do better. I should appear morein public. I should be
greater.Idoenvythatsong, [ doenvythisone. Well... forgetit.

“ljust feel tike [ wantto shut up. Justshutup.”

Itwasn’taninterview. We were just talking. The next topicwas Derby
CountyvsTottenham Hotspur. Thatmay sound abizarrething o talk
about. Weshared each other’s feelings for thestate of the music business.
Goddamnit, I nearly gaveit allin right thereand then-but thought, ‘No,
people haveto read what thismanissaying.’

“Makethisyourlastinterview,” said Leonard. “Andlet’sboth quit
together.” We'll see.

Dylandisappearedsuccessfully-and came back. Whatdo you feel
aboutthat?

“Yeah, hedid, and ladmirehim. I've heard storiesabouthim,and I've
heard his music, but [don'tknowhim personally. Yeah, hedid get out of
the public'seye. But you see | have a different problem -1I've never been in
thepublic’seye. Butevenso,!justwannatakeoff. Idon'twant to hear
about thisbusiness. [wantto get hack toworking.”

Areyougoingtovanish forever-doyoureally feel it's goingto be
apermanent thing?

“I'venoidea. It'snotlike 'm announcing myretirement. No, not at all.
IU'satotally psychicthing, onaveryprivate level. It may turnout that the
public won't realise anydifference. [tmay turnout that the recordsstill



keep coming, and thebooks keep coming.
Butlwon'tbe there, | won't be part ofit. Can
youseewhatImean?” Yes.

“It’sreallyironic,” hecontinued, “that
there’sthatgoldrecord out there, because
it'scomeat thevery end ofthings. I finished
work yesterday; I'm going back to the States
tomorrow. That’sthat. It’sover.I'moff. have
nothingtodo, noconcerts,nocommitments.”

You've obviously made enough to exist off
the moneyyou have, then.

“Well, this film’s been a blow financially,
but I don'thaveagreat deal of bread. Well,
Idon'treallyknow.” He stopped and, smiling,
said: "My lawyer tells me I have money. But
Ineverseeit.”

Ithink Iwanttogoawaytoo, I said. Butl
knowdamned welll haven’t gotany money.

“Butdoit,” hesaid. “Thisisthetime. This
isthetimetoretiretoanotherlife. Thisis
atime toretreat. It'satime when inferior
men arecomingforward, and thesceneis
beingtaken overby menwhoarerather
shoddy. Thisis a purely personalfeeling, from
personal experiences. Theymaywantto
make meabigger star-but lhaveotherplans.”

Isittotallyego?

“Ithinkit’'samatter of pride. Yes pride,and
manliness,and dignity. It'sasubtlething.
Imean, we're not doinganythingdifferent
than when wesatdownand talked ayearago.
Butinthelast 12 months we've beenfeeling
things, alotofus have been feeling things.
Alot of us have seen what’sbeen happening
tothisscene.

“Ifeelhappy now. Happythat've made my
decision. Now I have no problems.”

Theroom now seemed to be asealed
chamber-asort of timeless zone. Cohen
emitsacharisma of tranquility, of
calmness, and a very beautiful

warmth. Wesmiled,and smoked LeonardCohenin’73:

cigarettes;and talked about New York :ondto;nplatinghis:wn
: : indofretirement from

City,and drugs, and other things. _ ascene thatis “being

Itoldhim:“l played Songs OfLOUe takenoverby menwho
And Hateall over Christmas. It meant arerathgrshoddy-
something. Therewasacertain
sacrednessaboutit. Myselfand mylady
couldn’tstop playingit.”

“Ifeelitinmy hands when I pick up theguitar. I feel that 'm nolonger
learning, and thatmylifeis notright forit. Ibegan to feel | was doing some

“Thank you,” hesaid. “l don’'twant tostop that; ofthe songsadisservice. So thave to getintosomethingelse.”
Idon'twanttostop thatsacred thinglknow L have with some people. Hisvoice had now dropped to alow, croaking whisper. Hislips hardly
Gee, I wish you could hear some new tapes that are ready.” moved, but his eyes were fixed clearly and firmly on mine whenever he

Youmean you'vedone anotheralbum? spoke. He litanother cigarette, and smoked itina verysoft way.

“Well, I taped somestuff off the tour-which ‘they’ wanted metodo,and Ifyou could-how they say- “doitall agin”, would you “doit all agin”?
which I wanted to do, because the treatment of some of the songs was “What I wanted to do was to makeonerecord, and haveitreachalotof
verydifferent. It really does show theband.” people. Ihad afeeling that the songs I had written were destined for

Iheard there weresome weird things going on with thetour. Something | people;1didn’thavea“private” feeling about them. lknew my work was
wentwrongin Tel Aviv, didn’tit? for people.

“Yeah, there was a riot. We were supposed tobe playingasmallhall - “Butitdidn’thappen like that. Ittook a number of years toreach people,
two 103,000 people. Well, when we got offthe plane they droveusintothis | and somehow Igotinvolved with the ‘marketplace’,and I gotinvolved
sportsarena! ltwas huge-therewere about 10,000 people there. Well, withmy progress... which Ineverwanted. Itdidn’thappen overnight, like
thatwould havebeen OK. Horrible, but OK. Iwanted it to. I thoughtitwould.”

“Anyhow, nobody was allowed to be seated on the floor-so the “But, as I say. It took time. And now it’sincredibly ironic that after five
audience wasabout aquarter ofamile away. They had huge speakers - yearsthere's thisgold disc... (a half-laugh) five years!
aboutsixfeettall. Sol asked the people tocome down, andsit closer to “It'scurious,” he added.
me,and theystarted to come, and the usher wouldn’tlet them. It wasn’t Yes, it's CURIOUS.
aseriousriot, but one or two people got it. It made me sad. “Yeah, Isuppose'ddoit again, because I suppose I wasdoing what

“Then there was Jerusalem, which was beautiful. It was sortofthe end Iwantedtodo.”
then. Itwas planned to be asort of farewell tour. | was goingaround Acompletely private conversation followed —again regardingour
playingfor the people I'd been writingfor... and then it wasall over.” disillusionment withrock, againregardingitbeingatimetoleave.

He paused, and gentlyrubbed the side of his nose, gently stroked “Maybeyoushould writethatwebothsatdown, had a private
hischin, and then held both hands out-a gesture ofan emotionabout conversation and both quit. Maybe youshould do that. Just write that.” §
toflow. Roy Hollingworth 3
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November13,1973:
Yoko Onoattends
theopeningofan
exhibitionby
illustratorand
photographerDavid
CrolandatNYC's
ArtworksGallery




YOK0 ONO

“] belong in
the next
generation

has
made an album, MELODY MAKER
Approximate'y HERE'SATOUCH of irony in the fact that among

those sympathetic to the campaign opposingthe

,nﬁ"ite U"iverse_ deportation of John and Yoko from the States is

Playboy magazine, one of the major symbols of

And it’s very gOOd! sexism, whichin its new February edition speaks

of the “heartening broad” range of support for the

“I didn’t want to be Lennons in America.

Thetwoof them will be grateful forany encouragement, butit's

that inte“ectual aslightly quirkyjuxtaposition considering Yoko's strongroleasa

feminist. But thenagain,agood pair of boobs havelonggonehandin

woman wearing d hand (sic) with the magazine’ssuitably hip liberalism.

- The Lennons haven’t been seen much ofinrecent months. Johnsits
bIaCk tu rtleneCk’ cross-legged on his huge bed with the black satin sheets, flicking the
channelson thelarge colour TV thatsitsat the foot of thebed likeawise
She says. Buddha. And Yoko does whatever she does. Most recently thishasbeen
the makingofastrikingdouble album called Approximately Infinite
Universe, which was written entirely by herand co-produced with John.
Thealbumisextraordinary for
severalreasons. Itexplodes the
myth that she’satalentlessartist
on the make, most principally.
Shehassettled foramore
conventional way of creating
music than the screamsand
sighs withwhich she’sbeen
generally, and dismissively,
associated, and theenhanced
accessibilityrevealsa gift for
poignancy and sensitivity
of moodand lyric. Itispainful,
but poetically so.
Itisalso,inmanyofitslyrics
z andinanarticleofhers printed
3 onthealbumsleeve,arather »

ETT
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sympatheticand certainlyun-rabid appealfor amore
feminised society—-asociety, however, which I'msure,
would notinclude Playboy.

Asshestatesinherarticle, which is an abridged version
originally publishedin the New York Times, heraimis for
aworld thatisnon-competitive butorganic, based onlove
(feminine), ratherthanreasoning (masculine).

Butsheisn’t necessarily carryingabanner or strappingonarmour. In
fact, hersong “What A Bastard The World Is”, she wrote as asatireon the
militancy of the female lib movement. “So they would scream and shout
and kick outallmen,” she explains. “Then what are they going to do?”

TheLennonsliveinarather nondescriptstreetdown in the Village, by
theriver. They have no Rolls now, just astation wagon. From thename
plaqueson the dooryouwouldn't find them. Iwas alerted by a telegram,
addressed simply to “Johnand Yoko". Next doorlivesJohn Cage. He has
little partiesand cooks delicacies; Jasper Johns and Salvador Daliare
sometimes there, and sometimestoo are Johnand Yoko.

Before Cage went on his European tourlast year, he asked the two of
themhow to preparehisvoice forsinging, and John was astonished at the
soundsthatcame out of Cage's mouth. It’sa very quiet life, though, allin
all. It probably has to be. The threat of eviction from the USimmigration
authoritiesloomslargeand Yokostill hasn't found her daughter, Kyoko.

There'sonewordthatisalways writlargein the conversation of these
two. Thatis “pain”. Although theircompanyisfun and quicksilver, they
don’t mind admitting that some of the hard knocks get through to them,
There's somethingsomehow embarrassingabout hearingthiswordin
anemotional context. It’s so verybare and personal. But theyapparently
have no trouble withit.

Yoko'salbum was conceived inastate of some pain. Thishas to dowith
immigration and her daughter, and then both she and John were
depressed about theelectionand itsimplicationsforsociety. “Is Winter
Here To Stay?”, one of the songs, was written after McGovern lost. But it
was, oh, somany things. Beingawomanwas

would understand her lyrics, mainly. “Musically I felt
like Thad 2,000 milesofemotionandlwasalong-
distance runner. Ijust went through thatdistance. To
cover itlwent the most functional route, just running.”
She had got to the point where sheneeded to
communicate to people who would understand her. With
asonglike “What A Bastard”, which on onelevel deals with the
situation of awoman whose man has walked out on her, she was
consciousoftryingtogetacross to housewives.

Iwonderedif, by becoming more accessible, she felt she had
compromised any of those original conceptsand values. Shelaughed
andsaiditwasvery symbolic, itwasadoublealbum. Ifithad beenasingle
itwould have been amore commercial proposition, because with
adoublesaleswererightawaycutinhalf.

Butshe wroteenough fora triple album, which she'd decided against,
soshe had compromised in away. “I'm not worried about being more
communicativeinthe conventional sense. I thinkit'sagood sign,
because I can seemyselfasbeingsortofasnobinaway.”

Shemeantintellectually, and I asked herif there was ever any conflict
between herandJohnover theirrespective backgrounds- hers Harvard
andartisticallyandintellectuallyelitist; his essentially that of apop
musician. Friends, forinstance.

Notreally, shereplied. Johnhadbeguninartschool, so he had that
background, and he was already sophisticated enough to understand
thatsideoflife. And herfriends were certainly interestedin talking to
John, notjust because he was John Lennon, butbecauseof shared
interestsand subjects, like extra-sensory perception, say.

“Frommy pointofview, l wasjustgettingsick and tired of the pseudo-
intellectual, elitistatmosphere of the circleI wasin,in London. lwas
thinking, ‘AmIgonnaend up asthe Queen Mother of the avant-garde
world, always meeting these snobs talkingabout elitistkicks?’ and I was
startingto feel frightened.

“lwas34 orwhatever, andlcouldjustsee

one, and being Japanese didn'thelp. Itwasjust
theworld, really.

“Theywere prettyhard on me, you know.”

Shesitsinthekitchen-cum-office of their
house, whichisreallyno morethanaone-floor
studioapartment consistingoftwolarge
rooms, and collects her thoughts. She supposes,
shesays, that before thisalbum she wasgetting
desperatelylonely. She was wavingaflag for
thingsshe believedin, butitwasalonelyroad
inaway. She got more desperate about
communication, which hasalwaysbeen the
basisofanyprojectshehasbeeninvolvedin.

“Ithinkallmyother things, like the screaming

“It’s easy to
say, ‘All men
are pigs, let’s

just get on

without them”™

myselfasstartingtobethat.”- Women's
Wear Daily'sideaofanartist? Iputin-“Yes,
andldidn’twanttobe that, thatsort ofliberal,
intellectual womanin her middle age, always
wearingablack turtleneck sweater. I didn’t
wantit,and I didn’t knowwhere to go, though.
“Whenlstarted to make the Bortomsfilm
Ibecameknown in England in astrangesort of
way-like to taxidrivers, thatsort of thing-and
myelite friends were so veryupsetabout that.
Theyweresaying, ‘Well, she copped out, she
wentcommercial, orsomething.’
“Theythoughtitwasaveryvulgar move to
make. Solwasalreadybecomingverylonely,

and moaningandsighing, do expresscertain
emotionsjustaspainfulasthisone, butjustbecauseof theirabstract
nature...” The sentence trails away.

“Probably wordsare more tangible, more acceptable.”

Lennon - ex-Beatle John’s wife in England - rather than what she

doesand hasdoneasan artist. She's in her 40th year nowand her
artistic statusisrelatively unknown; or atleast, relatively
unappreciated. She’s a celebrity, unfortunately.

She hadstarted offbeingahousehold nameand thenhad tried to
communicate herart: that'show the publicunderstoodit. In fact, it
hadn’tbeenlike thatatall. She had started offas an artist. Musicwasn't
somethingshe had happened on after she met Lennon. She was playing
pianoandstudying composition whenshe wasfive, By the time she went
toNew York's Sarah Lawrence School she wasinterested in composing
music thatchallenged; she waslooking for complexity. And so she wrote
songswith complex chords that it would be difficult for people to sing.

Withthe Flyalbum shewas trying toexpand certain possibilities of
form. Withthis one she was hoping to communicate with people who

S HE’S SAD THAT the publicsstill thinks of her essentially as Mrs

ilenbay
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evenbeforeJohnandI gotinvolved, because
myfriendsinthe theatreworld thought 1 was becomingvulgarlyfamous.
Isaid, ‘It'sgreat tocommunicate your art with theworking class, whatis
this?’ Butallthesame theystopped inviting me to their tea party; just sort
ofinverted snobbery.

“Around thistime I met John. Thefirst song werecorded on thisalbum
was ‘SongForJohn'and it wasasongl made actually before Imethim. 1
washopingto find somebody who'dflywith me, orwhatever, and | made
ademorecord.

“Inthose days Island Records was interested in letting me dowhatever|
wanted todo, whichissortofavant-garde music. Ilwas thinking maybeit's
agoodideatoinclude oneortwostraightsongsonitand I made this demo.

“It’'sthefirst demo of mine that John listened towhen he visited me, and
that’swhy, forsentimental reasons, I called it ‘SongFor John' later. It's the
same tune, samelyrics.”

theknack of needling people, of forcing them, however
unconsciously, to take sides. It still goes on much thesameas
ever, of course. She says that the sensitive people who wish them nice
things are too shy
to come forward,
so the ones they're
always facing, the
ones thatsay things
like ‘YouJap bastard’

L ONG BEFORE SHE met Lennon, therefore, she had acquired




come across better, if that’s the word. Againstall this flak, she said,
onecould reactin two ways. One was to be extremely callousabout
everything, forget the muck-stirrer and escape from the world. The other
one was to become someone like Pat Nixon, and hide behind a smile:
those people who are soafraid, they don’t speak a word, or if they do,
makesureitdoesn’'tmeananything. I didn’tthink the Lennonsfitted
either of these categories.

Speakingof PatNixon,  asked her whatwoman sheidentified with, ifat
all. “Well,” shereplied, “John had been saying we were Scottand Zelda,
becauseifl don’t make thisrecord I'm goingtogoinsane. Asanartistif
you have 20ideasin your mind and for manyreasons you feel you
shouldn’tmakeit, thenyougocrazy.”

But the Fitzgeralds were victims, weren't they? “Yes, we have that side,
we have thatside. Inawaywe were going tobe thatand we overcameit.
Now it's the past.

Sowhat women, [repeated, did sheidentifywith?

“Joan Of Arc, maybe,” and she gave asmalilaugh.

Butthatwasanothervictim?

“lknow, butis thereanywomanwhoisn’t?1 can’tidentifywith past
femalefigures, because they’re mostly victims,and I really think I belong
inthe next generation.”

Sodid sheseeherselfspearheadinga wholefeministrevolution?

“Ithink thatcrusadingstuff the militantfeministsaredoingisabit skin
deepinaway.! dounderstand their point, but I was tryingto bringoutthe
side thatwas deeper than that.

“You can'tsay, ‘Let'sdispense with all menand shove themintoaslave
houseorwhatever.' Then the problemisn’t over. With lesbianism and
whatever, allwomenare tempted to avoid ameeting with men at this
point because we've beensufferingsomuch, soit’s easy tosay, ‘Well, men
areall pigs, let’sjustgeton, without them.’ I thinkit'slikean escape.”

Evenwithtwowomen, I said, one ofthem would assumea malerole.

“That’sa possibility too,oh yes,and manywomenare gettinginto that
trap. Iknow lesbians who say, ‘Lookat those tits, they’re just too good for
pigs’, so they're commentingonsisterslike they were pigs themselves.”

Butwhen she talked of movingsociety ina morefemininedirection,
what did she mean by “more feminine”?

Mostartists, sheexplained, werealready very feminine. With the
conventional idea of masculinity/femininity, masculinitywassupposed
tobethesymbol of powerand competition.

And women weren't competitive?

“Well, we’re masculine, mostofus. In other words, the only reason we
getacceptedin thissocietyatallistouse the same game that menuse, to

Yokoand JohnLennononstage at
MadisonSquare Garden,NYC,aspart
of the Plastic OnoMagic MemoryBand,
headliningabenefitconcertforthe
Willowbrook Schoolfor childenwith
mentaldisabilities, August 30,1972

get thereand be approved by the male society. | mean, men say, ifyou
want tobeequalyou gottagotowar. But not really, becauseif we bringout
thefeminineside ofsociety, nobodywantswar.”

India, I retorted, had a woman as prime minister,and her female
population was nothingif not subjugated.

“Thereasonistheyhaveamasculinefemaleasaprimeminister.
Becauseit'sa masculine society, most women who makeitarenotany
kinder towomen at all; they'rejustlike other men.

“I'samazinglysimilar to black society. Theblacks who’vemadeitin
whitesociety havesold theirsouls to the point of being white, actually.
Theylookblack, but they’re whiteinside.

“That’s whysocietyisso perverted. They plantinyou theidea that
unless you're aggressive you'regonnadieor fail, and everyoneis so
insecure, they'realways tryingtoexert power....

my action offended her.
“No, no,” shereplied airily. “Ilight men’s cigarettes too.  think
it’sjustbeingfriendly.”

Butin New York, I continued, where homosexuality of bothkinds was
veryovert, women seemed to be emasculatingmanyheterosexual men.

Ah, shesaid, butthestatisticsshowed that men were getting more
impotent,anyway-caused by severe, neuroticcompetition, she
supposed, between themselves. The more impotent they became, the
more they had to compensate by seeking power; it was a viciouscircle.

“That’s why the typical malefigure is Nixon, who has tokill 2,000 people
adaytofeel secureor something.”

Shesstopped. Shedidn’t wantto pursue the conversation along theline of
politics. Theimmigration problem, she murmured. We talked aboutNew
York. Theyliked living there, shesaid, because compared toothercities it
was pret tyliberal, not just forwomen butformixed, racial marriages, like
theirs. England wasbasically a WASP society. Only whenyouwenttoa
restaurantdid you see foreigners—and they were cooks and waiters.

1asked herifshe and Johnwere happypeople. Not necessarily, she
replied, butshesaidit lightly.

“Sometimeswe're veryhappy, sometimes we're not. We're human.
There was a negative situation at one time, like Scottand Zelda, but we
overcame thathecause we wereabit moreaware, thank God.

“Maybe I'm stronger than Zeldaand Johnisabit more aware than Scott,
orbecauseweliveinamore aware age. Beingtwo artistsliving together,
we’re doing pretty well considering.”

Shesmiled. Ithad anairofoptimism. Michael Watts ®

/_\ TTHISPOINT [ leaned acrossand lit her cigarette. 1 asked if

ORBIS
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“What
should
[ do?
Smile
at em?”
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OD, PEOPLE KEEP moaning, all these rock’n’roll superstars,
and how many of them know even how to actlike aSTAR, let
alone asuperstar!

I’'s sodepressing forthese tastemakers. Youknow, all theyreally
wanttodoisswoon atsomeone’s feet, someonewithIT, theindefinable
quality, and be regarded with afew crumbs and maybe abenign paton the

head, justlikeitwasin Hollywood in thegoodold days. Hell, they don’teven mind being
kickedaroundalittle, aslongas theycangetclose to... asomebody. But now! Why, who
actsmore like asuperstar, usor them?

Nobody everhadto explain this to Miles Davis. It's somethinghe knew instinctively the
moment hefirst put thathorn to hislips. Man, hewas astarand the whole goddamned
effingworld wasgonna know it! And more than that, he was gonnarub theirnosesinall
& thatfameofhis,anddoit withallthe arrogancehe could muster. »

ETTY
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July 8,1973:Miles
Davisandhisseptet,
withReggie Lucas
visiblebehindhim,
onstageatthe
Montreux Jazz
Festival,Switzerland
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Soallthose whitesbought hisrecords, told hin they were mad about
him, wentto hisconcertsin droves-well, he was justgonnaturnhisback
andplaythat trumpet, lookcold and mean and splendid in the spotlight,
andlet them cometo him, because he was Milesand didn’tevenneeda
surname to be remembered by. Just Miles.

Andhim playingjazz, too-jazzin this timeofrock'n’roll, and theatre-
rockand soul!Especiallysoul, what with Sly
Stoneandall. So hereheis,ablackmaninhis
forties whoplays trumpet ofall things, noteven
guitar,and he’sabonafidesuperstar-theonly
jazzsuperstarasfarasallthoseoutthereinthe
great globalvillage of roack’n’rolland beyond are
concerned. Askthem.

“Well,Idon'treallylikejazz, but Miles Davis,
sure,I'veheard ofhim." It'sreally sweet.

Yes, it's sweet to have the man at Columbia
Recordsringupandsay, “Hey, Miles, [ have acat
herewhowantstodoan interview with you
sometime thisweek,” and him tocroak overthe
telephonein that weird voice ofhis, “Not this
week,man;ifhewantstodoithe’sgottadoit
now, right thishour, right this minute, right
NOW!" That’s called being Miles, and the hell you don’t doithis way!

Sosure, I droppedeverything. | gotacabstraightawayand wentoutto
his place on West 77th,and 1didn’teven have tolook for thenumber to
know that Mileslived there.

blocks was thisrococo house frontinset with two arched,

heavywooden doors and looking like the El Morocco club
someplace. | chose the door on the left, which opened easily, and stood
inasmall, stone entrance.

Onmyright werethe speakerbuttons for the fourapartmentsinthe
building, but beforelcould press the one furthest left, marked “Davis”,
adooroppositeswungopenand there was this youngguywho seemed to
havebeenwaiting formeall the time. Although he was black his hair was
thick andstraight, likea white boy’s,and combed right back. He wore
abeardandafaintlyamused expression, like, “Boy, do you know what
you'veletyourselfinfor?”

Aflightofstairswasfacing, but weentereda dooron theright. Inside
there hungapalegloomlike that ofachurchvestry, which tapered away
intheleftdirectionstostark, coldlight, splashing through cream-stucco
archesanddisclosingasmall, walled courtyard at theend. But hereinthe
darkness, litby a softlyglowinglight, was thecentrepiece: an electric
organ, withalarge, beaten gonghangingjust beyond thekeyboard, like
aninstrumentof Damocles.

Therewasa tiger's head resting with bared teeth in one cornerand
astackofblackamplifiers inthe other. Ontop of them lay a pale-green
hornandasignmadeoutofthickcardboard, like those that hotel guests
canhangoutsidetheirdoors. Itsaid: No Visitors.

Theguy, thicksetandinjeans, led the wayupashortflightof steepstairs
setagainstawall opposite. Atthe top itwaseven darker, withaclinging,
muskysmell. As| came offthe top step, blinking, I was confronted with
asmall openalcove madeinwhat appeared o bedark marble. Oneside
was alarge mirror; the nearest side
wasscooped out. Throughit 1 could
makeout the upper halfofa
recliningfigure, red-shirted back
propped against achair, legs
clothedin beigetartanslacks
restingona marbleshelf. [t was
unclearat first, even though the
alcovewas brightlylit, because of
thesurroundingdarkness.

Iwalkedaround thealcove,
throughanotherarch,and was
suddenly brought up to find myself
inabedroom. Thebedlayina pit
andinthebed, tangledinthewhite
sheets, wasalight-skinnedgirt
lyingfastasleep.ipausedand
lookedbackintothealcove. The
figure wasregardingmewith

/_\ MID THE SHEER perpendicularity of those towering concrete
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“] get tired
of critics.
They don’t do
anything in
this business”

the
Corner

sombreeyes. Thehair was wetanditsdampstraggles werenow being
combed by the first guy. The face wasvery dark and itsbones werefine,
evendelicate, but underthe brightbulb itseemed shrunkenand pinched.
Theeyeswere huge, like bush baby'sorbs,almostimpoverishing therest
ofhisfeatures, and theyjust stared andstared. twasafull 30 seconds
before | realised I waslookingat Miles Davis.

“Huh?” hecroaked,solowIcouldbarely
hearhim.

Miles’ voiceisaphenomenon. It'sahoarse
whisper, strained through hislarynxlikeasieve.
Hedredgesitupslowly through thewholeofhis
body, butitbarelyleaves hislips. Itjust hangsa
vaguesibilancein theair, like the effortofa
dyingman.Atfirstit’sbothincomprehensible
and comic. Instinctively you cock your head to
oneside to catch what he'ssaying. Butgradually
youadjust toitslevel, asyouwould twiddle the
dialsonaradiotogetitstuning.

“Hi,”Iblurted. Hejustkept on staringslowly
around him, asifitwas painful tospeak.1
shifted awkwardly. There were bottlesand
lotions on theshelf. Theair was heavywiththe
smellofsomething. It was quiet, athick, carpeted silence, except forthe
gentleswish of thecombandtheoccasionalclick of the scissors wielded
by his barber-cum-personal assistant.

Nothingwassaid. Until: “Howlongwas you waitingto press that bel1?”
heenquiredatlastin that peculiar whisper. “Ten, maybe 15seconds,”
Irepliedinasomewhat hushed voice. Inthatatmosphereahush seemed
appropriate. “Wewashaving abet,” heexplained slowly. “Yeah, see, you
owe mefivebucks,” said hisassistant quite loudly. To me: “We were
bettinghowlongit'd takeyoutoring.’

Miles waved hishandloosely. “Takea look around downstairs, ifyou
wantto,” hesaid,butldidn't hear himat first. “What?” Herepeatedit.
Iwentdown tothefirst floor. Pastthe vestry there wasafurrugonthe
slabbed floor. ltopenedoutintoanairyroom withacouch,and beyond
morearcheswas awideglass window from floor toceiling. Againstone
wallwasachromium-gleamingporterised bed. A reminderof his
accident of two monthsago when he crashed his Lamborghiniand broke
both ankles. ! climbed thestairsagain.

Hewasstill there, thoughforsomereason I hadn’texpected himtobe.
Thesilence was pregnant with possibilities. Butafterafew minuteshe
eased himselfoutofhischairand cameslowly towards me. I realised
suddenly thatalthough apparently recovered his legs still pained him.

He pushed me over to the dark section of the room, which was elevated
from therest, found aSonycassette machineand insertedasmall tape.
Hemotioned to thefloor. “Siddown, siddown,” he breathed heavily, and
thenleaned overandliterallyjammedthese headphonesover myears.
“Mynewalbum,” he muttered, and pressed the button.

What t heard wasobviously unfinished but undeniably exciting.
Fiercely percussive - there were three drummers-it consisted of
acircularrhythm,almostaloop that was the nearest thingtoasoul
groovethatI'veyetheardfrom him. Hornswerekickingalongwiththe
rhythmand hewas playingelectricpiano. it sounded like t he next step
onfrom his On The Corneralbum, whichinturnhasanaffinitywithSly
Stone’s music.

Milesdisappearedinto the
bedroomandllooked around me.
Inthehalf-lightrested alarge, semi
circularsofamade of some hide, in
frontofwhich wasatable thatheld
awiresculpturewhich bobbed and
weaved whenyou touchedit. Miles
theboxer, I thought, obliquely.
Packed tight behind thiswasa piano,
jammedalmost up against ashelf
containingfour-track cartridges.

Onalowtablerestedagold-plated
Bell telephone, oneof those early-
styleinstruments which have
become voguish in the past two years
andontop of the piano agold record
for Bitches Brew. More goldslined
thewalls. An unopened bottle of



valpolicellastood forgotten on ashelf. And over
all this was thatindefinable musk.

The masterreturned, only tobeckon meinto
thebedroom.lwasbeginningtothink he was
house proud, in hisway.Also,l wasstartingto
wonder when he'dloosen up enough totalk.
“lain’tbeentosleep for three days,” he croaked
atme, asifby way of explanation. “Been
makingthis music.” Then: “Goon, havealook
inthere.” He was pointing to thebathroom.
IdidasIwastold.

through alongrackof clothes. The chick

still lay coiled in the same position. Two
colour televisions flickered noiselessly on
eachside of thebed. The house appeared
without much life or cheer. But there was
theanimation of his presence, darkand
unassuming. “Berightwithyou,” his face
flashed at me. I went back and sat on the sofa
towait. I calculated thatin the pasthalf-hour
sincel'd entered the placehe'd said maybe
halfadozensentences. | pushed the wire
sculpture and half-consciously sparred with
it, then glanced at a car brochure fora Duster
Valiant Barracuda. It was a well-founded
reputation, I thought.

Hewasaround 15 more minutes. Inthattime
two white musiciansarrivedand onebegan to
playtheelectricorgan downstairs; the other
hadasax.Alsointhemeantimehisassistant
wentinto thebedroomwith hisscissorsand
whatseemedto beastretch bandage. Atone
timel heard ahoarse scream followed bya
“F——"thatwas clearlyaudible. And then he
cameout. He’d put onshoes, hisred shirt was
buttoned up, and hishair, recedingalittleat the
sides, was all prettified. Itwas asifhehad to
facetheworld on histerms.

Hesatrightupclosetomeandraspedina
voicelikeathinfile, “Whaddaya wannaknow?
Whaddayawannaknow?” The organwas
playingdistantly, ethereally. Very unreal.

lasked him who was playingon his new
album. Well,itseemed like asgood an opening
asany.

“I'm notgonnatellyou,” hewhispered from
aboutnineinches away. “Nobody'sever heard
of 'em. Newguys. One'sastatistician; he'san
Indian. I don'twannatell theirnames, y’know,
becausecritics...”

“Miles!” Thechick's voice came from within

I NTHE BEDROOM he was looking

November17,1973:
Davisbackstage atthe
DeDoelenconcert
hallinRotterdam,
Netherlands, during
the Newport Jazz
FestivatinEurope tour
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the bedroom, and then sheappeared at the entrance, wrapped in a towel Ididn’t put those nameson On The Cornerespeciallyforthat reason, so

orsomething. now the criticshave to say, ‘What’s thatinstrument,and what's this?’|
“Yes, babe,” hesaid. She looked at the two ofusand disappeared. He told them not to putanyinstrumentation on, but they did. I'm noteven

looked at me, frowningat the question he’d forgotten. gonna put my pictureonalbums any more. Pictures aredead, man. You
Thecritics? He settled slowly into an answer. “Yeah, Idon’t putany closeyoureyesandyou'rethere.”

namesorinstrumentation on it,and thenthe
critics’'ll havetolisten. 'mgonnatellyou what's
onit,man. Whateveryouthinkisonit. You know,
Igettiredof people... critics. They don’tdo
anythinginthisbusiness. Withoutamusician’s
record what'sadiscjockey-nothing.”

But...

“There’snobut, there’sno but,” herapped
sharply. “There’s nocriticin the world that
knowsas muchof mymusicasldo. There’sno
but, period.”

Did that go forblackand whitecritics? He
stared hard. “Itgoes for criticsevenif they're
green! Sheee-it! Allblack musiciansdon’thave
rhythm, youknow.” Helooked athis hands. “But

lasked what he was goingto puton future
covers, then. He nodded to astack of portfolios

13 E :Ver time inacorner which were full of cartoons. “Things
y like that, man.” Hegave me a wearylook. “You
see, if | explainthings theyuseitin London.

Quincy J ornes My adviceisexpensive. You have to watch that.

People pickyourbrains. Everytime Quincy
t t Jones comesto townhe comes here-and |

C Ome S O OWD dunno why!Hejustsitsup here. Ifyoudon’t
haveitinyouthere’s nothing... youknow.”

h h Thenotion of the criticsstruck himagain.
e C Ome S ere ° “They’ll see yourname,” he said simply, “and
I dunno why

'JJ say, ‘Oh, Iknowhow he plays...””
i He picked upanacousticguitarandran his
righthand aimlessly overthestrings. “Ifyou're »

PHOTOSHOT
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amusician,” he muttered “you
should ailwayskeepsomething
inyourhand.” He plucked softly,
andthengavethestrings
asavageslash. “Ohshit...”

I mentioned that particular
guitar. “Oh, Gil [Evans] gave it to
me when wemade Skerches Of
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Spain,” hereplied, then broke
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off. “l gottahave one of your
cigarettes.” He picked up the
cigarettesandstarted undoing the already-opened pack from thewrong
end.lhadto help him.

“I'vebeenup for three days,” he explained again, “writing this f-—-ing
music!” Hisaccent was vituperative. “And Columbia ain’tgonnasell it,
anyway. Theysellall the prettylittle faggot-looking white boys, that’s
theirthing. ljust got an offer from Motown for this newalbum.

“Youknow, | willmake $500,000in ayear, butl will doitfor fivedollars
if mymusic would get to theblack people, and Columbiacouldn'tget
albumsintoHarlem.” He played aloud discord. “That’'swhati'm told by
thevice-president. Hedon't talk to me on the phone or nothing.

After thisinterview I spoke to Bab Altshuler, director of information
services for Columbia, who pointed outamiably, asifhe'd hearditall
before, that there was noway Miles could leave the record company. He
wasunder contract. “Thisishis wayof pressuring Columbia,” he said.
‘Wetalk tohimeveryday. He needsreassurance.”

Miles was talkingto his assistant, who wasleaving, about some clothes.
Inafewdays’timehe wasabout to playtwo nightsat the Village East, the
oldFillmore. “Theyshould have a StirlingCooper over here,” he muttered,
and gotupand walked tothe bedroomtospeak to thegirl.

Whenhe cameback the whitesax player wassittingdown. He was bald
ontopwithlonghairdown thesidesand back, and wearinga pairofhorn
rims. “ThisisDave Liebman,” Milescroaked. “He’son thealbum.” The
guynoddedsilently. Hesat listening withoutsayingaword

Ireminded Miles he'd been accusing Columbia of not pushing his
records in Harlem. “I'm not whiteand Jewish, man,” hereplied. Butdid he
think more whites than blacks boughthisrecords?

‘ldon’tcare whobuys therecords aslongas they get to theblack people,
solwillbe remembered whenldie.” Hesaid thelast sentencesoftly. “I'm

TheMilesDavisnonetin
March1973,including(l-r)
ReggieLucas,Lonnie
ListonSmith,Dave
Liebman,PeteCosey,
MichaelHenderson,
AlFoster and MilesDavis

not playingforany white people, man. 1 wannahearablack guy say,
Yeah,ldigMiles Davis.I'dlike to play like that. I'm not prejudiced, you
know. Butllean towards that. [t would knock me out ifalittlekid.
Y’know, the closest thing that happened to me was that thedoctor
broughthisson over to the hotel and his sonwas askinghim why don’the
haveahouselikemine.” Helaughed for thefirst time.

“Awshit. Butyouknow they sellaguy'sass down. Engelbert
Humperdinck”-the name came haltingly offhis tongue-“I neverhad
anyo’ this. You know, whatchamacallit came byhere, what's hisname?
ARollingStone.”

Mick Jagger?

‘Yeah, so Al [Aronowitz, the writer| said, ‘Lemmein, it's Mick Jagger’.
Isaid, ‘Man, sheeit! F-— Mick Jagger.’ | was f~——-d, man, whyshould | let
himin?Maybeifit had been Ray Robinson.” He paused and threaded his
fingersacross the guitarstrings.

Imentioned tohim that Jagger had gone to see Chick Corea, hisformer
alumnus, down in thevillage, and that Chick had done pretty well when
he played RonnieScott’sin Londona coupleof monthsback.

He wurnedand looked at me. “He did pretty well? Youmean England did
good.” There was noanswer tothat.

laskedhimwhenwasthelasttimehe'd playedany clubs. Hestopped
pluckingandtried to think. “Idon’tknow. | can'tremember.” Then:

Denver, inOctober. Then, when | came home, [ was drivingand broke
both of myankles. [ wascruising, youknow, butl wasstillup from that gig
inDenver. Imustahypnotised myself, ‘cos 1 wentright up fast.

Awetroad?*“Yeah,l wasonlydoingabout30milesan hour.Iranupon
anisland.Iwasjust tired.” Pluck, pluck. “l f——-d the carup, butitwasn’t
amess. | gotanewone. AFerrari.'dalready noticed atoy Ferrarilyingon
the tableinfront of us. Carsand horns-his two passions. And women

“Y'know,” hesaid after awhile, “I'drather play trumpet than f-—-,
becauseyoureally getathrillwhenyou dosomethin’ with agroup.

I mean, it’ssomething. Anybodycan f~—.1 think makingloveis
alittlebit, well...” He dissolved into deep, gruffmirth, likeawheeze.

I'said, tatkingabouttrumpets, he didn’t seem to be playing quite as
much thesedays. There was less emphasis on notesand phrases.

“That'samatterofopinion, heanswered abruptly. “When 1 waswith
Bird, Fats Navarroused tosay [ played toofastall thetime, but 1 couldn’t
swing with Max Roach ‘cos he couldn’tswing.  mean, becauseyou have
techniqueyoudon'thave touseit. You use it when you feel likeit. | mean,




MILES DAVIS

youcanrun, butifyoucan walkyouwalk, right? You do what you gottado.

It'scalled good taste. I play whatever comes into myblack head, man.”

Thecritics, of whom he had been so contemptuous, had also claimed
he'd beeninfluenced the past couple of years by Sly Stone. I left the
insinuation hangingin the conversation.

Hedrewhis breathin. I wondered what he was goingto say.

“You everhear SlyStone play like On The Corner?” he replied atlast.
Itwasone of those questions thatwouldn’t brook an answer.

Acertainrhythmic...Ibegantosay.

“We'rebothblack!” he snorted. “I tellyou something, man, itmakes
meso f- gmad, when peoplesay, ‘Thisisinfluenced by this, thisis
influenced bythat’.”

Hepointedto Liebman, silentand intentinthe corner. “He doesn’t play
like Coltrane, but the critics will say so! How the f——am Igonna play like
SlyStone?Sly wants me to produce him! They have anice group but they
don’thaveanyintelligence, man!” Thelast partof his sentenceroseina
crescendo, asifany collaboration was somehow unthinkable. Buthe
listened? “Sure, | listen to everybody.” He stopped. “Idon’tlisten to those
white groups.” He fumbled for another cigarette

every 12months. “l don'tevenneed it, man.” He sounded very tired. “If
Isweep your porchI'd get 15 dollars, butif I play trumpet on your porch
it'sadifferent thing.” Silence.

Did this help to explain why when he was playing concerts, which
usually have more whites than blacks, he turned his back on theaudience?

“No, no, ithas nothingtodowithit.” He stared very hard. Remember, his
facewasonly afewinches frommine.

“Whatdo youmean by turningmyback on theaudience?” His tonewas
verytart. “What should I do?Smile at 'em?” he asked witheringly.

“Ijustdowhat feellike doing. I have the product.Ican danceandall
thatshit,andbox, butl doitwhenl feel likeit. Listen, man, listen” -
impatient- “whenIstep outonthatstagel don’t even see those people,
Idon'tcarewhereitis.Ican’tbelookingat those peopleand thinking
about what they thinkof me, here orany placeelse.”

Butitall contributed tohisimage.

“Thereisnoimage, man.” Hesaid the word as if he'd never heard of it
before. “Ifl don't concentrateon whatI'm doingandlisten, Ican’t play
theshit,and then theywon'tgetanything.I mean, I can'tbelookingat

some bitch, man, smilingand goin’ on, even

inmypack. Theremnants ofthree others he'd lit
layinanashtray. Hardly smoked, they were
three shortcolumns of grey ash, smouldering.
Herestedthefourthcigarettein the trayand the
fragilecolumns crumbled.

But, I persisted, howabout CarlosSantana, say?

“Whyshould I playwithhim? No, I'donlybein
hisway. ljust tellyou this. They don’t have the
musical knowledge that Dave has.” He pointed
again. “Orme. Or Chick Corea. And neitherdid
JimiHendrix. Jimi Hendrix could swing, but not
with Mitch, with Buddy Miles. Boy, thatalbum
was outasight! Buddygetsso hesoundslikea
hillbilly, man.” He chuckled, “Imean, there’s

“Sure, I listen
to everybody.
I don’t listen
to those white
groups”

inmymind. IfIdidI'd take myhorndown

and gooutanddo that. Takesalottaenergy to
playaninstrument. Iloseabout four pounds.”
Helaid the guitarasideand took out another
of mycigarettes.

Idecided toask him again about hisalbum.
Ayoungblackguy, adancerIlater found out,
wasnowin theroom, listeningtotheSonyon
the phonesand nowand thengivingouta
whoop. I mentioned to Mileshis electric piano
playing. He was hunched over the guitaragain.

“Well, Ionly play to get theidea howit’s
supposed togo,” hesaid slowly, “butitalways
turnsout that my piano playing—-I hatethat

placestogo.Jimi-he couldn’tchange. He hadda
bebroughtup, hehad tostudy. I started whenIwas 12."

Alack of musical education? Was thatit?

“That’'swhatitis, yeah. Butyoudon’thave toread. It’s not necessary.”

Iasked how he found hismusicians.

“I pick 'emupjustlike you pickupagirl.” Laughter. “ don’tgo anywhere
much, y’know. Alot of 'em come to me but1don't hire 'em. There’salotta
reasons. A guymight have too much egoand can’t playwithagroupand
beagood player.”

But he seemed to havehad agood workingrelationshipwith John
McLaughlin?

“Yeah, he played different when he played with us. Hegetsit on. I got
Johnsetup,ain'tthatabitch?” Hewaslookingacrossat Liebman, who
justsmiled faintly and said nothing. tamused Miles. “I got him set up!
Isenthimto Nat Weiss. See, | know these people. When I make arecord
anditsoundsgood they say, ‘Well, that’sMiles.” Y’know, it’s supposed to
soundgood. That's why'm leaving Columbia, man. I'mnotgonnagive
‘'em this latestalbum.'mgonnagiveit nobody.” There was aslightly
gleefullookin his face.

Buthe’drelease it sometime, surely?

“I'lleraseit,” hereplied bluntly. “1 told Clive [Davis, head of CBS]. 1 sent
atelegram. Itold him heshould get ablack... he should usehis sources all
overthe countryand getablack man who thinks black to sell themusic to
black people, ‘cos the white people seem toknowabout it. But everybody
isscaredtogointo theblack neighbourhood. Nobodygets up town, you
know.Andalot ofwhite musicians, theyhave friends up town. Shit, your
record’llnever getup there.

“See.'mon the Columbia mailinglist. I getalistand it'sallwhite guys
withlonghair.” Heranhishands down theside ofhis face- “and pretty
faces, tryingtoshowtheirmuscles and their pricks and stuff. Imean
what thef—isthat? I'mafraid to play thealbum, youknow whatl mean?
Imean, it’sgreat forwhite boys tosayI'd liketolook like that when I grow
up, but what’sthe black boygonnasay?”

Heleaned back againstthesofa, asifhe'd made up hismind
onsomething. “No, no, I'm not gettingintoadiscussion of
whiteand black. 'mjust sayingthata Chinaman knows how
tosellit, knows whereit should go, but not me.” He passed
ahandwearilyacrosshishigh forehead.

Did he feel exploited, then? “I've been exploited for 10 years,
man.” But he could stillmake 500,000 dollars at the end of

MILE

word ‘better’ but... itbringsout theband, and
doesn't clutter up too much, either. When I play piano in myband they
swing. When my piano player plays they swingsometimes, buttheydon’t
swingallthe time. don't worryabout anything ‘cos have Reggie [Lucas,
guitaristin Miles’ electric band], y’know, the rhythm swings, butyou
have to watchamusician and anticipateit.”

Icould hearthe percussionsound onthetape, ahard, chunkypulse.
Outofthebluel asked him ifhe'd ever heard of the Japanese percussionist
Stomu Yamashta. Itold himhe used about 40 percussion instruments on
stage. He gave me that intimidatingstare of his.

“Whatyou askin’ mefor? He should beinacircus.” Theideaamused
him. “Lethim play on Christmas, and maybe Jesus’ll come down.”

Well, I had to laugh at that. Black humourisreally, butreally, the
description forMiles.

Ididn’tgettohearany more ofit. He'd decided the interviewwas
finished. He had to go downstairs and rehearse with Liebman. Hewent
intothe bedroomand came outwitha brown poncho; very slowly he
pulleditoverhishead and buckled a beltaround his middle. The dancer
asked incredulouslyif he was going out. Miles said nothing. Just walked
painfully downthose stairs. Neversaid goodbye.

I puton mycoatand talked to the dancer forafewminutes, took alast
look around thedreamhome, and descended those stairs.

Miles hadn'tleft. He was standingagainst oneto those Moroccan
arches, aphoneinhishand-one ofthose phoneswherethedial is setinto
thereceiver. The fingers of his otherhand wererevolving the dial. He
didn’tlook upasIspoketohim.

“Goodbye, it was good meeting you,” I said.

Hecontinued dialling. “Why?” he replied shortly.

Imumbled something, and, heldout myhand. He graspeditin his.
“Idon’t mean to berude,” hesaid tiredly. “It’sjust... Thaven't slept for
threedays.”

Hestillhadn’t taken his eyes off the phone. Michael Watts o
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PINK FLOYD

Enormous... overwhelmingly
impressive

EFORETHISLITTLE episode begins,
may | just say that the finest album
ever made was Ummagumma. To
better it would be like attemptingtoredesign
sunrise. Thank you.

OnTuesday morninglread mystarsin the
Daily Mirror, which for thethird consecutive
day told of travel to unusual places. Little
did I know thatitwould be The Dark Side Of

MM MAR 10

TheMoon. Thecabby seemed interested when
we asked for the London Planetarium. Why,
Idon’tknow. Itseemed an honest request for
8.30atnight.

“Thestarsarebetter there,” I told him. “They
ain'ttoo bad above Oxford Street either,” said
cabbie. Shrewd bugger. Theinvitationtothe
receptionat the
Planetariumread:

& e AycarafterplayingThe
Dark Side Of The Moonto
selectedjournalists at
London’sRainbowtheatre,
PinkFloydareready to
unveiltherecorded version

were duly hungand wewanderedin.It’s
virtually thesamebuildingas Madame
Tussauds, soone met with signslike “Battle Of
Trafalgar, turnright”. Butwe turnedleft,and
saw the hall packed with Londonreception
goers, alldrinkingand nattering.

‘Hello lovey, howyoudoin’?” “Fine, great. Did
yousee Johnny Maraccaslast
night?Wasn'thegreat?”..
Thatsortofthing, for ages.

8-8.40pm-reception, “|t’S like Standing

cocktailsintheArcade

I'd noticed, beforeentering

8.45'-.9.30 The World on the iHSide Of
e ahollowed-out
album, beneath concl"ete egg

thestarsof The
Planetarium.
9.35-11pm-Dinner, hot buffetand
amusementsin TheArcade.

STEREO There were old boys with relics

5€.062-05249

ve Gramophone 16C 062.05249-A)

pmpany Limited

THE DARK SIDE OF THE MOON

(a) (1) SPEAK 0 ME (Mason)

of World Warlon their faces. They
werewonderfully tolerantand
cheerful ashordesofthe London
Freakerybegantoarrive. Coats

LYY X0 g30u0034 3

the Arcade, alargedesk,
andsatbehind thatlarge
desk were life-sized
cardboard cut-outsof Pink
Floyd. “Nicetoseethelads
are here,” Iremarked.
twasrathersurreal. Theretheysat,
motionless, anormal habitwith cardboard.
‘Hi,haven’tseenyou for lightyears”...
the conversation as peoplegotintothe Mother
Earth/Starship Earth/Cosmicconversation
pieces. Light aleslater, weslouched upstairs
past photosof Venusinspringtimeand total



eclipsesofPatrick Moore. Then the air
became colder,and wewalkedintothe
chilly Planetarium.
It'sratherlikestandingonthe
inside of ahollowed-out concreteegg.
Inthemiddleisthis obscenesci-fi
instrument, ratherlikearobot. Itis
thisthat createsthestarsand their
motions. Setabout the circularroom
were vast speakers designedtogive
quadrophonic. They crackled.
Theeggfilled, andthelights
dimmed. Laughterfromonequarter.
Abum pinched, nodoubt.
Andthenitbegan.Anditwasindeed
weird. The Dark Side Of The Moon—Pink
Floyd. Nine monthsinthemaking.

HETHICKTHUMP, the
T staggered bumping of

aheartbeat filled the
blackness, gainingin volume and
intensity until it packed against your
whole body. Such aglorious feeling.

Thatfeelingofbeing immersedin
music thatis so verysacredto Floyd.
Theheartbeats fadedtoblendinto
agushingstreamofnoise,and
colourthatsplittheroomopen,
Imperial Floyd.

Black bag darknessgavewaytothe
warmth of starlight as the Planetarium
sky winkedand twinkledintolife.

“’Erelook, there’sthe Plough... And...
and...there'sthe Bear,” we were all
quitemoved. I was moved enoughto
fumbleinthe darknessforalightale,
smuggledin.Itfell over.

Now aslsay-itwasall verymoving,
beingslumpedbackinachair
surrounded bystarsandheavy,
dribbling, gurgling, rushing music..
climaxes, and quiet periods, andfiddlybits.

Therewerealotoffiddly
bits,andasthey fiddled
onwards, they fiddledinto
nothing. Ohdear.

Yes, 10 minutes from
blast-off the musicbecame
so utterly confused with
itselfthatitwasvirtually
impossible to follow. Itwasn't
justacaseofthateither.

Itwasbecominglessandlessattractive,and
after 15 minutes diabolically uninteresting.
Thiswasadreadfully disappointingmoment,
andonlycolouredbythefactthatshooting
starsappeared, andshotoutoftheroominto
Baker Street.

OverNottingHillasquadof starssointense
withwhitelight baffled winoslyinginthe
gutters. And then, from the west in magnificent
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“One song in
particular was
extremely
Sydbarrettsian”

THE DARK SID

procession,came
Patrick Moore, clothed
ingold followed bya
hostofangelsin white
samiteand Marks &
Spencerstights. Patrick
pickedupastar-shaped
guitarand jammedin
thesky.

Totheleft, nearthe
Post Office Tower
skyline, 40 meteors sped
across thesky. The
sightwasindeed
amazing, butless
amazingasthe
projectors
showedthesame
movementeight
timesover—and
Floydfellintoa
jungleof nothing.

Quite afew people
were beginningto chatter,
andlight cigarettes. Anaughtythingto do.

You see, whenyoulightacigaretteinthe
Planetariumablindinglightfills thehall when
the matchisstruck-thusruiningevery pattern
inthesky.

Adozen fagswerelit within seconds-and for
amoment we weregiven insight into what 40

ALBUMS

HeinkelscoulddooverLondon. Flash... flash...

flash...Itwas theBlitz.

Andthen, as people found morefunin being
funny, the shape ofa bunny rabbit appeared on
onewall. Thiswasdonebyholdingalighted
match behindahandand performingtricks
withthefingers.

Later, after several otherattemptsatrabbits,
Iwitnessedaswaninstrangledflight,and
abrace of doves. Then some enterprising
fellow scoopedthe impromptu magic-lantern
showwithanenormous portrayal of
anaughtything.

WithCapricornrising
andhearts falling, the
firstside plungedto
ahalt. Oh, whata waste of
wonderful talent. Imean,
theheartbeat thing was
justmagnificent. Thought
Iwasreally goingto
witnessanother
Ummagumma-somethingsoincredible
thatyou couldn’tmove orthinkofanything
else whileitwasplaying.

Mild applause greeted the completion ofthe
firstside, and the houselights were turned on
toreveal ahorde of faces. Theylookedslightly
bored. Theyhadeveryright to be. Cosmic
Ripples and Spaceship Icebergs onsticks
failedtoarrive.

REVIEW
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E OF THE FLOY

HE LIGHTS DIMMED again, andthe
T sound of coins entering a cashbox, or

telephone moneybox, pierced the air
inrhythmic ways. Sonata forthe cash-box,
somethinglikethat,and it was good. It
became more intense, clashy, andclangy,
and spirited by God-as did the whole of Side
Two. It was fabulous.

Althoughthe Planetarium sky became
increasinglyboring—the musiclifted, asdid my
headand heart. The songs, thesounds, the
rhythms weére solidand sound. Saxophonehit
theair,andthebandrocked androlled,and
then gushed, and tripped away into the night.

Onesongin particularwas extremely
Sydbarrettsianto the pointof beinga straight
lift from any of The Lost Hero's songs.

Yes, Sydbarrettsian. A well-spokenlank voice,
wellechoed, andsad, with wonderfully obvious
rhymingto thelyrics. Barrettstill exists, you
know, and itwaspleasingthat thebest trackon
this albumis 80 per cent-plusinfluenced by him.
AndT'llback thatupinargument withanybody.

Thistrackandwhat followed presented Floyd
asFloyd shouldbe, enormous, and massive,
and overwhelminglyimpressive. It was here
that quadrophonicfinallyhitupon me. Here it
becamevalid, andnotsomeexpensive toy.

Icanassureyouthat,in stereo, Side Twois
equallyfabulous. Thetitletrack fadedinto
theheartbeat, andthe musiclefttheroom.
Iremembersitting, layingback, and breathing
out. Niceone.

Butwhatever happenedto Side One? Nine
monthsinthe making... And onlyonegood
side? But drawyour own conclusions when you
buythisalbum. Which you should do, 'coslike
theStonesandTheBeatles, the Floydwerealso
whatwas-andhopefullystillis-allright.
RoyHollingworth
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lands a

part in Sam Peckinpah’s
Pat Garrett And Billy

The Kid. In the Mexican
desert and the skies
above it, MM observes
the process, and
ultimately meets the man
himself. “l would hope he
would do his own film,”

e ¢ H g
ompletely
authentic”

MELODY MAKER

NDERANYOTHER circumstances the remark wouldn’t have been unusual.
But today, riding this plane 20,000 feet above the Mexican desert, with these
people, wow, the normality of it struck a freaky note.

Thelittleguy withthe pale, wispybeard and the wornblack stovepipe hat, who
had not spoken muchto anybody these past fewweeks, had sidled cautiously
downtheaisle of the aircraftand nudged me abruptly onthe shoulder. The

distant view of the mesas, like red, swollen welts, lying thousands of feet below, switched suddenly
toaclose-up of blue, almost translucent eyes.

“Youwith Melody Maker?” he demanded. Surprised nod. “IsMax Jones still working there?”

Max]Jones? Yes, surehe was but... youremember!

Aslight, unsmilinginclination of the fuzzy, black-topped head leaning over the seat. It stretched
backallof 10years now to the time when this youngfolkie played the Royal Festival Hall. He was
onlyakid then, buthe'd stayed at the swanky Mayfair Hotel. He drank beaujolais, wore jeans, boots
andaleather jacket. He told everyone he wrote “finger-pointing” songs. He told Max Jones.

Asamatteroffact, ithad been thefirsttime Bob Dylan was ever interviewedin Britain.

on the fourth floor of the Camino Real Hotel, the most space-age in Mexico City, where
the porters wore black capes printed with gold lozenges. Rodolfo was fussing with the
curtains while waiting for his tip.
“Durango?Si,si.” Hepushed his dark glasses further back on his nose, ashort, stocky Mexican,
eagerto pleaseasalwaysthe Americanos. “Very, very hot, very dry.” His hands moved like
butterflies. “Makelots of films there.” A pause. He brightens. “You gofor film?” »

RODOLFO THE GLASSES knew all about Durango. He had carried my bags to the room

MGM / KOBAL
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DylanasAliasin Pat
GarrettAndBilly The
Kid-asmallrolehe was
offeredthroughthe
interventionofhisand
KrisKristofferson's
managerBertBlock

| THE MANCALLED
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Sam Peckinpah, Imuttered. “Sam Peckinpah!” heburstout. “Sam, he
myfriend!” t wasasifthenameofhisownfatherhad beeninvoked. “He
stay here. Greatman-hedrinks, drinks mucho.” He put one hand to his
lipsand tilted back animaginary glass, then shook hishead in pure
delight.Islipped thecoinsintohisfree hand.

“Thankyou, seiior. Muchasgracias.” He moved away. “Tell him, when
youseehim,” hesaid, closingthe door, “you saw Rodolfo.” He pointed to
hiseyes. “Heremember the glasses.” | could hearthefaint chuckleashe
disappeared down thecorridor.

SamPeckinpah!The terrible, ifnolonger theenfant, of Hollywood,
theapostle of ultra-violence, even before Kubrick, thedirector of The
Wild Bunchand Straw Dogs, theboozer, the wildman, the misogynist

-that devil. Inthese timesof spoof Westerns, WesternsalaWarhol,
neo-realism Westerns, anything-to-be-different Westerns, Peckinpah
remainedahardlinerinhisattitudes towards how cowboy movies
shouldbe made. Hebelievedin physicality and hardcore action,
adheringto the mythofthe Westernbut intentat thesame timetodirty
itup, toshow some of thescabbyunderbelly. His pictures were made for
men, justassurelyashe wasaman’sman,and histough outlook on both
lifeand movies had spunacultaround him that had not been achieved
withoutmishapsalongthe way.

After hisfirst twopictures, The Deadly Companionsand Ride The High
Country,hehad made Major Dundeein 1964 with Charlion Heston, but
the producer, JerryWexler (of Atlantic Records fame), had it re-edited.

Hethenwent through aperiod of disillusionment. The producer of The
Cincinnati Kid, Martin Ransohoff, sacked him, he lost alot of dough, went
inforharddrinking,and had wife trouble (he's twice married and
divorced his Mexican wife, Begonia, and wedded the middleoflast year
a29-year-old blonde, English secretary, Joie, whomhe metin
Twickenham whilein England for the shooting of Straw Dogs).

Then, afteraperiodintelevision, he made The Wild Bunch with William
Holden, which capitalised inatremendously successful fashiononthe

atmosphere of acceptable violence that was permeating motion pictures.

Itturnedaround hisailingreputation at the same time that his slow-
motiondepictionof carnage made him the controversial eye of acritical
whirlpool surrounding his bloody permissiveness. “l want torub their
nosesinviolence,” hetold Tirmemagazine. “Iregard allmenasviolent,
includingmyself.” Hehad gone onto direct Dogswith Dustin Hoffman
and Junjor Bonnerand The Getawaywith Steve McQueen, all of which
delineated furtherhisbuckets-of-blood approach to movie-making.

Butnow!Nofilmofhishad whipped up so much pre-release
speculation as the present one, Pat Garrett And Billy The Kid, not so much
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} YinDurango,Mexico

becauseofhim thistimeorhis celluloid theories, but because of a certain
“actor”. I mean, James Coburnhad done scoresoffilms, like The
Magnificent Seven, and Jason Robards Jr wasin Peckinpah’s The Ballad of
Cable Hogue, and KrisKristofferson mightbe a famous folksinger buthe'd
alsoacted alreadyin two movies, Cisco Pikeand Blume In Love (with
George Segal: tobereleased in May).

ButBob Dylan!Bob Dylan and Sam Peckinpah!Atfirstglanceitwas
oldAmerica meetingthe new, the traditionalist values of the West
encounteringthe pop surrealism of the East. It was a symbolic meeting
oftwovastly different generations, of two attitudes tolife. [t was all this,
but more. Beneath theskin depthlayothermeanings.

toalesser extent Kristofferson (whose lifestyle may be rock

butwhohas much of the traditional about him), represents
amellowed acceptance of the youth cultureand itstotems, a
phenomenon to which he has been totally deafin his past work.

Doubtless hehas been somewhat persuaded by their hox-office appeal
totherock generation, which MGM studios, hisfinanciers, will have
pointed out.

But to Dylan therole is of much more momentous importance. Heis the
ageingand long-appointed prophet, whohas grown old and increasingly
distantinarolewhichforyearshasheld forhimnorelevanceyetwhich
seems effectively to have constrained his talents.

Itismore than two years since he made hislast album, New Morning,
and thereareapparently no plansforanothersoloventure; hiscontract
with ColumbiaRecords hasrunout,aithough hecan’tdeliveranalbum
toanothercompany unless hewishesto forego huge royalties CBSare
holding. He hasconstantlyintimated tofriends thatheis tired of the
music business, thathehas no desireto playliveany more, and he takes
littleactive partinit, exceptonacasual basis when he appearson the
albumsoffriendslike DougSahm and Steve Goodman.

Moreover, he has been away too long now toreturn to the heartof the
actionwith thesame pertinence as before, even ifhe wished to. And, as
Grossman astutelyrealised, his past performances were so often uneven,
anyway, astonecessitate thembeinginfrequent.

Heis Bob Dylan. But whois Bob Dylan? Asthe myth of the musicianand
the generational symbolriseslike creepingfog, he casts about for some
direction, foranew purposeinitall.

Heseesother pre-eminentmusicians, like Lennon and Jagger, involved
inmovies. Anold mentor isAndy Warhol. Whiledown in Mexico anewer
friend, Kris Kristofferson, is makingafilm. About Billy The Kid.

FOR PECKINPAH, THE inclusion in his movie of Dylan, and



Billy TheKid! Whatever the nature of fact, Billy The Kid is part of
Americanlegend. As wasJohn Wesley Hardin(g), and him he knows
about, from the past, from anideahe once used. Down in Durango,
Mexico, visiting Kristofferson on the set, he writes this songabout Billy
andplaysit tothecast. It onlyfollows that he should getarolein his first
fullfeaturefilm.

He gotthepart, infact, through acombination
of circumstances precipitated by Bert Block,
Kristofferson’s manager. Block, an old music pro
who atonetime managed Billie Holiday, was the
guywholooked after thearrangements when he
playedthelsle Of Wight. He's the nearest thing
Dylan has had to abusiness manager since he let
his contract to Grossman expire (Grossmanand
Block were partners forawhile, indeed, and
handled JanisJoplin together).

Block mentioned to Dylan that Kristofferson
wasinamovieandsuggested it tohim, aswell.
Healsospoketo Gordon Carroll, the producer,
whowasdelighted at the proposition. Dylan had
talks with Rudy Wurlitzer, the screenplay writer,
andwent toa private screeningof The Wild Bunch. He was sceptical of the
projectatfirst. Heonlyintended to see one reel. But then it stretched to
three, tofour... Dylan came out of MGM's theatre with a celluloid monkey
ridingon his back.

Hewas fascinated with the idea of a movie partas much ashe was
daunted by his feeling ofinadequacy towards doingit. Before, there had
onlybeen documentaries. And Peckinpah was afrighteninggenius!

But hewentdown with Bert to Mexico toexorcise his doubts. The first
night, theydined at Peckinpah’shouse on ameal of roast goat. Then he
wasshownaround the set. He was particularly captivated by the
wardrobe of Western clothes, tryingon the hats and costumes likeakid
dressingforafancy-dressparty.

Helooked around for awhile, and then, on that second day, quietly
picked up aguitarand sangto Krisand Coburnand Peckinpah this song
he’d madeup called “Billy The Kid.” Peckinpah offered hima part there
andthen. It'sasmall partas one of Billy'ssidekicks, but it would have
beenexpandedany timehewished. The fact that he hasn'tasked
illustrateshis tentativeness. He plays, with the most fitting of poetic
justices, the part of Alias.

Inthe publiclifeofthe musician, he is the man of uncertain identity. In
the movies heisthe manwith noname. He continuesto play thegame of
“famiousity”, ashe once called it. But he may well have found that new
directionwhich hasbeen eluding him. People on the filmsay he would
like tocontinuethe part ofAliasinsucceeding movies, jokily preserving
thatanonymity.

Inasense Dylanislike Brando. The oneis to the '60s what the other
was to the '50s: arepresentation of their styleand mood. In the late '60s,
however, the charismaofboth ofthembegan toerodealittle. They
began to gooutoffashionandthe criticismsincreased about their
performances, the oneinfilms, the otherinrecords.

Thedifferenceis that Brando hasrecentlysought, and successfully
achieved, his rejuvenation, with The Godfatherand now Last Tango In
Paris. Dylanisstillin the process. This movie isan enormousstepin
switchingmediatotest theviability of his talent, not necessarilyin
transforminghimintoanactorbutmoreinenablinghimtoascertain
forhimselfhisfilmicsense. It'satrainingground for a possible
directorial debut.

Whenlarrived in Durango, he had been there for three months since
November 23. He had with him his wife, Sara, fivekidsand Rover the dog.
Shehad taken the children to Yucatan, aneighbouringstate whose
inhabitants, direct descendants ofthe Maya Indians, like to think of
themselves asaseparate entity from the rest of Mexico. They havea
daughter, Maria, aged 11, and theireldest son is Jesse Byron, who's seven
andreputedly somethingofawildkid.

Maggie Netter,an MGM publicist, said she went riding with the boyon
Sundays. “He’ssointelligent! Theyall are. But theylet them runwild, they
don'tlook after them especially. Theyjust letthem dowhat they want. If
they're going home they tell someone to bring the kids back with them, so
they’realwaysaround people.”

Wanderingaround Durango, in fact, and findingmyseifin one of the
many banks, | came upon aTexanschoolmaster who wasteachingatan
Americanschool there.Jesse was one ofhis pupils foramonth. This

Dylan was
trying on hats
and costumes

like a kid
dressing up

B0B DYLAN

Texanwas large-boned, wore ared, V-necked sweaterand hornrims, and
had anaccentlike the twangofa plucked bow-string.

“You must've taken the wrong turningsomewhere,” he smiled
pleasantlyafter theintroductions and waved hishand generallyat the
town. Themovie was mentioned. “Is’pose you're out here then for Bob
Die-lan,” he twanged, and then remarked
aboutteachingDylan’skid. The wayhesaid it
reminded meof 10 yearsagowhennoonein
England seemed to know how to pronounce the
namecorrectly.

lasked about the kid. He justgave aslow,
Texansmileand muttered something
inconsequential. Then Ichanged the subject
and asked how peopleamused themselvesin
thisplaceatnight. Dullwasn’t astrong enough
word for myinitialimpression of Durango.

Helooked at his companion, another
schoolteacher,aMexicanwomanin glasses,
andsaid, “Howdo we amuse ourselves,
Juanita?” andshe shrugged her shouldersand
smiled,and hesmiled again.Icouldn’tguess
what there wastosmile aboutso muchinthis one-bosscity.

Durango. It has the highest homicide ratein Mexico. A
hundred and sixty thousand people live there, digging out
gold, silver oriron (particularly) from the mines, or else workingin the
numeroussmall stores that serve the community.

Itseemsincredible thatthere canbeso manyhumanbeings castout
intothisarid wilderness, 600 miles nor’ nor’ west of Mexico City, fringed
by the SierraMadre range that from the only plane flying daily from the
capital, the6.45am, islike aseries of grey-red hummocksunderathin
blanket of mist.

Butbeautiful, yes. You step outontothe tarmacfrom the plane, which is
always full,and the paleredstripes of dawn have now dissolved into the
horizon, and thespicyJanuaryairislikeacold douche, and you become
suddenly aware ofallthese people, these kids, with eyes that are eating
up thishuge metal thingwhich hasdropped once again out of theskies,
andyou know it’sacliche but you find yourself wondering about their
thoughts. What'sit like out there, beyond the mountains?

Anodd feeling for the traveller, because if you believe the books,
somethinglike this happened long before, aeons ago, when the gods
descended from spaceshipsamong the Mayasand the other primitive
Indian tribesand told them to build pyramids and roads, to be the cradle
ofcivilisation,and... hell, if God wasan astronaut and felt as bleary as me
thisJanuary morninghe’d gethisblue ass back onto that thing andlight
out for Los Angeles, a thousand miles north, because in the year of our
Lord 1973 thereseemed preciouslittle here to do.

Thecity of Durangoisawide, two-lane highway, shimmering
metallicallyinahaze ofheat
anddustasthesunwinches
upwards, with numerous
smaller roadsintersectingoff
it. Itis pale, stucco churches,
andbanks, andahugesquare
flanked by finely clipped yews.
ItistheOld World and itisthe
New. Thelittleshoe-shine boy
atthe pavement’s edge puts
spiriton the toecap ofhis
customer’sshoeand lights
amatch, pausinganinstant
while the flame spurts before
applyinghisrag.

Whilenextdoor, almost,
thereisamassivesupermarket,
theSoriana, largerthanany
I'veseenin the States, which
could supply the whole
populace. The wireshopping
trolleys outside the window
areserried ranks, poised to
trundleintoaction. »

= D URANGOIS, INDEED, a city, the capital of the state of
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But mostofallitis Hollywood - it is themyth of the Western
movie madeflesh thereamid thevistaofcacti, scrub, old lava
stones and brown, rolling plains. Todayin these parts God is not
anastronaut, heisacowboy, whoridesintotownonthat planefor
acouple of months andshoots his motion pitcher, for whichyou're
paidsomany pesosadayasanextra.

Intheoffice of the best hotel in town, the Campo Mexico, one of
thethree there, which consists of anumber of one-storey rooms
slung togetherin awide semi-circle, are hungsigned portraitsof
thestarswho'vemade moviesinthis area: “Hastalavista- Glenn
Ford”; “Manythanks-Kirk Douglas”; “Best Wishes-John Wayne".
Wayne, he even hashisown spread outsideof town where he
makesfilms. Infact, he'donlyjustleft. It would have made a great
picture for thatwaill,himand Sam,and Jim Coburn, and Kris,
and... BobbyDylan.

Dylanand theotherleadingfiguresin themoviehavetheirown
houses closetoeach otherin Durango. Maggie tells me thisaswe
driveout thisSaturday morningfor the location site, ElSauz, which
is about 201030 minutes from the Campo Mexico. Shealsoinforms
methat Dylanis“verystrange” andif 'mlookingtospeaktohim...
shesmilesvery prettilybutadamantly. It seems there arestrict
instructionsthat his privacy be not so much astampered with.

Expressly nocameras, exceptforthestills photographerand
John Bryson, aformer Lifepictureeditorand old friend of Sam’s,
whowasgivenachunkyrolein TheGetaway.

MaggiesaysDylan talks tonoone, unlesshewishes to. Like, he’s
abigfriend of Kristofferson, theyshareatrailer togetheron the
site, butsome dayshewon'tspeakto himatall. He'sthesame with
everyone. “lt'snotjust that he's pickingonyou, but he’s..."” she
searchesfortherightadjective. “He'sjust rude.” Ah! The mucho
mysterioso quality.

Theyall telt me thesame - “Dylan? Forget it? He won't talk.
Casually mention hisnameinaconversation and aveil of
protectiveness descends. He'slike an ever-present wisp of
ectoplasm floatinginthe consciousnessofall these assembled
people, athingintangible which needsto be preserved from the
pryingoutsidein caseit blows away.

Butit'snotsimply thatnoonewantstobe the person toreveal anything.

Nooneissureiftheyhaveanythingtoreveal! They're uncertain about
theirownreactionstohim, and even more, what theirreactions should
be.One minutehe'sthebreathless myth, set down exoticallyin theland
of Quetzalcoatl, thenexthe'sjustaguy, workingon amovielike therest
ofuus, isn'the?isn’the? About theonly thing theyaresureofis they’re not
gonnasay toomuch, justincase.

TWASEERIE, those first few moments of arrivingon set. The car

pullsinto alarge openspacein front of the preserves ofabig,

crumblingstone building, which was constructed asacavalry fort
some hundred years ago and now renamed Fort Sumner.

Dotted around are afewsmallerruins—walls, mostly, that havelong
since ceased tosupport houses. The skullof adead cow shines bone-
whitebyagate. AndaMexicanis proppingupalongpolewitharedflag
hangingstifflyatitsmastandawhiteonetrailingin thedirt. Red meant
shooting wasin progress.

Itwasextraordinarytheeffectthispole had on people. Assoonasthat
red rag poked up intothecloudless skyeveryone’s conversation fell toa
dead whisper, mouths werein suction with ears, and footsteps wereas
timid asif the slightest noise would precipitate awrathfulearthquake-
whichitwould,asweshallsee.

There must have been 200 or more
people-actors, Mexican extras, film
people, men, women andkids- -
wrapped up inthese mute, stony
poses, orelseglidingin
concentrated slow-motioninand
around theold umpsofstone that
oncerangto thesoundsofarmylife.

Asilentfrieze, while the birds
twittered, horsessnuffledinthe
pensinside thefort,and acouple of
vultureswheeled obscenelyinthe
sky. Herewas the true conspiracy of
thesilence. ltwasbrokenbytheonly
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man who held theright. Inone of the fort buildings, its blank windows
shielded in black backdrops, Peckinpah was shooting and rehearsing
hisactors. He was out of sight, but the authorityin the voice left no doubt
astoitsidentity.

Coburnappeared, alean,handsome face with greyinghair. He was
wearingaMexican coat in coloured patternsover ablack vestand pants,
and ablack hat was perched on hishead. He watked out the door three
times, on each occasion using the same movementsand talkingbehind
hisshoulderashe didso. “Right, like this, you say. Like this?

And thenKristofferson. His face orange-brown with makeup and,
minus his beard, lookingabout 10 yearsyounger. Hewasrangyin his
dark, faded pin-stripes with thegun hangingoffhis hip. Sheriff Pat
Garrettand BillyTheKid. Meet the starsof the show.

AndfinallySam Peckinpah cameout. Notastall oras bigas you might
have expected, but fierce, likeanold, bristlinglion, witha thick, white
moustache and hairof the same colour wrapped round at the forehead
withagreen bandana.

Hewas the ferocious Anglo-Indian major of all those Kiplingstories,
leadinghis menover the Khyber Pass, sword in handand acurseon his
lips. ltwaseasytosee whyhescarestheshitoutofalland sundry.

Hewalked out the doorand spat dramaticallyin thedirt. There was
aloud phut!asthespittle hit
andsettled.

Later, when the scene was over
and thewhiteflagwasup, I met
RudyWurlitzer. Hewas the 36-year-
old author of three novels, oneof
which, Nog, hasachieved cultstatus
inEnglandand America. He was
alsothewriter of the screenplay for
the James Taylorvehicle, Two-Lane
Blacktop, never shown in Britain.

And now thismovie. Wurlitzer was
involvedinthisoneasanactor,as
well. He played another of Billy’s
gang. To thisend histall body was
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KrisKristofferson
asoutlawBilly The
KidandBobDylan
ashissidekick Alias
inPatGarrett And
Billy The Kid

dressed in cruddy clothesand leather chaps,
he had makeup like Clearasil smeared all over
hisface, and abattered top hatsaton his head.
Inhishand he twirled a Colt. Helooked areal
meandude.

Inreality hewasn’t too happy, liearned,
asweren’tagood many on thisfilm. It was
two weeks overdueand amillion dollars over
budget, largely through technical problems;
almostafortnight’sfilminghad been
spoiledbecause the cameras were found
tobeoutof focus.

Peckinpahwasalwaysinahuddle with the
producer, Gordon Carroll, atall, thin, snappy-
lookingman with light glasses. They were
worried. The studios had sentdown three executives already from Culver
City toinvestigate the reasons for the late schedule. Peckinpah hated the
studios with as much venom but more realistic cause than wascontained
in thatgob of spit. He felt betrayed by them.

Andthen, asifthatwasn’tenough, there was always Durango.
Goddddddd. Durango! Thesoullessness of the place, the boredom! The
frustration of nothingtodo, nothingto occupy the mind beyond
memorisinglines and that day’s shooting,laylikeanimplacable, heavy
hand overtheset.

“Durango... it'sastrange, dark place to makeafilm,” Wurlitzersaid.
“Everyonegets soexposed.” He whispered thelast sentence.

We weresitting in one of the outhouses, which had been roughly
convertedinto acanteen for the crew. Outside they were shooting again.
Thevoices camesoftly on theafternoonbreeze.

This and Two-Lane Blacktop, he muttered morosely, were both horrible
movies towork on, butin different ways. At the memory of the one he
shook hishead.

“James Taylor wasn’t givenachance, no chanceatall. Hegotno
direction from Monte Hellman {the director] atall, which was what he
desperately needed. Two-Lane Blacktopwasabetter movie than people
thought, butit forgot about two essentials: theroad and speed. Monte

“It’s a strange,
dark place to
make a film.

HEveryone gets

so exposed”

didn’thavetoo much strengthtogetiton. The original script was
alittletoooriginalinaway.

“There’snodoubtthisisabetter film, evenifitturnsout tobe
oneofSam’s worst, becauseit has energy. What Samdoesto
language, forinstance... he makesit more theatrical because he's
innately theatrical. It’slike he’s almost old-fashioned in what is the
mosteffective. Heimposed three scenes in the beginning on my
scriptso that it works better froma film point of view. Inmy version,
Patand Billy never meet untilthe end. Here they doso at the
beginningandtheend.”

Tohim, heexplained, Pat and Billy weretwogunmen who
essentially felt akinship buthad chosen twodiametrically opposed
rolesinlife, the formeras asheriff, thelatter as an outlaw. Thus they
were symbols ofachanging Americain thelastcentury: the one
aroving freespirit, symbolising the pioneer nature of the Old West;
theothersellingoutto theestablishment forasteady joband
security, representing, therefore, thesolidifying respectability of
the newAmerica.

AndDylan?

“Dylanisgreat,” Wurlitzer whispered without any hesitation.
“He’scomedown heretolearn, he’s turninginstuff, andit’sbeen
reallyimpressive. I think he’s completely authentic. No, [don’t
know what he really wants to do, but I would hope he would do his
ownfilmbecausehe’s an artistand hecan’thelpit. He's just finding
outaboutfilms.”

Dylan and Peckinpah? He cocked an eye at me. “That’s the really
interesting thing,” he replied thoughtfully, “what’s goingon
between Peckinpah and Dylan. Samisreally Western, likean
outlaw, looking tothewide-operrspaces, and he didn’tknow about
Dylanbefore. Dylan, you could say, was Eastern. Hebringsa
different pointof view, especially to a Western. The partis small but
it'simportantin afunnysort of way. Do the two of them have any
common ground to meet on—that’s the big question.”

Dylan, I'd beentold, played the part withastutter. “Yes, but it will
have to be taken out. It becomes too much of abig thingifyouonly
haveasmallpart,and...”

Outside, where therehad been almost total
silence except for faint, inaudible words,
therenowcameasudden, angrybarkand
acommand likeagratingsnarl.

“Getouttathat truck,” itrapped with
terrifyingevenness. And then higher. “Getout!
Allof you!!Over there, behind the wall!” There
wasa pauseand then therapidsound of many
feet,and then quietagain.

Acrew member tip-toed into the canteen with
aferociousgrinon hisface.

“He’stheonly personthatcanciearall the
people outtaone countryjusttomakea fucking
pitcher,” hebreathed gieefully. There had been
too muchnoise for Peckinpah.

Theylove Sam and they hate him. “He’s
always gentle with hisactors. He only bawls outone or two who know him
welland have worked alotwith him before.”

Weweretalkingon the nightly pianefrom Durango back to Mexico City.
Heandalltheotherleadingactorsand members of his band were flying
out for therest of the weekend. It was Saturday evening. Thefinal of the
American World Series football championship wasbeingtelevised on
Sunday afternoon—there were no televisionsin Durango. And Dylan
was goingto record with Kris’ band that nightat Columbia’sstudiosin
Mexico City.

Isatacross the aisle from Kristofferson and wecradled abottle of
Jameson’sbetween us. On hisotherside was Rita Coolidge, who plays one
of Billy’s ladies in the film, asinreallife. Her black hair wasstill pulled
backinto twinbraids and she wore the rough, grey-patterned wool coat
that costumes had given her, while Kristofferson wasstillin his movie
duds; everyonehad had to makea dash for the plane. Leaningacrossthe
gangway, shoutingabove the noise of the engines, I was close enough to
observe his paleblue eyes, which seem oddly sightless, swim a little with
the effectof the whisky.

Andthere,intheseatright behind him, wasalittieguy from Minnesota
named Bob Dylan.Ihadseen himfleetingly on the set thatday. He had
beenwearingaserapeand anold greytop hat, butashe wasn't filming »
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heflitted occasionallyaround theoutskirtsof thelocation, sayingafew
wordstothe odd people he knewwellenough but generally mute-faced
and unsmiling.

Helooked skitteryandill-at-ease, and people seemed to avoid
confronting him, asifthemomentmightbetoocharged withelectricity.
Butitwas soobviously him! That face the colourof sour milk,and the full
sensuous nose, and the whole appearance of him that was nondescriptat
thesametime that it wasilluminated with the magnitudeofhimandour
experiencesofhim.

Hewasawhole eraofyouth coiled intooneman and nowslowly
windingdown into theyears past 30,and the consciousness of thishad
escaped noone, least ofallhim, with hiseyes set straightandstonily to
the frontlest hebe forced to pick up those curious sidelongglances, as
amagnet doesironfilings.

Evenon thisplanehisinviolacy wastobe preservedto thefull. He'd
boarded with James Coburnand asthey walked down theaisle together
aseated passenger had asked foran autograph... from Coburn.

He hadn’tbeenrecognised inhis rimless glasses, baggy beige parkaand
straw hat. But then, astheplanewastakingoffand I began tospeak to
Kristofferson, he got up jumpilyfrom his seat and went tosit at the back.

Wehadbegun toclimbas he reluctantly dumped himself down again
behind Kristofferson and nextto Wurlitzer. He puiled hishat downright
over the front of hisface, which was odd because hisbody wasrigidly
uprightintheseat,cocked andattentive.

We were touchingdown into Mexico City, with the Irish stufftwo-thirds
gone, and had had all thestories about hislast English tour, his old
landladyin Oxford,and hisupsand downswith Ritaat thetime, when
Kristofferson’s head came halfway across the gangwayagainand
motioned behind him. He had just offered the bottle to Dylan, who had
waved itaway.

“Listen,” hesaid, “thisguycan doanything. Inthescript he hasto throw
aknife. It'sreal difficult. After 10 minutes or so hecouid do it perfect.”

Heleaned over further. “Listen, he does things you never thought was
inhim. Hecan play Spanish-style, bossanova, flamenco... Onenighthe
was playingflamenco and hisold lady, Sara, had neverknown himdoit at
allbefore.”

llooked back at the crown of thestraw hatin uncompromisingfull-
frontal. Isaid Iwasscaredtotalk to theman right now.

“Sheeeeit, man!” Kristofferson roared. “You'rescared. 'm scared, and
I'mmakingapitcherwithhim!”

Ibegan tofeelmorethaneverlike theleadin “Ballad OfAThin Man”.

I T THEYRECORDED UNTIL7am
the following morningon
-4 Dylan’s“Billy TheKid” and
some other stuff he'd written down
therein Durango. Nobody knew if
the material would be the basis of
the moviesoundtrack, orif
Kristofferson’s own song, “Pat
Garrett,” would beincluded, but
agood deal of it wasinstrumental
andit featured somelocal trumpet
men to give a Mexican flavour.

Yet Jesus! It wasso awkward with
allthose peoplein there, all those
Mexican studio mencometosee
Bob Dylan playandsing. Itbegan
tobeapparent that the stuff would
have toberedone, maybeinLAafter
the movie.

Thefollowingday, though, it
wasSunday, and in the afternoon
practically everybodywentover
tothe Fiesta Palace Hotel, where
asuitehad been booked, toseethe
MiamiDolphinsbeatupthe
Washington Redskins.

TheSheraton Hotel, wherethey
wereallstaying, hadn't got television,
either. The hotel was always full of
Americansand theyneverusually
wanted tosee Mexican television,

Ahasplaytgultarto
agroupofMexican p
childrenjustbefore
defendingBilly The
Kidwithsome

B8R handyknifework
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whichwasfilled out with thestarch of Yankeeseries, like The FBland
McCloud,onlyinSpanish andsoccer. Soccer, for God’ssake!

Inroom 734 Dylan slept deeply. He wasstill asleep when the maid came
to thedoorandsaidit was 10 o'clock. Ten o'clock! No, it couldn’tbe! He'd
missed that plane back to Durango, and it washisbigscene today, where
hegottothrow theknifehe'd been practising with!

Heslungall hisstuffinacarpetbagand flunghimselfdowntothe
lobby, hiseyesstill poppinglike acamerashutter, just adjusting to being
awake, to all these people down at reception, tothe actual timeit was!
Andthen they tell himit'sOKanyway, and it'sreally 10 atnight,and he
needn’thaveworried atall. He shook his headinrelief.

Therewas no problemin makingthat plane the next Monday morning.
He passed through Gate Four, theexit for Durango, and again nobody
showed anysign of recognition. Atleast, theydidn'task for hisautograph.
But then, nobody wanted totalk too much at 6.30am, except, it seemed,
Coburnand Wurlitzer, who were deep in conversation about the
former’spart.

Kristofferson waslookingalittle groggy. He'd been ill over the weekend.
Probably that damned Irish whiskey. He'd beensmashed when he left the
airportthat Saturday evening. Hadn’tstayed for the whole session, either.

Bobby got on the plane when they called the flight and sat towardsthe
back where there were afew emptyseatsaround him. Kris and Ritawere
rightdownthe otherend on theveryfrontrow.

About three-quarters ofan hour out from Mexico City hesaw the
newspaper guy get upoutof hisseat, walkdown toKristoffersonand
crouch down tohim, talking. Thisis part of what Kristofferson was
saying. “...1wasjustdisgusted with him. He'd startasongand then just
keep changingitaround. He had horn players, trumpets, and they didn’t
knowadamn thingwhat they had to do’cos he couldn’tmake up his
mind. Ileftabout three.” Hesaid thisverytiredly, then answered the
question he'd beenasked. “No, we haven’tspoken today.”

Dylansawallthis, hesawtheguygobackto his seat, and then hespoke
toBert Block about the newspaperhe worked for. That waswhen hespoke
tome; Iguessyoucould sayl wasstartled.

has thisdisconcerting habit of forcingyou tolead the

- conversation. He takes another person’s sentence, chopsit up
inhis mind, tossesitintotheairand examines it when it falls, all before
replying, so there are often a long couple of seconds before the answer
comes;it’san unnaturallimbo. It's not that he’s unfriendly, but he’s
guarded and watchful to the point where conversation with strangers

n j YLANTALKS IN thislight, soft voice with ahusk toit,and he
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appearsonerous for him. Heisalso terribly shy,
which he largely masks by an air of alienation he
throws around him, like an enveloping cloak with
abuilt-in burglaralarm. It'sbecause, beneath ali the
layersof the onion, there lurks a deep vuinerability;
people instinctively feel protective towards him
and are inspired to unsolicited loyalty, as if to

say anythingout of turn would not only betray
aconfidence, however unspoken, butwould be
bruising for him.

Hedoesn't smile too muchand publicly he
laughs morerarely. His public persona never
falters. Even those who could be considered
friendsare not privileged to manyintimacies.
Hemaybetheloneliestmanin the world orhe
may be the happiest. There is nowayof telling.

Those whohaveknownhimsincehisearly
New York folk days say he has mellowed, buit
insobecominghe nowholdstheworldata
distance andinteractswithit fromadetached
positionon histerms. All that mayfairly besaid
isthat those who count themselvesamonghisfriends, oreven good
acquaintances, prize theirsituation dearly.

Dylantalked to Playboy about his desire for anonymityback in 1966.

“People have one great blessing,” he said, “obscurity,and not really too
many peopleare thankfulforit. You can’t take everything you don’tlike
asapersonalinsult.1guess youshould go where your wants arebare,
where you'reinvisibleand not needed.”

Consideringall thisattitudinising, our conversation was prosaic
enough. He did say, mostinterestingly, thathehad beenin England quite
recently forafewdays (“Theclothes aredifferent since lasttime™). We
spoke for five minutes. Then 1glanced out the window briefly, turned
back,and hewas gone.

Butdisembarking from the plane, while everyone waited at tiny
Durango airport for their baggage to be taken off, 1 found him at the bar,
sippingacup of coffee and engrossed with acamerabelonging to CBS
records executive Michael 0'Mahoney, asking normal stufflike whatlens
ithad. Thiswas almost eight in the morning.

It'snot happeningin London, I said, aproposaremarkImadeonthe
plane. New York's the place...

“That’swhatJohn Lennonsays.” Focusingthelens.

| saw Eat The Docuinent thereat the Whitney.

Pauses, returns the camerato O’Mahoney, and looks directly atme.

“Doyouknow Howard [Alk, who co-edited the film with Dylan]?”

No. Wasit originally like Dorn’t Look Back beforeit wasre-edited?

“No, itcouldn’tbe. We didn’thave enough good footage. There was 40
hoursofit, but thecamerawasjumpingaroundall thetime. That was the
onlystuffwecouldsalvage.”

Would you go back and play in England ever?

Silence. Heturned three-quartersand carefully placed hiscup on the
counter. There was no answer. Instead, takingoffatasudden tangent,
“Didyou see [YokoOnofilm| Fiy?"

Youmean the oneabout the fly crawling up the wall for halfan hour? No.
Allthreeof uslaughed, thefirst timeI'd seen him do so.

“Did yousee Hard On?" he asked suddenly.

Huh?

“Hard On?"

No, but I saw Rape. You know, theone with that girl beingchased.

Henodded.

AndyWarhol was making movieslike that yearsago. Empire, all those
shadows. I prefer the stuff with Morrissey, actually, I said. I was trying not
tosound smug.

Henodded again, then: “Did you see Lonesoie Cowboys?”

No, butIsaw fHeat. It was getting to be quite funny. Every time heasked
me helooked so intense. Sylvia Miles.

“Yeah.”Silence once more.

Tell me, howcanyou standitdown here?

“It'snot toobad because'mmakinga film. IfIwasn’t...” The sentence
waschopped off because the producer, who wasfidgetingall thistime
like an old hen over her chick, had comeupand toldhimhe could get
intothecar.

ThenexttimeIsaw Dylanwason thesetlater that day,andhe was
lockedtight once more behind hisstoniness.

KNOCKIN® ON HEAVEN'S DOOR

“Listen, he
can play
Spanish-style,
bossa nova,
flamenco...”

BOB DYLAN

afternoon, when the sun was cutting through

thethinnessof the desertairand the horizons
were as sharp and concentrated asif focused
throughalens.

Thistimenerves on theset were sojagged you
couldrunafingeralongtheir psychicedge.
There was the same pregnant hush as two days
ago, butit waseven moreintensified; asif
everyone were holdingin their breathinsome
giantexpectation. [t was thefascination of
peeringthrough amicroscope, of seeing Dylan
putthroughhis pacesinacrucial scene.

Theshootingwasoutin the open, withsix
hugesilver reflectorstilted on high above the
scene. Peckinpahsatinhiscanvasdirector’s
chairby thecamera. Emilio Fernandez, the
famous Mexican director, was an onlooker.
Before each take therewasanabrupt cry of
“Silenzio!” repeated twicetocutdead any
lingering conversation.

Asthescenewasshot again and again the tension was alternately
cranked and thenrelaxed momentarily, so that with each successive time
it became tighter and increasingly insufferable. | wantedtosnapit
violently, likeseveringataut string, toletout all that constricted breathin
agreatexplosion of air.

Asthecamerasrolled, Dylan wassittingon achair surrounded by half
adozenragged Mexican kids. He wasstrummingan acoustic, wearing
abrown shirt, black pantsandagreytop hat. On the farrightof the scene,
acowboywasleaningon hishorse. Billy TheKid and halfa dozen of his
gangwerearoundacampfireon theleft, nearest camera.

Oneofthisgang, Harry D Stanton, dressed inblack withan old, greasy
hatofthesame colour, saton afenceand shouted out, “HeyChita, bring
somebeans, soup and tortillas, and be quick about it,” and out from left
comes thisyoung Mexican servingwench carryingthe chow,
accompanied by Ritaasanother peasant chick. There'salotof laughing
and tomfoolery, with Kristofferson's voicestriking aresonant bass note.

It's then that Dylanrises. He’s playing nervously with aknife, turningit
roundinhishand. Thejitters seem genuine. He walks a dozen paces
towards the campfire as the cowboyon thehorseshoutsafter him, “Hey,
boy, what’syour name?” like he was apiece of dirt, and then hestopsand
facesround withtheknifein hishand.

“Alias,” herepliesshortly. His body twitchesalittle. The knife taps
againsthisleg.

“Aliaswhat?” barks the horseman, the second wordlike thesnake of
awhiplash.

“Aliasanything you please,” comes the rejoinder. Tough punkstuff. The
ganglaughs.

“Theyjustcallhim Alias,” says theone. Hisinterrogatorgrunts.

There’s thesound of muttering-and thensuddenly, in aflash-point that
takesyoubysurprise, Dylan'srightarmarcs back with theknife, and not
thehorsemanbut aseated outlaw garglesintheback of histhroatand is
knocked on hisside with the force of the knife supposedly sticking through
his neck. The moment stillseems unexpected even after thesixth take.

“Cut,” saysPeckinpah.

“Aaaaaaaah!” goesall thatescapingair, inrelief. “Printit,” grins
BertBlock. Thetableau of watchersand watched dissolves for another
five minutes.

Printit! Thisis Bob Dylan, throwing aknifein a Sam Peckinpah movie,
wouldyoubelieve!lt’s ironic. Heleavessociety at large as some kind of
generational leader,a musical messiah, and returnsyearslater asan actor
playingasmallroleinamovie-yetalready the film, beforeit's been
finished even, setsusagogwithspeculation.

The questions mount. Will Dylanreally turn away from music to
concentrate more on films? Will he start makingrecords againon amore
regular basis now he’sbeen drawn once more into akind of public
performance? Could heeverreturntodoingconcerts? The onlyanswer
thatisreallyascertainableis his actingability, which willbe ontheline
when this moviecomes out some time after May. Buteven then there will
bearguments about his performance, about itsmeaning.

He’s unwavering, however, in hisrefusaltorelinquish anypartofhis
privateselftohis public,and thisseems destined to continue. You ask
whois Bob Dylan? He is Alias, Alias whatever youwant. Michael Watis ®

IWENT OUTTOElSauzaround one that
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“] get

wrote his new album
in two hours, driving
between Harvard
and Yale. Gould
Glear Spot finally be
his commercial
breakthrough? “It’s
my love album,” he
confides. “It’s for all
women.” But what
will Beefheart say
to George Best?

GETTY

happier
all the
time”

NME

HENINALLseriousness, Captain Beefheart

describes Muhammad Ali as his favourite

percussionistand talks of him being “probably one

of the greatest living musicians”, heisn'treferring to

some previously unpublicised facet of the man’s life.

Thisis your Captain speaking specifically about Ali's
pugilistic artistryin thering. But then, the Beefheart view of the world has
always differed somewhat from that of us mere mortals - because he then goes
onto add the name of Vincent Van Gogh to his personal Hall Of Fame. He
explains this bizarre coupling thus: “Everything these gentlemen ever did was
done with agreatflair for rhythm. You see, one doesn't really have to play an
instrumentto be amusician... justamusical grace in the creative use of timing
andrhythm. And thisis aquality that both these men possess.”

In Britainitwas Mick Jagger, who distributed hundreds of albums, seeking
those whowould listen, and John Peel, viahis innovative Perfumed Garden
programmeon Radio London, whofirst exposed the music of Captain Beefheart
and hisMagic Band toimpressionable ears.

Indeed, amid theheadyaromaofincenseand dope and the wall-to-wall jangle
ofbeadsandbells, the Safe As Milk sound was the only new positive energy not
transmitting from Pepperland that made sense and made youwant todance in
the psychedelic smashed summit of '67. And that, as they say, isowning up.

Yetin spite of Beefheart’s stature as the underground
culthero of Antonioni’s “Swingin’ London” (etc) and the
AMD THE .

MAGIC RAND endorsement of just about anyone whom word was
worthy of respect, the band seemed unable to getoffand
runningstateside. Alongwith Wild Man Fischer, the
GTOsandAlice Cooper, the talent of the amiable
Captainwas misinterpreted asbeing nothingmore than
yetanothermusicalclownin Uncle Frank Zappa's nasty
little freak show.

Whenllast paid my respects to the good Captain -
almostayearto the day-he impressed upon me: “I've
had my fun... nowI'm going to make myself far more
accessibletothe public.” »



“There aretimeswhenl
wonder whatlwasdoing
before™:DonVanVliet,
AKA CaptainBecfheart,
posesforaportraitin
Eureka,California, 1973
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Not that Beefheartintentionally schemed toaim his music over the
headsofhis audience. But, like most innovators—and make nomistake
aboutit, Beefheart isaninnovator-publicacceptance cantakean awful
longtimea-coming: “Some people think I'msurreal. OthersthatI'ma
dadaist. Well, [ think not. My art is abstract and therefor people have just
gottorealise thatI'mjustwholam.”

Finally, however, the American public maybe comingaround tothe
Captain'sway. “They're beginningto digmeat last,” he says withabellow,
“butitsureislate for them. They’'vealways been much more hipin
Europe. Overhere, theystill have torelyon theirmothers totell 'em what
tolike.” And, foronce, he wasn’t talkingabout Zappa.

Lookingback over thelast 12 months, heletsoutanotherlaughand
continues: “With the Clear Spotalbum, l wentcompletely in reverse
didn’t1?Funnilyenough, [ don’tknow why I didit.” He quickly adds:
“Though, of course, I'mglad 1 did. Aseveryoneknows, ['ve never been
influenced by whatrecord company people term ‘the market'.

“Clear Spotwasn't supposed tobeacommercialendeavour on my part,
though peoplesay it was. My opinionis thatanythingthatsellsis
commercial. And theonly thing commercial about Clear Spot isthat it’s
sellingmorethananyoftheothers.”

Beefheart, in fact, iswilling to accept alarge responsibility for hisyears
ofhardship. Thefactis,annualvisitsto Europe aside, the Captain has
neverhittheroad intheStates. Only now is he beginningto pack hisbags
foracoast-to-coast tour of his homeland.

“Sure, we've played afew gigsinthis country,” he explains. “But we
haven'tundertakenatourlike this before now simply because I didn't
think thatanyonereallywanted toseeus.

“InEurope, audiences knew what to expect when wedon’tknowwhat to
expectbecausetheyhadn’theard us. Thankfully, once we've played for
them, theyseem to enjoy itand embrace thegroup.”

Clear Spot—which thecomposeraffectionately refersto as “mylove
album”, butdidn’t think it wasanappropriatetitletohaveembossed on
the clear PVCsleeve-has proved to be theartisticclincherintermsof
mass Beefheartacceptance. “Inone sentence, what doyou mostlike
about Clear Spor?” the Captain suddenty springs on me.

I'sfull oftotal energyand happiness, I reply offthe top of my head.

“Yousaid the magic words, Roy,” the maestrosayswith alaugh. “You
see, I'malothappier these days, 'cos I've been married to my wife Jan for
threeyearsandjustgethappierand happierali thetime. Andit’s
becauseof thisthat my music has gotten even more spontaneous.

“Didyouknow?"” his voice takes on a tone of confidence, “that Iwrotealt
the material for Clear Spotin just two-and-a-halfhours.” He turnsand
callsouttoJan, who'sinanotherroom. “Iknow it was when we were
drivingbetween two college dates, butcan you remember where | wrote
Clear Spor?” There’s noreply. “Jan,” he bellows. “Wheredid I write Clear
Spoi?” “Between Harvard and Yale,” answers a voice.

“Ofcourse, now | remember. We weredrivingto Yale in the station
wagon when I wrote thesongs. So, asyou can see, it'sa pretty
spontaneouslittlealbum, perhaps even more than anyoftheothers.

“Likejustabout everythingl do-writing, painting or making music-
Ilikethingstobe spontaneous. Sowhen | feel that it's time for metodo
anewalbum/Ialways put thematerialtogetheras quickly as possible,
andgetitinthestoressoasit’sreflective of
whatI'mdoingatthat pointinmycareer.

“Atthe moment, I'm puttinganewalbum
together-trouble s, I've got at least 50 things
Iwouldliketouse, but there’s just no way
Icanfitthemononealbum.Iguessljust
don’tgettodoenough albums. WhenIget
inspired I tend towork very quickly,and
whenlgetintothestudioI'moneoftheleast
expensiveactstorecord.So! guess that's
somekind of compensation.”

Youmaywell ask from what fount of
knowledge theamazingCaptainderives
suchinspiration.laskandlaminformed:
“Animais.Ithink I'vegottenall my
inspiration from watchinganimals, though
Ihavetoadmit that theinspiration for Clear
Spotcame fromwomen. I suppose you could
say thatalbumisreallyforall women.

“Ithought that women were getting
neglected,” heelaborates. “Iguess up until
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thatalbum I'dbeen kindaselfish. Youhave to understand that before I got
marriedldidn’trealiseIwasn't thecomplete artist I thought1was.

“Ineverwaswithwomen.” He corrects himself: “ mean, | waswith
women, butthere was never that close relationship,and that makes the
bigdifference. Foraman needsafriend torun through life with him.
Indeed, thereare times when I wonder what I was doingbefore... you've
heardallthat stuffthat1did.”

Helaughsand concludes: “What I'm doing now is muchnicer.”

“I'venowrealised that therealtest of anartistis to makehis work
accessibletoeveryone,and that’swhat I'm nowattemptingtodo.And
becauseof this, | thinkmybandwill helpalot of people, and if make
somemoney, alotofanimals.

“lwanttoopenupananimal park wherenoonecangetin,andlet the
animalsgetonwithitallbythemselves.Ithinkitwould beaterrible world
ifkidsgrew up without everseeingananimalinits natural environment.”

It'sanexactingtasktokeepupwith the Captain. He's prone toredirect
his conversation without priorwarning. “I'm amused by this new Flash
Gordon makeup cult that’ssuddenly sprungup. 1did that overseven
yearsagoinLondon, whenlappeared at the Middle Earth Club wearing
bluelipstickand red nail polish.’

Well, weall have skeletons in ourclosets.

“Seemsthat I'vealways been ahead of the times,” he muses, “butit’s
onlynow thatthepublicand larecatchingupwith each other. But I'm
gladIgot ourofthat thingwhen1did. Today, ’'mbeingrealisticin my role
asahumanbeing without havingto contend withall that bullshit.”

Aswithmost conversations with the Captain, he offersan old Beefism:

Remember, it's not worth getting into the bullshit to find out what the
bullate.” Ah, but what about the big-eyed beans from Venus? Roy Carr

MELODY MAKER

HE BOOGIESHUDDERS to a halt,and isapplauded. The big
| manin the leather jacket says somethinginto his microphone,
something about how they're goingto play an old number
called “Electricity”.

Threeguitarists jive through theintro, kicked alongby afat bass player
andadrummerwholooks likesomethingout of one of Erich von
Stroheim'’s Prussianfantasies, with monocle and pigtails. The bigman
startstosing, butnothingcomes out. He mouths thefirst line, points
accusinglyatthesmall monitor speakerin frontofhim, gesturestothe
heavens, gives the microphone a couple of sharp, painful left jabs,and
stalks off. Theband lurches on.

“Therewasonetime,” says Captain Beefheart, “when | broke 500 doliars’
worthofmicrophonesinasingle night. Didn’t],Jan? Didn't I realty?

“Ohyeah,”says the bigman’swife, absent-mindedly. Beefheart mimes
how hesnapped offthestalks of themicrophones. Like Frankenstein
pullingup daisies, withachild'sfrustration.

Beefheart hopes thatyou’llknowwhen his Magic Band are playing
badly,ontheircurrent Britishtour. “Let metellyou,” he says, “we get the
bestapplausewhen we play the worst. That'sabsolutely true. Anyway, it’s
gettingtowheregroupsaren'treallyplaying. The theatre ismore
important than music.”

April17,1973:CaptainBeefheart &
TheMagicBandatLondon's Rainbow
theatre-(l-r)RocketteMorton,CB,
AlexStClair(background), ZootHorn
Rollo,EdMarimbaandRoyEstrada




CAPTAIN BEEFHEART

He'sabitscornful about ‘theatrerock’. “Remember,” he says, “the cover
of Trout Mask Replica?” He and Antennae Jimmy Semens and Rockette
Morton and therest of thekids were dressed in the most outlandish
apparel, much of itfeminine. Remember their gig at Middle Earth? When
was it— 19662 Alex St Clair Snoufferwore along nightgownand aClara
Bow hatwithahawk leatherattached, plus astring of pearls.

“But Iwasn’tdoingthat to putdown women,” says Beefheart. “lalways
knewthat no matter howhardItried, I'd neverhavetits.I'd never tryto
outraceawoman at her naturalspeed.”

True to his words, Beefheart would now not even rate asecond glance
from thechairman of the Monday Club. Medium-length hair-though
he'dlike toget it cutbecause he gets oil paintin it-ordinaryblackleather
jacket, red polo-neck witha picture ofhimself on thefront.

It’slivened up only by abeautiful belt fashionedfrom leather, silverand
turquoise by NavajoIndians, and several rings

whenever he plays them, people walk out. “I have abeautiful tenor
saxophone,” hesayswistfully. “Ithinkit’s probably the bestin the world.
Onetimel played itfor 18 hours straight, non-stop. Didn't], Jan?"

There'sacheer as Zoot Horn Rollo slides on stage at Manchester’s Free
Trade Hall. Thefirst notes of The Magic Band’s 1973 British tour come
fromhisFender. Talland stringy, inaloose check ensemble with
matchingconical straw hat, he wouldn’t be out of place in Andy Pandy.
But Jesus, does he rock. Like aman sandpaperingpaint off a piece of
wood, herubs the strings to producefast, jerky chords. Within seconds
Rockette bounds on stage in anelectric-blue suit, straps on abass (froma
selection of guitars propped againsthisamp) and joinsinwith riveting
double- andtriple-stops.

EdMarimba, Orejon, and Alex St CS slope on, hitchup theirtrousers,
and plungeinto some wild, unearthly dance musicwhich is everybitas

brilliantlyunorthodox as youmightexpect.

fromthe samesource. Notevenafunny hat.

Thelonger you know him, the easier it
becomestotalk. The seeminglyimpenetrable
word games cease, broughtout onlywhen
there’s no other way of illustratinga point.

Thesharpnessand clarity ofhis mind becomes
apparent,asdoeshisAchillesheel:atendencyto
put people downfor what others mightview as
minor peccadilloes. Somecritics, probably those
whoenjoyed the unfettered experimentation of
the Trout Maskand Decalsalbums, have

“We get the
best applause
when we
play worst”

Rockette switches toadouble-neckedsix- and
12-string machine, and the whole noise is as
complexand effortlessasan AlfaRomeo
gearbox. Thefirstimpression isamazement
that theyaren'tactually hovering two feet
above thestage as they play,fortheir music
doesn’tseemto bebound totheEarthinany
way. Rhythmically, they're as sophisticated as
Lifetime used tobe, swinginginawaywhichis
whollyunlikeanyoneelse.

WatchingArtie Tripp foranhour, I tried to

expressed disappointment with the straight-
forwardness of hislatest LP, Clear Spot.

“l appreciate writers,” he says. “I'm one myself. Butif they think that,
they'rekiddingthemselves. Idon’t plot these things.  wrote the whole
album, words and music, in two-and-a-half hours on the coach between
English college gigs. I thinkit's direct,and I'mglad I'm not so hip thatI put
my back out.”

Hedrawsa parallel between Clear Spotand the inclusion of a soft,
soulful ballad called “I'm Glad” on hisfirst album, SafeAs Milk. “I'm
Glad',” heexplains, was saying the same thingas ‘Electricity’ and all the
othertracks onthat albumwhich people called ‘farout’.

“I'vealwayswantedtodoanalbumlikethisone.Iwanted toget that
grouptogether... and, man, they werereallytogether on thatrecord.
Moreof the emphasis was onfeeling, as opposed tohow many notes you
couldgetthrough. Notthat the musiciansdidn’t put thefeelingintoall
those notes before—but now, they can put more feeling into one note.

“Anyway,” heruminatesrhetorically, “ wonder ifthere’sanythingasfar
out as ‘/don’t have too much time to be without love'?"

This trip, The Magic Band welcomes back into itsranks none other than
the aforementioned A St C Snouffer, astar of theirearly works who's spent
recent years working, unbelievably in Las Vegas, playing popular
standards and requestsfor “Happy Birthday To You". He’s back because
Beefheart calledhimupandsaid, “It's time to playagain.”

Otherwise, it's the sameband thatcame hereayearago: Zoot Horn
Rollo (“Bill’ to his mates) onguitar, Rockette Morton on guitar and bass,
Orejon (otherwise Roy Estrada, ex-Mothers and Little Feat) onbass, and
EdMarimba (formerly Arthur Dyer Tripp I1I) ondrums.

Talkingto Beefheart, you gettheimpression thatit’s the onlyband
intheworld. “Rockette and that fellow Rollo are definitelyamazing
players,” hesays. “I think Rollo istheonly person doing anythingon
guitar thatreallyinterests me now. 1 hate tosaythingslike that, but
Ireally meanit. Don't you thinkso, Jan? mean, really seriously?”

“Ohhhh...yeah.”

Toillustrate the point, herefers to John McLaughlin and The
Mahavishnu Orchestra, with whomtheyrecently played in America.
“They’redoing nothing. Really boring. Alot of people walked out after
we had played, before him. Didn'tthey, Jan? (“Oh... yeah”). Well they did.
Idon’tknowwherethat’sat.”

He's not best pleased with the way hisrecords have been promoted - he
firmly believes, forinstance, that the recent “Too Much Time” should
havebeenahitsingle-so prettysoon he’ll be setting up his ownlabel,
God'sGolfBallRecords. Healso has two books, onecalled Old Fart At Play
andavolumeof poetrytitled Singing Ink, which he wants published soon,
and he'd liketo get his paintings exhibited in London. There’s no doubt
thathe’s tryingto getthroughtoawideraudience. He won’t be playing
any of hisusualinstruments on thistour, and there’sareason: just before
theyleft, Jan hid hissaxophones andbass clarinet. She's notice that

figure out just what he was doing behind that
see-thruFibeskit; butbeyond notingthathe,
like Billy Cobham, plays rhythm onthe hi-hatwith hislefthand and snare
accents withhisright, honestlycouldn’t figureitout.

It was thesame when they played “Peon”, aninstrumental off the Decals
albumwhichfeatures Rockette and Zoot Horn playing aMoorishline
which is sometimes unison, sometimes counterpoint, and sometimes
incanon form, but which never seems to repeat itself. Earlier, 1 asked
Beefhearthow it was written and -even more important-howthey could
possiblymemoriseits tortuous, windingcontours. Beyond saying that
when hewas working itouton piano he was “going for the shape of it”, he
couldn’texplainiteither.

Anyway, “Peon” and another shatteringfull-band instrumental were
thehighlights, because Beefheart was the victim of avery duff PAand
evenworse acoustics. Only in the upper reaches of his seven-and-a-half-
octave vocal range was hereally audible, and those subterranean basso
profundo growls were virtuallylost.

He was obviouslyunhappy, leaving the stage on several occasions, but
stilllenjoyed “I'm GonnaBooglarise You Baby” and averylong, low-
down “King Bee”, when the band came on like theywere bornina blues
baronthe South Side of Chicago. Real low yo-yo stuff. Some of the things
the guitarist got upwereamazing, particularlywhentheyall played with
theaid of “steel appendages” - bottlenecks to you. On “King Bee” theyall
adopted different but complementaryroles, with Snouffer (usingacapo)
choppingout subtle chorded triplets allacross the beat.

Zoot Horn isa monstrous soloist, seemingly erratic butfantastically
inventive, withaverybeautifulamplified tone. And there’s Rockette, who
wasleftalong on stage fora basssolo in which he thundered out four-
stringchords untilthehall seemed readytolevitate.

The poorvocal amplification forced Beefheart to play more harmonica
thanusual, which wasfinebecausehewails with realgutsandaharsh,
down-home whine. Inthat mood, and with the PAdirtyingup the harp’s
sound, he’'d have given even Lazy Lesterarun for hismoney.

Itwasn’tacompletely satisfactory concert, but Manchesterloved itand
called thembackforan encore on the epic “Big-Eyed Beans From Venus”
(“There’salimited supply”)- Mr Zoot Horn Rollo hit that long, wheezing
note, letit flow, diditagain,and weallwenthome.

But notquite. Later that night, inaManchester nightclub that was all
chicken-in-a-basket and go-go girls, Beefheart was talkinganimatedly
and chewingan entrecote. Suddenly helooked over ajournalist’s
shoulderand exclaimed: “Hey, there’s whatisname... thatgreatsoccer
player. I've seen him on Wide World Of Sport. Oh, he’sgreat.”

Leavingthe club, Beefheartwalked over to George Best, whowas dining
with asmall, expensive-looking blonde, and said how much pleasure
Best’s playinghad given him. George smiled, and mumbled, “Thankyou.”

“Muhammad Ali,” says Captain Beefheart, “is theworld’s greatest
percussionist. And he beat Ken Norton.” Sure he did. Richard Williams @
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“In Jamaica,

you use your
machete or
your gun

BOB MARLEY
THE WAILERS




BobMaileyon
Hellshive Beach
inJamalica, 973
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MELODY MAKER

OBMARLEY, SLIGHTLY builtand quiet to the point

of diffidence, is aleader. He’s the master of reggae,

theman who’saboutto give it that big shove out of its

normal cultural confinementand into therest of the

world. The consequences of this action may be drastic

forthe health of the music. It could be the making of
reggae, or could sapits vitality beyond repair. But that won't affect
Marley, because for the past seven years he's been making the best
musicto beheard inJamaica, and his potential is limitless.

Heandhisgroup, The Wailers, have an album called Carch A Fireout
here next week, on island’s Blue Mountain label. It seems tome thatthis
maybe the mostimportant reggae record ever made-it'sequivalent of
Sly’s Dasce To The Musicor Marvin Gaye's What s Going On.

Ithasthatkind of potential: revitalising the stylefrom whichit springs,
andintroducingittoanentirely new audience. A few years will need to
have passed before we'll know for sure, but Marley may even be agenius.

Like many great musicians, he’sadifferent maninside therecording
studio. Theshynessisstripped away,and
hebecomes totally asone with the music,
controllingitand swayingin sympathywith
theextraordinaryrhythm patternshe
drawsfrom his bassist, Aston “Family Man"”
Barrett,and hisdrummer, Family Man'’s
brother Carlton.

Marley’s musical assurance comes from
aconsiderable depth of experience. At 28, he's
beenburned and hassled asbadlyas most of
hisJamaican contemporaries, butunlikealot
of them he’s putting the knowledge he'sgained
togood use.

Hecansee whyand howhegot burned,and
he’sgoingtomakesureitdoesn’thappen again.

— %
BobMarley & The Wailersin
London,1973: (I-r) Peter
“Tosh”Mclntosh, Aston
“FamilyMan"Barrett,Bob
Marley,Earl“Wire”Lindo,
Carlton“Carlie”Barrettand
Neville“Bunny” Livingston

“Johnny Nash
isn’t really our
idol. That’s

Otis or Brown
or Pickett”

What'shappened to him already, though, giveshim justas muchrightto
singthe blues as Robert Johnson ever had.

HewasborninKingston, Jamaica, theson ofawhite British Army
captainfrom Liverpool - “lonlyrememberseeinghim twice, when | was
small” andablack Jamaican whowrotespiritualsand sangin thelocal
ApostolicChurch.

Unlike some people with mixed parentage, who violently take one side
oranother, it'sgivenhiman unusually open view ofrace: “l don't really
check people’s colour,” hesays.

Bobsanginchurch, too, buthedidn’tcareforit. “I preferred dancing
music. I listened to Ricky Nelson, Elvis, Fats Domino... thatkind of thing
waspopularwith]Jamaicankidsin the '50s. The only English-speaking
radiostation we heard was from Miami, but we got alot of Latin stations,
mostly from Cuba, beforeandafier Castro.”

Hebegan tolearn weldingasatrade. "But I loved tosing, so [ thought
Imightaswell take thechance. Weldingwas toohard!So I went down
toLeslie Kongat Beverley's Recordsin '64,and madearecord on
asingle-track machine. Jimmy Clifftook me there-he was Beverley’s
number-oneman.’

Therecord was called “One Cup Of Coffee”,
andtheworld ignored it. But Marley,
undaunted, went back to the woodshed. “My
greatestinfluence at thetimewas The Drifters
—'Magic Moment’, ‘Please Stay’, those things.
Solfigured Ishould getagroup together.”

Heassembled four otherkids: Peter McIntosh
(vocals, piano, organ, guitar) and Bunny
Livingston (vocals, congas, congos), who're
stillwith himtoday, plusaboynamed Junior
andagirl, Beverley Kelso. He wrote asong
called “SimmerDown". They rehearsed it,
and went to see producer Coxsone Dodd, who
liked andrecordedit, puttingit outon his
Coxsone label.

A%




“It went offlike abullet,” says Bob. “But
theydidn’ttellme howmuch tosell... that's
supposed to be the private business of the
producer. I don'tremember howmuchlwas
paid for ‘Simmer Down’, because when they
giveyou money, they don’t tell you whatit’s for.

“After we left Coxsonein '69, we got no more
royalties—and thesongswedid forhimare
sellingeversince. Wemade 30 or40 records
for him, and most of them sold good.”

Amongthemwasthebrilliant “Put1tOn’,
ashimmeringskaclassicwhichsurfacedin
BritainonIslandin 1966, and the gorgeous
“Sunday Morning” (onaparwith thebest of
Curtis Mayfield), the B-side to “Love Won't Be
Mine” inthesameyear.Ifyoulook hard, you
canprobablystill find them on the secondhand
stalls-andifyoudo, you'llbe congratulating
yourselfforever.

“We weren't makingenough moneyto
sharebetweenfive, so twoof the group left.
Juniorwenttolivein America,and Beverley...
well, shewaskindaslow-like. Shedidn’thave
good timing.”

After they left Coxsone Dodd, Boband his
mother leftJamaica forawhile.

“Itwas hardin Kingston, sowe wenttolivein
America, in Wilmington, Delaware. | rehearsed
by myselfin ourbasement, whereitwasnice
and quiet, butafterafew monthslwentback to
Jamaica, and I thoughtI might aswell continue
with The Wailers.”

Hegot Peterand Bunny back together,
and they decided to formtheirown
record label. “That’sabigmove,in
Jamaica. Prince Buster wasthefirst
tostart therevolution byleaving the
producers and doingithimself.
Thenmyself, then LeePerry...
andyoucan'tcounttherest.

“It'sbetter toknow foryourself
ifyourrecordisaflopthanhave
someoneelse tell you. And if
yourrecordsellsgood, the
producer pretends he’s gone
to Nassau whenyoucome
by theoffice. In Jamaica,
you'reexpected to use
yourknife, oryour
machete, oryourgun.”

Thatfirstlabel was
called Wailin’ Soul, but
itgotofftoabad startwhen
Bunnywasjailed foralmostayear
onaganjarap-and thosewho'veseen The
Harder They Comemayunderstand the
Machiavellianimplications of frame-up
behind that. Atthat point around '68,
AmericansingerJohnnyNash and his
manager, Danny Simms, came on the scene.
They werelookingfortalent, saw Bob
singingon JamaicanTV, andsigned himup.

Bobrecorded analbum for theirJAD label,
butfromitonlyonesingle-“Bend Down

Low” -eversawthelight of day, inthe States. However, they took Bob's
song “Stir It Up”, recorded already by The Wailers on Coxsone,and
turned itinto aworldwide smash for Nash, who alsoused other Marley
songs (“GuavaJelly”, “Belly Rub”) on his I Can See Clearly Nowalbum.
Theyeven took Marley to Sweden for three months, to help write the
music forafilm starring Nash which hasyettobe released,and overin
England they got asinglebyhimouton CBS - “Reggae On Broadway”,
withwhich he’sfar fromsatisfied because Nash had too much influence

on the production.

Aninner gravity

MM MARCH 17

The Wailers ISLAND

The problem; how to communicate the
excitement of this album to people who are
already prejudiced against what it
represents? I'm taking for granted that most
readers of this paper still believe thatreggae
isacrude form of musical expression, witha
complete lack of creative potential,and | can
understand that stance because there's
beenalot of rubbish put aboutin the name
of Jamaican music. But ever since last
autumn, |'ve been waiting for this album
more eagerly than for almost anything within
memory, and I'd like to turn you on as well.
Thisis, for astart, the firstreggae-rooted
album to be packaged and marketed as if it
were by a“name” white rock group;ithasa
tastefully conceived, expensively produced
sleeve, andit’s being promoted heavily,
particularlyin America, where West Indian
music is now the object of much curiosity. In
keeping withitsimage, the album’s music
gives evidence that BobMarley, The Wailers’
leader, is broadening his scope; you'llhear
slide guitars and electric keyboards, both
sometimes modified by synthesizer, and
most of the tracks come in at around four
minutes. |don’t believe, though,
that Marley has compromised
the integrity of the music by
dressingitupin this way. He
retains that lopsided, falling-over-
itselfrhythmfeel, andhissongs,
both words and music, are
simpleand direct. The
core,infact,is there,

CATCH A FIRE

1. CONCRETE JUNGLE (4 1
2. SLAVE DRIVER (254

3. 400 YEARS (2.45)

4. STOP THE

5. BABY BABY WE'VE GOT A DATE (ROCX

All songs writien by B. Mar
Published by Rondor Music (&

Produced by
Recorded at

THE WAILERS

justas Sly
Stoneis still
making blues
music despite the
trimmings. The
albumleans heavily on
the playing of bassist Family
Man and drummer Carlton Barrett,
both of whom are utterly brilliant, constantly
shifting and blending their rhythms with a
natural-born sophistication. There'smore
than enough subtlety to feed the ears, and
you can always, always dance to what they
play. Unfortunately the sleeves don't
mention that the beautiful melodic guitar
solos are played by Wayne Perkins from
Muscle Shoals, and that the synthesizer work
is done by Rabbit Bundrick.Keyboards are
shared by Rabbit, Marley and Winston Riley.
Marley sings most of the lead, and he's the
equal of any black American. His tone is light
and airy but hasaninner gravity and his
phrasingis endlessly fascinating. The back-
upchorales are endlessly fascinating: on this
new version of “Stir [t Up” they sound like
soul Beach Boys (to borrow Nick Jones' old
phrase), while the care that wentinto the
spiritual-like arrangement of “No More
Trouble” is self-evident. Singers Bunny
Livingston and Peter McIntosh are never
stooges: like the Pips with Gladys Knight,
they participate fully in the emotional
content of each song.
And what songs. “Stir [t Up” is slowed
right downuntil it becomes a melting,
sensuallove song, its synthesizer
lines following like cream around
Marley’s cool, pliable lead.
“Slave Driver” is mournful and
evocative. “Concrete Jungle”
hasguitars and “Superstition”-
like electric piano poured around
it. “Kinky Reggae” is hilariously
funny. Mclntosh, too, provides one
of the best songs, “400 Years”, which
like much of the album’s content refers to
the plight of Kingston's ghetto people. In
fact, nothinghereisless than exceptional
andMarley is helped by injecting frequent
variations of pace, which should ensure that
charges of monotony are redundant. And if
you're notmoved by “Stir It Up”, youmust be
made of stone. A fabulousandimportant
album. Richard Williams

“He’sahard worker, but hedidn’tknow my
music. I don'twant to puthim down, but reggaeisn’treally his bag. We
knewofJohnnyNashinJamaicabefore hearrived, but wedidn'tlove him
that much; we appreciated himsinging thekind of music he does-hewas
thefirst USartist to do reggae—butheisn’treally ouridol. That's Otis or
James Brown or Pickett, the people who work it more hard.”
GoingtoSweden did Bob’sbusiness nogood: “When I cameback, itwas
altmash [ruined].I'm the only one who takes arealinterestinit. Jamaica's
aplacewhereyousitaround and gethigh. I'm not gonnado that; 1 get

high, butl don'tlikesittingaroundtoomuch.” »
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Soonhisreturn,in 1970, hestarted a new label, TuffGong, and also
arecordshop, The SoulShack onKingStreetinKingston. Theshop is
mostly devoted toselling records by The Wailers and Rita & The Soulettes.
RitaMarleyisknownasBob's wife,but theyaren'tactually married-it
wasjustan idea toget some publicity for one of herrecords. Theystock the
old Wailersrecords on Coxsone, theirsix 45son Wailin' Soul,and the
dozen-or-so they'vereleased on TuffGong, including their biggest hit to
date-thefantastic “Trenchtown Rock”, which sold about 25,000 and was
Jamaica's Number One for three weeksaround Christmas 1971, and the
recent mind-destroying “Satisfy My Soul (Jah Jah)”.

The problem forasmalllabetisgettingairplay: “You have to bebig
friendswith theradiodiscjockeys, take them out and treat them like
family. They make up theradio station charts, and people only buy what's
inthecharts.” Bobis notunduly optimisticabout the business side of the
Jamaican musicscene. “We'vehurtthe bigguys by startingourown
labels, becauseall they'vegot leftis the studios and the pressing plants.

But the business will onlychange when younger
guysappear, who'll dealfairly with theartists. The

olderguyswill never get better.

ItwasIsland’s Chris Blackwell who gave Bob the
chancetousealotoftimeandafairamount of
money to makethe Carcli A Firealbum. Advances to
Jamaicanartists are unknown -but Blackwelisaw
the potentialin Marley, and the two men tacitly
decided to trust each other.

The resultisthefirstexample of Marley’s music
whichhasn’tbeen hampered byabsurdly low
budgets. Thealbum has several quite longtracks,
maybe thefirstextended reggae songs, but Bob
says, “They're alwayslikethatinthestudio,and
thentheyget cutdownto threeminutesor
something. Jamaicaisaplace where the musicians
arerestricted, goinginto thestudio and just playing
thesameold thingbecause they'reafraid that
anythingdifferent mightnotsell.
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May1,1973: The Wailers
performMarley’s1967
song“StirltUp”-ahit
for JohnnyNashin1972
-onBBCTV's The Old
Grey Whistle Test

“Whatweneed hereis people who're not concerned with holding the
artistsdown. Butldon’tthinkit'llhappenforalongtime.”
Make nomistake-Marley is potentially agiant figure. Richard Williams

MELODY MAKER

HEROLLINGSTONESare upstairsin Studio 1, where they've
I been for the past five weeks. Jagger strolls around the foyer,
looking for somethingto do, all neat in white blouson jacketand
fawn velvet jeans. But that, you may be surprised to hear, is not where
therealaction isat this nightin Island Studios, Notting Hill.

Not, atanyrate,ifyou'rea Waitersfan. Onthisoccasion, even the Stones’
long-delayed newie comes second to Bob Marleyand his brothers from
the shanty townsof Kingston, Jamaica.

The Wailershavebeenin Britain for some weeks now, playing various
kindsofgigs,andgeneratly doingvery well. There have been problems:
Bunny Livingston never wanted tocomeinthe
firstplace. He'shappybeing poorin Jamaica, he
says, and he'd rather not witness the fleshy
delightsofa European metropolis. The temptation
mightbetoogreat. Nevertheless, he's here.

There'saproblem, too, withfood. Being
Rastafarians, they don'teat meat atall, or fish with
scales. Socartonsofvegetablesand plaice have
been delivered most days to their communal
houseon theKings Road, and on theroad they've
eaten mostlyout of fish’n’chip shops.

“Huh,” says Bunny, stuffingmost of abattered
plaice-and-sixintohisface, “London’s national
dish.” Nosalt, though - that’salso forbiddenby
the Rastacreed.

Ingeneral, they’'redelighted with the response
they'vereceived over here. Onlyonethingpuzzles
Marley: when they've played atblack clubs, the
audiences don'tapplaud. But the whitecollege
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audiences have applauded each number loudly.
“Before theycamehere,” confidesan Island person,
“they’d never heard of doingencores. So thefirstnight,
when theyleft the stageand theaudience carried on
cheering, they thought maybesomething waswrong.
We had to persuade them that it wasactually good, and
push them back onstage.”
Tonight,anyway, The WailersareinStudio 2, the
smallerone, workingon their follow-up tothe
brilliant Catch A Firealbum. Theylaid the rhythm
tracksdownat HarryJ's studioin Kingston, asis their
custom, and have already overdubbed voice parts
plusextraguitarsand keyboards. Island boss Chris
Blackwellisback fromamillionaire-styleexcursion
downtheColoradoriver, on a20-foot rubber raft, to
supervise themixingprocess. He picked up The Wailers
forIslandinthefirst place,andisclosely involved in
theirsuccess forvarious
reasons. It’shewhodecided
that Catch A Fireshould be
packagedasifit wereamajor
rockalbum, and projected at
awhole new market.
Amusinglyenough, someone
isshowingroundtheoriginal
copiesoftwo 1966 Wailers
records, “PutitOn”and “He
Who Feels It Knows It”, which
cameouthereonIsland.It's
ironical because they were,
toallintentsand purposes,
“pirate” records. Bunny sniffs
whenheseesthem, and goes
intoalongdiscussionontheiniquitiesofthe Jamaican
record scene.
Thesessionstartswithaquickrun-throughofthe
rough mixes, which Blackwell ishearing for thefirst
time. As the eight or nine songs glide by, his expression
remainson the brighter sideof contentment. The raw material is—how
shall we put it?—magnificent.
Themixingproperbegins with aMarleysongcalled “Shot The Sheriff”,
asortofhumorous musical version of the plot from The Harder They
Coine (whichyoushould have seen by now, or heaven help you). Marley’s

role asleadsinger issimilarto that of the outlaw character, Ivan, played by

JimmyCliffinthe movie. Thehighfalsettochorus, delivered by
uncharacteristically strained voices, adds to the comic quality.

However, it’s the music that carries this track. Listening to Blackweli
and hisengineer bringingseparate instrument tracksupand down,
hearingeitherthebassor thedrumsinisolation,onebeginstograsp the
masteryofthese men.

There are, for example, two rhythm guitars here, choppingthrough
and around eachotherasifby telepathy. Beneath themruns thesuavest,
lithest, mostinventive bassline, courtesy of Aston “Family Man” Barrert,
meshingin perfectsympathywith hisbrother Carlie’sdrumming.

Ah, thedrumming. Had you noticed that these guys play the bassdrum
on2and 4, the offbeats? Maybe you remember the fuss when Jo Jones
transferred thebeat-carryingrole from the bassdrum tothe hi-hat, with
CountBasie’sbandin the’30s.Isn’tthere justachance thatwhat the
reggaedrummersare doingis equally revolutionary,and might have
asimilareffect? If tharwereall theydid, it would be noteworthyenough,
butwhen the musicologistsstart taking thisstuffseriously (in, say, ten
years’ time), they’re goingto find enough material tolast them through
yearsofresearch and analysis.
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“Before they
came here,
they'd never
heard of doing
encores”

BOB MARLEY

It’sabitearlyin the session togetinvolved with amasterpiece, but
that'swhat comes up next. Whatever you thought was the best track
on Catch AFire,itsequivalent on the newalbumwillbeathingcalled
“DuppyConqueror”. The song will be familiar to most stonereggae fans
because Bob wrote and cutitacouple of years ago.

Thesongisreminiscentofboth “PutftOn"and “Stirlt Up” inthatit’s
builton the familiar “La Bamba” pyramid chordchanges, and it
resembles “Stir It Up” most of all because therhythmisaswaying
slow-medium.

Mostlyit’scall-and-response between Bob and theother voices, his
nasal asidesandinterjections growingourof the chorus.

“Yes, mefriend (megoodfriend), theysay we freeagain... IThebarscould
not hold me (whoo-hoo), force could not control me now/They try to put
medown, but Jah put laround now! 1 been accused (whoo-hoo) and
wronglyabused now...”

Theengineersilencesallthe tracks except the voices, and suddenly
the trulysublimequality of The Wailers’ harmoniesis brought home
withavengeance. Havetheyeverrecorded
anythingacappella, withoutinstruments?
No, says Peter Tosh. Youshould, says
Blackwell. They shouldindeed.

Musiclikethisis Bob Marley’sforte: soft,
supremelysensual, and makingits point
through understatement. Itdoesn’t shout at
you; rather itinsinuates, suffusing the brain
likeaheadywine. Unfortunately, some
otherwise intelligent people have missed the
point,and expect him tocome on like Toots
Hibbert or Desmond Dekker, shoutingand
bashing. That attitudeis so patronisingasto
be beneath contempt. Does Wilson Pickett
invalidate Smokey Robinson? Of course not.

Atthis point, Jagger walksin. “You've met
Bob?” says Blackwell. “Uh... hi,” says Mick, extendinga hand.

Thealbum the Stonesare mixingwas, of course, recorded in Jamaica,
where Jagger met many reggae musiciansuntil, he says, he gotabit
hored with it. He must be getting pretty bored with hisownalbum, too;
it's monthssince they beganit, although he maintains thatonly seven
weeks’' hard work have been putinsofar.

Jagger has come toenlist Blackwell'said. It seems that Keith Richards’
old lady, Anita, has been stayingin Kingston with aRastaband which
Keith plans to produce. Their housewas raided, Anitawasbusted, and
she can’tgetbail. Blackwell, beingrich and of Jamaican descent, might
havesomepull.

“Idon'trealtyhave any,” hesays, and asks Tosh, “What are the police
like with Rastas now? Are they speciallyhard onthem?”

“Depends,” Tosh replies. “Dependson the Rasta, and dependsonifhe
knows theright policeman.”

“Duppy Conqueror” goes round and round, played atleast two dozen
times, and it could go on for ever. Nobody here would mind. Makea
40-minute tape loop of it, someone suggests, and there’syouralbum.

But, of course, there are other songs. “Get Up, Stand Up”,
“Reincarnated Soul” (outonthe B-side of the newsingle, “Concrete
Jungle”), thefabulous “Rastafarian Chant”, Bunny’s “Oppressor Song”,
and abeautyfromMarleycalled “Burnin’ And Lootin”, withanother
incrediblelyric: “Give me the food and let megrow! Let the roots-man take
ablow now?!All them drugs gon’ makeyouslow now! It’s not the music of
theghetto...”

The “roots-man” isthe man who boils plantroots, distillinga
drinkable substance of allegedlyspiritual properties. Italso makes you
high. Nothingone hears suggeststhat thiswillbe anythingless than
aworthysuccessor to the lastalbum, and in “Duppy Conqueror” it will
contain atrueclassic. Richard Williams ®
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“I'mnot
ery hard-
working”

The

arrive in Australia,

and
gossips with the
press. No, he is not
the subject of Carly
Simon’s “You’re So
Vain”. And he didn’t
tell Paul not to marry
Linda. “Although,” he
adds, “l wouldn’t have
my old lady playing
keyboards...”
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MELODY MAKER

TDOESN'T RAIN too often in sunny Brishane,
but whenit does it pours-and justas well.
Because what doyou do in Brishane when
you're aRolling Stone and your concert has
been cancelled because of the weatherand
you're bored stiff? You give a press conference.

That’show Mick Jagger, who hasbeen friendly but
elusivetothe press,came to besweepinginto aroom
cramined with reporters with an entrance that would
have done Nureyev proud and acheery “Hello darlings”
thatwasjustatiny portent of the chatty things to come.

Tobequite honest, we five there to cover what would
havebeen thefirst date of the Stones’ Australian tour
wereall grumpily convinced the communal 10 minutes
orsowewould getwith thisrock royal would scarcely
beenough for onereportertoget hisquestionsin, let
alonefive.

Asithappens, Mick wasastalkativeasacounty matron
atavicaragetea. How did hefeel about the concert being
cancelled?"It'sabitofadrag, isn’tit?" hesaid, hitchingup
hisbright apple-green pantsand adjusting hissky-blue
suedebattlejacket. “Meand Charlie went down to have
alook. ‘Comedownandseehowbaditis,’
theysaid.”

Heexplained that therain wasdrizzling
rightinto thestage, rather thanstraight
down,andthat there was thedistinct
dangerofshocks for the musicians.

Sowhat doyoudoin Brishaneona
rainy night?Iasked, knowingfull well,
it'soneofthose towns that tend toshut
downbyeight. Would the Stones, for
instance, faced with therainy-night
blues, throwone of those famous parties
that the peopleon the hotel floor below
them invariablyclaim last tilleightin
themorning? Micksaid he thought he'd
dosomework onsome songs. »
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Mick Jagger inCetebere973:
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Thisenabledasmall, pertblonde to askabout the progressofthe
Jamaicanalbum. Thereareapparentlystillsomebrass partsand vocals
tobeadded, but when Micksaid they had already cut 17 things he
sounded inordinately pleased with himself.

Youmightaswell know now he’s as vainabout hard work welldone as
anyofus. Maybethat’s whylasked the next rathersilly question: Is

‘You're So Vain” about you?

“No,” hesaid,and - veryreluctantlyand only “he said” because he was
convinced we allknew anyway-revealed it wasabout Warren Beatty.
Wouldn'thehaveliked it tohave beenabout him?

“No,” hescreeched indignantly. “It’sa horrible put-down.”

Buthadn'the sungon thoseCarly Simon sessions?asked the pretty
blonde who wanted ustoknow she knewalotabout Mick Jagger.

“Yeahlwasinthemand Bobbyand Jim did some work on them, and
(eversoslight changeof voice here) Pauland Linda.”

I wasaboutto pursuethe implications of that altered timbre. Mick has
thisway ofsaying things that make them sound wholly outrageous live
whileremainingwholly innocuousand politein print. Totellyou the
truth, hecancamp itup with the best of them.

Butaserious youngreporter with the face ofa young Bob Dylan had his
questionready: Doyoufeelyourtalentisslowing down? Nowitwasn’ta
verypolite question toask at what was more adesultory rainyafternoon
chatthanapressgrilling, butit put Mick on the defensive inawayyou
would never expect.

Hisreplywasn'tangryoreven hurt, but he didgotoincredible painsto
explainthathe nowwrotemoresongsthan ever, that the Stones were
doingmorealbums than ever, and certainly more than The Whoor Dylan
weredoingat the moment,and besides, weren'ttwo albumsayear more
thanenough?

Mmm. Why thecompulsiontodonew albumswhen hecould, say, do
some films? Mick said he’d neverdomore thanafilmayearand thata
filmwas much more exhaustingthananalbumortour. “I mustadmit I'm
not very hard-working,” headded with thatvery engaginggrin he usually
saves for people he wantstodisarm.

Hewentontoexplain that withafilm you'renot incontrol the way you
arewhenyou'reasinger; thateven ifyouask adirector, “Canldoitmy
way?” he'll still use the scene whereyou did it his way, so that an actor
alwaysendsupbeingareflection of the director.

‘Atleastonstageyoucanimprovise,” he muttered. His talkis full of
muttered asidesand mumbled throwaways.

Wetalkedalotabout Performance, which has never been shown in
Australia,and which only some of the people in theroom had seen. Did
heever see the finished version? He smiled wickedly. “Which finished
version? There’sa finished version forevery country.”

Earlier thatdaythere had
beenahugehoo-habecause
apackage of “grass-like
substance”had been found
hiddenin the bodyof the plane
thatcarried the Stones’sound
equipment. Thishad been
followed upwithareportthat
the Stones were notonly not
intodrugsofanykind butalso
definitelyonahealthyliving
kick. Yes, MrJagger? No.

“lonly wish we were,” said
Mickregretfully. “l dorunabit
and ldidrideabikein Los
Angeles. We'realwaysindoorsin
studiosand motels.

really was marvellously
- obliging. No, he didn’t regard
the mix of “Tumbling Dice” as
messy. “Maybe that’s how we liked
it,” hesaid. Yes, he did seea new
direction in the Stones’ music “but
theothersdon't alwaysagree with
me”. Yes, he wouldlike to do another
experimentalalbum (alot,actually)
and yes, hedoes playon alot of other

B BACK TO THE music, Mick

48 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1973

people’sathumsbut rarely uses his name. He'sbeen talkingan hour
now but although he may occasionally nibble at his sunglasses and
fidgetwith thewaistband of his green pants, and though his jacket is now
opentoreveal ared T-shirt, he seems likely to go on forever.

Nowit’severy question you ever wanted toask Mick Jagger but were
afraidtoasktime...

HemaynotstillbeaStonein 10years' time, but he expectstostill be
writingsongsthen.

Hedoesn't think he has the willpower and strength tobeafilm director
buthereally wantsto be one and admits he became an actor so he would
knowhow todirect. He concedeshe himself isnot easy to direct, not easy
topusharound. Television? A bastard medium, hescreamssuddenly.

Next place for a Jagger cool-out? India, where he has a lot of friends ifhe
ever getsenough timeoffall atonce. Countrylife? No. Charlielivesina
beautiful place milesaway fromanyone, and hesitsaround twiddling his
thumbs, anddrinking wine. But that’s Charlie. Mick needs action - but
notNew York. Hecan'tstand that more than twoweeksatatime. New
Yorkisoutofhand.

Andy Warhol? “Wework well together.” They've thought of doingafilm
of Gide’s Caves Of The Vatican. They've donesomestage designs,
especiallysome from Tokyo. Things havetobe very simple for thestage.
There’samusical, too, that they think about.

Which Warhol films does Micklike best? “Trash,” hesays.

Whatabout thereports, | ask, that MrsJagger willdoa film for Warhol?

“Whengirls gettogether,” says Mick with great slynessand an evil
smirk, “there’salwaystalk but they nevergetanythingdone.”

Oneofthereportersthinks he’sheard wrongand asks Mick to repeat
that. Ifit'sgoingto thatsortof talk, | decide | might as well ask abouta
recentarticlein Hugh Hefner’s Ouimagazine that lists the brands and
coloursofallmakeup Jagger used onhislast UStour.

‘Completely made up” hesays, unconscious of his pun.

Theysayeverystepyou take onstageis orchestrated, says the young
reporterwhothinksMick'stalentiswaning,

“Imakeitupaslgoalong,”says Micksullenly. “Maybe | ought to have it
orchestrated. Thenitwouldn'tbesucha mess”-heissulkingand pouting
sohardandsoheart-rendinglyonecanonlyassume hereally believes he
movesbadly.

Doesaband loseitstightnesswhen it hasn't played forawhile? Yes, but
sometimes, Mick explains, it's nice tobeloose. Halfway through the US
tour, apparently, they were playing withamachine-like precision that
made him nervous. When heanswers questions helikes, and inexplicably
helikesthat one, hiseyescrinkleat the cornersinto laugh-linesand his
cheeksdimple. He seemsless pleased with aquestion about “American
Pie”-whatdoeshe thinkof thelyrics? Didn't take any notice of it, he says
indifferently, noteventhebitsadout himself.

Atanairport pressconferencein Sydney, he was quick toscotch
questionsabout hiswife’sabser.ce. “Youwouldn’t take your wifeto the

Imakeitupasigo
along™: Jagger,
seenhere with
KeithRichardsin
1973,comesclean
onhisstagemoves
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office withyou, would you?” hesaid. Nowheexplains: “I've never
taken any old lady on tour. What woman wants to be dragged around
Australia?” Bianca, hesays, iswith friendsin Jamaica.

Ilike the way the talk bobs back and forth fromidle gossip to serious
attempts at musical discussion. Quiteearlyin the conversation he
makesit clear he findsit almostimpossible (a helpless shrug here) to
talkabout music. Buthe had areal sneaking fondness for the Satanic
Majestiesalbum, a father’s love for the least appreciated child. He really
digsthatalbum.

“Itwasn’tsobad,” hesays, “and whatcame
afterit1think wasso muchbetter than what
camebefore. Butitdidn’tsell welland the album
that came beforeit, which wasreallybad, sold
verywellindeed.”

Sonowwe're back to gossip and a question
aboutthe McCartneys. Did Mickreallyphone
Paul McCartney the night before hiswedding
andtellhimnottodoit?

“Iwould never tell anyone not tomarry
someone. lapprove ofthem... Abeautiful
couple... Alovelycouple. He couldn’tsound
nicer, but he can't resist the tagline. “Allthe
same,” he mutters, hopingwe won'treallyhear
him. “Iwouldn’tlet my old lady play the piano.”

In much the same reckless mood he explains hecuthis hairbecause
“Ibeganto feel likeanoldtartwithlonghair”.

True tothe pattern I mentioned earlier, we nowricochet back to music. Is
there someonehe'dlike to produce? Yes: Stevie Wonder, Billy Preston and
Dylan (hedidn’thave time todiscussit with BobatMick'sbirthdayparty).

Would he producean album for John Lennon? “ would if he asked me,
buthecando hisown work.” Mickis less happy with what Phil Spector did
for The Beatles, evenifhe didlike George Harrison’s first album.

What about the album Mick produced for Chris Farlowe? “Never got
paid forit,” he says, but there is no shortness there.

Whatdoeshe think of Slade? (I'd like to mention here that Slade have
justfinished avery successful tourof Australiaand thatinsomecircles
there they’re more popular than The Beatles, the StonesandJesusall
rolledin one). “They make good singles,” said Mick. “Even iftheydoall
sound thesame. They’re a pretty good band on stage.”

Elton John?“Ilike Elton John, butit'sstill not my favourite music.”

MarcBolan?“He’s allright, I suppose.” All sorts of comic mumbles and
mutters accompany thatstatement.

“Youknow,” hesays, “all these people have been around forages. Slade.
Rod Stewart. Bolan and Bowie. Rod was overlooked in the old days
because hewas asolosinger when bandswerein. Slade made it when
people needed anotherrocky band.”

What about Bowie? Would Mick ever consider engaginginerotictussles
with, say, Bill Wyman or Keith Richards? “Itried,” hesaid, deadpan. “They
wouldn’t takeany notice. Theywouldn’t takeany noticeif I took their
truss off.” Michael Warts

- NME

HE ROLLING STONES have become almost Australia’s
| Prodigal Sons. Banned, reviled and cursed by the Australian
communications mediain the past, the Stones havelatterly
become something of the nation’s darlings, although meetings with
the press haven't been Jumping Jack Flash all the way.

One newspaperman who mightwellhave asked “Would youlet your
daughtermarryaStone?” two months orsoago, reassured his reader
parents: “MickJagger todayis as controversial as the local vicar.”

ButIcanassure him thatthisreactionis purely because Michael Philip
refuses to be drawn, bullied into an exhibition of aggressive repartee by
theloaded questions of television interviewers-who have taken overin
theseven yearssince the Stoneslast played the Antipodes.

Why, the man who repealed the previous McMahon governmentban
on the Stones, Minister OfImmigration Mr “Little Al” Grassby, even
wentas farastoinvite the five-plus-three band (Messrs Jim Price, Nicky
Hopkins and BobbyKeys) toa 10-minute martini-timedrink “to explain
how theoriginal confusion arose”.

The 10 minutes developed intoan hour and a half, eightlarge brandies
and Little Aldiscussing with Jagger the wish for Australiato becomea
focaland vocal factorin South-EastAsia.

“I have no
regrets... Yes,
[ went out on
a limb to give

them visas”

ROLLING STONES

To this political motivation, Jagger replies thatifonewished to
understand South-East Asia then perhaps admitting some Asians might
notbeabadidea. Andhe developed the conversation into asideissue of
the Australian “white” policy ofimmigration.

Mr Grassby, known for his extrovert clothesstyle, said: “The Stones are
an excellentexample to Australian youth. They tell me they appreciated
beingable tocome toAustralia-and Itold themthat they could give alot
ofpleasure to alotof youngAustralians. Mick, who s on his third visit
here, thoughthe might never be allowed back
intothe country.

“Itold them Iwas puttingmy faithin them,
andhoped theywould dotherightthing. The
Stonesmadeitclear they wanted to entertain
and perform.lhave noregretsthatlletthemin
-yes,Iwentoutonalimbtogive themvisas...
Togiveamanabad nameand hanghimis
immoral and un-Australian.”

Rumours that the Stonesused drugsinthe
past couldnotbetakeninto account, the
ministertold them: “A man s the sum total of
hislife,” he said. “Ifyou takeall his past things
intoaccount you might as well remove halfthe
saintsonthe calendar.”

Notevenwiththe mostavidaficionadoare
the Stones likely togetinto thatcalendar, though one paper, in two-inch-
high front-page headlines did callthem HOLYSTONES. Les Perrin
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another Commonwealth country.” Mick Jagger was
answering questions about fears of major incidents during
the Stones’ current tour of the Antipodes.

Jagger, however, had not taken into account the attitudes of certain
headyAdelaide characters-thousands of them, without tickets, who
rioted outside the Memorial Park, which had a packed capacity of8,000.

They fought police and tore down fencing-causing thousands of
dollars’ worth of damage. Butas Ralph Gurnett, adirector of promoter
Paul Dainty’s organisation and in charge of security, pointed out: “The
Stones were already offthe stage-and peace was restored with the
Dainty security men helpingthelocal police force.”

Localandinternationaljournalists coveringthe concert put therioting
crowd ashigh as four t05,000... Ralph Gurnett thought amoreviable
figure was 2,000. There werealso varyingopinions astowho caused the
riot. Somelocals said it was anarchists; others that it was the Adelaide
Free Music Society-agroup who believe youshould be ableto hear
anything you want without paying.

Asecond concertwas hurriedlyarranged inAdelaideand was again
apacker. Throughoutthe tour-promoted by 26-year-old ex-Downside
publicschool boy Paul Dainty-thesecurity hasbeenimpeccable. Toget
backstage, you have to possessan “STP” (Stones Touring Party) badge -
withyourliving-likeness sealed underaclearplastic sheetand duly
signed by the Stones’ “tour commander” Peter Rudge. Entry to the Bank
OfEngland orFortKnoxiseasier to comeby.

Sofarit’sbeenatourandahalf- despite foul, torrential rainin Brisbane
causing the postponement of the concert at thelocal Milton Tennis Club,
wherethey play the Davis Cup games. Itwas alove match, with the
weather clerk winning- the chances ofelectrocution of the Stones being
averylive (orthe opposite) possibility.

Jagger decided that comerain, shine or Britain’s snow, theshow wenton
the next evening. Itdid-toanothertropical downpour. But notone ticket
wasreturned. Hundreds without them turnedupand the crowd gavea
cloudburstofemotional approval. The cheersrained down on the Stones;
theaudiencestood and screamed, with water dripping over their heads.
Melbourne’streble concerts were memorable-unlike Brisbane, the
weatherstayed good for the first matinee show at2.30 in the afternoon.

This week came the double concerts at Sydney’s Randwick Royal
Racecourse. Sydney Daily Mirrorwriter Jim Oram, who has followed the
touraroundAustralia, remarked to me over adrinkin the bar: “Mick has
somethingin common with only one other manin the world - that they
both filled Randwick Racecourse. Even all the owners, trainers, jockeys
and horses couldn’tdothat.”  asked himwho shared the honour with
Jagger,and Oram smiled ashesaid: “The Pope.” Les Perrin ®
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STATUS QUO

- MARCH 17 —

HATHAM, FRIDAY: “THEY were so bleedin’ young. So
bleedin’ young. I mean, we went onstage, and they were
nibblin’atyer feet” - Francis Rossi, Status Quio.

Hardly apoeticlittle phrase, but Mr Rossi has never been g
oneto, how you say, mince with his words. Orwith his
music, cometo that. Thelast time 1saw theband was 18
nthsago,on Friday night. We travelled on the tube that night, outinthe
Red Lion, Leytonstone, andwillingly paid 40p to enter and came away with
adrunkenhead and earache. Status Quo, loud, and rough,andthrilling. ]

Thistime, we arrived at Chatham Town Hallin alimousine. Rossiand
mateswere to be foundinadressingroom designed by Harold Pinter (one
ofhisless famousefforts). All thatwas lacking was adumb waiter, but the
communication breakdown wasrife.

“Would youlikeadrink?”

Yes, a wine, please.

“1 long?”

Justaglass.

“Isit trueabout...?”

Justaglass, please.
athen...Thisain’tbleedin’ Chatham, it's‘Chahham’. Where
bleedin’ wellbrungup? Sorry, I'vegot sunburn.”
gged about the room, cocksure, and two fingersupat everything
-except honesty.

“’Scuse the brashness, but when you've reached Number 11 inthe
chartsyou're there, like. Camorn,"ave adrink. Number 11, ah tell yer.
Youknow,” said Rossi, “somebodysaid that guitarbreak in ‘PaperPla
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StatusQuaoonstage
in1973:(I-r) Rick
Parfitt, Francis
Rossi, John Coghlan
andAlanLancaster
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JANUARY - NOBCH

was ‘amazing'.Oh, what-it'sjustcheegugeejung, cheegugeejung, and
thenupone.Amazin’? Ha!”

The hallwas dimmed and rudewith people whowereon the verge of
something. Thefirst fourrowsconsisted ofkiddies under the ageof 15,
withclean denimover bellies not yet tobe fouled with alcohol. And sweet
littlewomen with sweet faces. After thatcame four rows of people under
theageof 17, who havestarted heavypetting, and havea moreserious
glowin theireyes.

And after them, in the middle of the auditorium, theremnantsofthe
teenagefreak. Afewgaspsataweeneyandit’salldowntoaserious, lined
face. Furtherback, thereal heavies, clothed in sackcloth and afghan, hair
lankand lonely. Faces pinched with trouble. Upstairs, way, way back,
mildintellectuals. Astrangearray of folk.

Quodidlittleto prepare forstage, except drink, and joke, and gel
togetherinnormal states.

Decided tositbetweenthekiddiesand the embryostudents. Here [ felt
safe, until thestern usher demanded to know what was in my glass. He
had noanswertothat,andsulked back to the cigarette smokers, whoare
easy preyinadark room.

Ohsweet noise, sweet feedback, sweet “r” unguarded and cracked out,
andcrushedindrums, and 12-barsloudasaConcorde inyourlavatory.
Andavoice, full power, lips kissing the miccaught thesonghigh.

Rossithere, see-sawing with Rick Parfitt, up,and down, hairstraggled
and thencaughtinalight,and thrownback. That “bar” formed with the
forefinger, with thelittlefingerof the samehand vampingaway on
boogie. Each and everysongwas virtually the same, but each onewas
better, because it got louder, and louder, and considerably more frantic.

Noboringsolos-Isay withallinkto riieirpens that theyaren't
technicallycapableofdeliveringone. Instead they play as agroup-not
aband, butagroup.Anelectricrockband. Oh, the fun of just anamplifier,
and anelectricguitar,and adrummer, and a bassist, and a voice.

Thereaction wasdivine. From the very first note played, the front four
rowsrushed from their seatsand smothered the front of the stage: hands
outandalreadybegging.

“They'regoingmad,” [ thought. And why notindeed?

Row byrow, theaudience began to move, until even the mild
intellectuals were peering with interest toward the stage. Nowa
powerhouse, justablurof jeansand hairand guitar heads, met with their
gaze. And the music-well, if you grew up with the Stones, you justcan’t
damn wellhelp butlove Quo. Nochange-virtually the same chords for
everysong-licked off, shouted harmonies, basic, oh-so-basicguitar, and
ageneral feelingofkick, and spit.

Iwasforced tomove to theveryback as the set gushed onwards. With
the dancingand sheer forceofthe music, the heatin the centreof the hall
wassickening. Rossiand Parfitt, scrubbing away on some diabolical but
lovely melodyof rashness, and brashness. They played for ages, but it
seemed like30 minutes-such wasits intensity, and lack of tempo, or
change, away fromrushed 12sand boogies.

Acoupleoffrantically screamed encores were delivered with another
turn-up of volume.

“'Owcouldanybody damned well say | play
anamazin’' guitarbreak? Nowcomeon, you
know whatit'sallabout; it’s just damned well
playin’, innit? That’sall, less ofall thiscrap.”

Ithink they ended with “Route 66" —and now
theyreallywillbemyfavourites.

“Buttheywereallsobleedin’ young. Didyou
see ‘owyoungtheywere. Jeez. It’s frightening.”

Butthere were some older people there,

Roy Hollingworth

NME

TJUST TURNED half past six, well over
I an hourto gobefore thedoors open, and
aqueue isalready beginningtoform outside
StAlbans City Hall. Out front, too, the presence
of the band’s maroon Austin Princess signifies
thatStatus Quo are also present, going through
atuning-upritual thathasbeenknowntoturn
into a three-hour stint. Why the crowd has arrived
soearly, it’sdifficult to tell. Maybe they don’t believe
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“If we tried
to be more
technical, wed

Francis. "Amazin’, bleediramazin'” lose the feel

the ‘Sold Out’ signs, and are waiting on the off-chance of exchanging
their£1s foraticket.

Tonight'sStAlbansgigisjust one ofastringof British dates which have
consolidated Status Quo asone of the country’s top live rock acts. Every
dateexceptonehassold out, and audience reactionsareamazing,
vergingonriot-like proportions.

Butishasn’talwaysbeen so easyfor Quo, who at 10years old must be
oneofrock’slongest-survivingacts. Theyfirstcame to attention withan
exerciseinlightweight psychedeliacalled “Pictures OfMatchstick Men”.
When “IceInThe Sun” followed, it looked like Quo had established
themselves, atleastasasinglesband. Butlittle was heard of them until
someyearslater theyemerged asaboogieband, accepted latterly by the
heaviesand boppersalike

“Idon’tthink ‘Matchstick Men’ was abopper record,” says a healthy-
lookingFrancis Rossi. “It was arecord. When we made it, we didn’t say,
‘Right, thereare teenyboppers, thereare thisand thereare that.” We
didn’teven thinkitwasgoingtobeahit.Infact,”adds Quo'sother
guitarist, Rick Parfitt, “it wasoriginally intended as a B-side.”

There’sstillno doubt that Quoattract ayoungaudience. At the tour’s
openinggiginChatham, the average age of theaudience couldn’t have
been much more than 12. At St Albans, I'd say it was nearer 15/16.

“There’s nothing wrong with youngkids,” says Rossi. “We had someone
comeinthedressingroom theother night sayingwhat'sall these boppers
doinghere, as though there was somethingwrongwith them. It doesn’t
mattertouswhatagetheyare, aslongastheydigit.”

Parfitttakes up thetheme: “I mean, we digit. Wecan hearitand wecan
feelit. 'msureother people would too, ifthey took time rather than just
puttherecord onandsay, ‘Oh yeah, its Status Quosoit'sgot to be ballsy.
I'sgottohelikerock and boogieandit'sgot tobe moving fine. Oh yeah,
takeitonthefaceofit.’ Theydon'tirytogetintoit.”

Over those 10years, say Rossi and Parfitt, thethoughtof splitting never
entered theirminds. Even when they weren’texactly pullingin the
crowds. “Wehad adangerousspell in ‘69 when there was nothing
happening. We were justdoingworkingclubs, and there were hardly any
peoplecomingtosee us. Butitjust builtagainfromthere, without records
oralbums,” says Rossi. “We never thought of splitting.”

Parfit: “We've been togetheralongtime, and everybody gets confidence
inoneanother. Perhaps we would have thoughtaboutsplittingifwe'd
haverealised ourpredicament. Butwe didn’t realise how down we were.”

Oneoftherefreshingthings about Status Quoistheir naturalness-
success hasn't goneto theirheads. Thefact that they'veremained the
four cockneyladsthey'vealwaysbeen hasundoubtedlyhad something
todowiththeirappeal.

“We don’tfeel any different now 'cos we're big,” says Rossi. “The only
difference is the number of people we see out there. We've madeit toa
certainextent, but there’salways along way to goand there'salot morein
us.” Not that the Quo’s progresshasn’tbeen accompanied by agoodly
share ofknockers. Onereviewer described theband as “musically
atrocious”. While this doesn't bring the band down, it does annoy them.

“Before thesuccessof theband, people that
used towrite about us were mainly people who
liked us. Now there seem tobe those who write
about theband who don't necessarily want to.
It'sjustajobtothem.

“Evenifthereviewer doesn'tlikeit, he should
atleastsaythekids dugit,” says Rossi.

Andasfor “musicallyatrocious”, says Rossi:
“They'retalkingaload of crap, ‘cos most people
don’tknowanyway. Musicisathingthatcomes
fromtheheart. It'sabout feeling. [ know that
soundscorny, butit'strue.

“Someoneoncesaid that most of the great
piecesof musichave been diabolically simple
and musicallyatrocious. We playbasic, simple
kind of things, but that doesn’tmean we're

musicallyatrocious.”

Partfitt: “If we tried to be musically more technical,
we'd losethe feel that we get.”

And that'sreallywhat Status Quoare allabout. Like
Parfitt says, the musickicksyouin theback.

From the minutethe bandsteps on stage, the
audiencesurges forward as though someone was
throwing£1 notesfromthestage. And once they’re



STATUS QUO

upontheirfeet, theydon'tsitdownagainuntilthey
leave the gig. AQuoaudience putsas muchintoagig
astheband themselves, and that'sahellofalot.

Fromthe balcony ofthe City Hall, theaudienceis
likeaseethingmass of tentacles. Beneath, theQuo
justpound out arelentless boogie. Rossistalks
the stagelikehe ownsiit, squeezingthelast note
outofhisguitarand then, withaquick upward
thrust, flickinghis hairbacktoreturn tohis
original position. Between numbers, he
achievesacunningrapport with the audience.

“Hasanybody got the Dog [Of Two Head)
album?” heshouts. Theaudience responds
automatically. “lwantyerall todance up and
downandwiggleyerarses.”

Audiencereactionisalreadycausing
promotersgrief, as Rossi points out later: “We've
hadalotof trouble with heavies. They think
we're tauntingthe audience. There’s all sorts of
messages come up from theside of the stage
telling them to sitdown, butit's pointless trying
totellthem.

“Onceanaudienceisup,youcan'ttellthem tositdownagain. AtLeeds,
allofasudden, theaudiencejustsurged. I've never seenanythinglikeit...
Atonegigthisguygotuponstage withusand the heaviesdragged him off
byhishairand justslunghimoutinto thestreet. That's terrible. He came
up to me afterwards and said, ‘Sign this for me, man. Iwas the onewho
got thrown out!’ You knewwhich one he was because hewas bald.”

AtStAlbans, Quo encore with The Doors’ “Roadhouse Blues” and
“JohnnyBe Goode”. Only the house lights save the band from another
encore.As make myway backstage, Quo freaks are already milling
round the dressing-roomarea. There’s akind of embarrassmentabout
the fans, mostly female, as theyshyly ask for posters, programmes and
anythingelse which can be autographed. Oneyoungladyis even
flourishing a No 6 cigarette coupon for signature.

Somenights, the band willhave anotherblowin theirdressingroom
after the gig. But tonightit’s just a case of unwinding, before joining their
wives for thedrive homein the maroon limo. You just know that Status
Quo have earned everyinch of chrome onthat car. SteveClarke

NME

44 I DON'TCAREWHOyou are...” A hand struck me across
the face. “You're not comin’in 'ere.” Faced with avision
of jobsworthiness as menacingasI'd seen foralongtime,

I countered withaburst of impolite advice on where my assailant

should make love and exited for a further assault.

Security seems to be at premium at Status Quo gigs, it would appear.
Certainlyitwas at this one. There were jobsworths, as far as theeye could
see. Fortunatelythe capacity crowd outnumbered them... thousands of
Status Quo freaks, easilyrecognisable because, apart from the obvious
giveaways like a Hello!album underleftarmand pint of bitterin theright,
theyusuallywalk around withheads bowed so that theirfacesare
covered by mountains of hair.

Backstage it’s noisy. Rick Parfittis tuninghis guitar; Alan Lancaster tries
torectify thesituation by talkingloudly and being friendly. Francis Rossi
sitsand saysyeah, he’ll “beready totalk in aminute”.

Werepair to the next-door room, where we can stillhear Parfitt tuning,
butacertainamountofsanityisretained. Rossi doesn’t particularlylike
interviews. Well, helikes talking, sure, buthe doesn’talways reckon on
the way theyturn out. He’sdeveloped an almost paranoid state over the
music papersand their treatment of the band.

“Yeah, well before Status Quo made itagain (laughs), the catswho were
writingabout us were people who were interested inwritingabout us.
Theythought, ‘Yeah, nicelittle band-I'llhave awrite on that.’ They were
intotheband-whereas now alot ofthem have towrite about us because
it'stheirjob. So they figure they’ll slag us offand see whathappens. That's
thewayitreads anyway, and the way it feels.

“Any criticism hurts, because they are slagging somethingyoulive
withand somethingyoubelievein. If there’sariffto the music, they
thinkthat's somethingterrible. Oh dear me, ariff-can'thave that. But
ifweareintoit, itdoesn’treally matter. Like the whole Reading thing -
we're supposed to have died adeath there and been the worstbandin

“We got in
a bit of debt
— We were
earning very
little money™

theworld. Butgo outandask the people-see
whattheythought. They were there—we saw
‘'em, everybody else saw'em. Critics sayour
musicisn’toriginal, butwhatis?It'sall been
donebefore, everything.”

It'sbeen more than five years since Rossi
wrote “Pictures Of Matchstick Men” and the
band joined the teenybopper ranks. Helooks
backonitwithmildamusement. “The fans had
seen uson the box,andthey'dcometogigs to
haveascream, touch youupandall that, mess
about,and pullyour hair...”

Helooks serious foramoment and adds,
“And the place was dead - they weren'’t getting
anybuzzoffwhat we were doing.”

It’s only in the past few months, since the
release of Piledriver, that Quo have madeany
significantimpression on the music business.
Forfive years theywerevirtually ignored. Soit’s
significantthatthe four members of the band
have stuckitout togetherall thistime.

Says Rossi: “No pointin breakingup, really.

IfI'dleftwe'd either have had to go back to work, which none of us wanted
anyway, orwe'd have gonein anotherbandand started again.

“Soitwassensibletostay together. We didn’tactually think, ‘We've got
tostay togetherand makeit’, but onreflection that’showitwas. I don't
thinkwe realised how down we were, because we always managed to
maintain ourself-respectand confidence.”

Financially, the band werein dead schmuck.

“Wegotinabit of debt—we were earningverylittle money. Infact, Idon’t
knowhowwedid it. Sometimes we came out with £5. Wesupported T. Rex
just beforethey had ‘Ride AWhite Swan’-thingslikethat—andjust £5
wasallyou'dget for it. Funny though-even nowit’s costing us ahell of
alotto keep going. Ten times as much asitdid a couple of years back.”

Rossidescribes theirway of gettingback on their feetagainas “goingin
the back door”. So from supporting T. Rex they then wenton tour with
Slade, playing as many gigs ashumanly possible. “Everything helped us
-yeah, the Sladetour helped.”

Theyardstick ofa band’s success is when their old record company
re-release theirold material. Sojust when Quohad Piledriver (Vertigo)
sellingandin the album charts, good old Pyestarted puttingold products
onthemarket. Rossiwas notunnaturally annoyed.

“It'sallright for most of the cats whowant toget hold of it, butit does
seem abit of acon. Theyjustsling productoutand see whathappens.”

The band’s newalbum, Hello!, is the second they’vereleased with
Phonogram. Says Rossi: “It’s agradual progression from Piledriver.
Everything we dois steady, ploddy. We plod on. Everybodysays, ‘Yeah,
that’s aload of bullshitandit’sabitof thisand it’s veryriffyandit'sall very
simple’, but they don’treallyunderstand. We don’t consciously sitdown
and say, ‘Let’s besimple.’ mean, musicis feel. The greatest musicians
play frominside.

“Really, we'dlike some respect. Chuck Berry hasrespect,and hecanbe
rough-he’s justa feel merchant. [ don’t think people reallylisten towhere
weareat—-theyaren’tbeinghonestaboutit.”

So conversation turns full circle. We're back on Rossi'’s paranoia about
the music papersagain: “Yeah, they think, ‘I'llhaveago at that.’ Sells
papersanyway, don'tit.”

BarJohn Coghlan, every member of Quo contributes to the writing side.
And “fifthmember” Bob Young, who has been known tojoin theband on
stage, co-writes material as well.

“John'sgota couple of things comingalong, butit’s very difficult for
him. Youcan'treallywriteasongon the drums. He can'tsitat hiskitand
say, ‘Yeah, thatsoundsnice.

Bob?Goodboy, heis... Doesn'treally like being on stage, because he
feelssilly. Buthe writessongs and looks after the band. He’s mother. We
writeall the time-the main problemisgross lack of time. Butwe're
always plonkingaround.”

While the band's publicist would have it that Quo are setting America
alight, Rossiisnotsoexuberant. Again he uses his phrase “gettingin the
back door”. And he adds: “I knowAmericais supposed to beimportant.
Theysay ‘you've gottodoitout there’. ButI don’treallylike America,and
Idon'tlike the thought of going back. But we'llgo back, go in the back
door, notheadlining. You've got todo it properly.” Julie Webb

HISTORY OF ROCK 1973 | 53

STATUS QUO



REEK "

The History Of Rock is a magazine series celebrating 50 years
of the music that changed the world - starting in 1965.

Month by month, it builds up into an unprecedentedly detailed
chronicle of the music and musicians we love.

i géiicd Subscribe
R todayand
: save 22%

- .

-
y =3 R
. Payonl
% P S e
- ~".‘-""" o\ y

-‘.1;

f;' £0.59
“ LI
@é - dlnissue

% toyour home

WWW.UNGUTSUBS.CO.UK/HISTORYOFROCK197
OR CALL 0330 333 1113, QUOTING PROMOTION GODE 10(

Closing date: 41/05/2016

For overseas orders please call + 44 (0)330 333 1113



=

o

MM/NME JAN-MAR
Unhappy camper

“Bolanisn’tcamp-he's prissy
and fey, and engrossed inhisown
image.” David Bowie - Quotes Of
The Year.

Has David Bowie’s music been
lostbehind thefacade ofhisstage
image? Havingjust seen Bowie
live, | must say he was lousy. His
actillustratedsomethingthat!l
and manyothershavelong
suspected; thereis notenough
weight or guts behind his music
andlyrics. Instead herelies
heavily on production effects.
Thosesameeffects ruined what
good there wason Lou Reed’s
latest LP, Transformer.

WhyhaveLou Reed and The
Velvet Underground been
suppressed forsolong? Longago
theyshouldhave had someofthe
adulation that Bowie hasseen,
aboveall, frommanycritics.

Asforthefans, whenwewere
rootingwhat music therewas
from theruins of flower power, we
should havebeenlisteningtothe
Velvets. Why didn’t we? Perhaps
it'ssomethingtodowith Reed's
culture. New Yorkisrearedon
hard drugs, pop (Warhol) and
camp.Alarmingly, New York's
presentisour future.

Reed’s musicis wicked (“Lady
Godiva'sOperation”); Reed’s
musicissad, comingasacry from
thestifled heathen atmosphere of
New York. Reed’sstruggle, I think,
isappropriate tothetime. His
imageisnothingtodowithglitter.
He'splainblack leathercamp, yet
very, verysad. Heis, as Richard
Williamssocharmingly putit, like
“anageingwhore”.

Isuppose Reed isrealityas
Bowieis fantasy. Escapismis what
thekiddies want. They'll grow out
ofit. Bowiethecharmeristhe
queenforthem. He'sdistant,
sweeterand softerand easier to
acceptthanthecloser, harsher,
luringmusicof the older queen.

Both have somethingtosaybut
howisit offered? Live, at least you
getthefeelingthat Reed, “the
chauvinistic pig”, ishumanand
notplastic.

ROBERT HARDY, Radcliffe Park
Road,Salford 6,Lancs (MM Jan13)

Farewell to the Gavern
Anobituary notice by Bob Wooler,
Cavern Club resident Df/compere,
1961-1966: Liverpool'sfamous
CavernClub, the backstreet
warehouse basement where

Readers’ letters

Beatlemaniawasborn, is duetobe
bulldozed thisweek to make way
foracity-centre underground
railwayline.

TheCavernopened 16 years
agoasaRonnieScott’s-typeclub
withaLeft Bankhohemian
atmosphere, featuringtrad, big
bandsandcool combos. Many
artistsofinternational repute,
from Acker Bilk to Josh White, rang
themusical changesinthestony
cellar,rangingfromragtimeto
reggaeand skiffletosoul.

TheBeatles’ Cavern debutwasat
alunchtimesession in February
1961. Their subsequentworldwide
famerubbed offontheCavernand
itbecameatop tourist attraction,
much ballyhooed by press, radio
andtelevision. Alltogether the Fab
Four played there 292 times,
bowingoutin August 1963.

InFebruary 1966 theclub closed
downwiththedeclineofthe
Mersey Beat scene, signallingthe
end of Liverpool’srock
renaissance. Eventually the
premises werealtered and the
clubreopenedasarhythm-and-
boozevenue. Now, on the 10th
anniversaryof The Beatles’first
NumberOnehit-"Please Please
Me” - the Home Of The Beatles
willironically cease to exist.
BOBWOOLER,WestDerby Road,
Liverpool 6 (NMEFeb 27)

Who next?

Afterlisteningto“Pinball Wizard”
by TheNewSeekersontheradio,
Iwouldliketo say how disgusted
Iwastohearthembringoutsuch
abadreproduction. TheWhoare
oneofmyfavouritebandsand
it'sheartbreakingtohear
anothergroupruinoneoftheir
masterpieces. Alsoon thissingle
isanothersnatch of TheWho's pop
opera.ljusthope thatit's not going
tobeascommercial as Jesus Christ
Superstar,as TommyMUST bein
acategoryofitsown.

SUE, Paisley, Scotland (NME Mar 24)

Dark side of the sleeve
I havejust bought Pink Floyd’s
new album Dark Side Of The Moon.
Iwasastonished at the price
£2.50 forless than 45 minutes of
music. Thisisridiculous. Packed
withthealbum,inadoublesieeve
incidentally, weretwo useless
postersand twoequally useless
stickers. Without theseand the
doublesleeve,  reckon that the
albumcould have retailed at
around £2.10andeveryone
would have been happy.
Whyshould we payforthis
trashwhenafterallwewant to
listen to the musicand notlook at
thesleeve? Record companies
shouldinstil afeelingofgoodwill
ratherthan an “I'vebeen conned”,
aslhave.
GPKELSEY,Brough, Yorks
(NMEMarch 24)

Shirley some mistake

Ihave discovered agreat newgirl
ballad singer. Her name? Yoko
Ono. | discovered herbychance.
I puttheB-sideof)JohnLennon'’s
“Instant Karma”singleonat
33rpm, and Yoko's previously
screechingandscreamingvoice
took onanew dimension. Watch
out, Shirley Bassey, Yoko's coming.
CRAIGBROWN, Tullecombe,
Rogate, Sussex(MM Jan13)

Spot the beef

Onsixconsecutivealbums
Captain Beefheart has
approached the playingofrock
music inauniqueway.Soifhe
decidestoexplorecertain
possibilitiesin the world of easy
listening, whoare wetocriticise
hisdecision, ortosaythathe
ceasestobe progressive? (Does
anyonestill use thatterm?) Can
weassume hehassold out?
Allthereviewslread warned
me that asa Beefheart fan [ would
bedisappointed by Clear Spot.
However, when I heardit, itmade
mesmile. Having heard the
Captainbewildandfranticon
manyoccasions, itmadean
interestingchange to hearhim
relaxedand jovial. Andlistening
tothemuch-slated “Too Much
Time",wondered how many
writersinasentimental ballad of
thistypealludetolovebeingas
deepastheoceanaswellasto
eatingacanofstalebeansand
acanofsardines?
ANDREW, Elborough St,Southfields,
London SW18 (MM Jan 27)
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BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN,
LED ZEPPELIN, ROXY
MUSIC AND MORE

March10,1973:Rod
StewartandRonnie
5. LaneoftheFacesin
concertforthe Popgala
S showonDutchTV
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“Time to move on’”

NME MAY 26

ONNIE“PLONK” LANE, founder member of the Faces,
thisweekannounced his decision to quit the group.
Just returned from the band’s seventh American tour,
Lanecommented: “It's time to moveon - feel the need
forachange.” The NMEunderstands that Lane wiltbe
makingastatement on his future plans when he returns
fromaholidayin Francein about 10days’ time.
Lane’sdeparture will notaffect the Faces’ upcoming
British and Europeandates, which will go ahead as planned
thisincludes theirconcertsat London Edmonton Sundown
onJjune 1,3and 4. Thegrouparecurrentlyauditioning for
anew bassist,and expect tobeable toannounceLane’s
replacementveryshortly.
Inanofficial statement,drummer Kenney Jones said
“Ronnie obviously wants to dosomethingofhisown,
and thereis no reason why weshouldstandin hisway.”
Keyboards man lan McLagan told the NME: “Thesplit
wasallveryamicable, butit'sforeveryone’sgoodreally.”
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There seems to be a certain naivete there..

MM How 10cc (formerly Hotlegs) sneaked “Rubber Bullets” and racier numbers past the

BBC censors and into the charts. “Try it in your Mitzi Gaynor voice,” advises drummer Kevin Godley.




album.[won'ttell youwhich theyare, butit
sure proves that songfactories can work, when
they’rerunonfun.

Thegreatsuccess of “Rubber Bullets” amuses
themnoend, becauseitarrived withno
assistance from the BBC-which tookalook at
thetitle, decided it was about NorthernIreland,
and promptly buried itin the wastebin.

“Wereallydon'tknow howitbecameahit,”
saysGraham. “Isupposeit wasinthe
discotheques-that, and maybe word-of-
mouth, too.” The chemistry ofa hitsingle
thereforeremainsamysteryto them-“Donna”
was asleeper, too, and would “Johnny Don't Do
It" havebeen ahit if they'dleft it foranother few
weeks? Whatever, they've proved again that the
godalmighty BBC can’talways stop good
recordsfrom makingthechart.

“It’sextremely funny,” Graham continues.
“As soon asit gotinto thecharts, five orsix BBC
producersrang Chris Denningat UK Records
andsaid, ‘Can wehaveanothercopyofthe
single, please? Weseem to have misplaced the
oneyousentusoriginally.’

“Beforethat, in fact, Chrishad gota few
shortened copies pressed for BBC play, because
hethought maybeit was abitlong, but when the
producerscamethrough again he toldthemhe
hadn’t got any shortened ones leftand they had
toplaythe full version.”

The song, ofcourse, contains references to
“ballsand brains” and “balling in thestreet”,
which worried the group. Butagain, the Beeb
doesn’t seemto havenoticed. “Theyreallydon't
seemtolisten to more thanthe first 10 seconds,”
Graham muses. “ mean, look at ‘Walk On The
Wild Side’ - all thatstuffabout oral sexand so
on.Thereseemstobeacertainnaivetethere...”

10cc’ssecretseems to be that they pack alotof
contentinto theirsongs, each one beingamini-
cantatawith characters and somesort ofaplot.
Theircareful exploitation of the resources
available at Strawberry Studios (part-owned by
Gouldmanand Stewart) is also noticeable,
addingdistinction tothesongs.

“We'reluckythat we've got four singers, four
potential lead voices,” says Lol. “One voice

Gouldmanplayedinvarious
Manchester-basedbands
inthe’60sandpenncdhits

B suchas “For YourLove ™ for
The Yardbirdsand*Bus
Stop” for The Hollies

throughoutanalbumcan
getwearying, sometimes.”
Andthey usethecontrasting
voicesbrilliantly,imbuing
the various song-characters
withwitand point.

There’s “Headline
Hustler", forexample,
writtenbyGrahamandEric.
Clatteringalonglikeanear
relative of “Rubber Bullets”, it uses topical
themes: the Lambton Affairand the BBC, the
CIAand Watergate. “Sand InMyFace” isabout
aman whotakesaCharles Atlas Dynamic
Tension course, and would be a perfect single.

Thethere's “The Dean And I” which, were it
amovie, wouldstar Doris Day and Rock
Hudson, and which captures exactly thatice-
cream-sodaworld ofgraduation daysand
reluctantvirgins. “Thatone,” says Kevin,
“waswrittenbyGodley and Cremeand
Rodgers and Hammerstein.”

There’s “Ships Don’t Disappear In The Night
(Do They?)” -atribute to Bela Lugosiand Boris
Karloff, who figure prominently in the chorus,
with anotherrefrain which runs: “You gotta be
nice... to Vincent Price.

Ericand Graham wrote that one, and Kevin.
pleads: “When you'veheard them all, will you
tellus who's thesilliest?”

“Fresh Air For My Momma”, written by Kev
and Lol,doesn’t soundsillyatalil. It’s
aballad ofthe PetSounds variety with
astronglead vocalandimmense
harmonies, beautifully voiced-but
it’ssubtitled “The American Way Of
Dying" and bearsastrongthematic
resemblancetoEvelyn Waugh’s
novel The Loved One, reeking of
funeral parlours and coffins sliding
into the flames.

Allthesesongsdemonstrate their
collective fixation with American
customsand lifestyles,and they're
amongthe few Britons who've captured
theatmosphereso per fectly. To them,
thedistanceseemsto lend perspective

“We’re lucky that
we’ve got four
singers, four

potential voices”

aswellasenchantment,and
they’rejust ascleveratitas
BryanFerry, perhapseven
moreso.

“SpeedKills”, byEric,
beganinthedayswhenhe,
Loland Kevin were Hotlegs:
“Wefirst tried it when
someone suggested that we
doanotherdrum-based
thingtofollowup
‘Neanderthal Man’ about
18 monthsago. Thereare
14 guitar partson it—it’s
supposedto beakind of
concerto, my contribution
totheclassics!”

ItrattlesalonglikeaV-8
Ford (the mingled guitars
soundinglikeEricClapton
and DuaneAllmaninahall
of mirrors, while the thick
vocalharmonies playa
backingroletoEric’s
virtuosity; in factthewhole
albumisspattered with his

brilliantguitar, particularly
noticeableinthecaseofhis
accompanyingslideriffs
and occasional solos). It may
remind you alittle of
ManfredMann’sManikin
cigarsTVad, speeded upand
minus Vivien Neves.

Thealbumwillalso
include the three A-sides
they’vereleased todate and - perhapssilliest of
all-aGodley/Cremeselection entitled “The
Hospital Song”. “It's really ashame that Jimmy
Clitheroedied,” saysKevin. “Hewould have
sungthisoneperfectly.”

It'sthetaleofademented patient who sings to
hisanaesthetist: “Iget offon what you give me,
darlin"” Lol, dubbingonthelead vocal,
performsitinafurious, impotent, Woody
Allen-ish half-suppressedscream. “Lol,” says
Kev, “canyou tryitin your Mitzi Gaynor voice?”

“Trytosound pathetic,” adds Graham. “Even
more pathetic than yousound now.”

Thegreat thingabout 10cc~andlivingin
Manchesterhasalottodo with this-isthat
they’resofresh. Anythingbutslaves tothe
trends and stultifyinghipness which afflict
the London music business, theyhaveanew
andexciting angle. After all, how many other
groups would writeavery funny songabout
bed-wetting? Richard Williams
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“We’re only just starting”

NME MAY 12
CCJ UST WHAT THE world needs,”

said Frank Zappa, sardonically

introducing his short-lived Bizarre
label four years ago. “Another record
company.” Asithappened, the nalbums
released while Bizarre was operational were of
anartistic standardrarely achieved by the
blanket output of the larger recording
combines,because (and | make this statement
whilst fully aware of the cynical sneers it will
elicit fromtherock business atlarge) the
criteria of the label were aesthetic rather than
commercial/pragmatic.

OK, soit didn'tlast (and neither did John
Peel’s equally altruistic Dandelionlabel), and
possibly the time when anlsland Records
could get off the groundinthe face of such
giantsas CBS, EMI, Decca and the Kinney
Corporationare long gone. But right now
arenewed attempt at combining artistic
integrity with financial viability is tobe
launched by anindependent company. And
this time it looks as if it might just work.

Alternative Virgin

The company involvedis Virgin Records,
known so far only as Britain's most successful
(in terms of rapidity of growth) privately
ownedandoperated chainof recordstores.
Thekey factorsindicating that their projected
label could accomplish what Dandelion and
Bizarre failed to do are that the organisation
notonly possessesits own
studio (the famous Manorin
Oxfordshire),but it also has
a substantial control of the
distribution of its product
throughits countrywide
network of shops.

The Virginlabelis the
culmination of two-and-a-half years of hard
work and slow evolution on the part of a
determined group of people led by Richard
Branson, one-time editor of Student
magazine. “We started in1971,” explains
Branson, “as amail order service based in our
Oxford Street branch. We used the abolition
of Retail Price Maintenance, which was
broughtin
around that
time, to enable

“Every company,
apart from us,
turned Mike down”

! “He'sartistically out
ofthisworld”:Mike
Oldfieldatwork on
Tubular Bells at
RichardBranson's

j ManorStudios

——

TUBULAR BELLS/MIKE OLDFIELD
Stereo @ 1973 V2001

Side One
Composed by Mike Oldfield (25 :00)

Published by Virgin Music Lid,

our stock tobe sold at anything up to 25 per
centless thanthe recommendedprice.
“Because no other shops were willing to cut
profits as along-term investment, we found
ourselves cornering the market, particularlyin
imports,and we expanded very quickly over
the first six months. Now we have 14 shopsin
most of the major cities, and
we plantoopenseveral new
oneswithinthe year.”
Eventually Bransonplans
torunthe label on akind of
splitlevel. The premierlabel
will concernitself with
signed artists and normal
systems of advances against royalties for full
use of Manor studio time; the second one will
runon amore limited but artistically even
more adventurous schedule.
Viathislastoutlet, acts willbe able to
recordinlimited time andwitha special
contract, producing albums pressedin
smaller quantity and distributed entirely
through the company’s ownshops.
The first string of groups, who willbe
exclusively signed to the label and a projected




DavidBowic:fans
hadcomplainedof
soundandsight-
lineproblems athis
EarlsCourtshow

Virgin management agency, willhave
theirrecords distributed and pressed by
Island (who, in turn, are handled by EMI),
although Virgin will retain control of
musical content, sleeve designand
promotion. “The secondary label,”

says Branson, “could take over where
Dandelion left off, if it works out.

As for the main one, we won't be signing
ahellof alot of acts at first, although12
albums are scheduled for1973 because
we want to restrict our signings to things
we allbelievein artistically. And, besides,
we're only just starting. We don't want to
jumpthe gun.”

Thefirstreleasesonthe Virginlabel
are Tubular Bells by ex-Kevin Ayers multi-
instrumentalist Mike Oldfield; Radio
Gnome Invisible by Anglo-French group
Gong: and Manor Live, an album of
collaborations by alarge number of
different artists under the name Steve
York's Camelo Pardalis. Featured on

Manor Live are,amongst others, Elkie b |
Brooks, Jim Mullen, Ollie Halsall, Mike V - R«
Patto, Tim Hinkley, Rob Tait, Lol Coxhill, ENTRANCH

DAY
Boz, Graham Bond, Diane Stewart, Marc 1D BOWIE 1 2

4
Charig, Mick Moody, Steve York and Pete Saturday, May 12th, 1973
Gage, many of whom appear by = e 7 EY
permission of Island Records. ARENA £2.00 ro.w D 20
The Gongalbumis the result of a deal R
between Virginand the Frenchlabel BYG,
andisthe firstof afour-part sequence, NME JUNE 9

this one entitled Flying Teapot.
For this album the band’s lineup was DAVID BOWIE’'S PROJECTED return concertat London’s Earls Court stadium on Jiine 30

EARLS COUR

OPPOSIIE RATHICK R0, £ unsIumA:uﬁ SAv't‘mA
MAIN MAN in association with cc
MEL BUSH and R.C.A. Records

BLOCK

70 8¢ MTaince

expanded toinclude - apart from ex-Soft which wasto have been the final datein his current massive tour schedule - hasbeen
Machine guitarist and leader Daevid Allen and cancelled. The decision to scrap this show was taken by his manager, Tony Defries, who

his wife Gilli Smyth - Christian Fritsch (guitar, said: “Neither David nor myself will make any further comment on the matter.”

bass), Steve Hillage (guitar), Tim Blake The 18,000-capacity arenawas the startingpoint for the Bowie touron May 12, and his
(synthesizer, trumpet and vocals), Francis concertonthatdate was subjected to widespread criticism from sections of the audience who
Moze (ex-Magma, bass), Didier Malherbe could neither see nor hear him. Visualand acousticimprovements were promised for his June
(saxes)and Laurie Allen (drums). 30return. Intheabsence ofanyofficial explanation, itseems likely that the gigwas cancelled in

Mike Oldfield’s recordfeatures himon case these newstandardscould not be achieved.
overdubbed guitars, mandolin, bass, chimes, Commented Defries: “It appears that the box office has been opened before the appointed
percussion, keyboards synthesizer and vocals, date without myknowledge or permission, and thatavery large quantity of mail has been
and has caused so much excitement at Virgin received from prospectiveticket-buyers. I will do myutmost toensure thatall of thisis sorted
that they are planning a promotional concert and moneyreturned assoonas possible.
atthe Festival Hallin June, which willinclude Promoter Mel Bush told the VME: “I have been told to make nocomment on the Bowie
Stevie Winwood and Robert Wyatt as cancellation. But I would emphasisethat mySlade concertat Earls Court the following day
additional musicians. (July 1) isdefinitelystillon.”

“Every company, apart from us, turned him Bowie's Aladdin Sanealbum is now inthe chartsin six different countries—Britain, the
down,” says Branson. “Whichis unbelievable, United States, Italy, Holland, Sweden and Norway. Itis alsoonrelease in Germany, France,
after you've heard the album. He's artistically Belgium, Denmark, Switzerland and Austria—and isabout to be issued in Australia, South
out of this world, and we cansee noreason Africaand Japan. At presstime, the LPwas approaching £500,000 gross in British sales alone.

why Tubular Bells shouldn'tbe acommercial
success t0o.” lanMacdonald

“Absolutely untrue”

NME JUNE9

UMOURS CIRCULATING THIS week, suggesting that Keith Richards is
Rleaving the Rolling Stones, were vehemently denied by Mick Jagger. The story

seems to have emanatedin Los Angeles,where Nicky Hopkins - who has
worked with the Stones onmany occasions - reportedly told a US rock writer that
Richards had been ousted by Jagger, who was seeking Ronnie Wood of the Faces as
areplacement. The rumour was strengthened last week when two sourcesin Britain
claimedtohave heard from Richards himself that he was leaving the Stones.

Richards was out of town and unavailable for comment, but Mick Jagger told the

NME:“Thereporthasno basisin fact whatsoever -it's absolutely untrue.” Ronnie
Wood also denied that any approach had been made to himby the Stones.

ALPHA
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GramParsonsataparty
inaparkin Los Angeles,
June 1973, while
recording sessionsfor
hissecondalbum,
Gricvous Angel(insct)
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“Idon’t know what
country rockis”

NME MAY 12

OWADAYSIT'S THE done thing for
Nyour heavy friends todrop by the

studio and lay down some choice licks
on your album for kicks and maybe expenses.
And when those friends are pianist Glen D
Hardin, drummer Ronnie Tutt and that much-
emulated guitar hero JamesBurton - the
mainstays of paunchy Presley’s back-up band
-thenyou'rereally wellin. Well, they were all
there when Gram Parsons decided to cut his
long-overdue solo album.

And Lord knows, it's not that these cats
need the money.

“They cancommand any fee they want,”
says Parsons. “The factis, they were really
keento do the album, and beyond that, alotta
times they came along for free.”

What Parsons doesn’t say, but youcanread
betweenthe lines, is thatthese musicians
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neededan alternative to churning out

“Lord, You Gave Me A Mountain”, “My Way"”
and hurried facsimiles of the Hillbilly Cat’s
past glories amidstthe Las Vegas facade.
“Actually... Glen, Ronnie and James are pals
fromalong way back,” drawls the mellow
country gentleman, “so | guess it was relatively
easy for me to get themdown tomy sessions.”

Without any trace of egotism, Parsons
continues: “You gotta understand that cutting
this album was entirely different from playing
on some plastic group’s record. Now that may
not sound like alot to you, but for these guysiit
wasincredible.”

Andso are some of the recorded results.
It's certainly true that Gram Parsons has
garnered afine reputationsince the mid-'60s,
when he hauled his patched-denim ass out of
the East and settledin LA tore-pioneer the

musical heritage of the Old West.
Parsons was the man whoinstigated

the much-abused cosmic cowboy
movement with The International
Submarine Band,got The Byrds to
record their Sweetheart Of The Rodeo
masterpiece, and helped form the sun-
kissed Flying Burrito Brothers.

Soeven LA'shordes of paranoid
poseurs reacted with almost
unprecedented enthusiasm to the news
that Gram Parsonswas finally takinga
band out onthe one-night ulcer trail.
Eventhejadedladies of the canyons
were farmore interestedin gettinginto
the group than actually getting into the
group. Andthere’s asubtle difference.

There he was going out on the road,
resplendentin his Mr Nudie “dude ranch
Wild West” suit, adashing, elegant
figure.But evenagood ole kicker like
GramParsons has to contend with
avoidingimages such asbeing called
acountryrocker.

Aslaid-back as a field of corn having
beenthoroughly worked overby a
bulldozer, Parsonsreclinesin the back
of his Greyhound touring bus, parked
out front of his rustic Coldwater
Canyonranch-style house, and softly
mumbles: “Man, | still don't know what
countryrockis!”

He gazesat this beer can, takesa
throat full,and gurgles: “I would say I'm
acontemporary country music artist with an
electricrock’n’roll band.”

Again he pauses, nods and concludes:
“Yep...|guess that's exactly what | am.”

Though to alarge extent responsible for
the spate of cosmic-cowboy bands that have
sprung up almost as regularly as spaghetti
Westerns, Parsons’ opinionis less than
favourable towards such outfits.

“Sure, they're funto watch,” he concedes,
“butinno ways are they country bands. Most
of them are just San Francisco drinkingbands
as opposed to the regular San Francisco acid
bands. The only guy among thatlot who has
any tasteis Jerry Garcia, but apart from what
he does, most of the music that these bands
call countryrockjustdoesn’tturn me on.”

Although country music is the largest
single marketin America, there’s still this mis-
conception held by the heavy-metal kids that
country folk are nothing but rednecks, beer
drinkers and blue-rinsed blonde honky tonk
queens. And country types reckon their



detractors are just decadent, long-haired
hippies.Inshort: the Easy Rider isstillinsearch
of America. To try torectify theseinjustices,
Gram Parsons joined The Byrds and
persuaded Roger McGuinn to record
Sweetheart Of The Rodeo.

“When [first joined The Byrds | was quite
pleased with the result, simply because it
hadbeen sodamn hard for me togetareal
country thing going,” Parsons recollects.
“But the more | played with The Byrds, the
more | wished | could get themto doreal
country songslike ‘That’s All It Took’instead of
some of their more familiar songs, which [ felt
were a waste of time. At this point, we were
working toreally bigaudiences but weren't
getting the response we
couldhave gotten had we
pursued the direction of the
Rodeo album.”

Though there were no
major clashes over musical
policy, Parsons was to split
from The Byrds on amatter
of principle -he refusedto
performbefore segregated
audiencesin South Africa.

Hetells me: “I was raised in the South by
some wonderful black people and what
commonsense | have | owe to them. Listen,
man,” andfor once his voice rises above its
mellow monotone, “l couldn’t play before
segregated audience. That’s something no
personshould everdo.”

The subject gets his adrenalin working
overtime, and he citesanumber of cases
illustrating the evils of
apartheid. He spits: “I think the
South Africangovernmentare
nothing but a bunch of skunks
andreally behind the rest of the
civilised world.”

Calming himself, he takesa
retrospective look at his days as
aFlying Burrito Brother.

“lloved the Burritos,” he
drawls, “but | got tired of it all
after awhile. Again,itwasa
question of tryingto get the
rightkind of peopletoform
areal countryband.lcan
remember some really inspired
moments when we recorded
Gilded Palace Of Sin,but soon
afterthat everythingjustbored
me.lfyoureally wanna know,
|wasgoing to leave when Chris
Etheridge left, but | stayed on
tofrontthe band until they
found asuitable replacement.
The trouble was they took so
long that finally | hadto wish
themallthe bestand quit.”

This was to bring Parsons
back toBritainand to
re-establish his friendship with
Mick Jagger and Keith Richards,
who had dedicated “Wild
Horses” tohim.lt wastobea
fruitful collaboration, and it
could be that his presence
influenced the more country-
esque cuts on Exile On Main St.

“Gountry music
is sincere in the
same way as R&B
and BB King”

Parsonssays: “I think it was a logical
stepfor the Stonestogetinto country
music, because they've alwaysbeen
wellinto the old blues since they first
began. Whether it was subconscious
or not, they were tryingto getinto an
old country-blues type thing, whichis
part of the Rolling Stones sound.

“l supposeit was a coincidence that
lhappenedto come along with The
Byrds, and Mick andKeith liked a few
of my songs, coupled to the fact that
we gottalottakicks outtajust sitting
around playing together.

“By this time, I"d had it with LA, the
Burritos and the rush.So lhadtodoa
solo album, but at that time
there wasjustnowaytodo
it.1couldn't get the right
musicians or arecord
company.Sol called Keith
andsaid that |wanted to
come over to London and
hang out, play some country
music, because he wanted
to produce me.

“Unfortunately, for
anumber of reasons, including Keith's prior
commitments and the lack of suitable
musicians in Britain, all | did was sing and pick
withthe Stonesandsing on‘Lovin' Cup’and
‘Sweet Virginia'”

Returningto LA, Parsons once again set
about getting together his band The Fallen
Angels. And his prize acquisition was singer
Emmylou Harris.

“She’s soimportant to thisband,” he insists.
“Yousee, there aren't many country tenor
singers around except for those straight
session Nashville cats.”

Parsonsis confident that The Fallen Angels
will succeed where others failed to establish
acommon denominator for bothrockand
country music fans.

“At the moment I'mstill having trouble in
figuring alot of country folk out,” he began,
curiously. “I've found out that they're not
prejudiced just as long as you come to their
city and spendyour money in theirrecording
studios. | canremember when they were
prejudiced no matter what.”

Parsons believes his Fallen Angels willhelp
people who've only listened to the likes of Doc
Watson and Flatt & Scruggs to enjoy amore
contemporary approach, while rock fans will
then become exposed to artists like Waylon
Jennings, Merle
Haggard, George Jones

“lwasgoingtoleave when
ChrisEtheridgeleft™: The
FlyingBurritoBrothers-
(I-r)“SneakyPete " Klcinow,
ChrisHillman,BernieLeadon,
MichaelClarke,Gram Parsons
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and Tammy Wynette.

He sums up: “Today,
people wannahear
about the dealeronthe
street, ‘Superfly’,and
anything thatgoes
against the accepted
establishment, and
because of this| think
they wannahear
country music.

“Country musicisn't
bubblegum anditisn't
gearedtosell like
bubblegum.It’s sincere
inthe same way as R&B
and BB King. Now, if that
canappeal to younger
people, |seenoreason
why country musiccan't
have the same appeal.”
Roy Carr

Parsons
the country
pre acher
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MARCH 17 —

HERE'SANEWsensation. A fabulous
creation. Adanceable solution. To teenage
revolution”. Well, whatisit?

“Tired of the tango? Fed up with fandango?”
Mpbst certainly, but have you got anything
better, Mr Bryan Ferry?

What isthis new sensation? “Do theStrand, love. When you feel love.
It’sthenew way. That's what we say: Do theStrand”. The Strand? “The
Sphinx and Mona Lisa, Lalitaand Guernica. Did the Strand.

Well, in that case, sowilll, and so will you - and before you know it, the
whole countrywill beS:randinglike buggery. It’s new, it’sgreat, andit’s
TheStrand.

“ldon’tquite know whattheStrand is,” said Bryan Ferry, smokingyet
anotherof myMarlbores (butthey're nice toshare). “It’'s sortof...”

14

RoxyMusicperform”InEvery
DreamHMome AHeartache™
on The Old Grey Whistle Test,
firstbroadcastonApril3,1973

—— Ay

EA

Heshimmiedaleg, rolled his eyes, and made a locomotion movement
withonearm. “You candoanythingyoulike toit really. We were going
toget Lionel Blairtowork outsome danceroutines forit... but The
Strandiseverything.”

Itis. Andso is Roxy Music’s new album, For Your Pleasure. Which
Bryanwas turningup fullvolume. We'd met in the MarkhamArms,
Kings Road. 1 wasexpecting to meet someveryserious, over-bored,
over-awarefellow, with aliking for arty things and nostalgia. Funny
what the mind conjures up.

Instead, Ferryisloveable, nervous, wittyin the nicest places and as
openasabarndoor. | foundhimextraordinary looking, even though he
was dressed plainly in black and abitof leather. He has aface and
forehead thatwould dojusticetoarolein Star Trek. Helooks toall
intents and purposeslikeeneofus, Captain, but | beg to tellyou that he
hastwoheartsand threebrains,said Spock. That sortof thing,ifyou
canseewhatlmean. »
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I BryanFerryin1973:
"WegotFor Your
Pleasuretogether
injustoverizdays”

Weshared aglass, raved over ELO's “Roll Over Beethoven” gushed out
bythejuke-“1love Jeff Lynne’ssinging, but Roy Wood's better. When
IwasaDJ, I had ahabit of playing ‘Fire Brigade' every night.”

Now, there'salittle insightinto Ferry foryou.

We crossed Kings Road, full of flurryand fur, and flash, and within
minutes weresettled intoacushy office, speakers poundingout
rock'n’roll, and thelyrics urged onetodo the Strand -openingtrack to
this new Roxy. And what afabulous new Roxy this is! Ferry openlyadmits
thatit'swaybetter thanthefirstalbum.

“Ayearontheroad hasseento that. We spent agesover thefirstatbum,
weeksand weeksand weeks, but got this togetherin just over 12 days. Our
playingis farsuperior, everythingis farsuperior.”

lasked Bryantocomment on thetracks individually, but oncethetape
hadstarted, neither ofus was particularly anxiousto talk. Instead we just
listened -Ferry gazingon to the Kings Road; megazingintoaspace
between thetwospeakers.

SideOne-“DotheStrand”: Thereis absolutely no doubt thatwhenyou
hear this, you'll putitrightbackonagain,and thenagain. It'ssobloody
attractive. Well plonked eights on the piano, coupled with snorty/wailing/
screamingsax.Apart fromthelyricsbeingatotalgas—that'snot thefirst
thingthat catchesyou. Insteadit’'sthe urgetoget upand dance. “Purely
adancer,”said Bryanlater. “I thinkit's nice towriteadancer, don’tyou?”

It'sasingle, it'sgottobeasingle, | told him. “But that would be cheating
kids, puttingasingle out fromanatbum. That'scheating,” said Bryan.
He'ssonice. We played thetrack three timesinall... it'sthatsortofthing.
Anhonestrocker-and pleasinglybizarre, too.

“BeautyQueen”: As Bryansoaptly putit: “Thisonehasadistinct
Northern working men’sclub feel toit.” On this slow, droopy ballad,
Ferrysoundslikea mutated cross between Gene Pitneyand Engelbert
(whoops). Somefeverishbutsoftguitar nurses the vocalline. “Ooo e
wayyou look makes mystarryeyesshiver”. It creeps, and groansalittle...
groaningso much afteraminute thatyou wanttolaugh.

Asmitecreptacross Ferry’s face too; that was just before thecurdling
finished and the band stops forasplitsecond and reappears, gashingand
fighting, loud and straight snappyrock. They certainly rocklike nobody's
businesson thisalbum. “Most things were done on thefirst take, too. You
might say we're together,” said Ferry. After thefranticjamming, the
numberreturnstoslinkand slop.

“StrictlyConfidential”: Hell, now 1 know what happened to [Canadian
actor] Edmund Hockridge - he lost sixstoneand joined Roxy. The
openinginthis most certainlyhasa fHousewives'Choiceballad feelto it,
plusthe fact thatFerry's voice hitsthesoapylanguor forwhich Edmundis
sorightly famous.

Agrower, itlullsoneintolisteningtothelyrics, while the musicrolls
slowly, risingand turning. Itbuilds to anightmarish, confused ending of
nastynoise. Itleavesonefeeling quite emotionallywasted. Most enjoyable.

“Editions of You”. “Ever noticed how much Roxysteal?” someoneasked
me. “Yes,” [ replied. “But they steal well.”

Twolovelyexamplesof masterful thievingoccuron this delicious track.
Forastart theelectricpianointroisstraight from the openingchordsof
“BrownSugar”. Itdon’tsound thesame-butitis. Then the
actual meatonthisrockerisguitarala“FortuneTeller”. It’s

abouttime that guitarphrasingwasusedagainanyhow,and used o
beautiful effect, t100. Like “Strand”, thisstrikesyou as an instant single
suchistheforce,appeal and clean precision.

“Playthatoneagain”- so wedid. Oh, whatamagnificent guitarbreak
that doesn’tsound anythinglike anyotherguitar break you've ever
heard. Nomeanachievement these days. Thisshowcasesthefabulous
bass offeringsof John Porter - consistent and tremendous throughout.

Ferry’slyricsare again remarkable: “Too much cheesecaketoo soon/Old
money'sbetter than new!No mention in the latest Tribune/And don't let
this happen toyou”. No messing, no wastage-abeginning,amiddle,
quantity, quality,and anending.

“InEveryDream Home A Heartache": Ferry's personal favourite.
“Itwastwiceaslongwhen firstwroteit... but with it beingarecitation,
ratherthanasong, lhadtocutitquiteabit.” Itisarecitationofan
extremely terrifying poem. Personal experiences, Bryan? “Um, I'll wait
acoupleofweeksbefore lanswerthat.”

Monotonous half-singing. “I bouglit you mail order/ My plain wrapper
baby!Yourskin islikevinyl/ The perfect companion.../Inflatabledol!/ My
roleis toserveyou/Disposabledarling”.

Oneofthose questioning pieces that throwsone into astate of doomed
confusion. It workson theemotionslikea Cohen drama. One'sspine is
removed -temporarily, toallow fortotal relaxation, allowingthemind to
work freely with thelyrics. And thenitexplodes, into aheavy, dripping,
electricending. Moststunning,and most certainly the finest lyrics I've
seeninayearortwo. There'ssilence, and the track reappearsina phased
swishyform, courtesy of Eno. Ratherlike thelittletit-bits thatappeared
on Family'sfirstalbum, Dolil’s House.SideOneisinstant, quickand
immediately colourful. Youcould play every track - maybe with the
exceptionofthelast - before breakfast, and relish them.

Side Two, however, offers the deeper side of Roxy. It sees them delving
intoamassoftechnicalities/dream sequences/electrical tripping/
psychedelia. Yes, it's psychedelic. One shouldn’tbe afraid to use that
word these days, especially asit really doesfit thesituation. You'll play
Side Oneanytime, butyou'llonly play Side Two in the company of oneself,
orafewclosefriends. Andlateat night. And preferably on cans.

Itconsistsofthree“lengths” rather than “tracks” - “The Bogus Man”,
“Greylagoons” and “For Your Pleasure”. The most pleasing (again, onan
instantlevel) is “The Bogus Man”.

Thispumpsandcrumpsinatafierce, funkingrate. Drumsfirst,and
then guitar, and naughtynoises from Eno. Slightly reminiscent of “Sat'd’y
NightBarfly” from Family. The reasonIsaythatis because of the feeling
onegetsoflate-night New York, taxiridden, and heaving, hot with
electricity. And uptown funk. Ferry’svoice isactually soscreamed and
distorted thatyou'llimmediately think of Roger Chapman -itain’ttoo
dissimilaratall. Italsohasabizarre burlesquefeel in places, too.

“Funkychicken guitarissupplied by John Porter,” said Bryan. Again,
this man must be complimented for his technique, and rocks-off feel.
Metallic, quickly sweptguitar throughout. There’sso much going on.

Despitethe length, lyrical contentisshort-but aggressive as hell. “The
bogus man isat your heels/ Nowcluichingat your coat/ You inust be quick
now... HURRY up/He's SCRATCHING at your
THROAT". Shiver.

Next, “GreyLagoons” with adashing
tempo,and Mellotron giving theimpression
ofastoned Welsh choirhoveringthroughout.
Thesnazzysaxsound from Andy Mackay
alsoaddsa)nrWalkeredge. Don’t know
whether to danceordeliverone’s mind to
thisone.

Ferryaddsanoutrageous harmonicasolo,
beforethe track screwsitselfinto yourheadin
whatmightbecalledan “alarming” fashion.

“It'samazing what things we gotintoonthe
secondside. It wasn'tacase of showing what
we could dobut showinghowwe could doit.
AndI'mextremely pleased with the waywe

did it," said Bryan, flicking yetanothercigarette.
With the teasing, and phasing, and dreamingon
Side Two, you'll be shown awhole newsideof the
band. There exists some incredible playing through
“BogusMan” and “Grey Lagoons” and thereal
canyons-of-your-mind stuff- “For Your I’leasure”.
/ Butagain, thisis music for themind.




When Side Two had drivenitselftoacrazed halt,
Icould dono more thanask for “Strand” again. Ilove
newcrazes, and this one is especiallyloveable.

“Me?” said Bryan. “Well, I like ‘emall. I feel we have
more aggressive material to offernow. There’s
certainly aggression on thisalbum.”

And so muchvariety too, Bryan. “Well, that's the
spice oflife,isn’tit?” he said. RoyHollingworth

MELODY MAKER

TAYINGAT THE George Vis one of life’s great experiences, at
Sleast to a traveller who savours his changing environments.

In each bathroomis amonogrammed bathrobe (many have been
knowntodisappear, anditissaid that the hotel employees discreetly
search each guest’s baggage before departure, simply removing any
contraband withouta word to the offender).

Its hallsare hung with Louis XIV tapestries, and the onlooker is forced to
wonderifthe Renoir whichhangs casuallyin aglass caseinthefoyeris, in
fact, absolutely genuine. The hotel’s cellars secrete bottles of calvados
distilled during the Napoleonic Wars, more thanacenturyand ahalfago.
Itis, in aword, expensive. Not, you would think, the placeforayoung
British rockgroup, still fightingon theup-curve.

Thelogistics and economics of rock tours arecuriousindeed. Roxy
Music will make no profitatall from this tour, just as they made no profit
from the highly successful British tour which preceded it. “Theyinsisted
onstayingin the best hotels,” one of their attendants sighs.

RoxyMusic, on tour, aresybarites devoted to the higherlevels of
pleasure. There are noludicrous banalitieslike an antique Persian rugfor
the bass-player’s feet, butstill theirenjoyment doesn’t comecheap. It’s
gotto the point, you see, where tours don’t make money by themselves.
Amanager, orarecord company, sinks about £30,000into thefirst two
years ofanewband’slife, paying for equipment and subsidising tours
andrecording, Ifall goes well, the thirdand fourthyears will see the
investment recouped -and more. The bigmoney comes, eventually, from
recordsales, and tours are strictlyabout promoting these sales.

InParis, Roxyare surrounded by record men from Island in Britain
and Phonogramin France-allguarding theirinvestment, sniffingand
pokingitlikea farmer with his new pig.

Theirstaybegins well. Amanda Lear, who appeared withcheetahand
pillboxhat on the cover of For Your Pleasure, has
arranged forthemameeting with her friend
Salvador Dali. They meet the greatsurrealist at
his permanent apartment in the Hotel Maurice.

Dali-who, after hisrecentencounter with
Alice Cooper, is obviously continuing his
lifelong process of rejuvenation - by contact-
hasinvited a TV producer with hiscameraand
crew, but theydon’t show. Never mind: whilethe
group take teainacurious paper-walled
circularenclave, theoldartistjockeysacouple
of photographers, posingthe musiciansaround
him. It's noticeable that, every time ashutter
clicks, Dali’s eyebrows arch into that familiar
bug-eyed look with which, to the outsideworld,
he’s permanentlyendowed. Afterall these
years, thereflexis positively Pavlovian. “A master self-publicist,” says
Bryan Ferry, notuncharitably. Takes one toknowone, honey...

Anothermemberofthe group impishly expresses the desire tocutoffone
of Dali's curlingwaxed moustaches, as a piece of conceptual art. Photos
taken, teadrained, the group take theirleaveand returnto thehotel. The
firsttoleave, an hourlater, is Lloyd Watson, the MM contest-winning
singerand slide guitarist, who is now Roxy's preferred concert-opener.

Inasmartbrownslim-line suit, Lloyd taxis into the stage entrance of
the Olympia, the great old music hall on the Blvd Des Capucines, where
the ghostof Piafhaunts the decayingbackstage area. The dressingrooms
andartists’ barat the Olympia appearjoyless, with peeling paintand
rusty pipesand piles of debris, but the place hasalife of itsown,
bequeathed by decades of famous performers.

Tonight’saudienceis alreadyseated, and Lloyd straps on his Gibson to
face them. There'samix-up and heisn’tannounced, but taking hislifein
his hands, heleaps onstage and bopsinto “Jumpin’ Jack Flash”, his guitar
revvingwith the powerful ease of a Laverda 750. Lloyd is theideal warm-

R ditions Of
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“I feel we
have more
aggressive
material to
offer now”

IC
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upact. He presents no threat to the bill-toppers, but
his personalityand the extrovert strength and
ability of his playing carry him through the toughest
situations. Tonightis tough. An Olympiaaudience
alwayscontainsalargeelementof whatAlfRamsey
would callanimals, and they're out to crucify Lloyd.

Hegets cheers at the end of songs (particularly
after hisimaginative version of Lou Reed’s “I'm Waiting ForThe Man”),
butduring “It Takes A Lot To Laugh” the boos and whistlesrise, filled with
inelegant Gallic contempt. Lloyd steams on, though, and despite random
outbreaks ofthunder from the PAhewins in the end. Where others would
havefled in despair, he demonstrates thevirtue of honest perseverance.

Inthe wings, Roxyawait their entry. Several of Ferry's elaborate stage
suits were stolen during their British tour, so tonight he’s wearing aflared
goldbrocade D'Artagnan coathired from a theatrical costumier. There’s
no longer muchtosayabouttheiract. It’s exactly the same aswesawin
Britain, and that’s their policy. Nothingin the profile of the setisleft to
chance, onlythe audiences change. Either theylikeitortheydon’t.

It’s the detail that keeps them interesting, fourth orfifth time around.
On“DoThe Strand”, forinstance, theyslip in acouple of barsof 3/4 time
behind the line “Weary of the waltz?”, while Eno’s treatment of the guitar
andaltosaxsound isalways novel, often byaccident. During “Editions Of
You”,when his synthesizerconks out during thesolos, he merely smiles.

Paul Thompson hasn’thad enough credityet: he’sasstrongand driving
asyoucouldwish, but few listeners have yet commented on his
inventiveness, which is considerable. Therange and variety of his fills
and punctuation are crucial to the band, and-with John Porter’s bass -
heholds them togethersuperbly.

Ferry, of, course, is now the master of stagecraft, and destroysthis
crowd though his command of charisma-inducing devices. Hisonlyfault
isatendencytosinguncomfortably sharpduring theloud passages (the
finalsection of “In Every Dream Home A Heartache” is agood example).

| Buthisvocal control on “Beauty Queen”, is stunning: “Deep into the night,

plyingverystrangecargo, our soulships pass by...” He takes obvious delight
intheaptnessof “Louis Seize ‘ee prayfair.. . laissez-faire le Strand!”

After the gig, ameal hasbeen arranged at an old-fashioned brasserie.
Roughly 40 people turn up, stuffingthemselves with vealand snailsand
bruised strawberries and vin rouge. Eno discovers an ancient barrel-
organaffairwhich produces adin ofunparalleled anarchy,and then
encourages Lloyd togetdrunk. Lloyd, the extrovert of the party, makes
speeches, climbsup thewalls, throwsknives,
and finallyappalsthetail-coated waiters by
climbingout of one window, alongaledgeon
theoutside walland back in through another
window. “It’sall part of theact, brothers,” yells
Lloyd, as he disappears backwards out of the,
window, simultaneouslyjugglingwithahalf-
full wineglass. Hereturns, toachorus of cheers,
whilethewaiters swiftly put up theshutters,
and strengthen them with wooden crossbars.

Meantime, Bryan Ferry confides that he's still
planning his solo album, which he’llrecord
between the end of this tour and their next visit
toAmericain theautumn. It's stillgoingto be
a“myfavourite things” affair,and so far he’s
picked Cole Porter’s “Ev'rytime We Say
Goodbye” from 1944, and songs from Marvin Gaye, Erma Franklin,
Smokey Robinson and others. “The trouble with doing somethinglike
“Tracks Of My Tears’,” he says, “is that the original was sobrilliantandit’s
hard totouch it.I might putnineor 10songs on each side, ifIcan.”

Ledbyacouple of French girls who might be go-go dancers, the party
leaves the restaurant—-to the undisguisedrelief of the waiters-and heads
forasmall discotheque. Five yearsago, Paris had the world's best discos,
reverberating tothewalls of Aretha Franklin and James Brown. The
shocktonight, though, is that people here are dancingtostufflike
Crimson’s “Schizoid Man”. Aswiftraid on the disc-jockey's box,
spearheaded by Phil Manzanera, yields abunch of “progressive” albums
and notonessingle insight. Eventually, the DJ is bludgeoned into playing
BillWithers and DrJohn. “It’s funny,” he says, bemused, “all the groups
wantto 'ear the funky musique.” So he spins “Bogus Man” while Ferry
parodies his own stage movementson the dancefloor, partneredby Ava
Gardner’sdoubleinastrapless frock. Next day, as the party prepares to
move off, the George V countsits bathrobes and sighs. Richard Williams e
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David Bowie

RCAVICTOR

Bye-bye, Ziggy. It was nice seeing
you,and | hope you'llkeepin
touch. Hello, Aladdin Sane, make
yourself athome. David Bowie's
new albumis justabout ready for
you, and withit comes awhole
new set of hypotheses, poses,
masks, games, glimpses, put-ons,
take-offsand explored
possibilities. More prosaically:
one new record, nine David Bowie
compositions (two slightly used)
andamildly outrageous
reworkingof “Let’s Spend The
Night Together”. Three months
ago, | sat onthefloorinthe mixing
room at Trident Studiosin the
company of David Bowie, Mick
Ronson, Ken Scottand sundry
othersandheard the bulk of this
albumhot of f the tapes. Since
then!'ve carried the memory of it
around with me, waiting to hearit
againand see howaccurately I'd
rememberedit. Even with that
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preparation, it's still quite a
brainfulto assimilate at one
hurried mental gulp. So,for the
better orfor worse,hereare afew
snap impressions on my first day
with Aladdin Sane.

Firstly, the cover, which willbe
adefinite asset to any chichome.
You'llsee it strewn on Axminster
carpetsinexpensive colour
supplement stereo ads, and
carried with token attempts at
unobtrusivenessunder the arms
of thefashionable.

Onthefrontisahead-and-
shoulders shot of David with
blush-pink makeup and a startling
red-and-blue lightning bolt
painted across his face and a small
pool of liquid behind one collar-
bone. Inside, with more lightning
bolts,is David nude, but with a
silver-grey solarisation thathides
the naughty bits. Somewherein
the processhe’slosthisfeet,
which washopefully not too
painful. Soyouplaytherecord.

Immediately
Mick Ronson's

guitar roars out of the speakers,
and you're sucked straightinto
“Watch That Man", anightmare
party sequence straight out of
Dylan's “Ballad Of A Thin Man",
where “There was anold-
fashioned band of married men/
Looking up to me for
encouragement - it was s0-s0.” It's
anice, tough opener. Withthe
title song, Bowie setstoin
earnest. Its full title is “Aladdin
Sane(1913/1939/197?)". It willbe
noted that the first two dates
marked the prelude of two world
wars, and the third - well, have you
checkedthe paperslately? It's the
firstreal outing for pianist Mike
Garson, who spans time and place
like most pianists span octaves.
Imagine Cecil Taylor playingina
‘30s nightclub the day after the
atomic catastrophe, and youmay
have someidea of what Garson
lays down. Aladdin, it appears, is
going off to fight: “Passionate
bright young things take himaway
to war,” sings David with a kind of
deadpanmelancholy,as Ronson's

guitarhowlslike a wolf withiits
footcaughtinatrap and Garson's
ornately menacing piano tinkles
like the very fabric of existence
itself slowly shatteringintoicy
splinters. Would youbelieve the
most unusual anti-war song of all
time? Well, that's only track
two. As Garsonhammershis final
chord, we're straightinto “Drive-
InSaturday”, with which you're
probably already familiar.Solet's
rushheadlonginto “PanicIn
Detroit”, which recalls the Stones
justalittle bit, and The Yardbirds
areinthere as well, courtesy of
Mick Ronson's Beckish guitar. It's
afaintly impressionistic tale of a
revolutionary group wiped out
by the police, and it may refer to
the Ann Arbor White Panthers
and John Sinclair. Thettitle is
endlessly reiterated.
Finally for the first side,
“Cracked Actor”, which is about
anelderly movie star who picks
up a young girl, thinking that she
wants him for hisfame and not
realising that she thinks he'sher
smack connection. The spirit of
LouReedhangs over this track as
David sings: “Crack, baby, crack,
showme you're real/Smack, baby,
smack, is all that you feel/Suck,
baby, suck, give me your
head/Before youstart
professing that you're
knockingme dead.”
The first track on
side twois “Time",
intellectually the heaviest
thingon the album. Like
“Aladdin” itself,it features
Garsonupfront. If Ziggy
Stardust was David's Clockwork
Orange album, thisis his Cabaret,
andthe '30svamp behind the
voice makesthelyrics even more
sinister than they might otherwise
seem. Only David Bowie could
singthe words “We shouldbe on
by now” and make themimply
that somehow mankind has taken
awrong turning. Not making
way for the Homo Superior,
perhaps? “The Prettiest Star”
was writtenthree yearsagoand
issued as the follow-up single to
“Space Oddity” onMercury, but
it was deleted and never issued
onanalbum.Here,it'sbeen
re-recorded. It’salightlittle song
dedicatedto Angie,andservesas
awind-down period after the
intensity of “Time". Hot onits
heelsis David's own reading of
Mick'n’Keith's “Let's Spend The
Night Together”, as premiered at
the Rainbow, with Garson playing
theriffinaugmented chords and
David doing an Eno on Moog. It
rips and snortsjustlikeit ought to,
andthenwe'reinto “Jean Genie
Revisited” before the closer



“Lady Grinning Soul”, which shows that
evenwhen David's sentimental, he's doing
itinstyle.

The above notes are firstimpressions.
The album's changed slightly since I first
heard the tapesinthat the recut“John I'm
Only Dancing” hasbeenreplacedby “Let’s
Spend The Night Together”, originally
intended as the B-side of “Drive-In
Saturday”,and a then-incomplete track
called“Zion" hasbeen replaced by “Lady
Grinning Soul”. After some more
concentrated listening, some different
things might emerge, andinthatevent
I'lltake some space later todiscuss
them. Meanwhile,how doesit stack up
againstits predecessors? | don'tknow.
David Bowie's last
three albums have
becomesodeeply
embeddedinmy
head that it takes
considerable effort to
integrate asuccessor
into that patch of
braincells that store
his music. One thing |
know is that “Aladdin Sane” is probably
the album of the year,and a worthy
contribution to the most important body
of musical work produced in this decade.
Charles Shaar Murray, NME April14

David Bowie RCAVICTOR

Homo superior or The Man Who Fooled
The World? I'm beginning to wonder.

Oh, he's good allright. Image-wise, he
carries it all of f with a dazzling, effortless
sense of style that makes every other
bandin the glam/glitter/outrage/theatre-
rock field look like somethingout of a
Camping For Beginners. Andmusically, he
and Mick Ronson and Mick Woodmansey
and Trevor Bolder and the restare light
years aheadin their cruel precision.

Buthowdeep doesit go? s David Bowie
really saying anythingmuch at all? As
Ziggy Stardust, rock’'n’roller, he getsiton,
nodoubt about it. But judged against the
standards of the astralimage he and his
followers have nurtured -the whole
Starman, Stranger In A Strange Land
aura - hisachievements have been
disappointing. This was broughthome
forcibly the other week by Bowie's
appearance on the Russell Harty TV
show. While he was singing he was
perfect: the whole scintillating bisexual
image, guaranteed to throw the entire
population of straight Britain into panic.
And musically, he and the band were

Ronson’s guitar
howls like a wolf
with its foot caught
inatrap
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machine-tooled perfection. Butas soon as
he sat down to talk, the wholeimage
dissolvedlike runny mascara. What he
had to say wasin no way futuristic, or
profound, or controversial. He was as

The Prettiest Starlet.

It's not that | expect profundity froma
rock star. But when your songs dealin
cosmic conceptsyou are inviting
judgement at apretty highlevel. And the
sad truthis that five minutes of a film like
2001 or one chapter of Asimov or Clarke
says more about what Man can or will
become thanthe entire body of Bowie's
“futuristic” songs.

It's the same story with this latest album,
which s superficially stunningand
ultimately frustrating.
Thetitleisapun,of
course, and adeadly
accurate one: the lyrics
are moreintense, more
strung-out than anything
he's done before:
splintered nightmare
images of ajourney
across America. At times
the lyricsreach that level of obscurity
whichitis fashionable to describe as
“oblique”, but which sound to me merely
confused and hastily thrown together.

Musically, the songs are executed with
abrutal panache that puts this album
closerto satanic “The Man Who Sold The
World” than “Hunky Dory” or “Ziggy
Stardust.” Melodically the songs have
Bowie's usual flair - “The Jean Genie” and
“Drive-In Saturday” have already proved
themselves as singles and most of the
others here are just as catchy, especially
“The Prettiest Star,” a very poppy
reworking of an old song from “Space
Oddity” days. “Watch ThatMan” and
“Panic In Detroit” are stormers witha
strong Rolling Stones feel - although
Bowie's version of “Let's Spend The Night
Together”is very un-Stonesy, precise and
asexual. “Cracked Actor” is probably the
most successful cut: a vividly powerful
tale of Hollywood, heroin and sexual
cruelty. Butthetwo key works here, |
suppose, are the title track and “Time.”
Both have a strained, alienated feel,
heightened by the fractured jagged piano
of new man Mike Garson, but the lyrics
promise far more than they actually
deliver -whichisthe way | feel about the
whole album.

Thereis muchto dazzle the eye and ear,
butlittle to move the mind or heart. Itis
clever, buticy cold, and Il have afeeling that
the songs here willnotbe
longremembered. But
maybe that's the way
Mr Bowie wantsit, as
he makes his plans to go
into movies and talks
about farewell tours.
Perhaps, as his spiritual
leader Andy Warhol
once said, everybody
shouldbe famous
forjust15 minutes.

Chris Welch, MM April 21

Led Zeppelin

ATLANTIC

When Zeppelin are roaring on stage, thereis
hardly another bandin the world to beat them.
Jimmy Pageis one of the all-time greats of rock
guitar, the Bonham-Jonesrhythmsectionisa
byword for powerandinvincible drive, while
Robert Plantis asinger whose sheer presence and
involvementin asongseems larger thanlife.

Thusit grieves me very much when they allow
their own tremendously high standards toslip,
whenthe vital spark that made their first albums
timeless seems to flicker, uncertainly. It was with
no small pleasure that | approached their fifth
album. The unusual dreamlike cover design
seemed toindicate that much fresh thinking was
afoot and surprises werein store. But after the
initialdrive of “The Song Remains The Same”,
whenitseemed Zeppelin were about to lift off
withrenewed brilliance, amalaise beganto creep
in, reaching a nadir in the sadly indulgent “D’yer
Mak'er”,a cool pop tune which is not worthy of
them.lItisintended asafuntrack, notintendedto
berated overseriously, but after some frankly dull
material like “The Rain Song", and listless James
Brown style riffs like “The Crunge”, the joke wears
thin. The overall effect is that they seem afraid to
play whatthey dobest, whichis the blues, gut rock.
Even Robert’s tremendously distinctive voiceis
twisted and bent by studio techniques, and
although they lay back on the beat in firm fashion
on“The Ocean”, there is not one tune, with the
exception of “Song Remains The Same”, that has
any buzz of excitement.

Asthey have taken ayear to produce this, it
would perhaps be abetterideaif they were rushed
into a studio, told to keep the costs down and get
the album outin aweek, or else! Nobody expects
Zep tobe tied to “Communication Breakdown”
forever,and they must be free toprogress. But
the lack of firmdirectionis all too apparent. The
writing seems to be acompromise
between more
spaced-outideas
andheavyriffs
without ever getting
to grips with either.
Having gone so high,
it's the hardestjobin
the world to stay on
top. Perhaps acool
appraisal of this
album will spur them
onto greater efforts.
They haveitintheir
power to stunusall.
Chris Welch, MM March 31
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"M BACKON me fab farm like, and I sit

(( thereandIthink wha: the hellam I € 2ing?
' Ithink what the bloc dy helkis asinger if
he’s not singing?” says Robert Plant.
We'resurrounded bylast night’s

champagnecorks, wall-to-wall tapestries
andsweatysocks.We’re hereat the George Vhotel, lavish
asvoulikz, where everything from your pitlow to the tailet
seatbears the hote:’s legendary monogram. Plant lies
sprawledacross my bed bleating endless:yabout the
finesse of Wolverhampton Wanderers and Led Zeppelin
-somethinghebel evesinlikenobodyhas everbelieved
inanythiageverbefore.

Itrains chats and chiens outside, mid-merning, dark :nd
windy. The cloudsare full of menace-as were Zeppelinlast
night. Theykicked agreatholein the night, sp’ittingitall
open down at the city’s massive Palais Des Sportes stadium
wherethey finished their European -ou-.

Amd theFrenchies wet themselves with “rightening passion.
Itwesallveryastonishing,

“So there's some buggers as don’t like thealbum. Well.God
bleis them. Ilikeitand there areafew thousand other
buggerslikeit too. Lknow I'm bragginglike buggery, butwe’re
playingbetter than we've ever played before.” »

GETTY
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May5,1973: Led Zeppelin
(RobertPlantpictured)break
theattendancerecordfora
singleconcertinthe USby
playingto56,800peopleat
the TampaStadium,Florida
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Plantlitacigarette, threw thematchon thecarpetandcarried on.

“It’sworkingthat doesit. The British tour, three weeks off, and then
asolidblow over here.It'sso easyto get stale, you know. There's alot of
bandsdoingit. Youknow they reach apeak and think that that'sit. The
oldcountryhousehit. Ayearoffandall that. Well, itdoesn't work that way.
There'sonly oneway aband can functionandthat’son the bloody stage.
Ithinkwe'regoingto play more dates this year than we'veever played in
our lives. Why? Well, because we damnwellwant to.”

He'sacheery old Midlander, is Percy Plant. Basicas youlike; agood old
lad, you might say.

“Iremember a few weeksback,satonme farm. Well, itcametome, |
thought, ‘Planty, what’s agoodlad like you doing sat here contemplating
thedaylikeanold goat? thoughtwhy the fuck ain’tlout singing? got so
worked up about it that 1 picked up aspade and dugthe whole bloody
garden. ] havetowork, weallhaveto.”

Despitethischirpiness, Plantis likeall of
Zeppelin-ultra-sensitive. When itcomes down
tocriticising them, you might as well forgetit.
IU'sratherlike telling the Pope that thereain’tno
God, ifyouseewhat I mean.

Wewerealittledubious astowhatkind of
reception Zeppelin would give the old MM
in Paris-Imean, old Chris Welchy had put
the newalbum down. Hewas aworried man.
“WasIwrong?” heasked.

No. It'sratheralamebitof plasticin places,
Itold Chris. I also told him thatheshould goto
Paris, saying: “I don’tsee why I should risk my
neck for something youwrote!”

“I'vebeen

experimenting
withchordsalot

more”, Jimmy
Pageint973

“Sat there on
me farm, |
thought why
the fuck aint I
out singing?”

You see, Zeppelin can be aheavybunch ofladsat times, butwe won't go
into that. At Heathrow, we sat waiting for the Paris flight complete with
SundayMirrorsand early-morningsickness. Therest of England
prepared itself for Sunday lunches and wireless messages from BFPOQin
Bahrain ("HelloJean”).

Wedecided todrink brandy. It wasat the Heathrow bar that we met
FatFredand Paisy, whobetween them offer agood 30 stonesof cockney
muscte. Now Fat Fred and Patsy are professional heavies. Theyare hired
asbodyguards by rock groups. It's noshow of amateur dramatics, for
Patsywassportingagood 12 stitchesin his chest followinga Zeppelin gig
inNorthern Europe.

They'dflownback to England for arestand after non-stop frontline
actionswith Zeppelin throughout this tour. They'd left theband in
Southern Franceafter aridiculous night which saw most of the group
androadcrewend upin thelocal jail.

“Butthefuzzwaspetrified of us,” said Patsy.
“Wewassowild that theydecided to letus go
beforewe dismantled the prison. Giveusa
mention, | mean thelads who look after David
Cassidyarebleedingsuperstarsnow.”

Andsooverthe Channel. It'sacrossthis
stretch of water thataremarkable physical
and mental changecomesoverthe English.
Astheplaneleaves the Blighty coast, mild-
mannered Britons changeinstantlyinto
tantalisingfiery beasts of manhood. When
onearrivesinFranceitis, likethesayinggoes,
likearrivinginaconqueredland.

Well, Zeppelin conquered again last night.
They turned an audience thatresembled dumb
figuresat the startintoaterrifying massofhysteria. The roar of
approval from 10,000 kids was enough to pump theadrenalin
throughanun, letalonearock’n’roller. There’s Bonzo
Bonham, this Desperate Dan ofacharacter thrashingand
splattinghis way into the night, and Pagey dartingacross the
stage, snitching chordsclean, quickandloud. t’sall sourgent.

“Whenlhear thatroarljustroarback. | can't describe how
high wegetoffpeople,” said Planty. They played very well,

did Zeppelin. Solid slogging work that has nowbrought about
totallive perfection. I'vesaid it before- theirability toreach
animpeccable highandsustainitforthreehoursisan
astonishingfeat.

“Yeah, we havereachedahigh,”said Plant, “and weain't
goingtoloseit. And nobadalbumreviewisgonnachange
athing.” RoyHollingworth

NME

IMMY PAGE’S SLIGHTLY timid, mild-mannered
Jexterior is, of course, deceptive. There's no need to

explain how Led Zeppelin come across on stage, while
in-between concerts - on theroad - they've long been
renowned for a little loose living, as hotel managers across
the world will surely testify.

“Barbariansarehowwe wereonce described,” says Page,
aslightgleamin hiseyes. “I can'treallydenyit.”

Those excesses aside, Zeppelin havealways been the
ultimateinanti-stars, relentlessly avoiding publicity or
anythingthatcould divertthem fromsimplylayingdown their
music. Littlehas changed, exceptinasmall waywithasetof
lightsand new stage set-up prepared inreadiness for their
forthcomingAmericantour. Buteven this, as Jimmy Page
explainswithonly mild interest spreadingacross his almost
schoolboyish face, is hardlyarevolutionarystep.

“It'snothing phenomenal. It's just that we've never really had
anylight before,sowethoughtitmightbe funandaddalittle
extraatmosphere. Everybody else has been doingit for years,
butbefore we’vealwayslet the musicspeak for itself.”

It'salso well known that Page’s opinion of rock journalists
isn'ttoo high, which perhaps helps to explain why last week he
appeared socoolandreserved, picking his words as carefully
asaguitarline. At present, perhaps he has more reason tobe
moreantagonistic towards the press after recent heavy



March16,1973:

Plantrelaxesbefore

ashowatthe
Stadthalle

inVienna, Austria

criticismofZeppelin's new album, ffouses Of The Holy. But if Page was on wejustrecorded theideaswehad at thatparticular time. We just got
thedefensiveitdidn’t show. Bad reviews don’t worry him. togetherand letit come out, There are never, ever any shortages or

‘I don’treally care. ltdoesn’t really make anydifference. I'mdeafto the stagnant periods. [writealotathome,and I'mfortunate ashavinga
albumnow because we made it such alongtime ago, but | know there’s studiosetup wherel can try thingsout. LatelyI'vebeen experimenting
somegoodstuffthere. Youcan’tdismiss somethinglike ‘NoQuarter’ or with chordsalot more, and have tried afew unusual voicings. Thereare
‘TheRain Song’ outofhand. Maybe you could attack ‘The Crunge’ or several ways material cancometo the band, butit’s always there.

D’yerMaker’ for beingabit self-indulgent. But they're just agiggle. Surprisingly perhaps, beinga supremely capable musicianinhisown
They'rejusttwosend-ups. right outside the context of Led Zeppelin, Page doesn’t find himself

“If peoplecan’teven sussthat out, on that superficial alevel, then writinganything, maybe for hisown satisfaction, that might never be
obviously youcan'texpect them tounderstand anythingelseonthe used by theband.
album. ltbeats me, butl reallydon’tgiveadamn. “Iftfind anumber comingthat [ knowwouldn’tbesuitable, [ scrapit,”

Page feels that Zeppelin'sraunchier hard-rock numberslike“Whole hesays. “I stop workingon it from thatmomenton.

LottaLove" representonlyasmallareaof what thebandhavebeen Andapartfromthe odd sessionhe does “asa favour forfriends”, itseems
doingonrecord. that Page’senergy istotally committed to Led Zeppelin. Hecan't see

“There’sbeen a general maturity thatwas showingby the thirdalbum, himselfeverwantingtoplayinanotherband, orin anotherlineup.
whichalot of people haven'tbeen able to cometotermswith. Forme, the “Nothingelse would gel together so nicely,” he statesfirmly. “lknowit
third album was very, very good and still had more of an attack than wouldbeamistake tobreakit up, because you seeit happeningto other
anythingbefore. But obviously, people have this preconceived notion of bands. Theysplit,and whatcomes after doesn’twork nearly as well. The
whatto expect, andwhen abandisconstantlyin astateof change-and chemistryisn’tthere. Andifit'sthereinthe beginning, thenit’scriminal
that doesn't meanlack ofdirection, butanaturalchange-thentheycan't tobreakitup.
cometotermswithitbecauseeach albumisdifferentfrom thelast. Inmanyways, Page has alwaysbeena ‘oneband man’. Hisonlyother

“How theyshould approachouralbumsistoforget they ever heard of band was The Yardbirds, which inasense wasthe forerunnerof Led
abandcalled Led Zeppelin, forget about what they expect to hear, and Zeppelin anyway. Headmits hewouldn’thave missed those daysin The
justlistento what'sonthat particularrecord. That’sall weask, but we Yardbirds, but chooses his words diplomatically when itcomestotalking
don’tgetit. about thetroublesthe band suffered, especially

Evenso, it seems thatit’s thehard-rockside of
Led Zeppelin thatremains the most popular.
SaysPage: “Therock'n’rollisinallfourofus,and
onstagethat’swhat comes through.”

Yetsomehow it’s notrepresented muchonthe
newalbum?

“Infact, we had twotracks, onecalled ‘The
Rover’and anotherunnamed that we were going
touse, both of which werereally hard rock. We'll
probably use them next time, possiblerewriting

between personnel.

OfJeffBeck, with whom he played in The
Yardbirdsduringthe band’slast year, he contents
himselfwith thecomment: “l used togeton very
wellwith himat the time,and | admire himas
amusician.”

Hecontinues. “Basically The Yardbirdsare, for
me, amixtureof good and bad memories. There
were certainly some magicmomentsand itwas
agreat timeto be playing, with new material

oneofthem, butstill keepingthe essence.
Clearly, asalwayswith Led Zeppelin, there was
noshortageofmaterial when theycameto record
Houses Of The Holy.
“Whenwewentinto thestudio, wehad noset
ideason howwewanted thealbumtoturnout.

comingtothepublic’sears. Itwasgreatwhen we
hadtwolead guitars with Jeff Beck, but there’slittle
evidenceofitleftonrecord. Therewas 'Happenings
TenYears Time Ago’,which I feel went over alot of
headsinBritain, although it perpetuated The
Yardbirds' reputationin America. »

CAMERA PRESS
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Theywerealwaysinio the more lyrical sideof what we were doing. Also
therewas one horriblelivealbum that was goingto be released, which
wasrecorded byamanwhospent mostofhistime recordingstufflike
‘Manuel's Music Of The Mountains’. 1 remember he put just one
microphoneover thedrums, and that wasover thetop asthere was no
bassdrumatall, which showed how much he knew about it. Obviousl
thealbum had tobe stopped. It was unfortunate, though, that nolive stuff
wasever recorded properly.”

electric guitar, which has perhaps overshadowed anything he's
done on acoustic, even though he's featured acoustic playing on
every Zeppelinalbum. Hesays he has to treat the two instruments
differently. “Simply because of the mechanics of the guitars. 1 don't
personally think the finger style works on an electricguitar. You just get
overtones and harmonies comingout. It doesn't sound right atall.
“Then again, an electricguitar can work foryou. It canstart singingon
itsown through theelectronics, which you can’tengineer onan acoustic
guitar. They'retwo totally different fields. Personally, 1 find them both
equally asfascinating. Probably my greatest influence on acousticguitar
isBertJansch, whowasareal
dreamweaver. tlewasincredibly
1 originalwhen hefirstappeared,
and lwish nowthathe'dgone
backtothingslike‘Jack Orion’

PAGE, OF COURSE, has always been best known for his work on

NME

ED ZEPPELIN'S CURRENT 33-city concert tour of America
I isbreaking all box office records in the States, in terms of

attendance and box officereceipts. The high point was at
TampaStadiuminFlorida, where they attracted 56,800 people and
grossed $309,000. This beat the record for any single concert held
anywhereinthe United States, previously held by The Beatles’
1965 Shea Stadium concert, which drew a 55,000 crowd and
grossed $301,000.

Thepreviousevening, Zeppelin had played to 49,236 peopleat the
AtlantaBravesStadium ($246,000 gross), the largestcrowdin the history
of Georgia. Atboth venues, aclosed-circuit TVsystem projected the
band’s performanceon togiantscreens for the benefit of distant
spectators... and 200 doves were released at the end of each set.

Theremainderofthetouris devoted to indoor venues because, says
Robert Plant, “We miss the intimacy when we play outdoors.” Anda
feature of thesell-outtouris that thegroup are playingforasolid two-
and-a-halfhoursateveryvenue, withoutasupport band. Zeppelin,
whoare touringthe Statesin their own private Falcon jet, havealready
notched US gold for their new Houses Of The Holyalbum 10 days after
itsreleasethere.

NME

AN EVENT....... THE onceagain. Hisfirst albumhad HOTAND STICKY Friday afternoon in LA. Ninestories over
\sunksaow oF agreat effect on me. Sunset Boulevard, Robert Plant takes Roy Harper's Lifernask
“Undoubtedly, my affection and off thestereoin his hotel room and sprawls all over one of the

fascination for theguitarisjust as
strongasit’severbeen. Afterall,
everyone'sapproach tothe
instrumentisso totally different
Therearesomany stylesof
playingto listen toand toget off
on. You can’thelp but betotally
involved withit. I'mstill coming
totermswith theinstrumenteven
now. Jamesjohnson

i oduce
CONEER‘IS %EST

beds. He's wearing a pair of leather jeans andlittleelse, and he's
sweating fairly profusely.

Whywouldahappyfamilyman withalovely wife, child and farm
voluntarilyrush all over theworld puttinghimselfthrough all the major
and minordramasoftouring?

“Thisisaveryclose, tightlyknit, sensitive group, one membertothe
next. We've got averystrongbond, and soworkingisa pleasure. What
happenedwasthat, afterwemadethethirdalbum, JimmyandIwerein
Walesand we were fed up with going to America. We'd been going twice
ayear,andatthattimeAmericawasreallyatrial, an effort.
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LED ZEPPELIN

“Anyway, wedidn't work fora year, and wesaid, ‘Look, thisis terrible,
let’sget going, let's move.’ Soin the past year we've played everyssingle
marketthataband in our position could possibly play.”

InPlant'seyes, their musical strong pointis the ability to be able to
tackle somethinglike “D'Yer Maker” - “Desmond Dekker meets Led
Zeppelin”-and hold theircredibility.

“Thisis the finest property we possess—withoutit; thegroupwouldbea
bore. Not namingnames, there are alot of groups in England whosstillrely
onriffafterriffafterriff. Someaudiences can shakeand bang theirheads
on thestage toriffsall nightlong, but subtlety isan artthat must be
mastered ifyou're to beremembered. In thisband we're very lucky that
everybodyis moreenthusiasticastimegoeson.

“Thereis not fatigue or boredom musicallyat

audience were superb. ‘Stairway To Heaven' gets the best reaction ofany
number wedo. Butthe raunchinessisin everybody; that below-the-belt
surge thateverybody gets atsome timeoranother. Everybody gets their
rocks off, | suppose, and we supply alittle bit of music to thatend.”

Inthelast eight months Zeppelin have been working solid. “We were
going back and forward toAmerica, and then toJapan, Hong Kong and
Bangkok. Jimmyand 1did somerecordingin Indiawith the Bombay
Symphony Orchestra. Itwasan experiment, and weknow whatwe want
todo nexttime.”

Hmm. Arethey going toissue any of that material?

“Not those, no. We were just checking out, just sussing how easy it would
betotranspose theideas that we've gotintothe raga style,andintothe

Indian musicians’ minds.

all. There's abitof boredom when you'restuck
inMobile, Alabama, or placeslikethat. A few
lamp standards mayfall out ofthewindows—
thingslike that—butwe move onand wekeep
playing that music.

“It'sjustthisrapport that we've got between
ourselves. It'sagood buzz. Man, Imean, I've
learned howto feel an audience now, and that’s
mysuccess; I can feel them, they can feel me.
Ifyou can’tyou're notdoinganythingatall.
There arealot of groups who come overhere
and play veryloud and very monotonouslyand
get people off, but the other way, it'salmostlike
puttingyourhandsoutand touchingeverybody.

“I've learned
how to feel an
audience now,
and that’s my

success”

“It'svery hard for themto cope withthe
Westernapproach tomusicwith theircounting
ofeverything, theirtimesandsoon. Wherewe
countfourbeats to the bar, theirbarsjust carry
onand on. They’ll be counting up to 99 or 100,
and on the 120th boomph you change, instead
ofonthe 18th bar orsomethinglike that. But
anyway, we found that what wewant to play, we
candosuccessfullyin timetocome.

“Wemoved on fromthereand played
Switzerland, Scandinavia, Germanyand
France, which was absolutely chaotic.
Promotion people areabsolutely nuts over
there, and thekids are moreinterested in using

That’s probably why we’re comingback herein
threeweeks.

“You see, my little boy’sjust started to walk,and I haven'tseen him
bloomin’ walk yet. Those are the things that upset you aboutbeingon
theroad. Theveryfact that youmiss fantastic occasions like that. Imean,
thekid juststandsup and startsstrollingaround-and herelamin
Tuscaloosaorwhatever.”

Isit not practical for you to take your family on the road?

“Oh, it'dbe chaotic forayoungkid. I don'tlike taking Maureen either
really,as muchas Ilove her. When you are on the road, youare nomads, you
know. Therewas analbum called Rock'n'Roll Gypsies and that’s it—you've
gottatravel on. Robert Johnson oncesaid, ‘Woke up this morninggot the
rain off my shoes! Mywoman left mel Got the walking blues’.It’s just great to
moveonandsetupinanothertownand see the people there smiling.

“IthinkI'vegot one of thefinestladies in theworldand itwouldn'tdo
heranygood, because she’s not up thereon that stage. Soshe’d get tired
and want to know why we weren’t doing this and that, and the very fact
thatI've justwokenup andit's three o’clockin the afternoonand the
shops shut atsix, and there’s no shoppingto be done today and all that
sortofthing... Itisn’t practical.”

Oneofthemostadmirable thingsabout Zeppelin inrecent times has
been the atmosphere of Celtic mysticism that has seeped intosome of the
songs. “Stairway To Heaven” is of course the classic example, with its
allusions to various Cornish and Welsh myths.

“Thatwas present really from thesecond album onwards,” says Plant
when drawnon the subject. “It was somethingthat wedid well, and was
pointingin aspecificdirection. Then there was ‘Ramble On’, ‘Thank You',
‘GoingTo California’, ‘The Battle Of Evermore’, ‘The Rain Song’ —on the
newalbumtoo-even ‘The Song Remains The Same’.

“Everytimelsingthat,Ijust picturethe factthatI've been round and
round the world, and at theroot of itall there’sacommon denominator
foreverybody. The common denominatoris what makesitgood orbad,
whetherit'salLed Zeppelin oranAlice Cooper. Thelyrics I'm proud of.
Somebody pushed my pen forme, I think.

“Therearealot of catalysts which really bring out those sort of things:
workingwith the group, living where live, having the friends I'vegot,
mychildren, theanimals. There’s also the fact that people have finally
cometo terms with the fact that, three years ago, we made aclassicrecord
with ‘Whole LottaLove',and
theyrealise thatit’s justone
colourintherainbowofwhat
wedoand whatweareintending
todoin thefuture.

“Ithinkwe’vegot alot of friends
inEngland.Iremember Bradford
on thelast tour, when the

aconcertasan excuse to be leery most of the
time.Idon’treallylike that; I don’t consider that I'vegained anythingor
givenanybodyanythingwhen Isee thatthere’salot of fools fighting. The
gigyousaw lastnight was amagic onebecause the people wereso
relaxed. Itwasasifl'd known themyears.

“Thevibe that we give out could never advocate violence. A fightin there
would have been totally contradictory to thewhole vibe of the place,and
everybodywould have been totally disgusted.”

I mention thatatbig gigs, particularlyin New York, I'm always in mortal
terrorofan outbreak of violence.

“You've got to have a rapport for the people, and that rapport must
eradicateany feelings like that. Alice Cooper’s weirdness must really
make the kids feel violent. Thesekids arelike mysister, youngpeople of 14
orsowho’ve cometo enjoy themselves. Soyou put thingslike thatin front
ofthem, andIdon’tthinkitsright.

“Myideais that I should go out on stageand be completely normal, and
it pays. It paysimmensely because I get that vibe right back. That's the
thesisreally, that’s the reason for oursuccess here.”

Zeppelin are oneband whoit’s bad for yourhead tomiss. What s it that
doesthat?Isitthe chemistry of the four people?

“Yeah, it's the desire to reallywant tolay something down foreverand
everand ever. I would like to create something now,and bea partofthe
creation of something now, that would be valid foryearsand years to
come. Notso much inthe way that Chuck Berry will be validin 50 years’
time, whichhe will, butsomething likeamammoth stairway which takes
inalot ofthemood of the group.

“It’'s myambition to writesomethingreally superb. I listen to people
like Mendelssohn-‘Fingal’s Cave’ and that sort ofthing-andit’s
absolutely superb. You can picture exactly where that guy was. Youcan
picturethe whole thing, andI'd likeittobe the same way forusintimeto
come. Ishould think that we've gotitunderourbelt to get something like
that together. Imean, we'vestarted.

“Last night, when all thoselights were there, that wasaspiritual
allegiance. Youwalkout there and they're going, ‘Yeah, weknowyou can
doit’-and with thatsortofthing tucked inside yourbelt you can only go
from strength tostrength. Somebody once described me as the original
hippy, and that’s because of the flowery lyrics, you know,and also
because ofthebuzzwegiveout.” CharlesShaarMurray ®

Robert Plant— and that
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k4] DON'TEVEN like Led Zeppelin,” the girl
inthe black velvetjacket and hotpants
said petulantly as she bummed acigarette
off an acquaintance in the lobby of the
Continental Hyatt House HotelinLA. “I'm
only staying here because my friends have
aroom.|think Zep are really tacky.”

Methought the lady did protest too much.
Why would three well-known LA groupies
book aroomat Zep's hotelif they didn't dig
the band? Why would they spend most of
their spare time either hanging out in the
lobby or else trying to gatecrash the security
onthe ninth floor?

This particular lady’sname was Sherry.
Despite her olive skinand California tan, her
face proudly bore the scars of pimples galore.
Nice legs, though. Anyway, she and her
friends had the signal honour of being
personally evicted from Zep's floor by noless
than Robert Plant himself. Plant has no
patience with groupies these days.

Zeppelin's current tour has earned them
more bread than any British group have taken
home from the States since the halcyon days
of The Beatles. So withno further ado, let us
adjourntothe ForuminLA.ltisMay 31,and
the timeis eight o'clock on a Thursday night.
The Forumholds approzimately 20,000
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Ghood, traditional craftsmnship

humans. It's a good hall, acoustically fair for its
size. This was to have been the second of two
consecutive nightsthere for Zeppelin,and
needless to say both nights were sold out, but
the first night had to be cancelled because
Jimmy Page sprained a finger while climbing
atree. Duringthe gig, he winces with painand
occasionally dips his finger into aglass of cold
watertokeep the swelling down.

One of the first things one notices about
Zeppelin's audiencesis their calm and serenity.
Two nights before, I'd seen Humble Pie play
Madison Square Gardenin New York,and for
the first time in many years of concert going,

I was glad to have a policemenstanding next

to me. The Pie crowd were so out of their
collective mind onred wine and quaaludes that
anastyincident seemedimminent atany time.

Not so withthe Zep crowd. They got their
rocks offall right,and they shook and twitched
tillthey were as sweaty and exhausted as the
band, but not once didanybody give offa
violent vibe. For allits enormous volume and
energy, Zeppelin's music is inappropriate
music to split skulls to.

Soallisinreadiness. Suddenly the lights
explode, and there they are. John Paul Jones
with shortish hair, moustache and five-string
bass,lookingalmostasif he'djustleft The

Welding bandand
audienceinto oneunit
oftotaljoy: Zeppelin
atKezarStadium,San
Francisco,June2,1973

"‘ mluiei b

THE FORUM, LA
& KEZAR STADIUM
SANFRANCISCO

= LIVE!

MAY 31& JUNE2 —

Eagles, Page bare-
chestedinblack velvets
sparingly sequinned, carrying a businesslike
Les Paul, Bonham settlinginbehind his kit to
checkit out,and leonine Robert Plantin
floweredshirtandjeans. The opening number
is“Rock And Roll".

Now, | always knew Zeppelin were good,
but it hadbeenthree yearssincel'dlast seen
them and no way was | prepared for this. In
anage when every second bandto present
itself for public consumption seems tobe
either too wasted to play or else bedevilled
witha sound system more suited for
announcing the winnersin avicarage raffle
than transmitting rock’n'roll music, the pure,
clean power of Zeppelin's performance and
soundis evenmore extraordinary thanit
might otherwise appear. They just play the
music, loud and proud.

Where Zeppelin score over all the
bands who've come upintheir wake and
endeavoured to emulate themis that they
keepall the bases covered. Everything that's
partof the show is meticulously polished until
it'sas good as it can possibly get. Nothing sags,
nothingis second-rate, nothingis skimped.

Every arrangement, every improvisation,
the construction of every song or every solo
-nothingis neglected. It's simply good,
traditional British craftsmanship. The word
“sloppy”is, for all practical purposes, not
partof Led Zeppelin's collective vocabulary.
Onthe other hand, its certainly no sterile,
rehearsed-into-the-ground Yes trip,because



each gighas as much excitement and
freshnessand enthusiasmasif it was their
firstand last.

Generally, the length of aband’s set gives
you some idea of how much they enjoy playing
together. Zeppelin play between two and
three hours. Enough said.

The LA Forum gig was pretty damn good.

It blew me out completely, but it was tobe
completely dwarfed in my memory by the San
Francisco date they played two days later. So
onwith the show.

falling asleep in his chair at around 4.30am.
Alittle later heis awakened by the very
considerate Phil Carson from Atlantic and

returned, more or lessin one piece, to his hotel.

The following day he learns that virtually
everyone present ended upinthe pool after
GeorgeHarrison clobbered Bonzo with his
own birthday cake. Mr Fallon’s exquisite
antique velvet costume was totalled by his
immersion, as was Rodney Bingenheimer's
cameraand amink coat belonging toalady
named Vanessa.

Backstage, the hangers-
onhave movedin and
commenced to hangon.
Fourteen-year-old girls
in cheap gaudy threads
are wandering about
disconsolately muttering,
“Where's Jimmy?", bumming
dimes for the chewing-gum
machine, surreptitiously
flashing their photo spreads

Plant swings
himelf up the
scaffolding.
“Do you feel it?”
he says. “Feel
that buzz!”

Over therest of the
proceedings we will draw
aslightly damp veil.

Francisco: Jimmy Page

is paranoid about flying
in Zep's small private jet,
so he and manager Peter
Grant are travellingon
ascheduledflight. That
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in Star magazine, and
hectoring photographersinto taking
their pictures.

Leee Childers from Mainman's LA office
isthereina white suit, taking pictures of
everythinginsight.

“What's this,” he asks, “in some of the
English papers about me and Cherry getting
fired? Allthat happened was that we went
back hometolook after our offices. Why do
people print things they know aren’t true?”
He seems quite upset, as well as he might be.

Inthe corner, Robert Plantisleaning
against awall drinking beer. He's changed into
arhinestone Elvis T-shirt, and he is lavish in his
praise of the audience. “What a beautiful
buzz,” he keeps saying. “Ifit wasn't for
Jimmy's hand, we could've played all night for
those people. Weren't they great?” he asks
everybody withinreach. Jump cut tothe party
scene. It's John Bonham's birthday, and the
Forum audience had givenhim ahero’s tribute
for his drum marathon on “Moby Dick” earlier
inthe evening. “Twenty-one today,” as Plant
had announced from the stage.

“This party is probably going to get very
silly,” he announces. Why else wouldaman
turn up to his birthday party wearing a T-shirt,
plimsolls and a pair of swimming trunks? As
things turn out, he was the most appropriately
cladpersonpresent.

The party is at the luxurious Laurel Canyon
home of agentleman who runs a radio station,
and to prove hisimportance he discreetly
displays photographs of himself with such
disparate notables as Sly Stone and Richard
(the man fromW.AT.E.R.G.A.T.E.)Nixon.

A videotape machine is showing Deep
Throat continuously while the stereofills
the house with Johnny Winter, the Stones,
Humble Pie and Manassas. Roy Harper, one
of the few people who Zep acknowledge as
aninfluence,isthere, asis Jimmy Karstein,
who distinguished himself during the
Clapton gig at the Rainbow, and BP Fallon,
who's flown halfway round the world since
thismorning when the band phoned him at
Michael Des Barres' place.

Having flown infrom Louisiana that
morning, your reporter disgraces himself by

leaves Plant, Bonzo, JPJ,
Beep, Peter Grant's deputy Richard Cole
(whoIfirst metsome years agoinaReading
labour exchange) and sundry others to brave
the elementsinthis tiny craft.

The chicken and champagne help to ease
the terrors, except for one moment when the
indefatigable Mr Bonham pilots the plane.
Luckily, | don't find out about that until he’s
backin his seat. The gigis open-air,ina
stadium at Golden Gate Park. Zep have been
preceded by Lee Michaels, Roy Harper and
alocal group called Tunes. Harperisreported
to have silenced hecklers by informing them
that “Zeppelinhaven't evenleft LA yet, so
fuckin’ shutup.”

Inthe backstage area, Bill Grahamis
prowling around checking people out for
passes. Bonham mutters something about
having ahardtime playing in the intense
heat, but luckily it gets cooler later on. In
the crowd, ablack policemanis wearingan
“Impeach Nixon" badge. San Francisco still
hasalot of soul.

How canltell youabout that show? Led
Zeppelinand 50,000 San Francisco
people got together to provide one of
the finest musical events|'ve ever had
the privilege to attend. There may be
bands who play better, and there may
be bands who performbetter, and
there may be bands who write better
songs, but whenit comes to welding
themselves and an audience together
into one unit of total joy, Zeppelinyield
tonobody.

Whether they're punching out the
riffs of “Black Dog", or stealing people’s
heart frominside them with “Stairway
ToHeaven” (asfaras|'mconcerned
Zeppelin's all-time masterpiece), or
tripping the audience out withthose
unbelievable Plant-Page guitar/vocal
call-and-response set pieces, they just
transmit magic to anybody within
hearing range.

Quite unselfconsciously, quite
unobtrusively, any place they play
becomes a House Of The Holy, a place
to straighten tangled brain cells.

LED ZEPPELIN

Simultaneously, they take youright back to
yourrock’n'rollhome, and send youto some
new places that already feel like home when
youarrive. A very spiritual occasionindeed,
andalso avery physicalmoment.

And despite all the disillusionment, the
San Franciscodreamis not over. It's just
that nowadays people just don't talk about
it. Inthat park, everything seemed cleaner,
fresher and more immediate.

For me, one of the most amazing moments
of the whole show was, strangely enough, the
partlexpected to enjoy least. Allmy musical
lifeI've had astrong antipathy towards drum
solos. Thus, it came as a shock to find myself
really getting off on Bonzo's “Moby Dick".

Watchinghim froma few feet away, totally
absorbedin what he was doing, it came back
tothe craftsmanship thing again. He didn’t
look, as so many endlessly soloing drummers
do, asif they're playing to the gallery. He
resembled nothing so much asasculptorora
painter or anybody who's doing anything that
involves concentration, effort and skill.

John Bonhamwas plying histrade, doing
his gig, exercising his own particular skills,
doing what any gifted and committed
craftsman does. It's always nice to break
through a prejudice and dig something that
you couldn't digbefore.

Altogether, amagical concert.| suppose
legions of diehard Zep freaks have known
this all along, but for me it was arevelation.
Throughout the solo, Plant was pacing the side
of the stage, occasionally swinging himself up
the scaffolding to situnder the amps. “Do you
feelit?" he said. “Feelthat buzz!”

After “Communication Breakdown”
awater fight broke out backstage, and
about the only person who escaped
unscathed was Bill Graham. Zep went back
outtodoafinal encore of “The Ocean”, and
then made a dash for the limos.

Allhail, Led Zep. Hosannas by the gram.
ifthere's any excitement still left in this
egocircuswe callrock'n’roll, a sizeable
portionofit derives fromyou. Be proud.
Charles Shaar Murray
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“ltsa
f1ight
to keep
VOUT
Identity”

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN

— MAY 12 —

OOR BRUCE, HE seemsso lost
lying here onthefloorin his
manager’s office, avague smile
playing around his face as he
- picksslowly over his words.
Bemusement chases amusement
across the wholelength of him, from the itchy
scrubofbeard thathe’s constantly fingering,
along past the soiled shirt to the denim-scruff
ofhislegs: a whole mind and body trying 1o
cometotermswith what'shappeningaroundit.
Hewasn'tlike thislast month when Bruce
Springsteen and hisband played at Max’sin New
York. Theysay Mrs'Fed Kennedy turned up 1o »
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see him, to catch hisplayingon guitarand piano, hisdramatic, intense
presence, with the wordsrollingandspittingout... and those songs,
stuffedand trussed with images that heslit open and spilled out. What

wastheretosayafterwards?

“Interesting”, heads nodded, “veryinteresting”, but there was much
puzzlement. He was hard tosumup. Theband, particularly Clarence
Clemonsonsax, drove ferociously in the most relentlessstyle, and he
sounded at timeslike Van Morrison. Yet there remained this feelingof the
poseur, not detrimental, but thatanattitude wasbeing struck; hewas
challengingbut distant, and this was somehow unsettling. Later, one
realised, Bruce Springsteen was trulyalonespirit.

Hewasborn in Freehold, New Jersey, and since his schooldays he never
didanythingapartfrom play music: hisonlyregularjob wasduring

summer vacationinhighschool,and thatwas as agardenerand odd-job
man, tarring roofs and painting houses; he took the job to buy aguitar.
Therewasacollege, of course -Ocean County Community, NJ,

“studyingdraftevasion”-but itwasunhappy. Thestudents didn’tlike

washard then.”

An outlaw word-slinger

MM MARCH 31

Bruce Springsteen

CBS
ltcouldbe 10 summers ago, a sunny truant
afternoonupin Susie's room, cooking baked
beans andtransfixed by Freewheelin’,
marvelling that this guy named Dylan could
articulate so brilliantly the most secret
emotions. Butit’s not. It's1973, and we've all
beenthroughalot,andhere lam withan
album by a totally unfamiliar fellow called
Springsteen, and I'm getting exactly the
same feelings. Even now that | know most of
the words, and cansing along with the
record, the adrenalinrushes so hard that its
headiness makes writing difficult, and | just
want to listen to the record again. And again.

Bruce Springsteen? He's from New
Jersey, 23 years old, andleads a band for
which he sings, plays guitar and writes
songs.He hasnotrack record tospeak of,
and I firstheard of him a couple of weeks ago
inan American magazine which printed
some of his lyrics. Just reading some of his
verses was a buzz: taking their cue from the
image-splitting Dylan of "Subterranean
Homesick Blues”, they leapt off the printed
page with a vivid attack which was wholly
contemporary. And now this album. Well,
the accompanying article said he sounded
goodtoo,butit didn't really indicate that he
was this good.

Inbrief, Springsteen is an outlaw word-
slinger with afamiliar half-sneer in his voice
andataut, lean little band through which he
refracts dazzling verbalimages. Like Dylan,
he'sarock’n’rollpoet who fills both roles
perfectly, like the two forms were born for
eachother. The comparisons with Dylan
willbe inevitable, may even hurt him,and
there's no denying the influence - but
Springsteenis toDylanasisthe1973
FerrariBerlinetta250 GT. Oneis
simply adevelopment of the
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other, using all the knowledge and
techniques accumulatedinthe interim.
Bruce usesalot of what Bob laid down,
mostly around the time of Bringing It All
Back Home, but his tunes and tales have
avalidity of their own. Remember, too, that
“Subterranean Homesick Blues” wouldn’t
have existed without Chuck Berry’s “Too
Much Monkey Business”, and Springsteen’s
“Blinded By The Light", withits similar
accelerating build-up of rapid-fire phrases
seemingly plucked ad-lib out of the air, is
simply a continuation of the tradition.

Ina voice like awasted, debauched
Jackson Browne, over aband that swings as
surely as Van Morrison's but with more cold
blue steeland clipped fire, he tells stories
from his own personal Desolation Row. Get
this, from a painful song called “Growin’ Up™:
“The flag of piracy flew frommy mast, my
sails were set wing to wing/l had a jukebox
graduate for first mate, she couldn’t sail but
she sure could sing/I pushed B-52s and
bombed ‘em with the blues with my gear sat
stubbornonstanding/! broke all the rules,
strafed my old high school, never once gave
thought to landing.” Recognise the feeling?

Or the escapism of “It'sHard To Be A
Saint In The City™. “l had skin like leather and
the diamond-hard look of a cobrafl was born
blue and weathered, but I burstjust like a
supernovafl could walk like Brando right into
the sun, thendance just like a Casanova”. Or
the crystalline description in a biker ballad,
“The Angel”: “The angelrides with
hunchback children, poison oozing fromhis
engine/ Wieldin'love as a lethal weapon, on
his way to hubcap heaven...”

There are some visible faults, and I'm told
that he's much better now than when the
album was cut. Butthey're only the
faults ofimmaturity, and | hope
he never loses that headlong
madness which gives his

work suchanurgent
excitement.Foradebut,
thisis staggeringly good;
and whatever happens next
inmusic, | have astrong
suspicion that Bruce
Springsteen will be abig part of
it. He may even be it. Richard Williams

him: the psychiatrist there told himso. Herecalls this, and the flash of
amusement grows wider.

‘I thinkitwas myappearance. Hethoughtl wasdisturbed, else |
wouldn'thavelooked thewayldid... which is pretty much theway I do
now. Butyou gottadigwhere it wasat in '68; it wasn'tcool to look like
them. Itwas traumatic, and that'swhen1left. It seems funny now, butit

Andhethrowshishead back and laughs outloud. After that itwas only
music; thearmy didn’ttake himat his physical. Then it was a succession

of bands, includinga New Jersey group called
Steel Mill whichlasted twoyears. When he was
18 heplayed at the Fillmore West and thendid
anaudition tape for Fillmore Records, but there
waslittle recognised success. Until, last May,
hewent toanotheraudition: at Columbia
Records, and before John Hammond.

Twelve yearsago, Hammondsigned Dylan,
maybe the most momentousdeal in the history
of Columbia,and now inwalks thiskid, 22
yearsold with hiscurly hairroughand thickon
top, just like it was, and the samelook, not
hippy butbeatnik, and he's singing this
composition, hisown, called “It’sHard To Be A
SaintInTheCity”,and that, morethan
anythingelse, must have felt familiar.

So Springsteen wassigned, and although it
was undoubtedly done on his own merits,
because whoneedsafacsimile, the publicity
machinewent to work, itgathered momentum
aswriters took heed and-suddenly!-here was
asinger-songwriter makingcontemporaneous
the Dylan of'65. Poor Bruce.

SoSpringsteen sits and ponders on the floor
of this office: ramblingsin mid-afternoon New
York.Andit’sawfultoadmit, but the facial
resemblanceisstriking, evendowntothe
sensuous nose of seven oreight years ago.
Dylan’sshadow fallslongacrosssingersand
writersof those years.

“Underashadow?Surel thinklam. What
happensis, onceyoustartcreatingsomethin’,
people magnify different aspects for different
reasons. Record companies might doit tosell
records. Everyyearsomethin’ comesalong.”

Some people have got him wrong, hesays;
hisfirstalbum, Greetings From Asbury Park,
NJ{whichiswhere he nowlives), doesn’t give
atruepictureof hisartistic position: “The
thingson therecordare pretty much what1did
whenIbeganwriting; 1 had been playingin
aband for nineyears! | wasessentiallyaguitar
player! But these songscameoutand Ididn't
haveaband, so... theyfigured 1 wasasinger-
songwriter,and [ figured I'dgiveitatry.

“Itwasalmost produced tolean towards
that-moretowards the lyrics than the music,
which wasjust ‘bam,bam, bam’. Originally
theyjustwantedmeandaguitar. 1said ‘forget
it" That’swhy Il want todo more musicon my
nextrecord.Ontherecordsalot ofemphasis
was putonwhat was beingsaid, which was
not the point, but peoplelistened and
interpreted whatit was.

“Yousee, it depends how seriously you take
yourself. It'sreally hard formeto talkabout
thewords, ‘cos 1 have noparticularthingsto
say.lmean, I neverread poetry ‘cos [don't
liketoread too much; I neverreadanything
tothedegreeofremembering. Y'know, as



soon as someone says ‘thisguyisthe next
Bob Dylan’you'redead, and Ican’tbelieve
theydon’tknowthat.

“Ofcourse there aresimilarities! First thing
Iheard wason AM, ‘Like ARolling Stone’, and
Igrewup with that. But the publicalways has
this huge mouth, open wideand going, ‘More,
more!’ Evenifsomeone wasdroppingdead
they'd still shout ‘more!’ They're brought up to
dothat, butit'safight tokeep youridentity
against people whowantto cloud it over.
Columbia, they didn'twantthatalbum cover
lit'sa picture postcard view of Asbury] and [ had
tofightthat, and oneofthereasons!wantedit
was that that’s me! That’s where I'm from!

Hestretchesflat,laughsfrom his belly,and
thenhoikshimselfonto hiselbows. The fingers
areinthebeard; then theyrub through hishair.
There'salot of US Marine insignia on the wall
thatbecomes unaccountably noticeable. He
looks absentand amused again.

“Despiteall thehype,” hebegins, “I'm
remainingpretty obscure, which just goesto
show-oh, but we do get agood response from
theaudience.” Silence.

“It'salldone by people who mean well, I guess,
whoactuallyfeelit'stherightthingtodo.The
onestraight guyisJohn [Hammond]. Helooks at
stuffandsaysit'seitherterribleorgood.”

Silenceagain. “Thesituation gets
overwhelming. Really, [ can'tbe bothered with
what's goin’ on here, at Columbia, and I don't
much care. I sitathome and write music.
Nobodycomesdownandhypesme.”

Shadow lifts, ever so slightly. Michael Watts ¢

An arresting talent
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'DLIKE TO say that The Wailers were
afantastic success at their opening set

at Max's, but this wouldn’t be strictly
accurate; not because they weren't good,
simply thatreggae has not yetachieved any
realmomentumin America.

Generally, The Harder They Come has
not made muchimpactin the States, and
neither hasits star, Jimmy Cliff. It's been the
reggae orientation of Johnny Nash and the
dabblings of such as Paul Simon and J Geils
which have registered Jamaican music, but
only to the point where the general public
thinks of it as anovelty.

Thus, although The Wailers arrived fresh
fromanapparently triumphant residency in
Boston, they found themselves playing to
largely unconverted ears at Max's, and with
virtually no exception, white
ears. To compound matters,
most of the audience was
there for Columbia's new
rising star, Bruce
Springsteen, while the
seated policy of the club
was hardly conducive toa
natural response to what's
essentially dance music.
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max’s kansas city
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THE WAILERS

This is not to make too many apologies,
however, for The Wailers, who were rather
stiff for most of their set. In fact, Bob Marley
sounded somewhat thin and unconvincing on
lead vocals. Inall truth, they didn't appear to
be enjoying themselves, and thisreserve held
back their music.

There aren’t many of us who aren’t West
Indians that have been exposed much to live
reggae, soit’s difficult to place The Wailersin
acritical context. But, althoughitmay be a
little unfair to use them as a test case fora
whole musical culture, they've made alot of
friends and alienated no one. It’sa start.

Bruce Springsteen has not only started,
he's fully emerged within the space of four
months. His first album
resembled the manic
outpourings of an autistic
child,but there's never any
| doubtinmymindthathe’san
originaltalent. Those who've
dismissed him have simply
never seen him.

He and his band — with

more thanapassingreference

OPINING TVl JAT 24

Springsteenbackstage
atMax’sKansasCity,
NYC,duringasix-night
runtherefromJan3itc
Feb5,1973,whena
matchingpairofsneakers
washardtocomeby

to the giant black tenorist, Clarence Clemons
—are the most voluble and exciting club act to
have appeared this year. Springsteen, with his
half-smiling, befuddled air, still sounds like he's
spent time in a mentalinstitution, but that
impression only heightens the desperate,
tumbledintensity of his performance.

He plays spirited guitar on uptempo
numbers,but he's more particularly effective
on piano, where he employs his more
reflective songs (there was anespecially
involving one about growing up in Asbury
Park,NJ, where he lives).

Hislyrics are invariably oblique — hardly
narrative —and he would benefit only by not
straining after effect and crowdingimage
uponimage. As an artist he still hasn’t defined
himself,but when he’s learned to discipline
the neurotic impulse that forces himintoa
kind of absurd speed writing without losing his
fierce compulsiveness, he'llhave something
major to say.

Asitis, he’s an arresting talent who
expresses himself best live, where thisjarring
note is passed over inthe physicality of the
music. He's alot of fun, too. Michael Watts
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KEVIN AYERS & ROBERT WYATT

“Sunny
little songs™

Meetings with two
former members
of Soft Machine.

contemplates the
future aftera
serious accident.
For KEVIN AYERS,
meanwhile, the
world is bananas.
“The essence of
what | do is to make
fun of serious
situations,” he
says. “Sometimes
| get drunk.”

MELODY MAKER MAY 2

HAT IS THE fascination of the banana? Itis
aquestion that could reasonably be puttoa
man whose place in rock has never been easy
todefine-oneKevin Ayers. Bananas - yellow,
curved, succulent and sensual - play alarge
partin hisworld.

They form the subject matter forshort, humorous poems. He presented
arevuecalled The Banana Folliesata Hampstead Theatre. Hislatestalbum
is called Bananamour, whichisalso the title of his forthcoming concertat
London’s Queen Elizabeth Hall.

ForKevin, bananasrepresent theabsurd, and the manslippingonits
notoriously treacherousskinisdignityand authority deflated. Not that Ayers
isparticularlyembattled against the establishment, butheseesthe banana
asanallyagainst the perils of seriousness.

Inthe past, Kevin has been one of thateccentricbreed who teeteron the
verge of greatness but never quite fulfil their promise. Men like Ron Geesin,
Lol Coxhill, Viv Stanshall, who draw back rather than commit themselves as
dolessertalents whoinvariably gain greatersuccess.

Kevinisarhythmguitarist, an obsolete professionin the hard environment
of modernrock. Heis also asinger, a writerand now a producer. And he had
alotto contributethatis entertainingand valuableto the rock scene, if it
willbutlisten. He first gained attention with Soft Machine, and later went
on toform The Whole World, an unsteady aggregation that did not survive
long. Afteraconsiderable absence from the publiceye, he has returned for
atour backed by the group 747, with his old comrade, bassist and singer
ArchieLegget.

Thereis afeeling afootthat Kevin's work isabout tobecome more
“accessible” tothe publicatlarge, and interest hasbeen evinced in hisrecent
single “Caribbean Moon”, whichrepresentsa bowtowards the requirements
ofhit-making. IsKevin Ayers selling out? What s this obsession with the fruit
of the herbaceous plant, with itslong, seedless berry of edible pulp? And who
doeshethinkheis? Itwas to findanswers to these pressing questions that I
broke out of the dark, noisyand unpleasant cellthatis the office of the Melody
Makerthis week, to track down Kevinin the sunlit
uplandsofMaidaVale.

Helivesinablockofflats, erected in the days before
thegreatarchitectural crisis, when aesthetic
considerations, however slight, were still given priority.
Kevinsurprised me by beingalarge, untidyman, with
adeep speakingvoice, richinresonance. Hehad just »




lunstone..,

woken asl arrived, and woreahugeand
ridiculous night shirt thatcovered him
fromneckto toe. Given afez, he could have
performedasanddancein Leicester Square for
the benefit ofcinemaqueues, with no questions
asked by the buskers union.

Fromalbum coverslhad expected perhaps
aRickWakeman or David Bowie. Instead he
wasmorelikeacrossbetweentheeternally
vague Peter Gabriel of Genesis, and Tommy
Cooper. When he told me hisgreatestinfluence
had been Syd Barrett- the man who freaked out
of Pink Floyd-itwasnosurprise.

All these comparisons are useful, for Kevin

“I spend too
much time on
my own... But
I'm not bitter,

thank God”

OneofthetracksonKevin'salbumiscalled
“Interview”, which he played me and seemed
torelate quite strongly to our present
conversation. The songwent: “I've been called
aclown!Yesyou may write that down/And for
alittle moneylamextremely funny”.

“Thealbumis myfirsteffortat production,
andit proved verysatisfactory. ‘Interview'is
about theuniversalinterview-whoareyou,
andwhatcanyoudo? That'sallanybody ever
wants toknow. TheanswerisI'maperformer,
whosometimes triestofly. Sometimes| get
drunk-butthat’sjust to overcome the initial
fearof rejection byanaudience. Alcoholisa

hasauniquecharacter, noteasy todefine, least

ofall tohimself. Atfirst he seemed speechless from heavy sleep, and had
toshuffle off to the bathroom to throw cold water over his face before any
conversation could commence.

Franticavant-garde piano music emitted from one room, while
aquerulousvoice could be heard demanding: “Who's putsoapinthe
washbasin? It's full of dirty dishes!”

Kevin’s portion of theapartment waslittered with old clothes and smelt
strongly of overpoweringincense, which vied with the smoke of Spanish
cigarettes. Asmall bananawas perched on thewall-a piece of organic
art,supported by two brackets.

((GOOD MORNING!"” SAID Kevin at length, settlingdown

on the mattress, drawing up his knees, the nightshirt
billowing up like a tent.

“That’s JuanitaBanana,” hesaid catching my gaze, which had rested
onarubber dollon the mantelpiece. He thoughtfully gathered upan
armful ofwhite shoes that were ittering the floor, and pushed them
underachairtomake room fora pot of teaand ashtrays. We began to talk.

“Wehadafunnygiglast night,” herevealed. “Wehad been billed as
havingdancingcactuswith us, and the social secretary was
disappointed we didn’thave them. Theyaregiantcut-outs thatare
supposed tomove around. But the stage was too small for them anyway.”

Kevinseemed to be undergoingarenewed burst of activity.

“Yes, it's summer energy happening. It'squite agood time for energy.
I'vebeen spending some time in Jamaica, which hasinspired me towrite
somesunnylittle songs. Alot of people are scared of making fools of
themselves,” mused Kevin. “lamtoo. It can beapartofyouoritcan be
contrived. You canridicule yourselffor effectand make afool of yourself
instead of other people. The essence of what 1 dois to make fun of serious
situations, but not through hard satire.

“lused to have agroup called the Whole World which was neither one
thingnor theother. Itdidn't makean equal contribution to the musicand
norwasitabackingband. It wasalimboofuncertaintyandit had to break
up. Now I'm backed by 747 and it'sjust about coming together. There are
goodmusiciansbackingme-people llike. Archie Leggett, the renowned
Scotsmanand bass player, isworkingwith me, and we did that thing
called the Banana Follies at Hampstead Theatre.

“Whenlcameback from the West Indies 1 gotagroup togetherand we
spent three daysinrehearsal. Archieknows mystuffandwedidall the
tracks off my new album. Have you heard Archie sing? He’s got the sort
of voicellike very much, but
can’tdo myself.

“Weused the Roy Youngbrass
section onthealbumand hope
tohavethem atourQueen
Elizabeth Hallconcert. It
dependson their availability.
These people are always working
somuch.”
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verygood energy food. Itblursyour finer
reception powers soyou can copewith heckling, butit can makeit
difficultto put over sensitive music.

“Dolfearaudiences? Yes, I do; I fear misunderstanding, whichis the
causeof mostofour woes, and thatis mostly because we don’tknow
howto make ourselves understood. People say, ‘I've gotso muchto
say,'and don’t know how to say it. I can be clearer writinglyrics than
in conversation.

“Myherowas Syd Barrett. Hewas an influence on me, and I've written
asongforhim. Hewasn’ta musical so much asapersonalinfluence. On
my previousalbums, I used to write very esoteric lyrics, but now I'm
trying tobe more accessible. They're not just private jokesany more. It
wasapparent from the silence from the public that theywere critical of
them. Thealbums soldinverysmall quantities to a few people who were
turned on by them. ‘Caribbean Moon’isan attempt to get to more people.

“AmIsellingout? lwouldn’tknow how. Atthe momentI'minterested
increatingsomethinglcanstilllike thatwillappeal toalot of people.
Iwouldlikea NumberOnesingle, becauseitisanincredible challenge,
without doingany awful bubblegum tuff.

“I'mbeginningto get the feel of what makesasingle and spend two
whole dayslisteningsolidly to theradio. llike toknowwhat's being
listened to. I've noticed that theidentification factoris mostimportant
andthatall thesongs haveasort of ‘hook’ phrase. Theyall have the same
ingredientsand youcandissect them, butyou can't manufactureit.

“Suddenly, for no apparent reason, people willlikeacertainrecord.I'm
notagainst the popframeworkatall. It's just becoming pretty gigantic,
and nowyouhave long-haired businessmenrunningit, instead of short-
hairedbusinessmen. And therearealotofcloth-eared, insensitive
peopleamongthem, and weare just their pawns to be exploited.

“Thereis somethingslightlyrotteninthe pop stateof Denmark. Thisis
not necessarilya put-down. Asin ordinary business, thereisoftenan
unnecessary demand created and the supply reaches saturation point.

“People’slives are becoming more and more cluttered with
paraphernalia, and theawful thingispeopleare notgettingany closer
together. Itegret mostof all the passingofthatinitial joy of playing music
asasimplecelebrationandagettingtogether.

“I'mvery outoftouch with how other musicians feel. It doesn't
alwayscomeacrossininterviews. Perhapspeople don'task themthe
rightquestions. I have tobe very careful aboutwhatIsay; l always
regretitlater.”

Allwelland good - butwhat about the bananas?

“Bananas-yes. Theyarekind of
absurd. It's the world's oldest joke,
aboutthemanslippingonthebanana
skin.And thereare obvioussexual
connotations.”

Kevinhanded meapoemwhichhehad
recently jotted down,andwhich setout his
views quite concisely onthe whole subject.

“I'm going to go awayafter this tourto
recover,” said Kevin. “Then thereis the
possibility ofa tour of America. Thiswill
be myfirstalbumreleased there. Andthen
I mightdoaEuropean tour. We'llhave to
waitand seehow therecordsfare.”

Onwhatlevelwould Kevinliketo
be accepted?

“That'sagood question. Would you mind
iflthink about that?” There followed along



pause, whilel litanother Spanish
cigaretteand Kevinstared atthefloor.

“I'dlike any audiencereally. It would
help my development and help me
understand more about myself. I was
criticising advertising just now for
subliminal suggestion. ButI’'mnot
eventryingtosell them me;Ifind
myselfgettinginto poses sometimes
and I'm pretty much an outsider.

“Idon’trelate to popularsocietyand
Ifindithard to be with more thanone
person at atime, because thenyou just
get bits of different people, which
freaks me out. Butldon’tfeel badly
about playingsociety’s games aslong
aslretain some control.

“Yousee, I started life by goingto
some weird schools. | was brought up
intheFarEastanddidn’thaveany
primaryorsecondary education
thankGod. Whenlcameto England
Iwassenttoaghastlycramming
school, tobecome part of society.

“Itwasludicrousat school. Nobody
tried to find out whereyourrealtalents
lay.I had lived in Malayafrom the age of six to 12, and going toschoolin
England waslike adescent from heaven to hell. My memories of the East
arestill veryvivid and I speak Malay fluently. lused torun around naked
asachildanditwasquiteachange cominghere. That’swhy I keep going
awayand trying to findsimplicity again.

“Butdon’ttalk of ‘childlike simplicity’ - children are emotionally very
complicated and they are verydeviouslittle people. In Western cities,
everybodyisrushingaround trying to find out who they are. Wherel
came from, it wasn’tlike that. Nowthesilly buggersare tryingtogetinto
the Western way of life with carsand TV sets.

“IwenttoJamaicatofind all I hadlost, and all met were people who
wanted tocome here, or go to America. I stay here aslittleas possible.
Thisisjustsomewheretosleep andread. We allhaveanislandin our
heads where we willgo and live happily everafter. You don’teven need
the place, that’s just geography.

“Idon’t wantto move away from people. 1 don’tdislike people-only the
aspects ofthemIsee in myself. So 1 don’t want tobe considered a hermit,
brothers and sisters—that would be disowning myself. 1 spend too much
time on my ownand becoming morose. ButI'm not bitter—thank God.
Awider public will give me more confidence and maybeit willstopme
beingsoself-deprecating, and self-effacing. The outsider’srolein
society?It’sallin thelyrics of mysongs.” Chris Weich

MELODY MAKER

ASTWEEK, ROBERT Wyattand hislady Alfie had five pounds
| inthebank. Notagreatreward foralmost a decade in the music
business, and the sort of situation bound tobringalittle panic
toany temporarily incapacitated musician.

And for Robert, of course, the prospect was particularly grim. Doubtless
everyone knows by nowthat Robertbroke hisbackinanaccidentata
partybackinJune,and now he'sparalysed from thewaistdown.

Thecold, hard facts are that Robert will not be able towalk or play
drumsagain. Foralesser personthat could be the absolute end of the
line; nothingleftto dobut wallow in self-pity. Not Robert Wyatt, though.
He's re-evaluatinghis position as a musician, and trying tofindaway to
return to playingas soonas possible.

1wentdown to Stoke Mandeville Hospital with Mike Ratledge and Soft
Machine manager Sean Murphy last week to see Robert. Frankly, it was
aconfrontationthatIjustdidn’tfeel | was emotionally equipped to deal
with. What words could I possibly say to a personalmusical hero, now
confined toawheelchair, thatwouldn’t sound like an obituary?

Some kids grew up with Gene Krupa, some with Jagger. Me, | grewup
withthe Soft Machine, went to more gigs thanI can remember, and it was
always an education to watch Robert.

It’s not generally acknowledged yet, but Robert was atrueinnovator
asfarasdrumming’s concernedin the mid-'60s, single-handedly

Robert Wyattinthe
Netherlandsini972,
beforetheaccident
onJune1,1973that
paralysedhimfrom
the waistdown
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responsible, I think, for alot of the cross-fertilisation thathas occurred
between rock andjazz. But my worries were unfounded.

Assoonas| saw Robert nowoutofthe wardsand as comfortable as
possibleinacosy hospital annexe called Ashendon House, I realised that
he’s capable ofbecoming aninfluential musicianall overagain.

Oneonly hastolookathistrack record tounderstand the possibilities
that areopen to him. Generally speaking, ifyou depriveadrummerofhis
ability todrum, he doesn’t usually have much to offer musically. Wyatt
hasalwaysbeen more thanjustadrummer, however.

Fortwoyears he wastheleadsingerwithaCanterburybandcalled The
wildeFlowers, and later, of course, he vocalised with the Soft Machine
and Matching Mole, so he’ll be singingmorein future.

Then there’s hiskeyboard playing, about which he’s always been
unnecessarily humble, because he’sveryoriginal. Asifthat weren’t
enough, he’sdabbled with electric guitar (“Memories” on Daevid Allen’s
Banana Moonalbum), and he onceplayed trumpetinatrio which
featured Daevid Allen on guitar and Terry Rileyon boogie-woogie piano.

Hehasactually donesome recordingsince his accident - proofthatyou
can’tkeep agood mandown. “l went on my first outing since the
accident, last week,” he says, “to the Manor. I washangingaround the
studios while Hatfield [And The North] wererecording, hopingtobe
askedtorattleatambourine or something, ‘cos I’'m pretty good at that,
and eventually Phil {Miller], gettingembarrassed by my presence, gave
mea piece of paper and said, ‘Well, while you’re here you might as well
makeyourselfuseful. Sing this.

“Itwas a new songthathe'd just written. I thought, ‘Christ, I'll never
beabletolearnit.I'll make afool of myself.’ As it happened, though, it
worked out allright.”

The Pink Floyd/Soft Machine benefit concertcameas a pleasant
surprise. “I couldn’tbelieveit at first; infact1didn’t believeit till I read it.
But I'mknocked out becauseit means | can stop worryingabout money
forabit, and that’s atremendous load off my mind.”

Any future plans? Rumour has it that Robert has writtena whole batch
ofhitsingles from his hospital bed.

“That’s not quite true. I'd written alot of songs for what was going to
be the third Matching Mole album with Bill [McCormick], Francis
Monkman and Gary Winde. | thoughtI'd got them all sort of safely stored
inmyhead, but what with onething and another I've forgotten most of
them.I've been working on some tapeloops and things, though.

“By chance I've metaguy who'sa friend of Ron Geesin’s, and just
happenstoliveacross the road from here. He’sgot a piano, and some
Revox machines, and Alfie’s got me thislittle Japanese organ. We’ve made
some funny old tapes. This guy doesn’t know anything about me or Soft
Machineoranything, butdoesknowalot about recording techniques.”

Andso, with more problems thanmost people could handle, he plansto
slowlyreturn to the fast-livingrock’n’roll circuit.I'm ahundred per cent
certainthathe’ll be strongenough to cope with the pressures. Steve Lake ©
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March10,1973:Pink Floyd
atKent State University,
Ohio,during the first
Dark Side Of TheMoon
tour of NorthAmerica
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MELODY MAKER

HFLOYD-WHEREFOREart thou? What lies yonder
on thedarkside of the moon? Madness they do say,
andpresent death. Intheir seventh year together,
paranoiaand fear seem to haunt their music, despite,
or perhaps because of, success. Much of the Pink
Floyd's latestalbum (actually overayear old in terms
of studio time) reflects the pressures and obsessions that afflict the
itineraterock musician. Without the lifestyle, there would not be
music; and without the music, thelifestyle could not be supported.

Mad laughterand sanevoicesinterminglein the Floyd's measured,
timelesscompositions, and it would be easy toread into the characters
ofthemen who make up one of the most original and fulfilling of groups,
akind ofomniscience. Fans-andjournalists -canand have been
disappointed, orsurprisedto find that the Pink Floyd are but human.
Theirout putis not prolific, theyhavebeen known torepeat material at
concerts, theyhave yettoannounce details ofany plan to save the world,
and whatis more, they operate and enjoy taking partinamoderatety
successful football team.

Timewasted, the curse of money, ambitions unfulfilled, theseare all
matters that concern theFloyd, and formthe basis of many of their
musical ideas. They are not esotericsubjectsand should be easily
assimilated without recourse to mystical interpretation.

Yeteven today, the Floyd occasionally feel misunderstood. But theycan
alsofeelatremendoussatisfaction in the knowledge that theband said to
be “finished” when Syd Barrettleft them all those years ago hasreached
apeak thatisimpressiveeven in thisage of supergroups. Acceptance of

May18,1973:David
Gilmouremploys Stratand
effectspedalinaidof
homelessnesscharity
ShelterattheEarlsCourt
ExhibitionCentre,London

theFloyd’s poised and delicate musichas never been greater. On their last
American tour they casually sold out massive venues from coast to coast;
The Dark Side Of The Moon hastaken world charts initsstride, while their
forthcoming London concertsatEarls Court-for charity -sold outas
quicklyastickets could be passed over the counter.

TheFloyd have doubtlessearned an attractive pennyin their time, but
unlikemany othersuccessful artists, they do not wallow inriches. Roger
Walterslivesinamodesthouse in Islington, where his wife bakes potsin
thegarden shed. And while David Gilmourliveson afarmin thecountry,
itisthrough hisown effortsthat the establishment has been made
habitable. He mightboastan ornamental pool inthe garden, stocked
withgaily coloured fish, buthe dugit himself,

Itwasto thisruralretreat that ! drove one sunny day last week, wending
through thefields of Hertfordshire, made fearful by juggernauts
wallowingonS-bendsand localsdriving dented grey Cortinasatspeed.

Arrivingat thevillage at the appointed hour, a further 60 minutes were
spentfollowing the conflictingdirections of rustics pushingbicycles.
Stilllost, I consulted a map thatseemed to havebeen drawnupin 1932.
Hurling thisaside, my gaze perceived afissurein the hedge opposite. It
seemedscarcely possible | was parked outside theGilmourestateand
had passeditinnumerabletimesinthelasthour.

Suchwasthecase.Inasecluded courtyard analsatianstood guard
and avenerableold horse clomped about. Ayouth in faded blue jeans
andstragglyblack hairappearedlike Heathcliff at the cottage door.
“MrGilmour’'sabode?”

“Yesindeed. Comeinandhaveacup oftea. It will calmyou.” My
motorist’s furybegan toabate, as ! drankintheornate butasteful decor.
Lowbeams, ajukebox here, woodcarvings there-since takingoverthe
abandoned Victorian farmhouseacouple ofyears ago, the
guitaristhad worked hard atimprovements. When he moved
intherewasnoelectricity orheating, and helived roughas he
createdan open-planlivingarea, constructed amusic room,
dugtheaforementioned pooland cleaned out stables for Vim,
hisretired brewer’sdrayhorse. He had even permitted
himselfthe luxury ofaswimmingpool, followingthe
satisfactorysale of many ofthe Pink Floyd'salbums.

Thencame Nemesis, notin the shape of a writer 1o Mailbag,
butaman from the council, only minutes before my arrival.
He had presented acopyofthe council’splans tobuilda
housingestate onthesurroundinggreenbeltland,and to
compulsorily purchasegreat chunksof the Floydian paradise.

“We'll have to pack ourbagsand move,” hesaid with
hopeless resignation.

Oureyes turned tomegalopolis creepingover the horizon,
the threateningblocksof Harlow, poised ready to march. We
toyed with ideas tobuildawall offirearound the premises,
tobetouched offat the instantthe bulldozersarrived,and|
suggestedsowinglandminesin Vim's meadow. Eventually we
decided it would be more cheering tospeak of the Pink Floyd.

should be explained that the group wasborn in 1967

duringthe heady days of flower powerand UFO. Mr
Gilmour replaced the legendary Syd Barrett on guitar, who
had written such charthits as “See Emily Play”. The Floyd
went through ableak period when they were written off,
but quietly drew about them an army of fans and went
about their creative work, wholly unmoved by the shifting
fortunes and fashions that affect their contemporaries.
Theyarea proud, pioneering and somewhat detached
group who sometimeslook upon the cavortings of some of
their fellow groups with faint dismay, not out of sour
grapes, but from purely aesthetic considerations.

But first, what had the Floyd been doing these last few
months,and howlonghadit taken them to conceive The Dark
Side Of The Moon, which | believed was their bestyet?

“Wedid the American tour,” said Dave. “Weonly ever do
three-week tours now, but thatonewas 18 datesin 21 days,
whichisquite hard. We started recordingthe LPin May last
year,andfinished itaroundJanuary. We didn'tworkatitall
thetime, of course. Wehadn’thad aholidayin threeyearsand
wewere determined totakeone. On the whole, thealbum has
agood concept...”

F ORTHEBENEFIT of newreader George Loaf (12), it



“Qurmusicisabout

§ neuroses”: Pink Floydin

11973-()-r)NickMason,
DavidGilmour,Roger
Watersand Rick Wright

Isn’tit theirbestyet? “I guessso. Alotof the
material had already been performed when we
recorded it,and usually wegointo the studio
and writeand record atthe same time. We
started writingthe basicideaagesago, and it
changed quitealot. [twas pretty rough tobegin
with. Thesongsareaboutbeinginrock’n’roll,
andapplytobeingwhat we are on the road.
Rogerwrote ‘Money’ from the heart.”

Moneyseemed to be atouchy subject for
musiciansand fansalike. Were the Floyd
cynics? “Oh no-not really. [justthink that
money's the biggest single pressure on people.
Evenifyou'vegot it, you have the pressure of not
knowingwhether you should haveit,and you
don’tknow therightsand wrongs of yoursituation. It can be amoral
problem, butremember the Pink Floyd were broke for a prettylong time.
Wewereindebt whenljoined,and nine monthsafterwardsI remember
when we gave ourselves £30a week, and for the first time we were earning
more than the roadies.”

Foraband thatrelies on creatingmoods, good sound was essential for
theembryonicFloyd: “Wehardly had any equipment ofour own. We had
alightshow, but we had toscrapit fortwo years. We've had lights again for
thelast coupleofyears, butinthe meantime we developed the basicidea
ofthe Azimuth Co-ordinator. We did a concert at the Festival Hall with
the new sound system, and none of us had any idea what we were doing.
Iremembersittingon thestage fortwo hoursfeelingtotally embarrassed.
But wedeveloped the ideas, and it was purely down tosetting moods and
creatinganatmosphere.”

Todigress, whatdid Dave think of Hawkwind, the newest prophets of
the UFO tradition? “ don'teverlisten to them, butthey seem to be having
jollygood fun,” said Dave without the trace ofa smile.

Whatabout The Moody Blues? “I'm not too keen on The Moody Blues.
Idon'tknowwhy-Ithinkit'sall thattalking that gets my goat. It’sabitlike
poets’ corner.” Dave did not wantto be drawn on thesubject of rivalry,
but hedid admit to hearing with pleasure thatan expensive piece of
equipment belonging to another group had collapsed. The group had
recentlytried to poach the Floyd's road crew.

“Money can
be a moral
problem, but
we were broke
for a long time”

Lookingbackover hissixyearsorsowiththe
group, whatmilestones did he seein their
development? “There haven'tbeenany
particular milestones. It'sall gonerather
smoothly. We'vealways felt like we have led
some sort of culthere, butin Americait’s been
slowbutsure. Thisyear in theStatesit’sbeen
tremendous, butl can’tsay why-specifically.
We have been able to sell out ten to 15,000-
seatersevery nighton the tour—quitesuddenly.

“Wehavealways donewell in Los Angeles or
NewYork, but thiswasin places wehad never
been to before. Suddenly the LP was Number
Onethereandtheyhavealwaysbeeninthe
fortiesand fifties before.

“No-success doesn’t make much difference tous. Itdoesn’t make any
difference toouroutput,or general attitudes. There are four attitudesin
theband thatare quite different. But weall want to push forward and
thereareallsortsofthings we'dlike to do. For Roger Waters itis more
importantto do things thatsay something. Richard Wright is moreinto
putting outgood music, and I'min the middle with Nick.I want todoitall,
butsometimesIthink Rogercanfeel the musical contentislessimportant
andcanslidearoundit.

“Rogerand Nick tend tomake the tapesor effectslike the heartbeaton
the LP. Atconcerts we have quad tapes and four-track tape machines. So
we canmixthesound and panitaround. The heartbeatalludestothe
human condition and sets the mood for the music, which describes the
emotions experienced duringalifetime. Amidst the chaos thereisbeauty
and hope for mankind. The effects are purely to help thelistener
understand whatthewhole thingis about.

“It’'samazing... at thefinal mixing stage we thought it was obvious what
thealbum wasabout, butstill alot of people, including the engineersand
theroadies, when we asked them, didn'tknowwhat the LP was about.
Theyjust couldn't say—and I wasreallysurprised. They didn’tsee it was
about the pressures thatcandriveayoungchap mad.

“I'really don’tknow if our things get through, but youhave tocarryon
hoping. Our music isabout neuroses, but that doesn’t mean that weare
neurotic. Weareabletoseeit,and discussit. The Dark Side Of The Moon »
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itselfisanallusion tothemoon andlunacy. Thedarksideisgenerally
related towhat goes on inside people’s heads-the subconsciousand
theunknown.

“Wechangedthetitle. Atonetime, it was goingtobecalled Eclipse,
because Medicine Head didan album called The Dark Side Of The Moon
butitdidn’tsell well, sowhatthehell. [ was against Eclipse and we felt a bit
annoyedbecause we had already thought of the Dark title before
Medicine Head cameout. Not annoyed at them, but because we wanted
tousethetitle. Therearealot of songswith thesametitle. We didone
called ‘Fearless’and Familyhadasinglecalled that.”

Did the Floyd argue among themselves much? “A fairbit,  suppose, but
nottoo traumatic. We'rebound to argue because we are ail very different.
I'msureour publicimageis of 100 per centspaced-out drugaddicts, out of
ourmindsonacid. People do get strangeideasabout us. In San Francisco
we hada reputation from the Gay Liberation
Front:‘IhearyouguysareintoGayLib';1don’t
know how they couldtell...”

Asaguitarist, Dave had been somewhat
overshadowedbytheFloyd's strongcorporate
image. Buthisvirile,cuttinglinesare one of
theirhallmarksand avitalhuman element. Did
heever fancy workingoutonasoloalbum, or
formingarocktrio?

‘| getallsortsofurgesbutreally nothing
strong. Putitdown to excessivelaziness. No,
Idon’tdosessions. ! don't get asked. Any
frustrations | might have about justbanging
outsomerock’n’roll areinevitable, butare not
adestructive elementtoourband.lhavealot of

“There’s
humour in our
music, but I
don't know if'it
gets through”

scopein Pink Floyd tolet things out. There are specially designated
placeswherelcandothat.”

In the past the Floyd have been subject to criticism, not the least
appearingin the Melody Maker. How do theyreact to that?

“React? Violently! People tend to say we play the sameold stuff-that we
do thesame numbers for years. We don’t. We are playingall new numbers
now, except for ‘Set The Controls For The Heart Of The Sun’. The Who are
still playing ‘My Generation’ and nobody complains about that. We can
take criticism whenit’s valid, butwe are only humanand we can only do
so much. Sometimesitsurprises me when we playreally well, and spend
some time on presenting aspecialshow, likewedid at Radio Cityin New
York, and we get knocked.

“Some peopledislike the basic premise of what weareall about. Then
theircriticismisawaste of time. Forsomeonetocriticise you who
understandsyou, and can say where you have
fallendown-that’svalid. There are some
people whocome toourshowswith noreal
interestinwhatwearedoing, don’tlike the
group, so don'tlike the concert. We putail the
badreviewsintoalittle blue book.”

Thistime Dave was smiling. (G Loaf, please
note. Musician’s joke: Gilmour does not really
havealittlebluebook. Hewas speakingin fun.)

“Irememberafter Mick Watts did his piece
onus, weallgave himacompleteblankinan
aeroplane. [twasn’t deliberate. We justdidn’t
recognise him. Buthe madesomesnideremark
inthe MM, sowesenthimabox withaboxing
gloveinsideonaspring. Nick gotthem specially

WithDark Side
hittingthe topofthe
BillboardLP chart
onApril28,Floyd
returnforasecond
UStourinJune1973




made. Butitwasn’ttaken ingood humour. Syd Barrett would never have
doneathinglikethat.Allverychildishreally.

“Wedon’tget uptightat constructive reviews, but when somebodyisn’t
thesmallish pieceinterested in what youaredoing, thenit’snohelp to
them orto us. Wedid get uptightat what Mick Wattssaid -itwas very
savage. Butyou can’tstay angry forlong. We tried toturn thefeud intoa
kind of joke with the boxingglove. You've gotto have a sense of humour,”
said Dave scowlingintohis tea. “There’shumourin our music, but Idon’t
know ifany of it gets through.”

Asakey member of aband withits gaze fixed firmlyon the future, it
seemed unlikely Dave would want toreminisce, yet he washappyenough
torecall theirorigins: “Nick Mason had got a date sheet 10 yardslong with
allthegigsinredink-everyonesince 1967. It’s quite extraordinary when
youlookat thegigs we got through -four or five aweek. We couldn'tdo
that now, notwhen you think ofthe equipment we carry. The roadies
have tobethere by eightinthe morning tostartsettingup. It'savery
complicated business. Thingsstill go wrong, but we virtuallycarrya
wholerecordingstudioaround with usall thetime.

“In 1967 noone realised that sound could getbetter. There wasjust
noise, and that'show rock’n’roll was. As soon as you educate people to
somethingbetter, then theywant it better— permanently. PAs were
terriblein those days—but we've gotanamazingone now.

“Beforewe doagig, we haveafour-pageriderinourcontractwitha
wholestack of things thathave to be got together by the promoter. We have
tosend peopleround two weeks beforehand to make sure they’ve got it
right, otherwise they don’t take any notice. There have to betwo power
systems, for thelightsand PA. Otherwise thelighting will cause abuzz
through the speakers. Usually astage has to be built—to therightsize.
We'vegot 11 tonsofequipment, and onour last American tourithad tobe
carriedinanarticulated truck. Ohyes, it’sthe
deathof rock’n’roll. Bigbands are comingback.

“Therewasalongperiod oftime whenIwas
notreallysure what wasaroundtodo,and
playedsortofback-up guitar. Following
someonelike Syd Barrettintothatband wasa
strange experience. Atfirst1 felt | had tochange
alotanditwasaparanoicexperience. Afterall,
Sydwasalivinglegend, and I had started off
playingbasicrock music- Beach Boys, Bo
Diddleyand “The Midnight Hour”. Iwasn'tin
anygroups worth talkingabout, although I had
athree-piece with Ricky Wills, who's now with
Peter Frampton’s Camel.

“Iknew Syd from Cambridgesince Iwas 15,
and my old band supported the Floyd on gigs.
Iknew themall well. They asked meifl wanted
tojoin when Syd left, and not being completely
mad, I saidyes,and joined in Christmas’68.

“llaterdid the twosoloalbumswith Syd.
God, what anexperience. God knows what he
wasdoing. Various people have tried tosee
himandget himtogether,and founditbeyond
their capabilities.

“Iremember when theband wasrecording
‘SeeEmily Play’. Syd rangmeup and asked me
alongto the studio. Whenlgot there hegave me
acompleteblank. Hewasone of the great
rock’'n’roll tragedies. He was one of the most
talented peopleand couldhavegivena
fantasticamount. Hereally could write songs,
andifhe hadstayed right, could have beaten
RayDaviesat hisown game.

“Ittook along time for me to feel partofthe
bandafterSydleft. ltwassuchastrangeband,
and verydifficult for me to know what we were
doing. People were very down on us after Syd
left. Everyone thought Syd wasall thegroup
had,and dismissed us. Theywerehard times.
Even our management, Blackhill, believedin
Syd morethantheband.

“Itreallydidn’t start coming back until
Saucerful Of Secrets and the first Hyde Park
free concert. The bigkick wasto play forour
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audiencesatMiddleEarth.
Irememberoneterrible
nightwhenSydcameand
stoodin front of the stage.
Hestared atmeallnight
long. Horrible!

“The free concerts were
reallyagas. Thefirstonehad
5,000 people and the second
had 150,000. But thefirst was
morefun. Wetried to dotwo
moresinglesaroundthis
time, buttheydidn'tmean
athing. They'renowon
the Relicsalbum.” Toun

THE DARK SIDE
OF THE MOON

A Superb New Album
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ideas. It'samatteroftryingto
fulfil them. It'sdangerous to <
talk about ideas, oryouget it
thrownatyouwhenyou
don'tdoit. We have vague ideas foramuch moretheatrical thing, a very
immobilething we'd putoninoneplace. Also we want to buyaworkshop
andrehearsal placein London. We've been tryingto get one forsometime.
“Nowedon’t wantourown label - but we do have ourown football
team!We beat Quiver nine-onerecently,and now there’s talk ofamusic
industries cup. Oh-and we played the North London Marxists. What
aviolent bunch. I bit my tongue-and had to havestitches.”
Sothat’s what lies on the darkside of the moon - a pair of goalposts. But
theFloyd will beallright—as longas they keep their heads. Chris Weich

NME

¢ D ON'T TAKEANY pictures of me outside the house”, says
David Gilmour, making a quick, impatient gesturelike
brushingawayflies. “I can’tstand the ‘pop starin his
countryhouse’ syndrome.”

Sure David, butin the broadest sense you areapop star. And when
you'rethe guitarist for famous, best-selling Pink Floyd, and you’ve made
asmanydecentalbums as Pink Floyd have, and you've gone the whole
route long ago, and you'vestill got your wits aboutyou, and the money
keepsrollingin, what elseisthere to spend the bread on?

Andit hasto besaid that Dave Gilmour's spent his allotted share of
theFloyd takingsin amannerbefittingone of the most tasteful bands of
our time. His Essex mock-Tudor residence positively screams good taste

-thereal sort, not Ghastly Good Taste—and is conspicuous for itslack of
middle-classaccoutrements. Allroomsarein that happy state of disarray
thatcomes from arelaxed lifestyle, the world is fenced out by a high hedge
and the BMW in the garage and the swimming pool out back give off
identical expensiveglints.

Gilmour, wearingaT-shirt thatsays “Didn't theydo well” insewn-on
white letters, isloungingin arocking-chairin frontofagorgeous, ornate,
teak altar-screen that just radiates antiquity. Thismorning, though,
despite thesurrounding comforts and the presence of hislady athis side
tosuccourhim, theFloyd guitaristisinasomewhat fragilestate, having
visited the Marquee the previous evening (in the company of Roger
Waters) to catch Roy Buchanan'sset. He'salittle tired and he may, or
maynot, have beenalittleinebriated the night before-he can’tquite
remember. Anyway, itisn’timportant because thisisthefirstinterview
he’s done for ages and neitherofus can quite remember the procedure
and there’s alot toget through before lunchtime ennuisetsin.

First off, David, congratulationson finally attaining the exalted
NumberOnespotin the States with Dark Side of the Moon.

Aslowsmile spreads across the Gilmour face. “Yes, itis nice, isn't it?
We've neverreallybeen above 40th position before—but even so, we're
still selling more albums there than we wouldinthe English charts.”

He’sreluctant to be pinned down as to why this should suddenly
happen, after fiveyears ofbeinga cultband in America- “I suppose we've
always had this sortof undergroundimage over there” -and he’seven
morereluctant to define what Floyd'sappeal isin the States, oreven what
typeofaudiences the group attract. In fact, he doesn’t seem particularly
interested in anything, taking the whole process with acombination of »
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ThegongRoger Waters
struck soenthusiastically
in1972'sLive AtPompeii
documentarygetsalittle
addedpropane-Earls
Court,May18,1973

affableennuiand thetiniesthint of
indifference. “Idon’t thinkit'llmakeany
change-1mean, we've neverhad any problem
selling outeven the largest hallsand I dont
reallyseehow that canchange. We canstill
sellout the Santa Monica Civictwo nightsin
succession, and 'm notsurethat the albumwitl
makeany differencetothat”.

Nonetheless, oneisaware thatperhapsthe
successof Dark Sidetook thebandalittleby
surprise, asnotourhasbeen plannedto

actually coincide with the peakingofthe album.

ThoughtheyareoffagaininJune. Anyway..

Teaarrivesand conversation briefly returns tothe Marquee, where
Gilmourhadbeen spotted acouple of weeks ago. Heseemsto be aregular
denizen. “Infact, Iwas downthere that nighttosee Quiver.” Gilmour was,
atonetime,amemberofagroupwhich included one of the present
Quiverlineup, and Gilmourtakesan interestin the group’s progress.

Aninterestingsidelight ishisreference toFloyd as “thisband; I've heen
fiveyearsin thisband” -asifhe expected Floyd tofinish tomorrow. And
thenyourealise thathe’sfirstand foremostamusician and thelead guitar
chairinPink Floyd isjust another gig. Floyd may onedaydisappear, but

Gilmourintendstokeeprightonplaying..
Back to Dark Side, and I advance the
hypothesisthat thealbumshowsamarked
returntosolid purpose that, forme, had
beensomewhatlackingin Floyd'slast three
orsoalbums, good though they'vebeen
individually. Gilmour ponders this.
“Isupposeso. Certainly there’sasort of
theme running throughit, whichwehaven't
reallydoneforalongtime. There’stwo
opinionsabout thisin thegroup -halfofus
wanted to play a thematic piece, the other
halfwanted to playa collection of songs.
Which halfdid hebelongto? A
reappearance of theslowsmile. “Ididn’t
object,anyway. It's basically Roger'sidea.
We'dall written songs beforehand,and then
Rogergotthethemeand thewordstogether.”
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“There’s a sort
of theme... and
two opinions
about this”

Pink Floyd

The Dark Side of the Moon

I pointout that, for thefirst time, the band
have considered albumlyricsimportant
enoughtoprintonthesleeve. “Yes, | generally
don'tlikesleevelyrics.” End of subject.

The themebehind Dark Sideis, of course, the
various pressuresthat can drive one mad-
“pressuresdirected at peoplelike us, like
‘Money’, ‘Travel’,andsoon”. Iremark that the
piece haschanged markedly since [ sawit
premiered atthe Rainbowin 1972.Gilmour
agrees, mentioningthat the entireshowhad
been on theroad forabout sixmonths before the
group took the project into the studio.

‘Normally, we gointo thestudio, often withoutany concrete ideas, and
allowthecircumstancestodictate the music”.

Sometimes, though, thisresultsinfillertracks (forexample, thejokey
sideson Ummagummaand Atom Heart Mother) and besides, isn'titan
expensive way to record? “No. We don’t pay. EMI do.

Anothermarked featureof the albumis Gilmour'sown blossominginto
atough, bluesyplayer-especiallyon “Money”, which features several
versesofreally hard, spectacularlicks. Gilmourshrugs thisoff modestly,
although Ginger, hislady, chimesinwith heragreement thatit represents

Gilmourathisbest. He thinkssome of his
playingon “Obscured By Clouds” isbetter,
butconcedes that “Money” was designed as
abasically guitar track.

Other features from Dark Side’s live
performanceare also missing-noticeably
thetaped finale which usesextracts from the
Collected Rantings of Malcolm Muggeridge.
‘Yes. Well, you didn’t really expect we'd get his
permission, did you?”

Heconfessesthat heneverreallylistens to
Floyd albums, and he'sreluctant to assess
theminretrospect-butldetectaleaning
towards Obscured By Clouids, which hehas
heenknowntodirectinto thegardenona
summer’sday. Others? Well, he likes some of
thetrackson Saucerfii! Of Secrets, mainly the
titletrack and “Set The Controls For The Heart



OfThe Sun”. Atom Heart Motherhe admits to have been an experiment,
notanewdirection, and hewould record it completely differently now,
had hethechanceortheinclination.

“The trouble was, we recorded the group firstand put thebrassand
thechoironafterwards. Now, 1 thinkl'd do thewhole thingin onetake.

[ feel that some of the rhythms don’t work and some of the syncopations
aren’tquiteright.”

Another period which Floyd dabbled in, but which didn’t really
communicateitself to our ears viaconcrete Floyd music, was their
flirtation with the French avant garde and with ballet. “in fact, we did
that ballet for a whole week in France. Roland Petit choreographed itto
someof ourolder material... butit’stoorestrictingforus. | mean,lcan’t
playandcountbarsat thesame time. We had tohave someonesittingon
stage withapiece of papertellingus what bar we were playing. ..

“Wealso did the music for More. We hadn’t done film scores before -but
they offered uslots of money. Wewrote the whole thingin eight days from

PINK FLOYD

thatincludeseveryPinkFloyd album. There's a fader thatlowers the notz
anoctave,awhiningfuzzdevice which couplesinto that,and most
uncanny ofall,aphase “Itchycoo Park”-type effect that resembles a
Phantomdoingagroundstrike somewherein South-EastAsia. Believers,
you'reinforsomehair-raisingsounds when Gilmourgetsthis weapon on
theroad, as hesays heintends to.

Lookingat David Gilmour as he coaxes these apocalypticnoises from
hisguitar,one cansee why he and the rest of Pink Floyd feel remote fronm
theworkings of the music business.

Gilmourinourinterview neverreallycametolifebecause he hasn't
anystakeinasuccessful musichizrapportwith the
press—buthe’ssaid moreabout Pink Floyd in 30
secondsof divebombing with theStratand the
SynthiHiFlithanall theinterviewsinthe
worldwouldeverdo.And, really, isn’t that
whatit’s allabout? Tony Tyler o

RAINBOW
— LONDON ——

start to finish.

“Wedid Zabriskie Point for Antonioni,
andinfact wewrote much more than he
eventuallyused. [ feel, even now, that it
would havebeen better if he’d used most of
whatwe'dwritten.”

IputittoGilmourthatthese wanderings
fromtheband’sdirectline of progression
have been received by fanswith
disappointment. Hegetsalittle heated.

“That’sthetrouble-youcan'treally
break out of the progression-from-your-
last-LPrut. People'sminds are set to
expectsomethingandifyoudon’t
provideit, well...”

Many Floyd aficionadosstill feel that
Ummagummawasthegroup’s high point.
Gilmour disagrees. “Forme, it wasjustan
experiment. l think it wasbadly recorded
—thestudiosidecould have heen done
better. We're thinkingof doingitagain.”

Butwedon’thavetimetoexplorethe
meaningbehindthatbecausenowit’stime
for Gilmour toshow off his musicroom -
and for thefirsttimesince thisinterview
began, hecomestolife.

Earlier, he'd toldusthathisopinion of the
music presswas that itwas, well, irrelevant
toPink Floyd (“We don't really need the
music pressand they don’treallyneed us”),
and hisattitude duringtheinterview had
beenoneofmildamusement coupled with
disbeliefat the workingsof thejournalistic
mind. Butwhenwe crossthecarpetand
enter thelittleroom full of electronic
equipment, he becomesa New Man.

Most private musicrooms ['ve seen have
beensterile, formal places-not,in my
opinion, suited vibewiseto the creative
process-but Gilmour'sislivedinandit
works. The usual taperecordersand
eight-track stuffare there, but there'salso
adrumkit (Nick Mason's? “No, mine™),
about 12 guitars, rangingfrom aStrat
througha’59 Les Paul Custom toa Les Paul
Junior hangingon thewall,aLes Paul-type
electricguitar (“custom-made, naturally”)
and abeautiful classical guitar (“custom-
made, naturally”).

But pride of place goes to the newest toy,
aspecial synthesizermadeby EMS (who
make the VCS3) which, Gilmour assures us
isnotonthemarketand never will be. He
plugsintheStratandthis device, rather
likea plastic pulpit with pedals mounted
underneath, gives offsome of the most
incrediblesounds we'veever heard.And
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Deep, eternal, flashing..

MM NOV 10

INKFLOYD AND Soft Machine stunned fans with two sensational shows at London’s Rainbcw
Ptheatre onSunday night. It was asplendid evening of rock co-operation,in which both groups
gave their services in aid of disabled drummer Robert Wyatt.

Compere JohnPeel was pleased to announce that some £10,000 was raised. He said that
Robertintendedto carry on with asinging and recording career. The ex-Softs drummer was not
present but was acknowledged by cheers from the audience.

Astwo complex shows were performed onthe same night, there were lengthy delays between
sets whichresultedinacertain amount of banter between the road crews and crowd. When the
Softs finally came on for the second house, they were still dogged by sound problems. From my
position near the right-hand bank of speakers, only John Marshall's superb drumming could be
heard with any clarity, although the combined keyboardriffs of Karl Jenkins and Mike Ratledge
wove aninsidious pattern of great power and menace.

The Softs employed a cataract of sound in whichimprovised solos seemed of less significance,
perhaps, than the overall blitzkrieg, but John's drums employed a fascinating range of tones, and
his attack was at times frightening.

There were no problems affecting the Floyd, however, and they presented one of the best
concerts seenthis year; certainly one of the mostimaginative and cleverly executed. Dark Side
Of The Moon, their last album, was the main basis of operations, and the Floyd faultlessly
combined quadrophonic sound, prerecordedtapes, lights, smoke and theatrical effectsinto
akindof rock son et lumiére. There were many shocks andsurprises along the way, and I was
frequently pinnedbackinmy seat or ejectedinto the aisles, heart beating wildly.

Heartbeats, in fact, commenced proceedings, pulsating through the auditorium and stilling
the more excitable elements in the crowd. Clocks ticked mysteriously and with perfect precision
the Floydmensslotted their live instrumentsinto the recorded sound.

The Floyd have a tremendous sense of pace. Occasionally they seem to overstate atheme or
extract the last ounce fromanidea, but the total effectis like coral growing onthe seabed,
establishing something deep, eternal and occasionally flashing with colour.

Overhead was suspended ahuge white balloon to represent the moon, on which spotlights
played, and not long after the performance began, searchlights began to pierce the gloom, and
yellow warning lights began revolvingin banks on the speaker cabinets. Meanwhile the music
continued apace, Nick Mason excelling with his terse, economical drums, hammering home the
heavy stuff where required, and tastefully bringing down the
volume whenever a new tack or shift in course was signalled.

Dave Gilmour has one of the most difficult guitar jobsin
rock, having to contain his own exuberance for the benefit of
the greater whole, but making every note felt on his own
inventive solos. Dave was particularly effective onthe funky
“Money”, whichshould have been asingle hit for t'lads.

Rick Wright's keyboards were immensely tasteful and
melodic, gently spurred by Roger Waters' mighty basslines.
The Floyd are afinely tuned mechanism that surges ahead
like an armoured cruiser, oblivious to the smoke of battle.

Indeed the band were envelopedin smoke throughout,
glowingredlights addingto theillusion of inferno and hellfire.
A choir of ladies cooed like angels of mercy, and as a silver ball
reflectingbeams of light began to revolve and belchmore
smoke, the audience rose to give them an ovation. They
deserved aNobelprize or atleast an Oscar. Chris Welch
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“Don’t ﬁgﬁi with the stewards”

NME JUNE9

HECITYNEWSPAPER carried a
T SLADEMANIAbanner headline
across its front page. There was a

noticeably heavy complement of police on
thestreets. The occasion was Slade’s first
concertsince theirtourof the States, and
what’s more, set to take place at Glasgow
Green's Playhouse, now known to house the
wildest crowd in the whole of the British Isles.

Obviously therehad tobeariot; itwasjust
inevitable. You mayhave heard aboutacertain
degree of tame hysteria whipped up bybands
like Nazareth and Geordiejust lately, buta
Sladecrowdin fullcrymakesanything
generated by those newcomers paleinto
insignificance. Slade are undisputedlystill the
guv'norswhenit comestorousing the masses.

Neither Slade nor manager Chas Chandler
canbeblamed for beingalmost arrogantabout
their position. Ona Thursdaylunchtimein
London, alwaysthealmost larger-than-life-
Geordie, Chas Chandlerhadlaughedintohis
CarlingBlack Label. “Mick Jagger?” he
chuckled. "He’sjustahas-been, isn’t he?”

Later, upin Glasgow, Slade appeared tobein
thebest of health, despite the traumasoftheir
recent American tour. They’reliving proof that
bandsare made ofiron up Wolverhampton
way. Afterall, they'd only flown back from the
States three daysbefore embarkingonthis, the
first dateof theBritish tour. “Towards theend,
Imust admitwe wereknackered,” said Don
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Powell, talkingof America. “Wewereall in
adaze, y'’know, likeadream. We nearly
cancelled thelast few dates, we weresotired.
“Whenwegot backspentadayinbed, and
I'mfinenow.Ithink maybeit waseasier forus
thananewband goingover; I'msurein that
caseittoughensthemup. Butwe'vebeen
together forsixyears. We'vealready been
throughquitealot, y'’know.”

Soan hour before they were due togoon stage,

Slade were intheir dressingroomlooseningup
onwineandbeer, whileout front the Alex
Harvey Band knocked out some of their groin-
grabbingtenement rock. They'veimproved
greatlyoverthelastsix
months, whileHarvey
himselfhasdeveloped
furtherinto whatonemight
describeasacharacter. At
one point hetore up atowel,
chewed it,andappearedto
indulgeinvarious James
Cagneyimpersonations.

Backstage, Chas Chandler
wastakingcontrol, beingamiably persuasive
insomesituations, heavyinothers. He’s Slade’s
number-one fan. “Werecorded ournewsingle
inLosAngeles. It wasstrangenot to recordat
Olympic. Wewalked inand everythingseemed
toobig, too cool, but things turned out really
easy. It'scalled ‘Squeeze Me, Please Me’,” he
added, matter-of-factly.

Powell is a steady
drummer, meshing
well with Lea’s
thunderous bass

Outin theauditorium, itwasintervaltime
and things werestrangely quiet. The place
was packed, of course, and the crowd was
desperately young, fewsurelyolderthan 15
andjust momentarilybidingtheirtime.
Suddenlyitall happened. Sladewalked out
onstageand chaosreigned. Withcomplete
disregard for the fittings, theaudience gleefully
(asone) stood upon thebacksof theirseats,
balancingprecariously.

Noddy Holder, inred tailsandtartan trousers,
glanced quicklydown, perhapsjust toreassure
himselfhewasbackinBritain, andled theband
into the most appropriate number possible,
“Take Me Bak'Ome”, screamingand tugging
outthevocals. “Move Over Baby"” followed,
shoved along by thethunderingbassof Jim Lea,
whois perhaps the most vital cogin theband.

Maybe theatmosphere
addedtotheimpression,
butSlade were still playing
betterthan onsomeof
the dates before the
stateside tour. They
sounded tougher, more
raunchy somehow, and
tremendouslytight. They
cameover with demonic
impact. Thesecond numbersaw the first major
confrontation develop between the audience
and bouncersringing thestage.

Asthingsprogressed, thescene resembled
abattlefield, with pushing bodies, open spaces
developingand then being covered again.
“C’'mon, we want everybodyto haveagood
time. Don’t fightwiththe stewards,” appealed



AfteratiringUS
tour,Sladeputonan
excitingbut familiar
showback’ome

GLASGOW GREEN
——— PLAYHOUSE—
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Holderfromthe stage, sweat
alreadystreamingdownhisface.

Theymoved intoJohnSebastian’s“Darling
Be Home Soon”, not exactly atender version
but with some heartfelt vocals from Holder.
He's not the greatest vocalist ever, but his voice
issostrong it nearlyknocks your head off, and
there’salittle touch of soul nowand again.

DaveHill'sguitarkeepsthings moving
without grabbing too much attention, while
Don Powellisasteadydrummer, trying
nothingtooadventurousbut meshingwell
withthethunderousbassof Lea. [t wasthe
expected formula-"Gudbye T'Jane” was
followed by “You'll Never Walk Alone” from the
audience, then “CumOn Feel The Noize” and
soon. Before thefirst encore, the audience
supplied aneat touch with “Nice One, Noddy”.
Altogetheritwasaspotless, masterful set.
Perhapstheonly quibble is that, song for song,
it'salmost thesameset they've been playing
fortwoyears, whichis ratheroverdoingit.

NobodyinGlasgowseemedto mind, but by
theendofthistourit’ll beimperative for the
band tointroduce some new material. As
they’rerecordinganewalbuminacouple of
months’ time, itshould happen.

Thursday nightin Glasgow,
though, turned out just as
everybodyexpected. Thescenes
ofhysteriaaround the Playhouse
must have seemed almost
commonplace toSlade. The crowd
inGlasgowwasexpected togive
themarousingwelcomeback ‘'ome.
Andso theydid. Jamesjohnson
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“It's a miracle we're here tonight”

MM JULY 14

“Mama Weer All Crazee Now” died

down, Slade manager Chas Chandler
gazedinto the air and whistled to himself. “If
anybody had told me on Wednesday that
this concert would come off, I'd have
laughed at them.” He confessed, “It's a
miracle we're here tonight.”

It was the climax to the most tempestuous
week in Slade’s career. After their gigantic
show at Earls Court last weekend, tragedy
struck duringthe week when drummer Don
Powellwasinvolvedinacarcrash.He was
lucky to be alive, and evennow has not
regained consciousness fully. When news of
the accidentreachedthe Isle Of Man,
thousands of fans who had
bought tickets gathered
around the Palace Lido at
Douglas with faces aslong
as broomsticks. It looked
certainthat the concert
wouldbe cancelled.

And while the fans
gatheredtohear the news,
the three remaining
members of Slade were
having a conference with
Chandler at Jim Lea’s Wolverhampton flat.
Also at the flat was Jim's 18-year old brother
Frank, a plumber's mate by trade, who was
fixing the piping to a dishwashing machine.
Frank overheard the discussion, dropped his
spanner and volunteered to act as deputy
drummer for the Isle Of Man show.

OnFriday herehearsed with the group,
on Saturday his picture appearedinthe
papers and on Sunday he was the hero of
4,000 fans who turned up to witness this
historic gig. And curiously enough, | doubt
whether anyone noticed the difference.

Frank Leahad beentaking drumming
lessons from Don Powell and travelled with
the group on numerous occasions. What
better man forthejob? And whata
reception the fans gave Frank when Noddy
Holder introduced him; the cheers were
almost asloud as the din that followed
Holder’s announcement that Don Powell
was recovering and would be back behind
his kit within three months.

Nothing, it seems, can keep Slade down.

“This weekend we're really going to enjoy
ourselves,” Dave Hilltoldme whenl arrived

ISLE OF MAN, Sunday. As the strains of

“On Wednesday
| went to the
hospital, and the
doctors didn’t give
Don a chance”

PALAGE LIDO, Dougy ps

T ISLE OF Maw

on Saturday.
“Now that we
know Don is going
tobe allright, it's
like apressure valve
beingreleased.

“For two days we thought Donhad hadit,
but whenwe heardthat he was being taken
offthe criticallist and put onthe severe list
we knew everything was going to be all right.
And we know that Don would have wanted
usto goon withthe concert. We'd be letting
down lots of fans who've bought tickets and
lots of fans who have taken their holidays on
theisland to coincide with the concert.”

The only fans who didn't make it were
2,000 fromreland
who cancelled their
reservationsontheferry
across when news of the
carcrashbroke. “We're
justseeingwhathappens
about the future,” said
Chandler.“We're
crossing every hurdle
whenwe cometoit.

“Asitis, we've hadto
postpone our next
Americantour, which will probably take
placein October now.Butreally it’s amiracle
thatit's happeningat all.”

“OnWednesday | wentup to
Wolverhamptonandthe doctors atthe
hospital didn’t give Don achance. | was
walking aroundin a daze,but when f heard
he was going to pullthrough I was the
happiestmaninthe world.”

But Slade are one of those unflappable
groups who can take everythingin their
stride. After only brief rehearsals they knew
everything would run smoothly at the Isle Of
Man. The show itselfran like all Slade shows
-the only number they cut out was Janis
Joplin's “Move Over Baby”, which features
plenty of tricky drum work. The rest of the
Sladeingredients were all there: football
chants, suggestive remarks, the responding
crowd and the deafening noise of Holder’s
amazingly powerful voice.

Whenit was all over, the group celebrated
ingrand style - but as youread this spare a
thought for Frank. On Tuesday morning he
was due toreturn to plumbing again - at
7-30am. Chris Charlesworth
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Justan“emotional
outburst”?-Ray
Daviesonstage with
The Kinks at White
CityStadium, West
LondonJuly1s,1973

"Ray hasn't
een sleeping
or eating”

MM JULY 21

quitting The Kinks from the stage at

London’s White City Stadium on
Sunday-butsources close to the group
considered hisremarksan emotional
outburst atattime when the leaderofthe
group was under considerablestrain.

Atthecloseof TheKinks’ performanceon
Sunday, Davies told fans hewas packingin
the popbusinessand thanked them for
theirsupport.

On Monday, Kinks personal assistant
Marion Rainford told the MM: “Ray’s wife
departed two-and-a-halfweeks ago, taking
thechildren with her,and Rayhasn’theard
fromhersince. Ray hasn't been sleepingor
eatingandisverytired. Heissayingtouring
and spells sway from home have caused the
riftand heisgoingto quit.

“Butwethinkitwasjustanemotional
outburstandthat hewillcarryon forthe
fans’sake. Weonlyhope his wife will get
intouchwithhimsoon.

R AYDAVIESANNOUNCED he was
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"We call it ‘smart rock

composition initself, acompositionin

the more orthodox meaning. We also
like to feel that it'sexciting as a pop songand
hassomethingintellectual to offer; call it
‘smartrock’ifyoulike.” Steely Danare
certainly smart, producing the chic-est pop
music tobeheardinalongtime.

Theirfirstalbum Can’t BuyA Thrillhasbeen
certified goldin theirhome country,amonster
hitfollowing thesuccess of two tasteful singles,
“DoltAgain”and “Reelin’ InThe Years”. Steely
Danwas formed toshowcase theconceptual
songs of two New Yorkers, Walter Becker and
Donald Fagen, whosettledin LosAngeles after
tryingtimeson the East Coast. It's to California
that theirmusicowesit’s heartbeat.

Steely Dan’s musicconjures up sunshineand
20-foot-longair-conditioned automobiles and
eight-lane freeways that stretch outof the smog
into the endless miles of sun-bleached
horizons. They've not happened here at all yet,
exceptin musicians’ circles.

Yetif “DoltAgain” or “Reelin’ InThe Years”
wasreleased duringaheatwavewith
temperaturesin the 70s, they would have scored
firsttime round. Nevertheless, their firstalbum
isagem, standingout from the endless rubbish
released by record companieseveryweek.

Can’t Buy A Thrillhas somuch to offerit’shard
toknowwheretostart describingit. Thesongs
arelittlemasterpieces, each in the pop
tradition and yet never banal orcheap.And
whileeach owes itsexcitement tothetight
rhythmsection-drumsandclear, concise

] iWE LIKETO think ofeverysongasa

m o

percussion overlaid with rock steady bass work
theyall haveastory totell.

Onthetransatlantic phonelinelspoke to
both Walter and Donald, each anextensionin
hand. Itwasimpossibleto tellwho was
speaking-not that one needs to know anyway
as theirminds work soclose together.

While they haveexcellent musicianslike the
cuttingsteeland straightguitarist Jeff“Skunk”
Baxter, whoplayed forawhilein theshort-lived
butillustrious UltimateSpinach, the
metronomic drummer Jimmy Hodder, chunky
rhythm guitarist Denny Dias, who doubleson
electricsitar, and clear-voiced vocalist David
Palmer, itissongs that make Steely Danaclass
ahbove theaverage. “The typical Steely Dan
song,” bass guitarist Beckerand keyboard
wizard/vocalist Donald Fagen told me over the
phone, “wouldinclude a penetrating verse,a
rousingchorus, aninspired bridgeand, of
course, ano-holds-barred instrumental of
somesort. Pop songs withsomekind of
structurethat’sinterestingand canbe
developed. We'reactually pretty traditionalin
thatway, but the chords are usuallymore
interestingthan most rock’n’roll, we think.”

Formetheirsongs evoke atotal feeling;
“Kings" and “Midnight Cruiser” do not need
vocalstomake their point. “Alot of the time,
theytell me, “the songswe write, instead of
makingliteral sense, weaimat creatingan
effect through themusicand usingthelyricsto
layitontheline. “Midnight Cruiser”, yeah, I'd
say thatwasagood exampleofasongthatsets
amood withoutactuallysayinganything.”

“That’sit. Period.” """

Monday and Tuesday marked the end of his career asalive

performer. He told NME's Charles Shaar Murray this week:
“Those were the final gigs. That’sit. Period. | don't want to do any more
gigs, and all the American dates have been cancelled. Fromnow on, I'll
be concentrating on various activities that have very little to do with
rock and pop.” After his hit with “Space Oddity” in1969, Bowie retired
fromrock andran an Arts Laboratory in Beckenham for18 months,
eventually returning atthe insistence of Mercury - then his record

DAVlD BOWIE'S CONCERTS at Hammersmith Odeonon
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the moment, but
addedthathe
wouldreveal the
full reasons for his
shock decision later.

21Introducing Steely Dan and
a debut LP full of “little masterpieces”

March30,1973:Steely
Daninconcertatthe
HollywoodPalladium

‘REELING
IN THE
YEARS’

Their musichastraces of their New York
upbringinginit. Thereiscynicismin thelyrics.
“Only A Fool Would Say That” mocksthe
optimist, but “Change Of The Guard” looks toa
brighterfuture. They feel their musicreflectsa
certainamountof New York attitudes, butalso
whatthey’ve picked upin LosAngeles since
livingin the town. Also, they pointout, there
justisn’t thatmuch happeningin New York
withgroups; most have toleave to find creative
satisfaction and the vast majority make for the
West Coast: “Groupsjust don’tseem tobeable
togetofftheground,althoughyou'd think they
would asthey’reinthe hubofthings. Butit'sa
toughlifein New York, whenyou'resteppedon
there you're done forgood. We thinkabout that
alotandfinditreally depressing.”

Sincesuccesscametothemthey’ve had songs
covered byotherartistsincludingBarbra
Streisand. Herbie Mann hascovered “Do It
Again” andBirthaare planningtorecord “Dirty
Work" -asongthatwas taken off the European
copyof the LPbecause of its sexual content.

Sincerecordingtheir firstalbumwhile the
group wasbeingput together—David Palmer
did notjointhem until thealbum was two-
thirdscomplete -theirsound has been
changing. They’vebeen touringthe States,
includingagigwith SladeinSan Francisco

“They'rereal hard rock, aren’t they” -and
through playingtogether for seven months
theirsound, theybelieve, has become more
aggressiveand harmonicallyimproved: “I
think what we’re doing now is going to appeal to
Englishlistenersalot morenow.” Mark Plummer

company - to record The Man Who Sold The World. A year ago Bowie
told NME: “l can’t envisage stopping gigging for the next year atleast,
because I'm having such a good time doingiit.” This week he told Murray
that he did not wish to say anything further at

1
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» Enohasleft Roxy
Musisc. The group’s
electronics wizard
wants tobecomea
vocalistandforma
groupcalledLoana
& the Little Girls.
Eddie Jobson, the
violinist who this
weekleft Curved
Air,replaces Enoon
violin, keyboards
andsynthesizer.
Jobson isonRoxy
vocalist Bryan
Ferry's solo album.
Next week the new

“Don’t move,
I'vegotagun”

MM JUL7

the 'Oo!” That chirpy cockney sparrow

cry came through the speakersin Studio
Bé at London's Broadcasting House this week, and
introduced a startling new concept to radio humour,
Keith Moon, the eternal raver, was hard at work,

CC, E LLOMATES. IT'S me - Keith Moon of

Julyn,1973: Keith
Moononairina

| BBC radiostudio
atBroadcasting
House,London

recording anew series of comedy shows that should
set the nation laughing. Towards the end of this month.

Moon, followingin the footsteps of ITMA, Take It From
Here and The Goon Show, may seemunlikely, as his work as
the semi-maniacal drummer with The Who gives the
impression of aman devoted only to the art of percussion.
Notso. Just as the other members of The Who have
embarked on solo projects, Keithis happily, and
successfully, developinghis talent for comedy and mimicry.
Andtheresults willbe unleashedon
radio listenersin four weeks of what
promisestobeinspiredlunacy. Asyet the
show is untitled. Keith and his producer
and scriptwriter John Walters have been
more concerned with getting their ideas
downontape.

JohnWalters wasatonetimea
trumpet player with Alan Price and gave
up music towork in broadcasting. For some years he has
worked closely with John Peel on Top Gear, and retains his
musician's sense of humour, whichis cynical but accurate
inits observations. The more cringe-making aspects of
the material world come under the Moon-Walters hammer,
anything from the Horse Of The Year Show (which becomes
the elephant of the year show), to the DJ who panders
overmuch to sentiment.

When | arrived at the basement studio, Keithand John
were already infits of laughter at the playback of the
elephant at the Horse Of The Year Show. A thunder of
elephant'sfeetfilled the air.

“That's me beating my chest,” explained John, as the
recorded voice of Keith gave arunningcommentary on
acertain Princess Annrunning up the jumps.

Said Keith: “Princess Anneis charging down the course
now, and oh, she's refused the water. Don’t blame her.
Never touch the stuff myself.”

“John writes the
script. | just make
a few balls-ups”

There were mistakes, of course. They broke a “gate” when
the elephant was supposed to refuse, and another supply of
plastic cups had to be summoned. But eventually, amidst
much cheering andsighs of relief, the improvised sound
effects were put downinthe right order. “Listento this one,”
said Keith, giving a Walt Disney-style documentary report,
readina flat-stupid voice. “Look at thislittle fellow - why it's
agopher. Andlook, there's acougar
comingalong. Uh-oh, little fellow!”

“You've got toreaditright,” insisted
John, “you've got to get thathomespun
philosophyinyour voice.” This time Keith
put himself so muchintotherole, he even
begantolook like agopher. “Can | have
aspot more levelinme cans?” said Keith.
“Thisis not a pop music studio,” saida
BBC engineer primly. But quietly, all were agreeingin the
studio that Keith was very goodinhisnew role.

“Don’t move, I've got agun,” he was sayinginto the
microphone. “Come on, Keith, it’s got to sound British
B-picture threatening,” said Johnin his complexjargon.

There are many more delightsin store for the series,
which will go out the last week in August and the first two in
September. Keith will be playing his favourite records -
“surf music and John Entwistle,” - and linking them with
various sketches. Particularly naughty was the DJ sketchin
which Keith's voice is slightly speeded up untilhe sounds
curiously like Jimmy Savile. There willbe the “spot the
noise” quiz, “Life With The Moons” and other odd episodes.

How long had Keith been working onthe idea? “A few
weeks. Really, John writes the script. |just make a few balls-
ups.” But he is obviously excited about the prospect of
regular radio work, andit’s theideal medium for Keith's
raucous brand of humour. Chris Welch

Gollapsed in a motel

NME SEP 29

RAM PARSONS, EX-MEMBER of The Byrds and co-founder of the
GFlying Burritos died in Californialast Wednesday (19) aged 27. He

collapsed ina motel and was rushed to hospital in Yucca Valley but
was found to be dead on arrival. Aninitial post-mortem failed to reveal
the cause of death and further tests were being made.

Jim Croceandhis guitarist Maury Muehleisen were killed in Louisiana
last Thursday when the small plane in which they were travellingcrashed
intoatree on take-off. Thesinger composer had recently returned for
Americaafterhissecond visit toBritain. Hehad four Top 10singlesin the
USchartsincluding therecentchart topper “Bad Bad L.eroy Brown”.

Roxygointothe
studiostorecord
their third album.

NME JUL21

» BrianEnoisat
presentin hospital
aftercollapsingin
therecording
studioandhurting
his spine. He was
cutting tracks for his
debut soloalbum,
andwasfoundtobe
sufferingfrom
malnutrition,
exhaustionand
tension.On
Tuesday he was said
tobe "comingalong
satisfactorily.”

NME SEPT 29

» AlanSmith,
editor of NME since
spearheadingthe
paper'srelaunch
almosttwo years
ago, isthis week
leaving NME to
concentrate on
overseas and other
interests.He
previously edited
the formerLondon
sectionof the paper
andhadbeen
associated with
NME since1962.
The new editor will
be Nick Logan, 26,
whoisatpresent
assistant editor.He
hasbeenamember
of the NME staff for
fiveyearsandhas
beenheavily
involvedinthe
recentdesign

changestothe
paper. NME SEPT29
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“[ feel the
welght of
the world
on my
shoulders.”

DAVID BOWIE - MAY 12—

HARING CROSS STATION, London, 9.10pm.
And when hearrived theyscreamed and they
cried, and they rushed, and they gushed forth
and beat their feverish feminine fists into the
backs of theindeed brave coppers who
shielded HIM. For heis indeed HIM.

Onegirl, herfacebloated, and most ugly with tears and ruddy
emotion, fell halfway twixt trainand rail. A youngcopper
dragged her tosafety. Tenyards down the platform, HEwas
prettyclose toinjury, too.

Bowie, despite, all thefiercebodyguarding, wasbeingkissed,
and pinched, and touched, and ripped at. His hair now untidy;
hiseyes wild; his mouth open. Apicture of terror. But hisopen
mouth alsobore theshadow of acrazed smile. Theypushed
himagainstacarriagedoor.

Ittook Spartan constabulary tolift this small squirrel-haired
figure tosafety; hisface nowverycreased witheveryemotion
afacecouldeversqueezeitselfinto. And they squeezed him
intoacarthatwasbatteredandclawedat. Andthatcar
squeezed itsway tosafety. And MrBowie was backin England.

AndonPlatformOne, inadirty wet huddle, lay two plumpish
girlies, crying, and holdingeach other,and justcrying. »
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“It'snowwe haveto
revolt.Butsensibly...
andwiththought™:
Bowicinfulllate-Ziggy/
AladdinSane fig,1973
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Everyone had gone, except they. Their tights all ripped, their knickers
showing.Andtheyjustlaythere... crying.

That, my{riends, isactuallytheend of thestory. Thisarrival; this
sweaty, shocking, swiftand severe welcome home for Bowie, back from
Japan, 7,000 milesbyboat and trainbecause... because he won'tfly.

ViaTrans-Siberian Express, he “Bowied” Moscow, travelling “soft” in
firstclass.Secondclassiscalled “hard”. “Andindeed is hard,” said Bowie.

Four-and-a-halfmonthsaway from England. He travelled the world,
and unliketherest, sawits people. Noinand outofahotetand ontoa
plane. Hesaw the peopte. And now MrBowieisaverychanged man.And
PEOPLEare goingtokilthimwith his concern forthem. Noamateur
dramatics. Mr Bowieis concerned. So where does the story begin?

Ithbeginsin Terminal Onelounge, Heathrow Airport, waiting, seeing
heavyrain spatter therunway/delayon flight/bad weather/Wehaveto
find Bowiein Paris/had to befound/BEA departureto Paris/“Will
passengersavoid treadingheavilyon the gangplank asit iswaterlogged"/
Captain Black in charge/Thunderstorm over Paris/Trident One hit by
lightning three times/lands onarunwaylit for
atrawler. Nowyouseewhy Bowie doesn’t fly? So
wheredo wefind him?

WefindhimattheGeorgeV Hotel - wedon't
seehim, butwe findhim.Aporter-out fora
swift fivefrancs-showsusto the Rouge Room
wherea Bowiereception was held. lt washeld.
Helightsamatch. “ Monsieur Bowie ees not
‘ere.” Nobodywas there. The room wasas black
asaGuinness. We phone around.

Ifind-onthephone- Leee Black Childers.
Now Leee was the MM'’s photographerin New
York, but when Bowie appeared in New York, he
became Bowie’s photographer. [wasannoyed-
butnot deeply.

“Yeah, David's here/Russiawow/theyloved
him/geee they tried to takeaway my cameras/we've had such fun/why
don'tyouseeCherryVanilla?”

Now thelast time I saw CherryVanillawasinahotel roomin New York
whereshe preyed overatable likeavulture preys overthe bones of fat
explorers. Anex-film starletand groupie with much bodyand much voice.
Now Bowie's “pressaid”. Sheordered atabte of thingsfor me. Mostly wine.
Whichwasneverdrunk.At£7abottle that might annoy people.

“Bowiewasarrivingin New York, and  wasagroupie.And I knewthe
press. ChristI wasagroupie” (shesplit her nightdress 1o reveal nothing
underneath). ‘And there l was, and Mr Bowiegave meajob.”

Whatjob did hegiveyou, dear? “His presslady.”

Howishe? “Geedarling, Iwish [ knew.”

Inowknowthatitisinfacttrue thatonecantlivein splendourdoingnot
theslightestdamned thing. Cherry Vanillaed on. And 1 left,and went to
bed. £30 pernight forasingleroom.

12.30 Paris-Victoriatrain. There's not even a twinkle from his

room. Breakfast £3and thenacab to Paris Nord Station. We
don’t knowwhether thelad ison the train or not. Hehadn't left the
hotel. I run thelength of the train - 22 coaches in search of the squirrel-
haired kid. Twenty-two coaches and he wasn’t on it. Mission impossible.

So Barrie Wentzelland | wait, somewhat dazed, awfully broke, and
listening to the chatteronthe intercom. It’s no different from Charing
Cross, mydears, except that they announce trains for Lyonsinstead of
Tunbridge Wells. And the porterssmoke Gitanesin preference to No6.

Andthen, asthesunlight split the smoke of several hundred smoking
porters, thereappearedin allinnocenceand inaneatsuit of sitverand
purples, David Bowie, fresh from a limousine and with that delightful wife
ofhis, Angie. “The most remarkable womanon Earth,” says David. She
might weltbe.“Sowe've missed the bleedin’ train,” says David lookingat
Platform4allempty, altemptylikeandtrainless.

“Nevermind, dear,” saysAngie. “There’sanother
soon,” andshewigglesherAmerican bottom, and
vanishesto theinquirydesk.

“Seven thousand miles,” says David, smilingand
very, veryfresh. “And we missthebleedin’ trainon the
lastlap. From Japanto Parisandwemissthetrain.”

Well, we couldn’t catch the next one, for that
involvedaflight to Gatwick.And the nextone

T HE VERY NEXT morning, Bowie was supposed to catch the
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“I'think I
know who’s
controlling
this damned
world”

involved takingahovercraft from Boulogne to Dover. “Can’tdoit,” says
Bowie. “Ifitflies, it'sdeath.”

ButDavid, itonlyflies afew inchesabovesealevel. “Then, for thefirst
timeinyearsIshallleave theland,” says Bowie.

Laterweboardthe trainand he'stalkingaway. About music? No, my
people. About the fate of the world. He talked about the fate of the world
forapproximately twohours. Well, not just he, but we. “I have feelings that
lknowjust whatisgoingon; thavefeelings.”

Thetrainrattles through Monsieur orsomewherelike that. “I might put
themintosongs. Youknow, thosefeelings.”

Bowiestillchainsmokes (almost everybody else’s ciggies, not hisown).
Leee Childerslivesbehindhisreflectingsun shades. Cherry Vanilla
vanillason.Angie Bowiesmiles, and isindeed verylovely.

“Yousee, Roy," said Bowie softly, looking straight atme, dead-eyed, acan
ofbeeractingas the microphone. “I'vegone through alot of changes. A
wholelotof changes. It'sallhappened on myway back from Japan. Yousee,
Roy, I'veseenlife, and I think [know who'scontrolling thisdamned world.
Andafterwhat I'veseen of thestate of thisworld,
I've never been sodamned scared in mytife.”

Areyougoingtowriteaboutit? “If Idid, it
wouldbemylastalbumever.”

Youmeanthat?*“ltwould havetobemy last
albumever.”

Why? “Because l don’t think I'dbearound after
recordingit.”

Areyouill? “Ibelievelam. 1 haveaverystrange
paininmyright-handside. I'vehaditforayear.
It'sapainthatnowhastobetakentoaspecialist.”

Hiseyesare full of menace now-mainly
becausehisbelly'sfull of beer,whichweall
constantly drink. We pass afield of French beef,
and Bowiestartstocough,and cough,andhe
can'tstop. “Thecough, darling?” inquires
Angie. Bowie answered her with this deep, frightening cough which for
God'ssakestartssomewhereinhisstomach!

“The (cough) changesI'veseen, they haveto bewritten about.”

Then YOU write them, David! (I say). “Yes (cough), I suppose somebody
must (cough).lfeel the weight of the world on myshoulders.”

Yes, he couldactuallycarry the world on hisshoulders. It'salldown to
thecut of thejacket. Theshouldersare very big.

My memory goesback to the platformon Paris Nord. They're pipingout
the musicto Last Tango In Paris. We were walkingalong, together, and
talkingabout Lou Reed. “He’'ssodamned fine,” says Bowie. “And they
throwupallthismysteryaround him, and all thisbloodysilliness. Can"t
they understand thathe'sjustaNew York cat, and that is JUST what he is.
Youknow, it would beso niceif people would be able tosee that beneathit
all-we'reall very easy people.”

They'd neverbelieveit, David. They wouldn'twant to. “Maybe you're
right. But weareeasy people. And maybein alotof ways... verysimple. I[F
onlytheycouldsee. Oh God, thisintellectual confusion that surrounds
usall. Why, why... why?”

Hecarried hissuitcase. “Iknow I'msick of being Gulliver. You know,
after America, Moscow, Siberia, Japan. Ijust want to bloody well gohome
to Beckenham, and watch the telly.”

Butbacktothetrain. Thetalk of thestateof the world continued, and
becameintense, and deep. We pooled our experiences. Shared thoughts,
ideas. “Youknow,” said David. “The rock revolution did happen. it really
did. Trouble was, nobodyrealised when it happened. Wehave o realise
now. Let me tellyou, the ‘underground’ isalive and well - morealive than
ithaseverbeen.”

Thetrainrasped, andclankedtoahaltat Boulogne. Leee Childers and
mostof the party thought it was Calais-but it didn’t really matter.

“Oh, theseaside, howvery lovely. How nice,” said Bowie, kickinghis
shoesinto thesand thatsurrounds thehoverport. But thenfearstruck his
faceashesaw his nextlineoftransportarrive.

The Channel wasclear,and like (as theysay) a
millpond. The sun wasstrong, and clean,and then
thisthingroaredintosight. It waslike asperm whale
with propellers. And was very noisy. And most
monstrous. “Ohno,” said David.

“Ohyes,” said Angie. “Theydon'thurt, David.”

“But they fly.” Onlyinchesabove thesea, David.

Hesat, and hardlysaid a word during the “flight”.



Hewasworried. Butitwassafe.Atthe

hoverporthe’d meta coupleof girlies.

Sweetlittlethingsonadaytripto
France. And they'd seen Bowie. And he talked to them, and signed their
fag packets. They pinched themselvestoseeifit wasreal.

Dover. The white cliffs now actuallyamberasthesunsets. His feeton
English soil. Awaitingroom on Dover station. Hehad acupofteaanda BR
sausageroll. And then hetalked, so nicely, tothe girls on the platform.

“Roy, they’re the salt of the earth, those girls. They don’t sit each night
and compare notes of groups, criticising lyrics, askingifit’s valid. They
justplay therecord... yeah,and maybe they dance. 1 love them. I love
themdearly.”

Morebeercansemergeasthetrain (aslow one) leaves Dover. Miss
Vanillaisasleep. So is Mrs Bowie. David reads a London Evening Standard

and gets back into British Things. Helaughs and laughs. Whata funny
littlecountry weare.

“I've got to work harder this year than I've ever worked in mylife. You
knowthat?” he’dsaidearlier twixt train and hovercraft. “We're going to
doa79-datetourof Americathisyearin about as manydays. Imightdie.
Butlhavetodoit.

“Imean, youknow the Spiders have only played about 50 dates
altogether. About time westarted working, 1 feel.”

Throughlavish English countryside the train trundledon. David and
myselfretire to alessand crowded compartment. Infact... we’reonour
own.Alone, together.

Areyou aware of what you're going back toon this train, David? “Er, not
really. No. Four-and-a-half months away has put me out of touch with
what you might call the English rock scene. I know thateverylittlebag
thatwe'vebeen in up to nowhasbeenincrediblyexciting. Butnow... well,
we'vereached this positionand it doesn’tleave onewith aclearmind asto
what to do next.

“But now I'mhome, and after 10 minutes I’'m starting to feel British
again. When I'm away, I try to divorce myselffrom that. Don’task mewhy,
Tjustdon’tknow. I supposeljustwanttobeZiggy.”

has creptinto rock, and is now used by every rock writer. And
David, you have been held to blame for this “decadence”.

Hesmiles. “Yes... er,I canimagine that.” Hesmiles. “What do you have
tosay aboutit, Roy? Am| responsible forit?” heinquires.

n DAVID, SINCE YOU'VE been away, a word called “decadence”

July9,1973:scenoff

by wifc Angie atLondon's
Victoriastation,Bowie
headstoChateau
d'Herouville,nearParis,
torecord PinUps

Well, | wasin the States when YOU happened. I justreadin MM that you
had arrived, and it was decadentrock.  saw a picture of youand I thought,
“Whatthe...2”

Bowielaughs. “Yeah, it was Melody Maker that made me. It was that
pieceby Mick Watts. | became a performer afterthat. That's true. It was
thefirst timel had talked tothe press about wantingtocome backon
stageand bea performerrather than awriter. Duringtheinterview
I really saw thatl wanted to perform again.”

Anddidyou expectittocomethisfar? “No, never. Iwas anon-
performingartist, excited about workingon stage againand, well...
itallexploded.

“Wemoved at suchintensity, suchspeed. [ wrote so quickly. Itwasn't
untilmonths after that I realised what I'd been writing. When thelast
period finished, I satback and went ‘wow". It took the wind totally out of
mysails.”

ButyouseemOK.Imean, Ithinkyou'reverynormal. “Oh, of course
Iam. I mean, this decadenceis just abloody joke. I'm very normal.”
(Conversation islost ina tunnel)

“I mean, this so-called decadent thinghappeningin Englishrock. Isit
really decadence?Is it what I would calldecadence?”

Howwould you define decadence, David? “Not putting a whiterose on
awhitetable forfearofthe thornscratchingthetable.”

Isee, Idid.

“I don’treally feel that decadentrock has
arrived... yet. Itwilldo.”

How do you feetabout Roxy Music?

“Well, maybe theyare the nearest thing
tobeingdecadentatthemoment. And |
love them. I really love them. I'm goingto
buytheirnew album tomorrow. That’sthe
firstthingI’'mgoingtodo.”

Whatsortof person do you find yourself
now. Youtalkofillness,and you want to

MAY 12, 1973 1o weelhy
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work harder (at the Parisian cafe he told
me he had NO death wish). Butwhatare
younow? “lammeand lhavetocarryon
withwhat!'vestarted. Thereisnothing
elseformeto do.have been underagreat
strain, [ have also becomedisillusioned
with certainthings.” »

MADLY
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Like what?“Well, it's very hard tosay, but [ never believed ahype could be made
ofanartistbeforethatartisthad gotanywhere. That's what happened, you see.
Ididn'tlikeit. Butwhenlsaw thatouralbums were reallyselling, [ knew that
period was over. The hype was over. Well, it wasn't, but at least we'd done
somethingtobe hyped about. Dig?”

Yes. “Burthatwhole hype thingat the start wasa monster toendure. It hurt me
quitealot.Thad togothroughalotofcrap. I mean, [ never thought Ziggy would
become the most talked about man in the world. I never thought it would become
thatunreal.

“Idon’twanttobestudied asaboy-next-door type character... nor weird.
Iwanttomaintain abalancebetweenboth. Thecharacters [ have written about
haveindeed been theroles! have wished to portray. Ziggy - thatdear creature,
lloved him.

“Ifeel somewhat likea Dr Frankenstein. Although Ziggy follows David Bowie
very closely, theyare indeed twodifferent people. What have I created?

“Ziggyhitthenail onthe head. He just cameat therightest, ripesttime,” he
added. Hesmiledatme.1like him.

“Dylanoncesaid of writers that they just pluck things from theair, and put
themdown. Lateryou canlook backonthemandreadintothem. I pluck fromthe
air... it'sonlylaterthat I see what I've plucked.

“I'know that appear towrite ahead of myself. [ mean, let's take Aladdin Sane.
Whatwas written then was written quickly, andreally, without much thought
astowhatitwasabout.

“Butnow Isitback and look at thoselyricsandlook at that album, andit’s
veryvalid, y’know. Sure have concepts. l havestorylines for the albums, but
theactual thought, theactual inspiration,comessuddenly, andis written as
itcomes.

“Whatkeeps metogether, whatshoulders those ‘escapades’ of mine, is this
dearwoman, Angie, who knows David Bowie... eh, sheknows me better than
Ido.”

Whereverwetravelled, each station, each town, there were few spare
minutes when hedidn’thug, kissand point at this lady, and say, loudly, “She’s
thegreatest.”

“Hegetsveryevil afterafewbeers. | mean, Roy, look at hisfacenow-he’s Jean
Genie, he'salittlevillain. Buthe'slovely,” said Angie, lookingafterusall. One
remarkable woman, tobesure.

“It's not a death wish that [ have, Roy, although the very fact that I say that
meansthatthethought enters my mind. But, y’know, we'reall very normal.
Andit'sabout time we told people so. Otherwise, what those kids areaiming for

Imeantherevolution-isgoingto meltaway. It'snow we have torevolt. But, Roy,
sensibly...and withthought.”

“I'don’'tever want tobeastatesman, Roy.l amaperformerand [ leave
spaceon thatstagefortheatre, too. But astatesman? No. [ knowonlyathin
lineseparatesasongwriter frombeingan entertainer or makingstatements. [ realise
my responsibilities.”

“With Ziggy, [ became Ziggyon stage. I really was. Thatwas myego.” (Thisstatement
followed theentranceand emergenceofanother tunnel.)

And whatisyouregonow? “Strong, and gettingfiercer,but I don’t think it's Ziggy any
more. [t'sa more mature David Bowie.”

Youmean matureasbeingcalmer? “Yes, moreaware, morein control of myself.
Ithink that’sgood. Thatwill keep mealive.

“Yousee, | havenoidea what llook like on stage. [ have neverseenafilm. I just
don’tknowwhat Ilook like when I become ‘that thing'". Imustseeafilm of myself. It
isessential.

“Ican’twait tosee what weactuallyare. Lknow that visually the band is going tobe
reducing. Imean, everyone's wearingmakeup, ain’tthey. Eh? I know that we are going
toreduceon thatlevel. [t willstillbe David Bowie and The Spiders though.”

“Iknow I havecreated asomewhat strange audience-butthataudienceisalso full
oflittle Noddy Holders, andlittle Iggy Pops. l know we used toattractalot of ‘queens’
atonestage, butthenother factions of people creptin. Nowyou can't tellany more.
They're allthereforsome reason.

“And we get young people. Thoselovely youngpeople.
And theyhave to be considered very seriously. They

SPEND THE NIGHT 10 GETHER' cannot be forgotten
" %

= D OYOUFEELyou are astatesman —or a performer?

-

—astheymightbe. We cannot afford tolose them by
$ . continuingto make rock acultural force.
X “Wemustnot leave theyoungbehind. Irepeat that.
Yousee, [don'twant toaimstatementsat them. Being
‘_, i M astatesmanisabhorrent tome.”
b ) Andthenthetrainstopped. We looked at each other.
\.\ ’ 1 ItwasCharing Cross. Hesmiled. Roy tHollingworth e

Watchthatman: Bowie's
firstbodyguard, Stuey
George(right),keeps
acloseeyeonhischarge
atHammersmithOdeon

A right little charmer

MM JULY 13

oncertat London's Hammersmith Odeon. He was
immensely enjoyable that night. A star. A genius.
And hismusic was brilliant. Yet 'llshed no tear over
his departure.

Yousee, Bowie has saved himself, and by doing
that has hopefully saved the futures of his few million
followers. They are already weird. Given time they
would have gone mad. Bowie, whether heknewitor
not, had created amonster. We were all ready to
drink from the cup of decadence. Trouble is, few
knew when tostop.

I'mstoodin the foyer of the Hammersmith Odeon,
andI’'mlooking at adozen Bowie lookalikes, who stand
opposite, sneering and posing. They sneer upon those
who feelthey don'tlook asgood as they do.

Thishas always happenedatrock concerts. I've seen
them dress like Mick Jagger, Bolan and Slade. But the
people who did that were fun. Here the vibe was pitiful.

It’shorrible to see individuals stripped of their
individuality to the extent thatthey believe every thing
that HE sings about, or believe that HE is right.

Jagger wasrebellion, andit's good to have rebels.
But to follow someone like Bowie is following
decadence. Thatain't rebelling, it's giving in.

-|-NERE WAS NOTHING sad about Bowie's farewell
c



It's givingin to the extent that a kid should
see A Clockwork Orange and thenkick a
tramp todeath. It's givinginto the extent
that one shouldread 1984 and do nothing
but follow it. Those works were meant as
awarning. Now did you take heed of David
Bowie? Do youreally think perversionis fun?
Think about it. If what Bowie did on stage
becamereality onthe street,it would not be
verypleasant.

Already,asistand hereinthisfoyer,[see
Bowie's stage expanded to contain most of
the people here.Inaway,it’s evil. | feel
SCARED. These fans have given Bowie
everything, but forgottenthemselves.

Is Bowiereally being truthful when he
says he's quitting? [ really hope heiis, but if
someone offered Tony DeFries £1,000,000
to play America, would he refuse?

Tobe very famous one hasto pull many
tricks these days. Andhoweverlovely Bowie
isinyour eyes,don’t ever think he won’t pull
tricks. To survive, he has to.

Bowie is a sight more clever than Bolan,
who continuedto believe he could win every
match.ltjustdoesn’'t work. Onthatlevel,
Bowie's “quitting” is simply good business. But
I'm gullible enough to believe he hasn’t doneit
forthatreason.|dobelieve he CARES.

But all of these thoughts have left my head
as|sitdownin the Odeon and hopefully wait
tosee and hear aunique artist. | try toignore
allthe poserswhossit alongside me. Despite

o il

the fact that | FEEL
Bowie's music, | donot FEEL these people,
except like a pillow over my face.

But youcan'tignore what's goingon
around you. Youcan't help but notice akid of
14 smoking ajoint. Hell, I'm not soft, but that
turned my gut. They put Bowie's pianist on
first. His name’s Mike Garson, he'sdressedin
afairytale concert-pianist outfit, has asilly
smile, and played sort of avant-garde
Mantovani arrangments of David's hits. It's all
very soapy,and we yawned.

But thenitwasreal
horrorshow (excuse the
fashionable phrase) as
David took the stage
with the strobes and that
glorious Ludwig Van. The
adrenalinflows, and so does
the audience, all over the
seats. It's not because
it's alltoo much, 'cositisn’t
yet. All these kids are doing
is acting out what you're supposedto do
atarock concert. Twoblokesbehindme
shake their heads like dervishes. “Idiot
dancing”,indeed.

They are notreally there for the music.
Duringall Bowie's numbers there were
constant conversations going on. The drama
was forced. It wasrather like pretending to
make love, but not doingit properly because
they didn’t want to mess their hair.

His movements,
his style, his
charisma, is not
what you would
call human

Bowie himself, well you've
had him described enough by
now. Very frightening, and
also very soft. His movements,
his style, his charisma, is not
what you would callhuman.He
is, as DeFries once said, “areal
star”. Bowie could stand on
stage and pick his nose, and
he'dstillbe quite great.

He was very good, and |
enjoyed him tremendously,
even though his voice sounded
tiredandlostinplaces.|began
to enjoy the show with “White
Light White Heat". He was
noticeably happiersinging
that, ashe was when Jeff Beck
joinedhimonstage. Beck
looked really out of place.|
mean, old Jeff was dreadfully
dullinjeans andacasualtop.
Mick Ronsonisanavowed
admirer of Beck.Indeed, he
appearedtobeinheat for the
lad.Imean, onacouple of
occasions he tried the
oldloose hand on Jeff,
andevenanattempt
atakiss. But Jeff, about
asbutchas meat pie,
didn’t really want to
know aboutiit.

Ronsondid push Beck
tothe forefront during
“The Jean Genie". Jeff
obliged by playing guitar
behind hishead, and
wiggling abit. The sight
of Beck wiggling against
Bowie was rather like
putting Sid Jamesup
with Marlene Dietrich. It just wasn'ton, but
Beck didindeed add some amazing guitar.

By this time the whole floor was up oniits
feet, and the joint was rocking. Bowie,in
asee-throughblack top, bullet belt and plain
black trousers, a pleasant change from his
outrageous wedding-cake wardrobe, was
grinninglike a12-year-old kid at the circus. He
had good reason. Thelad's worked his way
from nowt to conceivably the most wondrous
thing everto appearinrock.
It'sashame that the cult
surroundinghim grew tobe
sowicked, which Bowie isn't.
He'saright little charmer,
andasplendid actor.

Despite what you'veread
indaily papers, there wasn't
allthat much croaking ashe
announcedthat this was tke
final concerthe’ddo. Aload
of flushed girls dropped to
the floor with shock...aflushed, fat bouncer
sighed “Thank God!"... And a flushed Mick
Ronson continued to pester acool Jeff Beck.
Bowiejust looked cute. It was “Rock’'n’Roll
Suicide”, befitting and quite dramatic, and
“Oh, Daviddon’t” and “Please stay” could be
heard amid applause and cheering. But don't
worry. He'llbe back, when everyone’s calmed
down, and levelled off. It’s just tactics.
Remember, just tactics. Roy Hollingworth
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After yearsinAmerica, .8
VAN MORRISON = hack.
At some smail club
dates, hepl ‘WS,‘T;‘.
U"G"v'l’ﬂS"-h L REMaAlns
no one’s ideaofa
crowd-pleaser..For
him and his band it

UG o Udlit il 9
about feel.“The times |
when we really cook,” — Y 28—

Yy 154 X £t ARY
» avinlaine &k ANMORRISON CAN'Tseriously : g2 0
hﬂ Bxplalﬂﬁ, are WhEU acceptthe reverenceofhiminsome et 3 o
4 ra’e ahenlitahs quarters as half-myth, half-legend. Fies
f.ue L J tibDUlllWl_ “The onlyreason journalists cadl
’ L} ) "o o2 !
llfjbl]{f a \!I..I'--!d: 5 methis,” hesays,” is simply because

theycan't think ofanythingelse to
write. It'saconvenient label.”

Buthestill prefers anonymity.

“Aname,” hefigures, “is aproduct. if the music is good
it’sreally not all thatimportant who's playingit. Names
aresecondary.I'm justavehiclefor the music to come
through. I'd honestly prefer peaple just to callmea
musician and leaveitat that, without being portrayed.
Butyoudon’tdothatkinda thing in this business. Mot if
youwannamakealiving.”

Asittranspires, Morrisonisn’tfar short of beingjust
another facein the crowd. Save forafewalbum coversand
‘acoupleofoutdated press pics ofhim hugginghisguitar,

| not toomany peoplereally know what the manlooks -
- like. This was vividly apparentat a press party for him - f
| E Iattended at the weekend in Amisterdam - which rapidly

S degeneratedintoaminordebacle whenMorrison » - r
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May19,1973: VanMorrison
andtheCaledomianSoul
Orchestrarecordpartof
themuch-laudedlivealbum
1t's Too Late To £top Now at
the SantaMonisaCivic
AuditoriuminCalifornia
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. shuffled completely unrecognised through
aroom chock-full of journalistsand record
company heavies. Herepeated this exercise,
totallyunknown, fiveminutes later.
Thisoriginally plannedinformal social

1973 Warne: Brow.
Recoras Inc. -

o gatheringinfact turnedintoanintense confrontation

between Morrison and anobnoxious bunch ofill-
informed localscribeswho displayed a total lack of schoolingat their
craft, or for that matteramodicumof commoncivility.

Tohiscredit, Morrison tried extremely hard to be co-operativeand
informative. Buthe wasonatotal bummerwith questionslike: “What's
youropinionofdrugs?” “They’re like hamburgers,” quickly responded
oneof Morrison’s musicians. Plus: “Areyouinto Irish music?”; “Why did
youleavetheband?” and “Are yougoingback toIreland?” Added to this
wereacouple ofextremely personal probes which he would have beenin
ordertohavereplied towithaswift bunch offives.

While thischaradewasbeingacted out toitslogical conclusion, alady
wandered aroundboastinghow shecouldn’t be bothered to ask
questionswhen there wasso much freedrink
and unaccompanied males for the offing.

She'd left her tapemachinerunningonthe
conferencetable, shesaid, and shewouldrip
offthe more printable quotesat herleisure.
‘Ifhedoesn’tsay anythingsensational,” said
thelady, “I'lljust rewrite the press handouts.’

Morrison tried to salvage the fast-fading
semblance of thisconfrontation but it was tono
avail. Hisacute perplexity gave way to boredom
andfinallyirritation. Theband sprangtohis
defence, filteringoff thequestions. When it got
toobizarre, someoneblewawhistle. Morrison
fled. [t wasapitythat this, Morrison'sfirst press
conferenceinoversixyears, should have been
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“Take anyone
who’s popular
—they’ll be
systematically
run down”

July19,1973: Van
Morrisonposedin
Amsterdam,Holland

suchaloser,and through nofault ofhisown.licanoniyservetosend the
manbackintohisshell and to enhance the preconceived auraof sullen
mystique that'sgrown up around thisIrishexpatriate.

“I'mjustlikeeverybodyelse,” he wasemphasising when we met privately
lateron. “Therearesome days when I'm happy, some days when I'm not.
We'veallgotanumber. Peoplewill alwayssayanartistisa certain way. It
doesn’tmattertothese people what the hell he does. .. they'li still choose to
believehe’s precisely what theysay heis. Takeanyone who’s popularand
youcanguaranteeit: they’ll besystematicallyrun down, onebyone.

“When people getanimage ofyou, they want to make adefinite imprint.
Withme,alotof people want tocatch meon an offday. [f they succeed, it
goesalongwiththemyth.

and I guess what's generally considered to be the best of the

rest. And last Thursdayevening, | bore witness to what [ can
onlydescribe asa mostincredible non-performance from Van
Morrison, at the Carré Theatre in Amsterdam, and he won hands
down. [twas no contest. Butdamnit, the man
hardly moved on stage.

Hestood in theshadowofabatteryofdark-
bluespotlightsand, except for some finger-
poppin’ with hisright hand, remained
immobile. Yet the sheer magnetismofhis
presencecamehurtlingout ofthe gloomand
wassufficient totransfixtheassembled
multitude.l havetoown up-I've neverseen
anythingquitelikeit before, or for that
matter have | beensoenthralled by sucha
premeditatedlack of visual entertainment.

Upuntilthelast fewminutes there was
nothingtolook at except thediffused outline
ofafigure. You could mistake it for Rod Steiger

NOW, I'VESEEN Presley in Vegas, James Brown at the Apollo,



—hunched up to the microphonein the halflight. Even those fortunate
soulsentrenched in the front row would have had trouble fingering
Morrison inapoliceidentity paradeafter theshow.

Ifitwasn’t for thatincredible familiarvoice, infact,one would have
been forgiven for thinkingthe band was using astand-in. Hence thelack
oflight. Butitwas the quality oftimbre, and the interpretive finesse of
both this singerand the New Caledonia Soul Orchestrathat confirmed
Iwasintherightplace atthe righttime.

Onthisshowing Van Morrisonis without adoubt one of the all-time
greatsoul chantersand hisband iswithout peer. Takeiton trust. Their
records don’t do themjustice. And Morrisonknowsit. Together they
exudeaninflammable intensity, which, ifyoudon’t watch out, could
scorch theclothesrightoffa yer back. There was nolet-up. No conceived
histrionics. Justdamn fine music.

During the actI found Morrison doing precisely everythingyou
couldwanthim to but felt certainhewouldn’t. Bothheand hisband
constructed climaxupon climax, one momentas smoothassatin,andin
thesamebreathas raunchyasasleazy roadhouse combo. Just when|
thought things couldn’t get any hotter-theyloomed out of the darkness
anddelivered the KO.

On that most memorable of Amsterdam nights itwas to be threekiller
lefts, briskly delivered in the form of “Wild Night” deliciously sandwiched
between two phenomenal reworks of Them's greatest hits— “G-L-O-R-
I-A” and “Here Comes The Night”.

Onlythen did Morrison take everyone completely by surprise as he
proceeded tostalk the stage like a man possessed, kickinghislegsupin
the airas he made the most triumphant exit since Muhammad Ali blitzed
Sonny Liston. Theresponse had to be seen to be believed. It tookmeafull
hourtogetoverit.

Onthecar journeybackto the Holiday Inn, Morrison was full of
questionsas to how the music scene had progressedin England. In
particular he wanted toknowif The Pretty Things were stillroaming
the countryside. When I said yes he seemed quite pleased: “David
Bowie's only doing what Phil May used to do,” he said. “He’s just
wearingdifferent clothes.”

Afteratime I cornered Morrison on the subject of unorthodoxstage
presentation.

“lonlymoveabout ifthesituation demandsit,” was his capsuled
explanation. “Ifitfeelsright, 1doit. And it feltjustright thisevening. The
thingis, 'mnotanentertainer.I'manartist.
Amusician. And there’sagreat difference.

“AsfarasI'mconcerned, entertainershavea
canned show. They doexactlythesamethings
eachand everynight... likethey’reinto the
whole showbusiness trip. We're not arock band.
We'reamusic band. But theunfortunatething is
thatonce yougoout on the road, people have got
this programmed thingof precisely what they
expecttoseeandhear.

“The difference betweenbeinganartist
and anentertainer is mostrock'n’rollactsare
primarilyentertainers. Themusicisrelegated to
secondaryimportance. For the most part, the
audience is only there for the whole visual thing.
They paid their money for the
stereotypedimage they've
constantlyread about. Theyknow
what to expect. Sonothingreally
comesasasurprise.

“Icantellyouthis: the timeswhen
wereallycook arewhen there's
absolutelynobodyaround. Soas
youcansee, it'skindahardtodo,
whateveryoudo, inacontextof being
lockedintosome particularthing.”

AsMorrisonrestricts himselftono
more thanadozen ormorelive gigs
peryearand one album, the resultis
thateitheron stage oronwax, every
move he makesisanevent.

Thisistheway he meansit. He told
me: “I getalot of enjoyment working
withthisband, and I feel thatwhat

“I'm not an
entertainer.
I'm an artist.
There’sa great
difference”

VAN MORRISON

we doisworthwhile. Ifwe didalot of gigs it'd bedifficult forus tokeep the
kind of feel we've achieved.”

Hespeaks quietly, his Northern Irish broguespiced withatinge of the
USA, and he draws himself comparisons with those bands who pack
giantarenas almost every nightof the year.

“Youknow,and I know, that people love you to death if you've got a hit or
somethin’—orifyouknow suchand sucha person. Butifyou play the big
stadiums, like most bands feel compelled to, you putyourselfin great
danger of losing contact withalarge percentage of the audience. Iwentto
seeafewgroupslastsummer... and itwas only those people who were
rightdownthe frontwho were giving offany positive energy.

“Those peoplein the audience who wereround the perimeter couldn’t
havereally caredless ifa group was up there on the stage or not. They
wereeither too stoned or they'd just come alongbecause somebody told
themitwasthehipthingtodo.

“Like there was 25,000 people who turned up for one event Iwent toand
welloverhalfofthemdidn’tsee or hearathing that was goingon. If that's
whatyou'reinto, then youdo thatkinda gig. I preferamuch moreintimate
surrounding. To tellyou the truth, Iwish I could just work clubs. But with
aband of thissize, it'snoteconomical. Iwouldn’teven break even.

“Eventhoughwedon'tdoalotofgigs, we'restillaharder-workingband
than most. We're aiming for perfection all the time, sowe work harder at it
when putting our music together. We just do it when wefeel the timeis
right. Ifit's not, we don’t push it. We all do something else.

“Personally, I get enoughbuzzout of workingthis way. And that’s the
wayl'dliketokeepit.” RoyCarr

— MELODY MAKER JU

¢ I T'SSHOWTIME, LADIES and gentlemen! And here’s the one
you've been waiting for - the Caledonia Soul Orchestra with...
VAN MORRISON!”

Birmingham Town Hall, jammed solid, burstsintorelieved applause
asthe small, slightly tubby figure slides between the members of the
rhythm sectionand places himselfbetween thesaxophonistand the
stringquartet.

“Thephotographersmiles/ Takea break for awhile/ Takearest, doyour
very best! Take five, honey”. As he sings, against asecond waveof applause,
hejamsona pair of shades, and then pushes themback onto his forehead.
Timeto take care of business.

Sowhyhasit taken the Belfast Cowboy seven
years to come back and play to the British?

“There were alotof complications before...
thebusinesstripan’all that. Nowseemedlike
theright time.”

Anyspecialreasonwhy now?

“No. Everythingjust cametogether.”

“Blue Money” gives way to his newsingle,
“Warm Love”. BillAtwood and Jack Shroer play
apiquant muted-trumpet/alto-saxlineashe
singsthelyric, with that “when push comes to
shove” line soreminiscent of Smokey Robinson.
Between songs, Van standsimmobile-left
hand on the mic, righthand halfway down the
stand, rockingit gentlybackand
forth. He’s poised, prepared, riding
thegrowingmood, unwillingtolet
thetensiondrop.

Hedoesn't seem to have done
much playingin the past few years.
Why not?

“That’s nottrue. Wegigall the
time. It’s just not publicised
because they’re not biggigs.”

Where does hebestliketo play?

“Clubsandsmallhalls...dance
halls, but there areveryfew of those
aroundany more. People are getting
solazy.Itusedtobelikeattheold
Fillmore when everybody was up,
butnowtheyalllie on the floor.”

Aslappybackbeat from Dave
Shaar’sdrum introduces Bobby »
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Bland's "Ain’t Nothing You Can Do”, given a
solidbar-blues treatmentwith bigtrumpet-led
riffs. JeffLabes switches fromgrand piano (o
Hammond organ forasolo which brings back
awhiffofthe Flamingodays. Thismusicis
meant tocommunicate feelings.

“Ilike clubs because you can getinto the more
intimate detailsofasong. Whenyou'resinging
aboutcertain things, everybodycan hearthe
wordsandwhatyou'resaying.”

Hedoesn't object to waiterscirculatingand
glassesclinking?

“No, because usually they put theirdrinks
downwhen they getintoit.”

Forthefirsttime, thestrings—twoviolins

viola, andcello-pick up their bowsfor “Into The Mystic”. They supply
aperfect commentary totheline “/ want rock yourgypsysou!”,andasVan
sings, “When that foghorn blows”, Shroer’s baritone answers him with
adeep, boomingblare. The sound, over-resonantat first from the high
ceiling, isclearingup now. Duringthesongs, theaudience issilently

respectful; at theend of the each, theirenjoymentisplain.

IHowhashekeptmoreorless thesameband together forsuch along
time? lledoesn’tanswer, but hisguitarist John Plataniaexplainsthat they

“You can get
into the more

Intimate
details of a

song in a club”

don’talllive neareach other. Plataniaand some
of theothersliveonthe East Coast, while Van
andthestringsand hornsareinCalifornia. That
“bigsilverbird” brings them together for the gigs.
Jeff Labes’ rhapsodic blues piano, rippling
againstthestrings, introduces Ray Charles’
“I Believe To My Soul”, oneof the musical high
pointsoftheentire concert. Thestop-time
breaks, leaving spacefor Van'svocals,are
incredibly preciseand dramatic. Whilethe
trumpeter takesashowy solo, Vanstandsat the
rear,handsonhips. They play “These Dreams
OfYou” exactly astheydid at the Fillmore East
in 1970, complete with Shroer'sraucousaltosolo
Helooksjusttoodamnyoungto playinsucha

mature, old-timestyle. The ghosts of ahundred Harlem jump altoistsrise
andapplaud -andtheangelically pretty blonde cellistsmiles wide.
Howdid he put theband together?
“I'metJohnin Woodstock, around '69.” Platania had previously been
withagroup onthesamelabelasVan, Bert Berns’ Bang Records. “l met

Jack there, too; heand Jeff were with the Colwell-Winfield Blues Band.”

“Amostincredible
non-performance™:
YanMorrisononstage
atAmsterdam’sCarré
Theatre,July19,1973

Ishespeciallyimportant to theband? “Well, everybody'simportant.”
Bassist David Hayesis from Californiaand was formerly with Jesse

ColinYoung'sgroup duringand after The Youngbloods’
split. Isithardforhimtofind theright musicians to play
his music?

“Yeah. It'smore difficult when you don’t know what
you'relookingfor. Thisisnotasingerwithaband or
abandwithasinger-it'sawholething.

Plataniaadds: “Most musiciansareonly intoonething,
beitjazzorrock orwhatever,and theyaren’tsensitive or
open enough toknow thathecoversitall.”

IJustWannaMake Love To You” isslow, 0ozy, menacing
funk, and Plataniastepsoutofhisnormalroleas provider
of 1001 UnforgettableFili-Insto takeastingingsoto. Each
time hegetsto Willie Dixon’s title line, Van leaves it open
fortheaudiencetojoin in. Atfirst there’ssilence, but by
thethird timeof asking they'vecottoned onand roar
lustily. “Sweet Thing", from Astral Weeks, isafleet6/8
swinger, thestrings buildingsoaringclimaxes with the
aid of Shaar’s quicksilver drums, while Van plays tricky
rhythmicgamesagainst them. Once again, Platania plays
thefeelings of the songrather thanmerelythe notes,and
forthecodatheyallslidegracefullyintoacool4/4.1t's
perfect—butwhat asurprise when he followsitwithanold
Themsong, thelovely “Friday'sChild". The treatment is
full-bodied andsatisfying, but somehow properly
reticent-nobodyin thisband wantstobeasolostar. Van
leavesand somebodyannouncesthat there’libean
interval while the musicianstakeadrink.

Jeff Labes does the stringarrangements these days, and
he’sgot the classical training forit. Does Van find themat
allrestricting?

“Ohno.Theycanad-lib too. Sometimes, for the record,
they'vebeen written after the vocal has been recorded,
writtenaroundit.”

Plataniaadds: “When it comes toimprovising,
sometimesthey'realittleinhibited because of the
discipline that they've been subjected to. But they're
startingtogetintoit.”

Allfourstring-players, it turnsout, arefromthe
Oakland SymphonyOrchestra-and theirleaderis the
orchestra’s master violionist, Nate Rubin. Do they
understand Van'smusic?

“Yeah,and theycanfeelittoo,” hesays.

Duringtheinterval the grand pianois tinkered with,
and-surprise-Van’s micis moved downto thefloor, in
front of thestageand onthesamelevel as the audience.
Apparentlyhethinksthat thestageis too high, hampering
communication. Now, about eight feetabove him, the
bandroarsinto “Here Comes The Night”,another Them
favourite. It’sastrangesight, indeed: the bluespotlight
picksup thesingerand thefirst row of theaudience, and



unfortunately he’sinvisible tothe peoplein theside
balconies and behind the stage. But thereseemstobe
astronger bond between the performerand the
listeners,and hecertainly looks more nonchalant,
grippingthemicstand in thesame pose, acigarette
casually dribblingsmoke from hisfingers.

Doeseach of hisalbums haveaspecifically
designed conceptand characterofitsown?

“Yeah... butusually the concept doesn’t come around until youstart
listeningto the playbacks.”

Buteachalbumseems, tothislistener, toaccentuatesomeparticular
facetof his music. Isthat conscious?

“Sometimesitis, sometimesitisn’t. It depends on what you're working
for,and whetheryoudoitallatonceorin pieces... orifyou’re overdrawn
atthebankthatday, orifyourcarbreaksdown, or... That’slife.”

Atlast, the audiencestartsgettingupand clappingalong, whichiswhat
hewants (although he's notabout toask for it). Ithappens firston “I've
Been Workin'", which is wonderfully fat-sounding, featuringanother
jagged altosoloshotthroughwith sunshine,andascreamingcoda, Van
yelling his head off above the band. “Listen To The Lion” brings the mood
rightdown, mistyandfloating, the trumpet and tenorsaxmeshing
prettitywiththestrings.

He's made someclassic hit singlesin the past, bothwith Themandas
asoloist. “llike makingthem. It’sfun.1 thinkI'm gettingaway from that,
though.l'dlike to beabletorelease tripleand quadruple albums, but
sometimesit’sreallyhardtodo.Awhileagothe
record company was asking meforsingles, so
1 madesome-like “Domino”, whichwas
actuallylongerbut got cut down. Then when
Istarted giving themsingles, theyaskedfor
albums. 1don't mind. Aslongas they cooperate
withme, I'llcooperate with them.”

Hisnextrelease will bealivedoublealbum,
cutled from tapes madeatthe SantaMonica
CivicAuditorium, theTroubadourin LAand
hopefully the two Rainbow gigs thisweek.And
thenextstudioalbum?

“AChristmasalbum, probably. We tried to
doitlast year, but we wereundertoo much
pressure. You have to start makingaChristmas
albumonJanuary 1,ifyouwantto getitout.
we'll probably do afeworiginal songsand some of theold thingslike
“WhiteChristmas” and thatthing, “Chestnuts roastingonanopen fire...”
Allthatstuff. Romantic.”

He movesback tothe stageagain for “Green”, whichturnsouttobe the
frog’ssong from SesarmeStreer. For thefirsttime this night, he does
something| noticed threeyearsago: when theaudienceslipsinits
applause of song-recognition after thefirst few bars, heinserts aspoken
“Thankyou”,slidingitinto thesecondline of thetunewithallthe
professionalismofahardened cabaretentertainer. And thenit’s“G-L-O-
R-1-A", with astruttingfeeling more akin to Roy Head's “Treat Her Right”
thantotheoriginal Themrecord. Near the end, helets theband burn
alone until mostoftheaudience ison itsfeet, bellowing thechorus.

Much has been made, lately, of the jazz tinge which has alwaysbeen
presentin hismusic. Whatare hisspecificinfluences?

“Ilikeit all. Yeah, that 1940s blues stuff,and everything fromKing
Pleasureand CountBasieto... Oh, I digitall.

Does hestill play tenor sax, as hedid with Them sometimes?

“Yeah, but not on concerts. Whenever | get the opportunityl play, but
Idon’toften get thechancetowork onit, unless | take offto the woods
and... uh, woodshed forawhile. [t'sa... businessinitself.”

Were those reports from New York fouryearsago true, thatyou played
gigs with Albert Ayler?

“Oh yeah? Maybe | did,and 1didn’t know aboutit. Strange things
happeninNew York."

Suddenlytheconcertisrushingahead on pureadrenalin. After the
relatively sober precision of the firsthalf, the hall isablaze with joy.
Plataniawhips thebandinto a gale-force “Domino”,and many people
singalongwith “Brown Eyed Girl”, which featuresastartlingacceleration
intothesecond verse. Then, assuminganewstance asthe master of
stagecraft, Van cools it right down for San1Cooke’s “Bring it On Home To
Me” -and, wonder of wonders, moves from his rigid pose intoaseries of
snappy histrionics, includingback bends and foolerywith the micstand.

“Everything
from King
Pleasure and
Count Basie
to... I dig it all”

Thebandstay right with him, addingtohis gestures.
“Moondance” passes in afinger-snappingblur, and
it'snoticeable that his voice isbeginningtocrack.
Not surprising—the concertis now90minutesold.

Whydid he move from Woodstock to North
Californiatwoyearsago?

“Woodstock was gettingto besuch aheavy
number. When I first went, people were moving there toget awayfrom
thescene-and then Woodstock itselfstarted beingthe scene. They made
amoviecalled Woodstock, and it wasn'teven in Woodstock. It was 60
milesaway. Another myth, youknow. Everybodyand his unclestarted
showingupat thebusstation,and that wasthecomplete opposite of what
itwassupposed to be.

WhyCalifornia?

“Well, theard they had good oranges there. Actually, I'd been
sidetracked: I'd planned togo there along time before, but [ detoured.”

Doesitsuityou?

“Atthisstage ofthegame, 'd sayyeah.”

Isn’tittoolaid back?

“No, that's not really whereit’sat. That'sanother newspaper number.”

Why did hedecidetobuild hisownstudio there?

“Ifigured I'd be doingalot of recording, and iteliminatesall the stuffof
bookingtime somewhereand getting45engineers.”

Ashegoesinto “Caravan”, theatmospherefeelslikeit’swired direct o
anuclear power station: “Turn offyourelectric light/ Then we can get down
rowhat is really wrong/ Reely-rongrillyrong”.

Theworld’s best white blues singer? Maybe
-buthe’sdefinitely the world’sbest Van
Morrison. Thestrings makeasurprise
entrance, withan ethereal four-partinvention
ofgreat purityand logic. Therhythmsection
laysout, thestrings takeitdown to pianissimo,
and Vansmilesknowingly. He waits, waits,
waits, and then... “TURNITUP!" and he’s
slippin’and sliding’ across thestage, bending
andkicking. Itall hangsout. Theaudience have
given him help, and now hereciprocatesin full
measure. [t's thelast song,and he pullsthe
band to ahalt before disappearing.

Hasthis tour scared you away from doingany
morelikeit? “No, it'smade mewant todoit
again, asoftenasis physicallyand mentally possible.”

Howofienis that? “Well, sometimes| feel like giggingat fourinthe
morning, butnobody’saround.”

Whipped on bythe roadies, the crowd demands more. Before
longthey’reall back, thestring
sectionsettlingdownand
switchingonthereading
lightsattached to their
individualdesks. They choose
“CyprusAvenue”,andit’s
alongway from thetortured,
desperate performance he
gavethesongat the Fillmore
threeyearsago. Then, theline
about “My tongueist-t-t-tied”
gaveasenseof tragedy, of
impedingpersonal disaster
forthesinger. Now, heturnsit
into ajoke. Butwhenhecutsthe
band off, and waits for silence
tofall, thenervesarestill
stretched taut.

“Onceagain, he holdsthe
audience like a puppet master,
delayinguntilwe'rereadyto
snap beforeunleashingthat
finalcommand:“IT'STOO
LATETOSTOPNOW!"

Theband crashes, hespinson
hisheel, and stalks off. It was all
youcould everhavewanted.
Richard Williams ®

VAN MORRISON
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September19,1973: The
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MELODY MAKER

OBODYTALKS AT allabout the deaths. Gregg

seems too spacey, anyway, detached and oblivious

behind his shades; maybe a few brief nods of

acknowledgement to well-wishers as he leaves the

stage, that’sall. [t happened, and that wasit, Duane’s

dead, and Berry'sgone, but The Allman Brothers are
1973, riding high on the public’s love. Yes, love!

TheAllmansare to Americanowwhat the Dead were in '67. But it is not
the peaceand good vibes of San Francisco, exactly; these people are
from William Faulkner's Deep South. Theyare close-knitand waryof
outsiders; theyobserve adetached courtesy; theydetest the process of
image-building; theyareanti-stars; purporting to be working-class boys
from Macon, Georgia.

Sobeit. The Allman Brothersand theirentourage, all those people
downat Capricorn Recordsin Macon, the city where Otisand Little
Richard Pennimangrewup, isfamily. It’salways been that way, from
thespringof ‘69 whentheyall began rehearsing together. Duaneand
Gregg, Dickey Bettsand Butch Trucks from Florida, black JaiJohanny
Johansonondrumsand congas, and bassist Berry Oakley, who was to
collide fatally withaMacon city busjust one year and 13 daysafter
Duane’s motorcycle death.

TheAllman Brothers Band went to New York, to Atlantic Studios. They
played the Fillmoreand cut theirfirst gold atbum, At Fillmore East. They
toured forthreeyearsacrossthecountry,and all the time they stressed
the absence of the rock-star trip.

Theybegan recording Eat A Peach. Three tracks were finished at
Criteriadown in Miami. Then, for the first time in two-and-a-halfyears,
they wentoff theroad, only Duanedidit for real. On October 29, 1971, he
wasdeadattheageof24. Adeathin the family.

And whenithappenedagain, thiswasnotjustaband trekkingacross
America, a people'strip, this wasaslice of pop history out there playing to
thefullhouses, nourished by posthumous mystique, despiteallthe
adamant denials of stardom.

AndsoinJuly thisyear The Allman Brothers Band plays to 600,000
peopleinupstate New York-an event numericallylarger than Woodstock
even-and they'reup there with the Dead and The Band. They’ve made
thearistocracy. ListenerstoaNew York radiostation vote them the most
popularbandeverafter The Beatles. Guitar magazinevotes Dickey Betts
thesecond-best guitaristintheworld, next toClapton. There isnot only
goldrecord, thereis platinum. All this,and now the Indians!

uprising in February at Wounded Knee in South Dakota: paying

in money fromcertain of their performancestoa North
American Indian foundation which will useit as they wish. A board of
sevendirectors, all of them Indians. The Allmans just supply the money.

Thelndians have had abellyful of do-goodersin theirtime, so the
reasoninggoes. Already they have raised
$21,500. Thiswillbespentinsending
delegatesfromallacrossAmericatothe
annual Indian Ecumenical Conferencein
Morley, Canada, just north-west of Calgaryin
Alberta province.

Andeventually there will beinvolved not
merely the Brothers, but awhole host of
rockartists, playingforthe Indians’ right
toretain their traditionsand way of life,
helpingAmericato payitsdebttothe
nation’sreallandlord.

Thisisthedream.The Allman Brothers &
Sisters, the family growingto encompass
themall. Don McLean hasalreadysaid he'll
doit,and Alice Cooperand Leon Russell
and Poco and The Beach Boys might be
persuaded. And then there’s the Dead, of
course, withwhom theAllmanshavebeen

T HEYGOTTHE idea for thefoundation just afier the Indian

ALLMAN BROTHERS BAND

through.Sothey’re not promisinganything. Butthey’re watching tosee
whatwe’regonnado.And Jerry, well, he’ll say, ‘That’ssomething to think
about, you know,’inthat way he has. It’s funny how manyartistsreally
wannadosomethin’for theIndian people.”

DickeyBetts isthe prime mover. Dickeyfrom Florida, with his drooping
marshall’s moustacheand hard, bony face whose skin seems to have
beenstretched tightasonarack. These days heisnot justlead guitarist,
heischairman ofthe North AmericanIndian Foundation. Heis Richard,
rather than Dickey Betts. Sittingin the gloomy, candlelit barof the posh
Navarrohotel on New York’s Central Park South.

Dickey'swifeisSandy, a highly attractive full-blood from Canada,
withstraight, black hairstreamingdown herback. Asakid she used
tobediscriminated against, but notasbadlyasthe Indians fromthe
reserves. They would come into town, and the white folks would make
funof them becausethey weren’t properly dressed. They had nowateron
thereserves and they were dirty. There were no toilets. Inschool, Sandy
wascalled Squaw.

And Dickey getstorememberingthelasttime they wereinCanada.An
Indian woman had been found murdered on some country road. She had
been picked up in abarbysomeguys, carried outintheroad and, well. ..
Dickey pauses; hissense of Southern niceties leaves the sentence
hangingintheair. Nothingwaseverdoneaboutit. It wasall just covered
up.Afew people got curious, but that wasall. Dickey wasoneof them. “I
imagine that Wounded Kneekindastirred up thehornet's nest,” he says.

Theyhad discusseditnowand then, theband and all those people
down in Macon connected with Phil Walden's Capricorn label. “We
mightjustsay, ‘Ain'tthatabunch of shit!" y’know. We'd already started
doin’some benefits for peoplelike the Salvation Armyin ourhome town.
Somebody suggested why don’t we dooneforanindian group,and one
thingledtoanother.”

gossip writers. “There are so many damned interviewers who
askyou what’syour favourite colour, that kind of shit.”

Still, since Duane hasgone, he’sthe onewho's had toshoulder the
responsibilityandinawaythishas helped him personally, bothasaman
andasaguitarist, sinceit’s pushed himto thefront.

But Duane, you ask,doeshemindtalkingabouthimatall? And he will
putdownhiswhiskeyandlookfrostilyacross thetable. “Idon’tespecially
carelo,” hesays quietly. Sandysilently shakes herhead. Hereflects, and
clearshisthroat. “Imean, ifthere’ssomethingthatyou'd reallylike to
knowthatyouthinkmebbel could tellyou?”

Changes musically?“I thinkitchanged a hell of alot, myself, because
Ithinkhehad ahell ofalot to do with what theband sounded like at that
time. But [think,actually, theband might’ve changed more after we lost
Berry, because when welost Duane we didn'tadd anybody. We just
maintained whatwe had. Butthen when Berry died weadded two people,
LamarWilliamsonbassand Chuck Leavell on piano, which isa hell of
athingtodo.”

T HE INDIANS. HE'Dreally prefer to talk just about them. No

When Berry Oakley died, somesaidit
waslikeRobertKennedy’sdeathtothe
Kennedyfamily: that somesortof jinxwas
inoperation. But hesnortsdisgustedly.
“Yaaaaaah, that’s bullshit.”

Alongsilence. “You gotany bubblegumwith
you?” hedrawls. Touché. There is no romance
indeath. Except for the public.

He first met the two brothersat Daytona
BeachinFloridaeightyearsago. They would
runintoeachotherandjamabit. Dickey was
from theSarasotaareaofFlorida,and heand
Oakleyhadagroup together, The Second
Coming. “Wehad amessage, y’know. We were
tryin’ tosay somethin’. Wewerethe Kansas
Citystars—y'know, therecord that Roger Miller
hascut -onlywe were the Jacksonville, Florida,
stars; that’swhere the group wasdoin’ good.
Jacksonvilleisa prettygoodtowntogigin.”

regularly gigging for the past few months.
“RockScully, hewantsto dosomethin’.
They'reinterested, but youknow the Dead
~they'revery careful aboutanything they
step into afterallthe crap they’vebeen
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TheSecond Comingneverreally cutany
records, but they had successwithacertain
tape,ademomade to hawk around promoters’
offices. “But the local radiostationstarted
playin’it,and it got to he Number One by



request in Jacksonville. It was an old Cream song, ‘l Feel Free’, and an old
Jefferson Airplanesong, ‘Funnysomething-or-other’.

“Itwas two pretty good tunes. ‘l Feel Free’ we did justabout like them
—-inourownway, butthe arrangementwasabout like that. Wedid alotta
jamming. Westretched the solos out pretty good. They were about five
minutesapiece.

“Hell, it got 1 don’t know what recognition, but it got somewhere in
Billboard.1tgotso far from Jacksonville that our manager printedup
some45sofit,and they were sellinglocally,and then Billboard picked it
up asapossiblehitorsomethin’. Anyway, rightin the middle ofthe
processofthat, wehad disbanded and started The Allman Brothers
Band, so here Duaneand GreggandBerryand meandall of us were
sittingin Macon, and we're supposed to be rock stars (asmall laugh at
this),and we're hearing The Second Coming'srecord over theradio and
everybody’'swonderin’ whatitis!

“Idon’tthinkitevenhadalabel.Itdidn’treallydoanything. Itlooked
likeitmight, butitdidn’treally deserveahit.”

when The Second Coming jammedin Jacksonville with Butch

Trucks’ band, The 31st Of February, which Duane and Gregg
joined after the demise of their own Hour Glass. The well-anecdoted
storyisthat they played together in a park for more than two hours, and
when it was over they all decided it was the band they’d been looking for.

PhilWalden, ahip, white Southerner, quickly assumed their
management. Helookedafter variousartistslike Clarence Carterand
Percy Sledge, and had been abusiness partnerof Otis Redding’s.

Capricorn Records were formerly called Redwal, in fact, and it wasn’t
untilayearafterhe'd begunmanaging the Allmans that it waschanged.
The Macon label is now the most prestigious youngcompany in the
South, with areputation foritsinterestin basic country-blues-funk.

TheAllmans seem toremainunaffected by recent experimentations.
Thereisnodesire todabble withelectronicsortoattemptsophisticated
lyrics. Thereisnoneed.

“Wejust keep playing, and whatever comesoutofitis the direction
wetake. We don’t have that much control over the music.1don’t get
interested in newideas, andl don’t thinkanybodyelse in theband does.
We're moreinterested in theold things, from the’30sand 40sand the
’50s, the old things that have already passed.

“We study those things, and then new expressions come out of it. Not
reworking, just more or lessstudying where we're coming from, where
ourrootsare at, how we learned to play. If we studied new musicas such,
we'd wind up copyingsomebodyelse.”

Himself, he looksto the old Georgiablues,
though histwo personal favouritesare Robert
Johnsonand Willie McTell. And thenonthe
countryside there’s Jimmy Rodgersand Hank
Williams. BB too, of course: “He’s got that
elegancethat none of 'emeverhave. Man, he's so
much funtojam with, because he’sso passivein
hisown way; hewon’tforceanythin’onyou.”

And thenthe English players. Peter Green
jammed with the Allmansoncein NewOrleans.
“Iwouldn’tespecially prefer him to Eric, but
he’'s mighty good. His style is real compatible
with ours. Ericis actually morelike me. He’s
kindalaid backalittlebitin his playing.”

Laid back. It'sthekeytotheirlifestyle: “We've always been kind of -
Idon’tknow how to put itin words—kind of working class. Imean, we
neverdid getintobeing rock stars. It was always a family, people’s-ty pe
trip. Somebody said we were the ultimate expression of amale chauvinist
rock'n’roltband.”

Dickeylaughsatthis. Heisn’tahumourless man, just averse to
committinghimselfasanindividual. Why, he thinks heand the rest of
‘'em mightbe asstrange to these peoplein New York as Alice Cooper,and
there maybe somethingto it. The easy-going Georgia stylesetdown
amidst theamyl nitrate rush of Gotham City. But stardomisa peculiar
business. The night that Waylon Jennings played the open-air Schaefer
Music Festival, nobody notice DickeyBettsin the audience.

Andthen hejammed ononecut with thebill-openers, The Marshall
Tucker Band, and got the best applause of the evening. “The other night
at Madison SquareGardens,” he says, “I putasuitonand nobody
recognised me, either.”

T HEALLMANS, IN fact, had come into existence early in '69,

“When we
lost Duane
we didn’t add
anybody”

S he R ARIIman AT vEnes s o
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Butthisisajoke. There were
18,000 peopletherethatevening
and the Allmans normallydo
aboutthreegigsaweek. Afterall, it
costsabout $8,000 tositin Macon
and donothingforsevendays.

FTERFIVEYEARS

now with the Brothers,

Dickey Betts needs to
do somethingalittledifferent,
just forthe fun ofit. Like Gregg
Allman, he wants to do asolo
album, andin November he will
probably do somerecordingin
England (the Allmansasawhole
may well arrive thisyear for their first British dates). Only thistime he
willdoalittle experimenting.

“You familiarwith ‘Revival’, that tune we did? Well, ithas a very gy psy-
flavoured introduction to it,about three minutes, and I'm goingto record
itwith Stephane Grappelli, one of yerhome-towners over there.

“Ihaven’t met him yet, but Philand Frank [Fenter, Capricorn label
manager] talked to him about recording. He said yeah, he’d doit, but he
don’tlikeflying, so rather than have him flyto Maconandall, I thought I'd
justgooverthere.

“We'regonnado ‘Revival’,gointoajam, and do ‘Les Brers’. We’'ll be doin’
kindofacountry-jazzthing. It'sgoingto be fun. I just hope somebody
tries to make me feel athome there.”

There wasatimewhen hedisliked the studio, right up until Eat A Peach.
Hecouldn’treallyunderstand it. “Seemed like prostitution of music.

You been out playin’in bars, then you go onto concerts, and it'salways
theraw communication between people. But hereyouarein thistincan
withabunchamachinesallround you, and you're expected to produce...
Ittakesalongtimetogetusedtoit, y'’know.”

There has noteven been much overdubbingon Allmansalbumsuntil
thenew one, Brothers And Sisters.On one track, “Ramblin’ Man”, they put
eightguitarparts together.

“Ijustsaid, ‘Well,y’know, thereissuch athingasarecordingartistand
IguessI’'mone.”

But Sgt Pepper was done on four-track. He looks incredulous.

“Nooooo, man, they had that big 32-track studio! Are you positive?”

Hedigests the thought. “Well, I did read somewhere they had the
big32-track.” Then addsjudiciously: “Youcan’t always believe what
youread.”

There was no necessitytooverdub when
Duanewasthere. Duane onslide, Dickey
playingcounterpoint. It's funny, Dickey
recalls, butthere’sstill alotofold, unreleased
recordings of Duanesinging. Some old stuff
by ChuckBerry.

“Hedidonekindareal funny tune. Chuck
Berrywasdrivin'-Ican’trememberthetitle
ofthesong-hewasdrivin'anoldFord,and he
was gonnapullinand trade it foraCadillac.
Yourememberthatsong? Allthe accessories
he’sgonnahaveinit,bedin thebackseatandall
thatstuff? Well, Duane did arecording?It's funnier 'n hell.”

Sarasota, gets to reminiscing, but whatever he’s thinking he
keeps to himself. Among themselves, it’s said, the Allmans
mention Duane about every five minutes. But just then, aroadie
walksintothecocktail bar with its smoky candies and smouldering
waitresses, and Dickey calisoutto him.

“Hi, Joe Dan! Youwannago to theshow tonight? All right? We're
gonnagosee Brando,yeah.” Agroupoutingto Last Tango In Parishas
beenplanned.

Heturnsbacktothetable,actingquiteexcited. “Did youseehimon
TVtheothernight? Oh sheeeit, he'sgreat!”

But Richard Betts, chairman of the NAIF, husband of thisbeautiful
Indiangirlwithavoiceasdeep and throatyasCher’s,hasacouple more
drinksin themeanwhile. And, infact, he never does get to find out what
Last Tangoisall about. Michael Watts ®

7 ) ICKEY BETTS, A good ole boy from in the woods around
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ISASTER!IT SEEMED tostare British rock in the face,
onlyafew months ago. Cause? The massive close-down
of smallclubs, backbone of the scene. Without smalt
clubs, there was little work opportunity for t1e up-and-
comers, the newfaces to carryon the tradition set by
their forefathers, The Who, Stones, Led Zeppelin.
Economicswhichfavoured the supergroups, with their massive turnover,
weredeath to the small venues who could notafford them. The zopliners
ceased tosubsidisesupportacts in theirmad flight to America. And the
resultwas manvworried frowns amongagents, promoters, musicians.
Butthisyvearhasseen theemergence ofa phenomenon that promises
bothsalvation for music -and eardrums. With the bulk of small rock clubs
gone, third-league rock musicians turned totheiralmamater -the public
housesofold England. Revoltingagainst the big noise and big n-oney
syndrome, the small groups, dedicated to blues, rockand agood time,
setup firebasesinany pubs.
Andinafewmonthssincelastspring, groups like Bees Make Money,
Kilburn & The High Roads, Brinstev Schwarzand Ducks Deluxedrew »
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Kilburn& The HighRoads
in1973,including:{l-r)Keith
Lucas(later Nick Cashof
999), Humphrey Ocean{now
aprofessorofperspective
atthe Royal Academy),lan
DuryandDaveyPayne
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delighted crowds who thoughtgroups had longsince beenlost to the
baseball stadiumsof the States. Someof the musiciansin these new
bandshadbeenaroundin defunct “name” bands. Agood percentage had
never beeninagroup before.

There was abigsearch on for AC30-wattamplifiers, the onesused by
The Beatles, and most ofthe majorgroups of the early '60s. Hailed asone
ofthe bestamps built, theygavejust theright depth and volumefor
maximumexcitementinasmallroom.

Inrecentmonthsthegroupsplayingin London pubslike The
Kensington, Royal Nelsonand new clubslike Dingwalls at Camden Lock
have proliferated. Record companiesand agentsarealready pursuing
bandslike Clancy, Ducks Deluxe, Kilburn & High Roads, Ace, Chilli Willi
& The Red Hot Peppers, Katzenjammer, Pazand 747. Chris Weich

Bees Make Honey

BEES MAKE HONEY were, perhaps, thefirst band to causeastiron the
pubrock circuit (although Brinsley Schwarz could well argue about
that). Bees are a five-piece band made up of bassist Barry Richardson
takinglead vocals, Ruan O’Lochlainn (electric piano, guitar, alto sax),
Mick Malloy (lead guitar), Deke O’Brien (bass, guitar, vocals) and
Bobby Cee (drums).

Theband’srootsgoback to Dublin, 1960, when as auniversity student
BarryRichardsonwasinajazzband withO’Lochlainn. A footloose trip
toworshipat the altar of NewOrleansled toRichardson’s summary
dismissal from thejazzband and hejoined ashowband where he met
O'Brienand Malloy. Atuniversity, Richardson met lan Whitcombe and
theyformed abluesband which included O’Brien and Matloy,and in that
set-uptheyrecorded thetapes that became Whitcombe's stateside hits.

Meanwhile, O'Lochlainn had crossed thelrish Sea tofind hisfortunein
London. Richardson followed the migratory path to play in Keith Smith'’s
ClimaxJazz Band by nightand toil aran advertisingagency by day.

Inevitably Ruanand Barry metinan Irishclub in Londonand they
played togetheruntilBarrywent totheStatesin 1968 forafew months.
Hereturned with thegerm of theidea that was latertoturninto the Bees
burninginhisbrain. Barry put togetheraband with Ruan, Mick was
caltedinfrom Ireland and Deke followed. Thelastlink inthechain was
getting in drummer Bobby Cee, who answered theirad in the MM. Bob,

'S s
BeesMakeHoneyfounder

BarryRichardson(right)
drawsonabackgroundin

marketresearch

aldoniq
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who hails from Los Angeles, joined
justundertwoyearsago. Despite
writingtheir own songs theystill
playalot of non-original material,
butit’sinterpretedin theirown,
personalstyle.

TheBeeswill make money fortwo
reasons. First, theirmusichasthe
rightrootsand they've got the
expertiseto put it across. Second,
Barry Richardson hashad alongcareerinadvertisingand market
research. Heknows how toevaluate demand, how to cost andhow to
reach theright people fast-andin the musicbiztheanswer, Barry
realised, wasto be found onthe pubcircuit. Geoff Brown

Ducks Deluxe

ONEOF THE hardest-working bands is Ducks Deluxe, who last week
wererockingatthe cheerful hostelry The Royal Nelson, Holloway
Road. Fans were packed in a sunken arena on wooden benches, with
aminuscule dancefloor, and just enough roomto fight a way to the bar.

Theband consists of Martin Belmont on lead guitarand vocals, aged 24;
SeanTyla(rhythmguitarandvocals), aged 27; Harvey Garvey (bassand
vocals), 20;and Tim Roper (drums), aged 19.

Theyplayalotoforiginal material as well as trusted favourites by Chuck
Berryand the RollingStones, and are particularly good on stow blueslike
“The Wee Wee Hours”. The guitarsaresturdyand exciting, without
fallingintoshrieking feedback,and drummer Tim keeps his playing
simplebut effective. The cumulative effect of their rocking music is
sufficientto cause outbreaksof rhythmic dancingon amassivescale.

Theirmanager Dai Davies says: “The British pub rocksceneis
comparable to the Americansituation where you get bands like The
Allman Brothers playinglongsets atsmall clubs. They getincredibly tight
and they playrock becauseit's the easiest, most direct music. It's the way
theStonesand Yardbirdsstarted, and the reason somany top groupsare
soawfultodayisbecausetheyneverhadtowork hardinthesmallclubs.”

Martin Belmontexplained that Ducks are nowbusylearning new
numbers: “Thingsare happeningforusand thereisalot oftalk about
arecord contract. It’'son thecards that we'll go with one of
twobigcompanies.

“Playingtwo-hoursetsin pubs, weget throughalot of
numbers and you can getsickof themunless there’s new
material, sowe'retakingabit oftime offplayingtorehearse.
Halfofoursongsareoriginatsandhalfarestandard R&B,
Chuck Berrytunes. Wedoabit of everythingaslongasit
makesyourfeet tap!lt'sdancemusicreally,and we're
definitely nota progressive band.

“We'renot tryingto impress anybody with musical
intricacy, whichisjust as well. We play music togive people
agood time, and theatmosphereat the gigsis just like the
early'60s when The Yardbirds werecomingup.lused tolivein
Bournemouth when Zoot Money and Manfred werecoming
up,and itseems like we're going back to those times.”

Martinsays hehas played inmanylocalbands “best
forgotten”. Sean wasin Help Yourself, Harveywasin The Ram
JamBandand thedrummerworked with abraceofunknowns.
“Atthemoment wearetryingtocutdown on thefrantic
rock’n’roll,” says Martin, “and playalittle more laidback. We've
allheard The Average WhiteBand, and they’'vehad agreat
effectonus. Theyarelikeabreathoffreshaironthescene.lt's
amatterof gettingthesamerockingeffect without forcingit.

“We've beengoing about ayear,and the present
lineup hasbeentogethersince Christmas. It was
hardtoget gigs whenwestarted and itseemedlikea
goodideatoplayinpubs.Inasmallplaceyoucan
build upastrongrelationship with theaudience,
especially whenyou play thesame place each night.

“The moneyis not sowonderful but we getagood
sound, and anyway, moneywasn’t the reason for
doingit. We'vedone as wellasa band without
arecordcontractcando,andwegooutfor£75t0
£100for college gigs now, purelyonourreputation
asaLondonpubband.




“Justlikethecarly'60s":
DucksDeluxe-(l-r) Andy
McMasters,NickGarvey,
TimRoper,Martin
BelmontandSeanTyla

“Hopefully peopleknow theycan expecta
goodtime fromus. TheKensington hasbeen the
mostimportant pub forus. Itwasajazzpuband
then Bees Make Honey and Brinsley Schwarz
began playingthereand us. We used to play at
the TallyHoin Kentish Town; in fact we started
there. Inseven months we saw the placechange
completely. That’swhere the pubrock thing, in
inverted commas, started, when anAmerican
band called EggsOver Easy used to play there.
Then the Bees, Kilburn and us carried on.

“Ithink the easygoing atmosphereis going
alreadyandit'sgettingabit like the club scene.
More and more pubsare havinggroups and
bandsareringingup pubssaying, ‘Book us; we
playjustlike the Beesand the Ducks.' Butalotof the groups have more to
dowithprogressive rock than pub rock. Good luck tothem, but pubsare
not the places forloud, progressive music.” Chris Welch

Kilburn & The High Roads

DINGWALLS DANCE HALL, which sparkles in the night by the side of
Camden Lock, is along, rectangularroom. Plenty of tables, lots of room
todance, abarthat runs halfthe club’slength and, mostimportant,
aregular turnover of super-fine bands. This sweaty Thursday night the
bandisplaying a self-composed reggae-based songthat'd find its way
into the charts with little trouble ifit was put out as a single. Its groove
is authentic, its hook-phrase catchy, its performance tight.

Onstage the singer, short and dressed in ablack jacketandblack gloves,
raspsinabroad cockney accent into the microphone, which he's gripping
withatensetightness. “We'd like to do anumber now called ‘I Really Got
My Eye On YourCheesy Pie’... it’s all about food.” And the wry, throwaway
deliveryhintsthat itindeed just might be about food and not what your
firstnotion told you to expect.

Thelead guitarist- whitesuit, red shirt, shortish, neatly cut hair-
startsan ordinary four-in-the-bar chord sequence. Aftera few bars, the
drummerbursts in playingarhythm thathitsthe guitaratanacuteangle.
It'ssomethingtotally unexpected; you feel itshouldn'tfitbut it doesand
the numbercomestogether with the solidity of quick-drying cement.

“The Tally Ho
in Kentish
Town is where
the pub rock’
thing started”

It’san uttermind-blower and you're left
standingthere, mouth agape, thinking,
“Whaaat?” Then thesax,rawand growling,
jumpsinontopwhilethebassslidesin
underneath and the pianofills outthe sound.

That’sKilburn & The High Roads-one of the
mostimpressive pub rockbands who've gotthe
stamp of originalityimprinted allover them,
whose musichassuch a broad scope and whose
futureisfull of promise. A few monthsback,
Kilburn weren't much more than lan Dury,
theirsinger, plusbackingband. Since then
they’vesigned with Charlie Gillett’sOvalrecord
label, been in constant rehearsal for weekson
endand are nowback on the highroad.

Thefew goldenold 'unsthey play are given life by new, idiosyncratic
arrangements, butit’stheself-penned material that’s the best.

Until recently the songs have basically been poemswritten by Dury
andsettomusicby theband’s pianist Russell Hardy. Now, it seems;
there'll be more of a two-way movement, with Dury adding words to
Hardy’smelodies. Kilburn & The High Roads was formed around the
Dury/Hardy partnership. lan was teachingat Canterbury Art College
(he’san ex-protégé of Peter Blake and had ablossomingcareerin
commercial arthavingdone work for the Sunday Times and for Pan
Books). Two of Dury's pupils at the college, guitarist Keith Lucas and
bassist Humphrey Ocean, proved to beinterested in the possibilities
musicoffered thenand theKilburnsstarted.

Foralongtimetheband wasirregularin personnel and formation. They
played onlyabout one giga week-aseverecase of “Ifyou'reavailable,
turnup.” It wasavery loose arrangement, and when David Payne, afriend
of Hardy's from their work togetherin The People’s Band, showed upata
rehearsal toplay fora while, he never botheredtoleave and sohe wasin.

Lastly, Duryheard drummer David Rohomanatagigandinvitedhimto
jointheband. Hedid. Rohoman hashad thelongest, most conventional
musical background ofall theKilburns. He played to soul groups (like
RayWilliams & The Grenades) and in heavy, riffy bandslike Kripple
Visionand in bandslikethe Magic Rock Band. There has been one other
changerecently. The bassist’sreal name isn’t Humphrey Ocean; it'san
unwieldly collection of syllables that'sunpronounceableatbestand »
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isanightmare forunsuspectingjournalists, civilservantsand income
taxinspectors(Humphrey Anthony Erdeswick Butler-Bowdon). So he's
settled for HumphreyOcean, whichseems as good aname as any.

Kilburnhave that brightspark of originality and it glows red-hot with
potential. Geoff Brown

Clancy

“WEKNOW THE slogan says you're only here for the beer... but there’s
not abad drop of music being played here, y'’know.”

Ernie Graham, rhythm guitaristand vocalist of Clancy, on stage
attheKensington pub near Shepherd’s Bush Green, kicks off theband's
third set of theevening. There'’s morebeer being
poured down the back ofthe guystandingin
frontofyouthanyou'deverdrinkinanight's
hard boozin' the pub’s packed that tight. And
Clancy’s punchyrockisjustas tight.

Thebandstarted comingtogetherin March
ofthis yearwhen Ernie, bassist Colin Bass
and guitarist Jojo Glemserbegan writingand
rehearsing. They added drummer Steve
Brendellsoonafter.

“Wewanted to getanotherinstrumentinthe
band butweweren'tsure whatit'dbe. We'd
thought ofgettinginsome keyboards, butwhen
Dave Vasco camedown to London fromthe
Northhejoined.”

Dave, who played in The Foundations with Colin, had originally drifted
down to thebigcityto playinJohnnyJohnson's backingband, but when
he arrived he found the plans that Johnson had made had fallen through
andhewasfreetojoinClancy.

Andnowit'sthe duallead guitarwork of Dave and Jojo that'sone of the
high spotsofthe band’s music. Towards theend of the second set they
played “Angeline”, asongthat closes with thelead guitarsteasingeach
other, oneeggingtheotheron until thelinestwistand turnandare
finallytiedin atight, tightknot.

Clancy are writing mostoftheirown material. At present they only
includeabout threeor foursongs by outside writers. Ernie Graham was
with Eire Apparentuntil threeyearsago.

“When we finally came back from the States,” saysErnie, “we stayed
together forabout ayearin Britain before we finally splitup. We'd been
together for about seven yearsand we were getting tired and stale.”

From Eire Apparent, Henry McCulloch went to The Grease Band, Paul
McCartney, Wings, fame and fortune. Dave Lutton went on tojoin Steve
Ellisand Ernielaid low forawhile. Then he played with the ever-changing
Help Yourselfforabout ninemonthsandrecorded asoloalbum for Liberty.

JojowaswithErniein Help Yourselfand when the Clancy gigwas
offered it waslike slippingintoanold, comfortable pair of jeans; they
knew each other'smusic that well. “I enjoy the pub circuit very much,”
saysErnie, “beforel cameover to England [ used to playonthe Irish pub
circuit,and theatmospherearound London now is very reminiscent of
thatIrish scene. We just wanted to get outand work; we enjoy gigging
regularlyand the pubs give usthat opportunity.”

Like most pubbands, Clancy have arecord dealin the offing. Nothing's
fixed yetbut theband cutademoofeightto 10tracks, and althoughthe
quality’srough thetape hasimpressed the “right” people in the biz. The
oneswith thecontracts.

“Ithink we’'d have done better to get an outside producer towork with
us,” says Ernie. “We've aload of ideas but we need someone tobring them
together, to tellus what touseand what tothrowout. It'san objective ear
thatwas needed. All theguys in theband have beenaround foralong
time nowand we're alllookingfor somethingthat's goingto be lasting
andworthwhile.”

Usingtwolead guitarsinvitesinevitable comparison with American
bandslike Quicksilver, the Allmans, the Dead. “Yes, wedo digthe way
they play. We've allhad enough of the high-volume stuff. We'd much
ratheruse the small Fender gear we've got now. We could buy enormous
stacksand blast everyone to kingdom come, but we've all been through
thatscene and now we wantto play some music. We all feel it 'stime to
playsomethingalittle bit more mellow,” says Ernie, and his soft Irish
brogue adds awarm poignancy to the words.

The pub bands have developed theirownsortof“in-crowd”, butit
doesn’t have theelitistair the phraseconjures.
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“We've all
had enough
of the high-

volume stuft”

“Weallknoweachother... the Bees, Ducks, Kilburn... we're all friends,
it'sacloselittlecircle, we allkeep intouch, keep feelers out to see who's
playingwhere, and what they're doing. It's developed into quite alittle
mutual admiration society.”

Ernie picks hisway back through the throng-the beery, jostling hairy
drinkingcrush -to the stage for afinal 45-minuteset. The band meander
onstage and Jojo putson his guitarandstartsachunky rhythmic pattern.
Onebyone the band come togetherand the numbers joininuntil theyall
rockingalong.

Abitlater, Clancy playa number that's gotaguitarlick straightoutof the
James Brown songbook; ahypnotic, repetitive hook that'sscrubbed by
Grahamover Bass and Brindell’s close-knit bass/drum parts.And
toppingitoff, Clancyhave two good singers.
ColinBassand Ernie, who'sarguablyone ofthe
most promisingtalentsonthe pubrockscene,
share thelead vocals- Bass’ deliberate, plainer
voiceoffsetting Graham’s strong melodic tone.

This month, Clancy startaresidency at
Dingwallsin Camden Lockevery Friday night.
Catch 'em there-youcanbesurethey'll not
beonthe pubsceneforever;infactthey'renot
tookeen about beinglabelled a pubrock band
atall, for, theyargue, it putsalimiton howfar
abandcango.

“Iguess we're just using the pub circuit for
awhile. We could go outand touras support
band toabigname, but we'd rather playsmall gigslike the Kensington
astopband.”

Evenapubrockband has an ego, itseems. GeoffBrown

Ace

ACEWAS FORMED somethinglike a year ago from the remnantsof
two bands-Might Baby and Warm Dust. Alan King, who'd years
previously been with The Action playing thunderous versions of '60s
Motown greats and had then moved on to Mighty Baby, droppedin at
the Tally Ho one night. There was a jam session going - ex-Action Reg
King was there too - and from those roots Ace grew.

Therhythm section of Warm Dust -bassist Terry Comer, drummer
Steve Witherington and organist Paul Carrack-havingtired of the
heavy’'n’ hypedscene they'ddriftedinto, joinedforces with Alan.

Atfirsttheband wereknown as Ace & The Dynamos, but the Dynamos
wassoondropped. Theband was completed by Phil “The Greek” Harris,
aguitaristwho'd been playingfor 12 years but had neverbeenin aband,
preferringjust tojamaround. But Philhad jammedin the best of
company, with Remi Kabaka, with Quiver, with Steve Winwood, and the
fact of his on-stageinexperience gives the band a certain freshness.

In common with the more promising pub bands, Ace do much of their
ownwriting—Alan, Pauland Phil being the main contributors. Alan has
written some songswith RegKing, too.

Theirset uses material ranging from Taj Mahal, Tommy Tucker’s
“Hi-Heel Sneakers”, The Four Tops’ “Loving You Is Sweeter Than Ever”
(shadesof The Action in that), The Cookies’ “Chains” and “Don’t Let Me
Be Misunderstood”.

Butthelast fivenumbersin theirset are originals, so there’s no
dependence onaChuck Berryrocker to bring theshowto astorming
close. Iftheirownstuffcan’tdoitthen they’ll settleforan honourable
close tothe night’'sstomping, whichis abit of arefreshing change.

Acearestillayoungbandin termsof playing together (certainly not
interms ofindividual age; though again, they're not yet ready forthe
geriatricward).

Nevertheless, they've been aroundlongenoughtoknowthatthey're
notready for recordingand are holding off until theautumn. At present
Aceare content to play as often as possible so that people canget to know
theirmusicand whenitdoes becomeavailableondiscthere’'llbea
hungry market.Inthe New Year, say Ace, the time should beripeand
asingle ortwo-followed up by an album would bejust aboutright.

Quiver have given the band encouragement and support, and Ace
haven’'tbeenafraid of the big gig. They played on thelast five dates of
Hawkwind'slast tour, and perhapssurprisingly, had littletrouble getting
through totheaudience drawn by thelast of the Greatcoat Groups.

Atthisstage of thegameit's pretty clear that Ace areaband that hold
afistful of good cards. GeoffBrown e
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Kilburn & The High Roads

[~ ITHER HE WAS propping the mic stand up
™ or it was keeping him upright, but the guy
—certainly had style and the post was clearly
Gene Vincent’s.lan Duryisratherlike a
modern Vincent with maybe atouch of
Beefheart’sgrowlandahintof Bryan Ferry's
mannereddelivery. You've guessedit. Duryis
really an original.

He'sleadsinger of Kilburn & The High Roads
and this Friday night we're in a slowly filling
Kensington pubin London to witness what is
only their second gigin two months. They've
beenoff the road rehearsingandrecording,
anditshows. A stiffnessin the guitar work
(lead and bass) was evident, but tenor
saxophonist David Payne strung together
some nice phrases onmore than one occasion.

David Rohoman, Kilburn’s drummer,
is perhaps their most outstanding
instrumentalist, holding the band together
with a fine technique. It's his cementation of
their playing that's of paramountimportance
totheir whole approach. The HighRoads are
aunit, atight bandbased firmly on ensemble
playing, and Rohoman hasthe style to give
themthat extrakick whenthe bandneedto
pushanumber harder. But the guy who's got
itin himtoreally sell Kilburnis Dury. His
individual voice clearly in the old rock'n'roll
idiom, nevertheless manages toimpressitself
asamodern collage of vocal trails and tricks.

Pace and entertainment i zvwors

Interpretations of old standards like
“Lucille” are nothing startling - at least not
onthisnight -but they did agreat campish
version of “The Naughty Lady Of Shady Lane”
(now can'tyoujusthear Ferry singing that
one?) and theirreggae number-“You're
More Than Fair” - is excellent.

Kilburn's own songs are, I'd say, the best
partoftheirset,and that’safact auguring well
for their future. GeoffBrown

Dr Feelgood

HELEADSINGER, Lee Brilleaux, has
-|-a great, snotty, hard-nut attitude. He

stands with the micand a cigarette in his
right hand, a flick of the wrist takes the fag
fromhis mouth and he singsinasnarl.

He and hisband - Dr Feelgood -are a
strange new brew. At London’s Lord Nelson
pub last week they played early Chuck Berry,
Coastersand Jerry Lee Lewis numbers, yet
appearedtohave takenthe arrangements
andmood from the Liverpool, Manchester
and London clubbands of the early '60s.

Their approachto“I CanTell",
“Dimples”, “Route 66" and the like
are clearly reminiscent of white
rather than black interpretations.
For most of the first act they play
these songs pretty much straight
downtheline. Then, during the last
number - “Great Balls Of Fire”-

DrFeelgoodini973:(l-r)
WilkoJohnson,John“TheB g
Figure”Martin,Lee Brilleaus
andJohn“Sparko” Sparks

there's an eruption of activity with lead
guitarist Wilko Johnson doing the splitsin
mid-air 4 la Townshend and twirling and
skittering zsround the stage.

Thesecondsetisa “show” comprising
guitar humping, mic-stand masturbating,
the lead guitarist singing (flat) Johnny Kidd's
“I'll Never Get Over You”, climaxed by their
manager or roadie conspicuously thumping a
table and demandinganencore, which he got.

Dr Feelgood have no original numbers.
They're concerned with pace, simplicity and
entertainment. GeoffBrown
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Too bad”

CCG OATS HEADSOUP,” said Mick
Jagger, pacingabout the room.
“Imightchange it. Alot of people
don’tlikeit. Too bad.” A typically terse
statement from the ever-impatient Mick
Jagger. Actually, Mick denies that he is over-
impatient with people, life. And he certainly
has mellowed with the years. Or perhaps he
hasreturned to hisformerself.

Weweretalkingabout theRollingStones’ new
album, anditsdisturbingtitle. What doesit
denote—ahalf-remembered children’sfantasy
tale, orsomereference to privations on a desert
island?Thetitlehasasmuchmeaningas Exile
On Main Street, iftruth beknown.

It's themusic that counts, and Soupsimmers
withall thenourishingflavourofthenew
generation of Stones albums, Let It Bleed, Sticky
Fingersand Exile. The first generation of Stones
albumsnow seem solong ago that even Mick
hasdifficultyinrememberingthem.

Andaswesatlisteningtothe newalbum
inthe Stones’record officein London, |
remembered Jaggerinterviews of ages past.
Backintheearly dayswhenhe seemed under
terriblestrain, but eager tocommunicate
awealth ofideas. Andlater,around 1969, the
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AUG 18 Mick Jagger previews Goats Head
Soup. “I never listen to the old songs now.”

sad year, when Brian Jones died, when Mick
was withdrawn and uncommunicative.

Now he seemed morerelaxed than he had
been foryears,and much moreinterested, once
again,inmusicand theRollingStones. Lessthe
international celebrityand actor,and more the
singerinarock’n’rollband.

Dressedinabluedenimshirtandstriped,
mauve trousers, hedidn'tlook mucholder, and
ifanythingthenewshort
hairstyleseemed tohave
lopped offacoupleofyears.
Mick’s form of defenceisto
attack,and hecanbequite
curtandaggressivewhenthe
mood takeshim.Butas
Charlie Wattsoncetold me:
“He’squitesoftreally,
y'know.” And whenagirl
reporter waskeptwaiting

“I really felt close

to this album, and |

really put all | had
into it”

Webegan with the basicsofthe album,
releasedin timefor theforthcoming
tour. “Itwasrecorded all over the place,”
said Mick, “overabout two tothree
months.[think you'lllike thealbum.
Thetracksare much morevaried than
thelastone,and all thatcrap.And there’s
muchmorevarietyin the playing. |
didn’twasn'titto bejust abunch ofrock
songs. Wedid 18 tracksaltogetherand
wegot the basicsdoneveryquickly.

“It'sgenerally different from thelast
LP,which kindawent on solongthat
Ididn'tlikesomeofthethings,and the
directionseemed tostandstill. There's
morethoughttothisone. IU'skinda
weird the way Keithand I work together.
Weboth have songs we puttoeach
other, but Keith tends toleave thelyrics
tome.On hissongs, he'll tell me the part
tocomein, and that'swhen Iscream!
Isupposel writemost of theltyrics.”

Does thateverbecomeachore?“It can
beachore,butidon'tletit. Youcan
usuallygetintothemood of a piece. All
thesongstendtobean extension ofa
different mood and all havedifferent
meanings. Themoodsgoupanddown
becausel getimpatient with things.
Noteverything,buttdotendtotryand
make judgementsabout people,and
Keith doesn't. It'sagood thingto have
differentattitudes, especially in a song-
writingteam.lenjoywritingandl like
tohaveKeith helpme. 'msure he feels
asinvolved in writingasido.”

Webegantorecallsomeofthe Stones’
older material, greathitslike“YouCan't
Always Get What You Want”.

“Yeah, I reallyliked thatsong. But
Ineverlistentotheold songs now.1
don’tevenhavethe records. [suppose
Ishould get Deccatosend measet, but
they've probably only gothalfofthem.
Yes [remember ‘Yesterday's Papers’,
thatwason avery peculiaralbumcalled
Between The Buttons. never play them,
youknow.I'mnotsayingthey're not
good, butifyou go tosomeothermusician’s
house, theydon't playali their old recordings.
Youneed notignorewhatyot have done, but
youshouldn’tlook back too much.

“Ireallyfelt closeto thisalbum,andlreally put
alllhadintoit. PeoplewholiketheStoneswill be
expectingaverygood albumfromus,butpeople
whodon'tlike the Stones will beexpectingavery
badalbum. Whateveryoudo, it'snot goingtobe
right forsomeone. You have
tojudgearecord by what you
thinkisthere.

“Iplayedonetrack to Rod
Stewart and allhesaid was,

llike that because thevoice
isloud. The best way to
judgeanLPisbythenumber
of people that boughtit. Ibuy
recordsthataresupposedto
begreat,and I never play

forhourstoseehim them. DrJohn’salbums
untilnearly9pm, Iplayalot,and [know
unbeknowntoall, I he R O"m thatilikethem.”
heseemed S ‘Stones Therewas
considerably GOATS HEAD Soup atimewhen,
dismayed, and ) understandably
apologetic. inviewof their
Prod. Jimmy Miller Rolﬁnl 957'3
3 COC 59 101 Recoras ©~



chequered career, Mick seemedtobe
losinginterestintheStones,and inbeing
asinger.Thecallofacareerinfilmswas
hardtoresist. But nowJagger is back into
music, going to hearas many concerts as
hecanand helpingalongnewgroups.

“We'vesigned an Americangroup
called Kracker, whowillbeonthe tour
with us. Theyplayrock, notloud like
Black Sabbath, butgood and verytight.
Ihopetogetabitmoreinvolved with
them, but of course what I'm most
involvedinis doingourmusic.

“Really,lalwayshavebeeninto
rock’n’roll. Thereare periodswhen you
arejustnotintoitatall. Youcan'tspend
allyourlife beingaRollingStone. After
you'vedoneatourandan LP,you've got
tothinkaboutsomethingelse.”

TheRollingStoneshavebeenin
existence now fora decade, outliving
even The Beatles, and adozen shooting
starsalongtheway. Howmanytimes
have weheard of the new solostar, about
toreplace Mick Jagger. Buthere heis,
backagain, andsellingconcertseats
quickerthanabrace of bumptious new
heavygroups, or freshlyscrubbed teen
idols. Mick began tomuseon thechanges
hehadseenintherockscene.

“Yeah, there haven'tbeen enough
changesforme. Itdoesn’t move fast
enough. It’sobviouslychangedinsome
respects,andit’samuchbiggerscene, but
I'mnotintoyourteenybopperthings.
think David Bowieisa very serious writer,
andSladearegood, buttheyhaven't
madeitinAmerica. Someofthebands
aregood, butsomearerubbish. I thought
theglamourthingwasfunny, because
I'veseenitallbefore, butit'sdifficult for
theAmericanstounderstand.’

Didn’t Mickregarditatlasachallenge?

“Ido,1do, Ido! It's nice tosee people
talkingabout England of course. 'm
lookingforward toour tour. 1 don'tknow
whattheaudienceswillbelike, butwe’ll
playthebestwecan.I'msurealotof
peoplewillhave neverseen the Rolling
Stones before; about 80 per cent willbe
there forthefirst time.lt won’tbeacosy
RollingStonesfan club convention.
Obviously there willbesome who heard
usyearsago, solimagine the ageswill be
between 12and 30.Audiencescanbe
very weird sometimes.’

How did Mickfitinto Decadent Rock,
asceneitisbelieved insomecircleshe
pioneered many years before Dave
Bowie, Sweet or the New York Dolls?

“It'sallwrong,” said Mick, setting
outacrossthecarpettowardsthe
record playerand headingback again
atarateofknots. “People bandythat
worddecadenceaboutand don't
know whatit means. They haven't
seen decadence becausetheycan't
seeitinoursociety. They'retoo
involvedinwhat theyare doing tosee
it. Whatdo they mean by decadence-
bisexuality? That'snot decadence,
but peoplethink there issome
mystiqueaboutit. It'simmaterial.

“Ithink DavidissincereandIlike
whathedoes. Itwouldbealietosay

hisimageishype.Ithink he's very
talented.Idon’tthinkinthreeyears' time
we'llbelaughingat whathe does, 'coshe’s
doneit better than anybody else. When
wegoon tour, we'lthe puttingonashow,
peoplewillexpectitofus,andlcouldn’t
juststand thereandsing. Itappliesto
everybody; even thePink Floyd doit.

“Thereareveryfewbandsthatdon’t put
onsomekind ofashow, exceptsomebody
like Paul Simon. Hisshowis raisingan
eyebroworhearingapindrop.Butthat’s
stillashow.1thinkourtourwiltbeabitof
alaugh. We'regoingtohave BillyPreston
playingpianoand threebrassplayers,
and thestagesettingwilllook nice.”

Mick headed towards the record player
again,andthistime decidedtodropon
the turntablethefirstcopy of Goats Head
Soup, for our delectation and delight.

Helayonthefloorand bellowed up
suitablecommentsasthealbum
progressed, while l imbibed aquantity
ofalcohol thoughtfully provided by Mr ).
Thetracks he played were not necessarily
intheorder they willappearon thefinal
album, release ofwhich hasbeen delayed
aweek. Butheturned thevolumeuploud
and whateverwas played sounded good,
amixtureofStonesfunkandinvention.

AsMickandIchattedquietly,and
somewhatdully, about thebarriersto the
Stones workingin Britain, income tax
problemsand the intractabilityofthe
trade union movement, I had the feeling
thatjustdown the corridor wild scenes
andoutragewerebeingenacted, to
which Mick wouldshorttybeaparty.

“Theonlybarriersare putup bythe
governmentand trade unions,and they
aresupposed to be the people there to
helpyou,” said Mick sagety. “The natural
thingistoplay,and I don’tseehow
governmentscan object to that. Alot of
peoplewanted toseeusinJapan, for
example. We asked the government there
ifwecould playandtheysaid yes. We sold
thetickets, thentwoweeks later theysaid
wecouldn’tcomein.”

Politics? “Oh yeah, of courseitis, it all
getson too much ofahigh level, and you'd
think those people would have
somethingbettertodo. Butthey want to
make some political capital out of it. It’s
allcompletelyabsurd.ldon’tknowwhat
I'ddoifTcouldn’tgoouton theroad;1'd
probably gomad. And we don’tgo around
smashingup hotel rooms. Thatcangeta
bit boring, y’know. 1 go out to play music
andthatgetsmeoff.” Chris Welch

Mr.

~ GOATS HEAD SQUP —

—— THE ROLLING

ROLLING STONES

“Each track is
diffepent ™ mae

Silver Train is afast rocker, could be described as
typical Rolling Stones, and said Mick: “It's the only one
likeitonthe album.” It featured some nice slide guitar
by Mick Taylor, with a powerful bassline from Bill
Wyman, and chugging rhythm guitars.

Winter followed, apretty song, with overtones of a Jimi
Hendrix-style ballad. And here Mick sings with great
emotion and power. Mick also added rhythm guitar and
thereis much clunking piano.

Hide Your Love is a Stones boogie with much
handclapping and boogie piano. Who was onthe
piano? “Me.”

Can You Hear The Music is another rocker, with much
phrasing on the organ, and the Stones sounding abit
like The Bandin a Dylanish groove. Here Charlie Watts
excelled himself with that flat, laid-back sound. Flute
makes a surprise appearance - highly dramatic.

Dancing With Mr D is a highly evil rocker and my
favourite track onthe album. Loosely termed a boogie
rocker with lots of noise and aggro. “Dance!” yells Mick
inakind of demoniac exhortation.

100 Years has Mick singing solo, once againin Dylanish
mood (and here | amopen to correction), with saucy
tempo changes of akind we are not accustomed to
hearingfrom the Stones. Again the lead guitar shows
signs of a Hendrixinfluence, and as the piece returns
toits original tempo takes on a country-soul-blues
mood that cues in anoisy, raucous climax.

Coming Down Again has Nicky Hopkins on piano, andis
avery funky, slow blues.

Heartbreaker has a hook line that as far as | canrecall
without having a copy of the album at my elbow went
somethinglike this: “Doo, doo, doo, doo, doo”, to which
myresponse was “yeah,” and “rock on”. The brass
helpedalothere.

Angie is the single, with another chance for Jagger

to shine as a vocalist of some stature, a fact which
sometimes getslost amidthe general ballyhoo. Charlie
clips beats off his hi-hat, and there is more good piano
beating. Who was Angie? Mick affected deafness.
“Eachtrackis different,” he said by way of explanation,
“andthere was not alot of overdubbing. The flute and
stuff was added afterwards.”

Starfucker One of the tracks Mick didn't play me
was the controversial “Starfucker”, with its lyrics
whichifincluded on the album would guarantee
itbeing banned on most radio stations. “Starfucker”
has suchlines as: “If ever/ get back to funcity, girl,
I'mgonnamake youscreamall night/Honey,
honey, call me on the telephone/l know
you're moving out to Hollywood with
your canof tasty foam.” It sounds
damn rude to me. What always
amazes me about the Stonesis
that they seem such niceladsin
conversation, and yetall hellbreaks
loose around them - enoughto
keep papersin endless headlines.

STONES
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Novembers,1973: after
supportactTheEagles’
mellowcountryrock,

Neil Youngunveilsthe
harrowingsoundofhisyet-
to-be-released Tonight's
TheNightalbumatthe
RainbowinNorthLondon




NEIL YOUNG

“ wantto be
etolive
with myself”

has had
enough of the music
industry machine MELODY MAKER

and craves S|mpler HE DEEP-SUNKEN EYES, the wide mouth, stragglyand unkempt

(e [H : : “ " .
hair, therare smile, moody look and a load of “downer” songs - Neil
Shuws' FI“Ing a Younghasall the trappings of a manic-depressive loner who has

20,000_5831 ha“ is seenitall. This s, of course, his huge appeal - few can resist his

powerful way with asong that articulates the mood of a period or

not mk’n’m“,” he the depression of the wayward.

Beyondallthese characteristics, though, Neilisa magnetic man of some style who

sa “but mk’n’m“ stands today as one of the few rock musicians who transcends boundaries between
, Py P T . » . .
honest musicianand narcissistic personality. He’s a star, all right, buthe madeitas a

bl.lSiIleSS.” I_ive with musician, sohe oughttobe at peace with hisworld. Butheisn’t.

. s ae Neil Youngisnotacosy person. Hehas astrong presence butis deeply suspicious of
Jonl Mltche“ he gets those outside his chosen circle of friends. He despises formality, especially wheniit
. ’ involves answering questions about himself. He seems to live in perpetual fear that he

back to b aSI cs. willbe misunderstood. Don’'t we all? The difference with Neil is that he has allowed
this obsession to turnhimintosomethingofarecluse to all but the chosen few. My
interviewwith him beganaboutayearago in LosAngeleswhen he spent 15 minutes
tellingmehedidn’tlike the thought of being interviewed but would happily chat.
Everyoneknewthis wasnowhere.

The conversation was renewed and ended last week in the same office - hisrecord
company HQatAsylum on Sunset Boulevard - with Neil reaffirming thathe didn’tlike
beingquestioned by interviewers but go ahead. Bob Dylan, prophet of much ofwhat
wesurvey, wrote “...it'sonly people’s gamesyou have to dodge”. And hewasright again.

Neilwasinahappymood today. He joked alot with Elliot
Robertsand David Geffen, his managers, made and accepted
lots of phone calls- “Hey, 'mactinglike abusinessman” -
and asked the telephonist to gethim Carl Wilson.

“CarlWilsonisn'tin,” said thegirl. “Find outwhere he s,
then,” said Neil. Justaminorretort, but with enough edge to
showthat our starwould not, even ina good mood, weaken
too readily. He picked away at aguitarandl asked him to
elaborateon hisdecision toreturnto clubwork. He

E condemned giant concertsat 20,000-seater venues as
& “circuses,” andsaid timehad proved thattheseevents »
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werean enemyof musiciansandoflittle use to
fanseither. “That wasn't what we were chasing
from thestart, wasit?” heasked.

Well, gettingback to theroots was anoble
thought, but whatabout yourego, Neil? Doesn’t
itneed feedingany more? Supposingonly 200
peoplebuyyournextalbum...

“I've been right through that tripof massive
audiences and myego hasbeen satisfied.
Iguess all these bands that aredoingit have
todoit, butonceyou've doneit, then what? You
realisethat that’s notwhatcommunicatingis
all about. Filling a20,000-seat hall is not
rock’n’roll, butrock’n’roll business. I can’t
imagineanymusician would sayhereally
enjoyed itand wanted to go on doingit. So, it's
back toclubs for me.

“Iwanttobeabletosee the people!'m playing
forand I want the peoplel playtotofeel thatthe
music isbeing madejust for them-youbounce
off people, that way. Getup, jumparound, have
agoodtime, getdrunk-atleast let's see each
other. That'swhat Igotoaconcertfor.

“Fewer peoplewiltbeseeingit, but the people
who comewill haveexperienced something.’

Thechanged attitude came during Neil’s
marathon American tourlast year. AtOakland
Coliseum, San Francisco, hewassinging
“SouthernMan”, herecalled, whenafanranto
thefrontand jubilantly threwuphisarms.The
guywasobviously happy. Next thing was | saw this cop behaving
hysterically-hejustranupand smashedthisguydown.Icouldn’tcarry
on playing, and thiswasabigconcert.

“Itwasaterribleaffair. twaslike watchingmyselfon TV and someone
had pulled out the plug! was playingon, but [couldn’tbelieve what I'd
justseen. i wasdisconnected. ThenIgot out of that placeand|said to
myself, ‘Who needsit?’

“Whoneedstobeadotinthedistancefor 20,000 peopleandgive the
copsanother excusetoget uptightandstop kids being happy? Thecircus
mightbe allright for some acts, butit’s not formeany more. I'mtired of
singingtoacop, that'sall’

Aswellasdoingregularclubwork, Neilseesafascinating futurein
fitms. For the past 18 months he’s been directingand producinghisown
filmideas, called Journey Through The Past. A90-minute colour movie, it
isdescribed by Neil aslikeastudyofthe current American generation
rather than arock film. Although its premiere performance takes place
soonin Boston, Massachusetts, the film has been bannedin Britain,
presumably because of ashotin whichaguyisfixed with heroin.

Yet Younginsiststhe filmtakesalineagainsthard drugsand has “no
nudity, sexor violence”. e intendsto keep resubmittingit to the British
censorsin the hope that theywillchange theirminds-"“They'realot of
fuddy duddiesoverthere.”

The movie featuresastudentinagraduation gown whosees through
alotofexperiences. And Neil said heintended, when makingthe film, to
deal sanelywith moral and political issues.

Obviouslybitterly upset that his production hasruninto trouble, he
added: “Ireallywould like British audiences tohave achancetoseethe
movie -eversince myshowatthe Royal Festival 11all [twoyearsago], I've
realised the communication you canget withanaudience. That wasone
of thebest things!’ve ever done, that Festival Hall.”

YoungandNilsLofgren,
whoplays guitar andpiano
aspartofbackingband
TheSantaMonicaFlyers,
atthe Rainbow,Nov5,1973

Filmsintrigue Neil
Young. He'dseen
Dylan’sdebutin Pat
GarrettAnd Billy The
Kid,and laughed:
“I'd rather see Roy
Rogers!” The Jimmy
Cliffmasterpiece The
Harder They Coine
had himenthused
andconfirmed his
enjoymentofreggae.
“Afterhalfan hour

“I'm tired of
singing to a
cop, that’sall”

youdon'tneedsubtitles,” he observed. “ifthe
moviedoesn'tmakeitonitsown, it'saloser. This
wasawinner.” Hedoubted ifreggae would take
offasdramaticallyin the USAasin Britain. Too
manyAmericansand notenough WestIndians?

Thetalkmovedontorockartistsand the
insatiable determination of British bands to
“makeit” inAmerica. Aswespoke, ahuge
biltboard hungover Sunset Strip: “THECOSMIC
PUNKRETURNS” witha picture of Marc
heraldingtheimminent Bolanconcertdates. In England, asimilarly
prominent hoardingwould prociaim the benefits of Bovril or Coke or
evensomethingthat carried agovernmenthealth warning. Notin
Hollywood: rock isadominant industry which issold hard —-and whynot,
when evenyour cab driverisoftenalapsed musician?

“These British bands come over here and WORKSO HARD!” exclaimed
Neil. Elliot Roberts, awryguywithafirmhandshake, shookhisheadin
disbelief. “They come over hereand can’t wait tosee theirnamesin
lights outside the Continental Hyatt Houseand the Sunset Marquis,
and theysetthemselvesup astheanswertothisor theanswertothat...
“And,” Neilfinished, “by then you've forgotten what the question was in
thefirst place.

Neil'searlier remarksabout concertsand his contemplation of high-
energy contemporaries seemedtoindicate asatisfaction ofego-feeding.
Wouldheevergointothestudiotoconcentrateon makingasingleas
commercial as “Heart Of Gold"?

‘No-I'vedropped ‘Heart Of Gold’ from myconcerts nowanyway, so
you cansee how heavily 'mintoperpetuatingmysingles! That track was
not made as asingle- wewentintothestudiotocut thealbum andIguess
wewere hot that nightanditwasagood cut, butit’s gone now.

“I'veseen afew artist who've got hungupon thesingles market when
they've reallybeenalbums people. The telitalesigniswhenyou try toget
offawagonthatcomes naturallytoyou. It'seasytodo, butifyou're wise,
youstay with beingwhatyoureallyare. [wanttobeable tolive with
myself... 1just hope there’s not asingle off my nextalbum.

So, with anenviabletrackrecord, Neil hasclimbed tothe top of the
helter-skelterandhasdecided not toaim torepeat his pastachievements.
Therewillbe, he says, no more marathon toursthatexhausthimand his
musicians; no more monster concerts thatsatisfy no one; nomore hit
singles unlessbyaccident; more newalbums, yes, because theyare him;
andanuncertain futurein movies. Itsoundslikeananticlimax.

“Well,1guess [ canunderstand that view but I'm at thepoint where  feel
thestrainofhavinghad acertainamountofsuccess,” hesaid. “I'm still
passing through, feelingmy way. | haven’t comeout at the otherend yet,
and I'mnot dead. I've got togo on living, being myself, really.

Hetalks, when he'srelaxed, accompanied by expansive hand
movements,almostlike he’sconductingan orchestra. Insightsinto
hisemotionsarerare, but thespectre ofthe old days of Crosby, Stills,
Nash & Youngdidn'tseem too faraway when hesaid, inexplaininghis
distrust ofinterviewers: “l was the guy whowas goingtobe NOTHING,
remember, and thensuddenly [ came upandeverybodyseemed to
expect me to go public. it'sasifl hadn’tbeen around foryears then took
up playingtheguitar.” RayColeman



JUIS is onstage at

A manic depressive on an up
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israther stoned. He's trying to explain why

the 250-odd kids here, crammed
in-between the bar and the club’s two pool
tables, have paid their four dollars. It’s not just
music, it's for acause.

“Like, we gottaraise the money togeta
lawyer and stop them doin’ this!” he appeals.

It seems some college wants to build
apartments for studentsrightin Topanga
Canyon. The Canyon, 45 minutes’ drive away
from Los Angeles, down the Ventura Highway,
is a wild beauty spot, and no goddamn
students oughttobe out there, ridingaround
loaded on grass and whatever.

“Though | might do it myself,” Louis grins
slyly. Butthen, Louis’ head appears to be
unsteadyin any case. Truthfully, heis not
presentinga very good defence, and now
the kids, initially sympathetic, are getting
ratherrestless.

These kids are from California, wouldn't
you know, whichdoesn’tjustmean LA.Lots
of brown skin and beards, with voluminous
shirts hanging round their denims, and
shouting “Awright! Awright!” inthe breaks
betweenthesongs.

Kids with long hair, butlooking big and
rough enough to be high school/college
football players. Still, the Corral is a gas of
aclub, out here in beautiful, mountainous, but
above all hip Topanga Canyon. Where else
would you get beerin pitchers twice the size
of steins and girlsin bikinis hanging over the
greenbaize and slotting eight-balls all around
thetables.

Alarge wooden shack onamountainroad,
that's whatitis - not Rodney Bingenheimer's
English Disco, Max’s, the Marquee or the
Bitter End. But tonight is special, not just
becauseit’s Saturday, but because Neil Young
has decided he's had enough of playing
aircraft hangarsround the country.

The story was out of the bag that morning.
Some loudmouthon the radio. Asylum
Records had wanted to keep it quiet - just
word of mouth. But by mid-Saturday
afternoonthere were at least 200 kids
clustered around the Corral, kicking their
heelsin the heat and the dust. First come first
served:agood Topanga Canyon principle.

Sowhen Louis starts rambling and yawping
into the mic, there's much dissatisfaction
down on the floor, where legs and arms and
backsides have allbeen joined together in
painful congress.

Everyone has satand squirmed through The
Eagles’ souped-up country rock, with notably

\eil and Joni:
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fine picking by Bernie Leadon on electric
banjo. And they've observed withreverence
four songs by JoniMitchell; evenyelled out
*You're beautiful, Joni” while their analbones
groaned at the hardness of the floor.
Therefore Louis - and whoiis he, anyway? - had
betterbe quiet. Neil Young says so. “Shuttup,
Louis,” he grins, “We want music.”

Neil has arrived on stage, with his blue check
shirt flapping behind him and long greasy hair
falling over his face, like a sheepdogoutin the
rain, and he looks less amusician, really, than
some farmer’s son; strapping, you might say,
nothing cool or groovy.

The audience s his mirror. He even used
toliveup here inthe Canyonbefore he
went further north, to LaHonda, near San
Francisco. Went occasionally to the Corral.
Itcouldn’tbe a more apt place for hisinitial
return to the clubs.

Andthere’s Nils Lofgren of
Grinand Crazy Horse, his old
back-up buddy - akid with
the puffylook around the
mouth of Keith Richard - Nils,
testing out the piano. Ralph
Molina settles back behind
the drums, and Billy Talbot
straps on the bass,and Ben
Keith, all denimed-out,
essays afew dartingruns
across the fretboard of the
pedalsteel.

Neil, he's pluggingin, all the while ignoring
Louis, who finally says, “To hell with Neil!” But
it's OK because we're allmen here. It's only
superstars who getuptight. And eventually
Louis gets the message and teeters off. An
amiable fool, after all.

Four American Indians and some kind of
chiefarein the audience. A couple of kids, on
the tipsy side, sidle near and ask loudly what
“these rednecks” are doing here. Joniwas
trying to get them to play some of their
ceremonial music, butit's no good now.

Sothey watchimpassively as Neil Young
stompsinto his first number of the night, a
little thing off his next album called “Walk On”,
whichheis to perform four times this evening.

The jagged edges are noticeable.
Neil goeshorribly flat when he
tries toscale those high notes;
he attempts again and again,
until finally he blurs the vocal
into the mix of instruments.
Andhe'sno more than
areasonable rhythm player
onguitar.
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“This scruffy
land-boy, wielding
a guitar like it was

a buzz saw, here
in his backyard”
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NEIL YOUNG

The songs, most of them new, like
“Albuquerque,” “Speakin’ Out” and
“Mellow My Mind", seem ordinary. Whatever
it was, he's said it all before. Maybe he's too
happy now, livingupin LaHonda with Carrie
and child Zeke. The best writing generally
comeswhenyou'realittle lonely orsad, or
bored. Neil's amanic depressive onanup. It's
the classic confrontation between personal
and artistic welfare.

What savesit, what disguises the aesthetic
distinctions, is the momentum of his character.
This scruffy land-boy, wielding a guitar like it
wasabuzz saw, outhereinhis ownbackyard.
There's almost a Neanderthal air about him;
that prognathouslook, those heavy eye-
brows. It’sless the excellence of the music
than the fierce proximity, though no one
could deny that Lofgren, particularly,is afine
pianist and aneven greater guitarist. Noone
has beenshort-changed.

Andhe has one very arrestingnew song
afterall.“Tired Eyes”, it’s called. Great, hip-
dramaticintro: “Wellhe shot four menina
cocaine deal...” Drugs and murder, therich
spice of American “other life”. “Please take my
advice", he sings. Neil Young may be anti-drug,
but he has afascination with the romance
of the needle thatis
positively Poe-ish.

What offends the censors
in his film Journey Through
The Pastisasceneinvolving
shooting up. But that high,
thin voice strains with the
lament, and the auto-
destructiveness of the act
dissolvesinthe sweetness
and languor of the romantic.
Sometime he shouldrecord
Bert Jansch’s “Needle Of Death"”.

But by the time the second show comes
around he's digginginto his own past with
“CowgirlInthe Sand”. Lofgrenhas on a pair
of horn rims now, and the guitars are
counterpointing on the breaks. Joni gets up
withan electric guitar and sings asong to their
backing thatshe’s writtenthat very afternoon,
highup onthe grassy Topanga peaks.

The hard clicks from the pool tables are lost
inthe sound and the sweat. The club has its
ownromance, really: that a couple of palpable
superstars should drop inand play together.
The funny thingis, by the end of the night it's
not JoniMitchell or Neil Young, it's the club
itself that's the star.

Even funnier,whenit'sall over yourealise
how precisely it's the surroundings
that create theillusion of stardom.
After two setsit could've been
almost anybody up there

onstage. Dangerous thing,
stardom. Still, it was really
OKat the Corral the
other Saturday evening.
Michael Watts

OK Corral
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BRIAN ENO, THE WHO,
DAVID BOWIE, RONNIE
LANE AND MORE

Y A seasonal offering

4 NME NOV 10

&
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month. Titled “Merry Xmas Everybody”, it isissued by

Polydoron December 7. Following the style of their
current single “My Friend Stan”, in which the letter ‘n’
appears the wrong way round, the official spelling of their
newtitle hastheletter ‘s’ back to front. However, release of
their new album-completed in London before their US tour
and mixed intheStates-has been delayed until February
because the group have decided on a totally newsleeve idea.

Theband havescrapped theiroriginalintention to play
threeor four “Christmas party” type concertsin London
mid-December. Thisis partlydue torecordingcommitments,
but mainly because, inviewofthe seasonal nature of their new
single, they will beappearingextensivelyon televisionduring
the pre-Christmas period.

Sladeare currently touring Europe,and Noddy 1 olderis
experiencingno further problemswiththevirusinfection
which caused adelayintheopeningofthetour.Saida
spokesman: “Hisback hasresponded well to heat treatment.

Thegroupgointothestudiosearly next monthtostartwork
onanew album-thiswillbeforrelease after their LP now
rescheduled for February.

TheyreturntoAmericainJanuary foraone-monthtour, then
flytolapanfortheirfirstevervisit to thatcountry, followed by
anotherconcerttourofAustralia.
Itnow seemsunlikely that Slade
willbe playinganylivedatesin
Britain before May.

Slade’s newChristmassingle
was, initsbasicform, writtentwo
yearsagoby Noddy Holderand
Jimmy Lea. Butitwasnotuntil
two monthsago that theyhad
theideatoadapt thelyricinto
aseasonal offering.

S LADE RELEASE THEIR first ever seasonal single next

. -

g
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“Notmanypeople want
toliveinacaravan™:
RonnielLaneinLondon
withsome of the props
forhisnewroadshow

“Ithad to be a complete change”

MM DEC1

OME POP STARS like torock. Some
Spop stars like toroll. But little Ronnie

Lane has gotthe gypsyin his soul. One
day this year, Mr Lane, arich and successful
rocker, whohad once been a poor but popular
rocker, decided that jet time lag, motel food,
endless toursandthe prospect of the
inevitable country mansion was not for him.

Laney, bass guitarist with the Faces, and
Rod Stewart’s alter ego, decided to strike out
onhisownand take along, cool look at his life.
With a fine new single under his belt and
exciting plans for the futureinhand, some of
the old Lane spark had returned, as he talked
about his remarkable venture The Passing
Show, and hislifeinacaravan.

For Ronnie wants totake
rock back to the people,
andtravel aroundthe
country withakind of
musical circus, pitching tent
where'er the authorities will
supply water and essential
services. He has already
had atestrunonClapham
Commonand next year will start a kind of
pilgrimage around England.

What was the first show like? “Oh, a
shambles. Butifithadbeen more professional,
it wouldn’thave been as good. The idea for the
show hasbeenin my mind for ages, but now it
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“We’ll grow veg
in window boxes
on the wagon”

has come together just at the right time. All
the problems| thought wouldhave been
around, people have come along and said,
‘Oh, | cantake care of that.' It'sreally weird the
way it's coming together.

“The problems were, y'know, getting a site,
and sussing out the authorities,and the
regulations on fire and sanitation. | went into
see Brian Hutch at GM records and told him
what | wanted to do and he said: ‘Are you
serious? Well, | was broughtupinacircus, and
my parentsare stillincircus, overin France.'So
he introduced metoallthe right people.

“Not many people want to liveinacaravan,
of course.ButI'vebeendoingitall year,
parkedinpeople’sdrives.It'sa1920s fortune-
teller's wagon -alovely old
thing. | mustsay, 'mvery
happy doingiit.

“We're now inthe process
of buying aload of old single-
decker London Transport
buses,'cos they'reingood
nick. We'llputbunksinand
turntheminto box offices,
etc. We'llhave to see how the money comes
on,because the mobile recording studio took
the guts out of my bank balance. Butthat's
doing well,isn’tit? Did The Who's
Quadropheniaonthat,and it’s starting to pay
foritself. Chipperfield’s Circus have been

incredibly helpfulinthe project, and theyare
abitexcitedaboutit.”

What willthe show consist of, when the
caravansand tents hit town? “Well, there'llbe
me! It'llbe more carnival than circus. The
audience will come basically because it's music,
and there won't be any animalsor trapeze acts.
But we'llhave dancing girls and agood
comedian/compere.|ain't worried because
it'll come together andit’s out of my hands now.

“It'll be acircusinas much as we'll be living
like circus people.I'm hoping that Gallagher &
Lyle willbeinvolvedinthe show, although|
hope I'm not shooting my mouth off too soon.

“Wegetonvery wellandthey're also onme
record. They'll definitely be involved, but |
haven'texactly approached oldladies yet.
‘Youwon't getmeinableeding wagon!’ But
it'sgotto be yourlife,and you've got to love it.
Travelling Hippy Commune!” Ronnie laughed
atthe headline. We'llgrow our ownveg, in
window boxes onthe wagon. Terribly trendy.”

Does Ronnie come from Romany stock,
perchance? “No, | don’'tthink so. There was
atinker some way back. And the Lanes used
to travel some distance ashaulage, y'know,
heavy duty? Andme dad was along-distance
lorrydriver. |l always seemedto like travelling
around, that's for sure. | getitchy feet pretty
quick,” he said, pacingrestlessly around the
room. “That's why | never built the studio in



any one place. l thought, soon as you build it,
you'llwantto move.”

After allthe travelling he'd done with the
Faces, didn’'the want to take arest? “Yeah, but
thisis a different type of travelling. The other
wayisbeingtransported.|'m going to enjoy it
this way. | really got unhappy with the old way,
which startedall sorts of things.Sol gotoutin
the end. Also {'ve got a family now. | was given
afamily overnight. Andldon’t want to keep
putting them second to the band. This way, at
least we canall gotogether. The old lady will
be dancing, and workinginthe canteen. The
kids willbe working an’ all.”

Ronnie's tent willhold about 2,500 people
and he'llbe charging £1ahead admission.
Seating will beintiers, with an area for dancing
during food and refreshments. And the hope
is toinvolve local communities that don't often
hear live music.

“There's somuchyou candoin atent,and of
course the acoustics will be the same each
night, which solves alot of problems. And also
it willgoto alot of places where kids don't have
bands. We'llbe going torecognised circus
sites of course, with all the power laid on.

“l was amazed how together these places
are. They've even got 'phone lines. I'm very
concernedthat we playinanice environment,
because |'ve got tolive init for astart.

“We'llbe starting off in the spring. It's a bit
cold at the moment. And my caravanis a bit
old. Coughin the night and all the sides fall off.
But some of the big trailers are beautiful -
much better thanlivingin hotels.”

WillRonnie be forming aband? “Well, it's
Gallagher & Lyle; at the moment | haven't got
aband. ljust calledit Slim Chance for alaugh.
But playing with me at the moment is Bruce
Rowland on drums, Chris Stewart onbass and
ayoung American fellow, Bill Livesy, on
keyboards,and an amazing sax player called
Jimmy Jewell. He does alovely solo on the
B-side of the single. Oh, and Kevin Westlake
onguitar. He helped me write ‘How Come’.

“Imade the single because | was gettinga
bit bored, and Glyn Johns said | should make
one. The band is not committed to anything,
‘cos I've got nothing to offer them and there
are no immediate plans. | could have got a band
together and gone out doing the same sort of
circuits as the Faces, and that would be very
depressing. Ithadto be acomplete change.”

“It's horrible going over the same ground.
Andthere seemed noendtoit.l woke up one
morning and thought, ‘When'sitallgoing to
end?' I'dbeenatit for eight years, and I still
hadn't got around to singing any of me songs.
Thistime last year, | went over to Ireland, livedin
aLand-Rover,and went singingin pubs, justso |
could sing some of me own songs for achange.

“I was getting very frustrated. You see, my
songsweren'treally suitable for the Faces.
Theyare aloud, hardrock’n’rollband. Whereas
this band will be much lighter andlooser.”

It seems as if the years of pent-up frustration
and endless chasing around areoveranda
highly talented singer and writer will at last be
able toshine forth. Sobook your seats early,
folks. Ronnie Lane is coming to town! Chris Welch

Ronnie Lane
changes face

"He was very
very anti-glam”

MM OCT 20

concerning theextraordinary rise

andrise of Mr Tony Defries and his
glamorous protégé, young Dave Bowie.
What’s not so apparent is the history of
Bowie'srelationship with his former
manager, MrKenneth Pitt.

Mr Pitt, whoshared aflat with Bowie
managed himfrom '66 toApril 1970, when
the two parted companyonahandshake,
“Wespokefor halfan hourand then hesaid,
‘Thankyou,Ken.' Westill seeeach other.”

He’sratherconcerned that the true facts of
their period togetherareappreciated. For
instance, he says that Bowie'sassociation
with themimeartist Lindsay Kemphasbeen
much exaggerated. “ saw somethingin some
dreadful weekly pop magazine, The History
Of Poporsomething, that
says hewaswith him for
twoyears. That'svery
misleading He'd never
beentothe theatre before
hemetme.ltookhimto
lotsof things. We went to
dreadful thingsand lovely things.Onel
rememberwasCliff Richard atthe London
Palladium,a pantomime, because | wanted
himtoseeexactlywhat heshouldn’tbe. We
alsowenttoseeJoeOrton's Loot.

“Healwayshad the potential,butI thinkit
had tobedoneonhistermsandinhisown
time.Yousee, intellectually, hehad alot going
forhimevenat 18. Buthewentthrougha
periodwhen hewastremendoustyintroverted,
whenhisbrightest colourwasblack,and he
wasvery, veryanti-glam. That would be when
hewasinterested in Buddhism.

“Ifirst took tohim because  wanted
someone whowasn'ttheusualrun-of-the-
millguitarcowboy,drivingupanddownthe
M1landallthat. lwantedsomethingtheatrical

BY NOW WE know mostofthefacts

“We went to see
Joe Orton’s Loot”

Bowiein1968:
“introverted”
and“interested
inBuddhism”

becausel wasvery muchintotheatre myself.
Therewassomethingincrediblein thewayhe
moved, hiseyes, thelittle indefinable things.
Tusedtotalk tohimabout costume.”

Did heresent Defries’ arrival on thescene?
“Well, heintroduced himselftomeasa
lawyer.Imethim forless than halfan hour,
andshortlyafterwardsheleft his firm of
lawyerstojoin Laurence Myers (at GEM), and
oneofhisfirstclientswas Bowie. But Defries
and|laretotallyintwodifferent worlds. He
doesn’thaveany pretensionsto theartistic,
Idor’tthink. He'stotallyabusinessman.

I'dbesurprisedifhe
hadanyconnectionwith
Davidasanartist.He
could'vehelpedto
disciplinehimasanartist,
Isuppose, buti think Angie
hashelpedto0.”

Ahyes, thefair Angela currently residing
underthe pseudonym of Jipp Jones,aswe
learnfromanembarrassingpieceof crapin
the Look! pages of the Sunday Times. Mr Pitt
was not too forthcomingabouther. “At the
firstmeetinglliked her. Shestruck measone
of those veryclean, all-Americanco-eds.”

He paused. “But then she changed. For the
worse.” Herinfluence on Bowie? “Whatever
shedid, shedid it behind locked doors.”

We asked him, finally, if Bowie had in fact
been bisexual,as hehimselfhad admitted.
Ithadn’tsimply beenastunt? “Yes, but not
thatanyone would know. Hewascertainly
bisexual. Buthe'sdonealotofgood. He's
liberated alot of oppressed people.”

Amen,astheRevTroyPerrymightsay.

“Consider the man’s
intelligence™""

He'sjustopened up abank accountin SanFrancisco. Thisis the rumour spreading

JI MMORRISONDIDN'T die in his bath tub in Paris, as has been popularly supposed.

around California this week following areport on the UPl press wires to the city's
newspapers. But the plughas been pulled out by one Danny Sugarman, press agent for the
late Doors, who currently looks after the interest of Ray Manzarek and Iggy Pop.
Sugarman hastily denied the story and hoped that it wouldn’t reach Morrison's wife,
Pamela, who's about to visit the UK. “Jim's dead,” he told us, “and hasbeen for going on
three years now. One point in the rumour suggests that he's opened a bank account inhisreal

name. Consider the man’sintelligence - carrying out his own death and funeral just to appear
gone, and thento be so careless astobank using his own name. It doesn't make sense.”
At any rate, Sugarmanfinalised, poor old Jimremainsin the earth, where he'sbeen

since July 3,1971.
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“I dontlike
synthesizers,

MICHAEL PUTLAN/GETTY

[ must
confess”

MELODY MAKER

’LLMAKEA prediction here,” said Brian Eno, stretchedoutona

(( sofaandlooking as wan and wasted asaconsumptive 19th-century
poet. “Ithink, infact, I shall be seen asarock revivalistin a funny
way, because the thingthat people miss when they do their rock-
revivalrubbishis the fact that early rock music was, inalot of cases,
the product of incompetence, not competence.”

Andifthere’sonethingthat Enois, it'sanincompetent musician. That'swhat he
thinks anyway. “There’sa misconception,” he continued, “that these people were
brilliant musiciansand they weren't. They were brilliant musiciansin thespiritual
sense. Theyhad terrificideasand alot ofball or whatever. They knew what the
physical function of musicwasbut theyweren’tvirtuosi.”

Justlike Eno, see? Thereaction he's predicted should follow the release on
January 11 of his soloalbum. He'sfinished it. He played me the tapes. It s great stuff,
marvellous fun. There’sa track with out-of-tune piano, there's atrack that's just two
notes, there'satrack with afrantic Fripp scrubbingaviolentsolo, there'sa track with
greatand wittylyrics, whichsoundsasthoughitjust mightbe adigat Ferry.

Lovelytitles, too-“Blank Frank”, “Dead Finks Don't Talk”, “Driving Me
Backwards". Brian Enoisacomplete contradiction. His glamorous stage appearance
presupposed a cultured speech, adistant coolness. In private hisaccentissoftened
cockney; his mannerisopenandfriendly.

Hisfaceislike one of Tolstoy's starvingartists. Gaunt, aquiline, sensitive nose, high
cheekbonestopped withthinning white hair whichisstreaked withreddish rust
colouring over theright ear. The surroundings in this Ladbroke Grove livingroom
match theimage perfectly. Faded elegance. A fox furhangingover acaneroomdivider,
abrokenrockinghorse inone corner, shelves ofbooks, recordsand tapes inanother.

Since leaving Roxy, Eno’sbeen working prolifically. He's recorded an album with
Bob Fripp, he'srecorded his own solo material for future solo albumsand he’s heavily
involvedinthe formationofanavant-garde musiclabel. All thisand he’s bringing
funbackinto rock, too.

Ithasmadehimill. Hecan’tswallow, yet he's often very, very hungry. The night
before, he'd bought a three-course meal and, he says, had just about managed to eat
thesoup. Hisweightisdown to8st 1lband, dressedinblackshirtand trousers, he »
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has
amicably departed
Roxy Music (“lacking
insanity”), and as he
explains is “a luxury”
inany group. A non-
musician, he trades in
ideas and fun, hoping
tomake a record
with Percy Edwards.
“Pminterested in
things being absurd,”
he explains.



March2,1973:Ena
shortlybefore the
releascofRoxy
Music'ssecond
album, For Your
Pleasure,hislast
withtheband

Brian Eno is an incompetent
musician with a love of the
absurd and ridiculous—
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lookslikeapencil. But though he’s not physically fit, hiseyes have a bright
sparkle. Theylaugh.

Brian Enoleft Roxy Musicbecause he got bored. “First of all, let me say
that [think Roxyisagreatband and I think theirnewalbumisterrific.”
Right.“Butwhat itlacks formeisoneof the most important elements of
mymusicallife, which isinsanity. 'minterested in thingsbeingabsurd
and there wassomethingreally excitingin Roxyatthe time. We were
juxtaposingthingsthat didn’t naturallysit together.”

Brianliked theawkwardnessof theearlyband-"things werejust being
collaged together. The element of clumsiness and grotesqueness that
arose from that early thingceased tobe there.” Everyonein Roxy had
completelydifferent talentsand interestsand “there wasa terrific tension
atonestagein themusic, which I reallyenjoyed.”

You get one person playingsimplerhythms (himself, forinstance,
stabbingchordson piano, playingsimply through sheer necessity) and
another would play complex patternsover the top. There’s alot of that
contrastinability onhissoloalbumbecause he used musicians from
totally differentareasin the sessions. There was, forinstance, Fripp and
John Wettononbassand SimonKingondrums“and meon piano, and
Ican't play pianotosave mylife. I thinkit'ssuccessful because the piano
anddrumsaresorestricted in whattheydo thatit gives those other
instrumentsaterrificamount of freedom.”

There'sanimpressionthat Enoistryingtorecreate theearlyspirit of
RoxyMusicand moveitinadirection thathewould've preferred. There
is, however, no great evidence of any personal friction between Enoand
Ferry.“Theprobleminthelast vearofbeingin Roxy wasthat I didn't feel
thattherewasanytimetoexperiment.”

Enocouldgetanideahe'dwanttotry, buthe'd need iimetosetitup,
say, inan hour. “Since we were payingequally for thestudio time, it’s
quiteexpensive...ltworksout atabout £10each for meto doan
experiment,andit’sin the natureofan experiment thar it might fail.”

Helaughs. Thefallacvofrock music, says Eno, is that experimental
musicissuccessful. That, hesays, isobviousbutnot true. ltwouldn'tbe
anexperimentiftherewasn’tachanceoffailure. He'sspentawholedayin
thestudiojust trying forasound and he never
reached it. That'sexperimenting.

“Theworstthingabout feeling thatconstraint
of timeis vou feel yvoumust makesafe
experiments, soyoudon'tactually moveveryfar
because you do things that you knowhave averv
goodchanceofsucceeding.”

Enofirstgotinto music through poetry. He
usedtosingalongtorecordsalot, of course, and
bythetimehewas 10could doaveryfair Buddy
Hollyimitation. He never thoughthe'dbeina
group, though. Hecouldn’t playaninstrument,
whichdoesn’treally help,andhehadno
inclination tolearn, whichalso doesn't help.

Hisfirstrealinstrument wasataperecorder. “ltwasthefirstthing
llearnttouseinacreativeway. I think theonlywayonecan definea
musicalinstrument is a piece of equipment, beit a piece of wood with
metalonoracoupleofengines with tape on them, thatone uses to create
or transformsounds.” The first things Eno did wereconnected with
phonetic poetryrather than musicand singing. He'd build up tracks with
spokenwordsand thenhe'd talk
overthetop of them. Hedid thisat
Ipswich ArtCollege, where hewas
studyingart.

“lwasapainter... notaverygood
oneincidentally.”

Heleansover theside of thesofa
and producesa plastic bag. It'sfull of
notebooks. Inthemare descriptions
ofhispaintings. “They're farbetter
thanthe paintings, theyreallyare”
(that eye-sparking laugh again).
“Someone’smakingafilmabout the
notebooksat the moment.”

Heopensone. It'sfullof minute
writingand diagrams. They goback
to whenhewasabout 16 and look
likeleonardodaVinci'searliest
doodlings. “Then I gradually found

“I spend my
life in studios
and feel very
ill as a result”

myselfbecoming moreand moreinterested in avant-garde music.”

He found that music was amuch quicker medium than paintingand
therefore more satisfying to him. There wasn’tsuch agap between the
formationofanideaanditsexecution. That’swhyhispaintingsare
unfinished orcompleted in “averyunconvincing way. Theylooked asif
I'd got bored halfway through, whichin factiswhat had happened.”

Musicwas that much moreimmediate. Assoonasyoustartyou're
makingsounds. “It'sanactivity thathasamore directemotional appeal.”
That'swhymost of the art formsrevolve around music, savs Eno. He shifts
histightbulkin thesofa. Hisemptystomach is causingsome aggravation.

He gotintorock musicin 1969. He wasasinger for ashort while before
returning totheavant-gardefold. But it wasanimportant few months.
The group was Maxwell Demon.

Their music, says Eno, was “not unlikesome of the stuffon myalbum,
actually. It wasvery advanced insome ways but backward in others. We
didn'trehearse very much and I neverused towritelyrics, or notvery
much.lused toimprovise them, which s, in fact, how most of the lyrics in
this [soloalbum] aredone.”

Enoimprovisesand thenwrites thelyrics down: “Theway t writelyrics
isveryinteresting... ldon’tknowif I should reveal it before | patentit.”

Maxwell Demonwasanambitious project. It took alot of confidence to
getonstage with 10minutes’ rehearsed musicand playforan hour. By
definition, improvisatory bandslike that often do things which don't
workout.

Enofound it “quite nerve-racking. I thoughtit craved theindulgence
of theaudiencea bittoomuchreally, but it wasa very useful experience
becauseitindicated that | did have a feeling forrock musicthat Iwasn't
awareof before, and also that I really loved singing. I reallyloved it, very,
verymuch. And I never forgot that.”

\fter Maxwell Demon broke up, Eno thought that thisflirtation with
rock had cometoanend. Thefactthathe couldn’t play aninstrument was
theproblemonce again; he'dbe aluxuryinanvgroup. Theninearly 1971
agroup was formed that needed aluxuryaddition. Eno joined Roxy. He'd
known Andy Mackay from some work they'd doneon one ortwo avant-
gardeelectronic music things.

OneofthereasonsEnothinkshewasasked o
joinisbecause liewouldn’t playthe instrument
inanordinaryway, “whichis the most
pedestrianandboringwayimaginable, where
they treated itasanextended Farfisaorgan”.

It'snotasgood asaFarfisafor thattype of
work, savs Eno, and anyway hethinks thatthe
term “synthesizers” should beextended to
includethe moregeneral term “electronic”. The
people helikes forelectronicsare Phil Spector
and Jimil{endrix. Peoplewhorealise that “what
they're doingisawhole extended processright
uptotheloudspeakers. Idon’t likesynthesizers,
Imust confessat thisstage. They've gotso manybad associations.”

He'salways asked about people like Walter Carlosand soon butsays,
“I'mtotally bored by them, I reallyam.”

Inelectronics and avant-garde music, John Cage has mostinfluenced
himasatheorist; Morton Feldman hasheen mostimportantasa
composer. “Theideaof musicasbeingjustachunkoutofalonger
continuum hasalwaysappealed to me. That's why I like The Velvet
Underground. Youget the feelingwith alot of their tracks that they
started manyyearslaterandallyou're hearingisjustachunktakenout
somewhereand putontotherecord.”

Muchof Eno’s soloalbumhasthatsame feeling; quitealot of the Fripp/
Enohasit too. Thecollaboration happened quitebvaccidentwhenEno
mentioned to Fripp thathe'd invented something that treated guitar
sounds inanunusual way. Bob popped inone night, tried out the device,
immediately realised what was happeningto thesoundsand adapted to
it, played onitas thoughit was the most natural thing todo.

“Thefirstsideof thatalbumtookliterally 15 minutes to make. Nobody
believesthat, because there wereabout 50 guitarsonitanditwasn't
doctored oranything.”

Enohad “invented” awhole messofthings that relatetothe use of tape
recorders. Onceyou accept, hesays, thatall you'redealing withistime
andtheabilitytohold thingsfromthe pastit’s quite simple.

“NothingI'veever donewithataperecorderisbrilliant... It'sjust
obviousifyou think of what the truefunction of atape recorderis-ifyou
thinkof itasan automatic musical collage device.”
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March2,1973:
“Theideaofmusic
justbeingachunk
outofalonger
continuumhas
always appealed”

Brian Enoreckons he'd performon stage againatsometime,
but notheavy touring. “I think what I'm doingat the momentis
much moreimportantto me than performinganyway.”

He prefersthestudio. It's become his natural environment.
Hedoesn'tfeelit necessary todirect musicians. Hejust listens
towhatthey'replayingand “thenl'd take what they’re doing
and say, ‘What position does this putmein?'and ‘Howcan}
justify the musicalidea to suit?’

“ljustfind myselfso happyinstudios... (that laugh again)
so happy, ljustspend my life in them and feel very tired and
veryillasaresult.”

The musicians on the soloalbum, says Eno, don’t mind his
manipulationoftheirsound. Theyknowwhat toexpect when
they playon his sessions... “Ifnothingelsel’'mknownasbeing
amutatorofsound.

“Ilearnt very much doing thisalbum.1did this very quickly.
Irecordeditin 12 days, soit’squiteacheapalbum.”

He had agood relationship with the engineer, which was
important for his type of work. “Empirically, lknow what
soundsIwant,thoughintechnical termsI mightnotbeableto
expressthemaswell.”

In manyways hesounded like Willie Mitchelldescribing the
development of the “Al Greensound”.

Enohasalreadystartedon hissecond solo album. It sounds,
judging by the tapes he played me, an extension of the first
album. No newdirections, just working the same field a bit
more. He shiftsin the sofa againand looks uncomfortable,
pained. Abit more talk ahout Roxy, perhaps.

He enjoyed Americawhen they were there. Notthe playing
but the stimulating tension of New York, Los Angeles,and
Chicago. “Iget the feelingthat | enjoyed Americamorethan
anyoneelse in Roxy. It was disappointingin termsof playing,
becauseit wasaverybadlystructured tour.”

Eno hatestouring. Somuch timeis wasted in travelling, so
littleis spent on music. On that US tour he worked out that they
werein America for fouror five weeks. In all they played 10
hours’ music. Suchawaste.

Now he’s left Roxy thegrouphas, apparently, eased offthe glamour.
“lassumethey'll have replaced it with some other kind ofimage. I don’t
know, but Roxyisin apositionnow where itdoesn’thave to pushitselfin
anyway. People are goingto come to the concerts however thebandlooks
orhowevertheyplay,” helaughsthattwinklinglaugh.

“It’s true, it'sevidently true.” That accent. The ‘tees’ and ‘aitches’ are
beginningto fallaway like autumnleaves. “Afterawhile, somany
assumptions are made aboutyourmusic, the audienceis actually
hearingassumptions ratherthan sounds. Itreallyisirrelevanthow Roxy
play-forawhileanyway.”

Eno, by theway, thinks they play very well butwere under-rehearsed for
thestartof their tour. He’ll probably go see them at the Rainbow. Had Eno
developed his ‘glamorous’ image deliberately? Was this a slight blush?

“Idon’t think one ever does consciously plan out acampaign that way.
What tendsto happen is that youdo something, it getsresponded towell,
soyoudoitabit moreand youkeep doingit more until theresponsestarts
fallingoff.”

He’salways been doingthingslike the glam bit, though. “Itwasn’ta
difficultthingtodo.1didn’tsuddenly thinkI'm gonnachange mylifeand
dothis;itjustseemed like a natural thingforme todo.”

Heshiftsonce more. Lightsacigarette. The pauselengthens. Thatsmile
erupts. “It’s connected withsexual affairs quite strongly, I should
imagine.Inaway thatl can’tamplify oneither.”

Thenletustalk,1suggested, about the avant-garde label he’s tryingto
setup. Atpresent there’s Gavin Bryarsand there’s the Portsmouth
Sinfonia. Bryars, it seems, happened to be walking under Waterloo
Archesin 1968 withaportabletaperecorderinhand. Herecorded a
tramp singingahymn-“Jesus’ Blood". He made a tape loop of it, wrotea
scoreforit, hired asmall orchestra and recorded each instrument coming
inoneatatime. Firststrings, then bass, then tuba, then organ, etc. Sothat
overthis “verysad, broken old voice” abeautiful orchestrabuilds up.

Soundsabitlike “AmazingGrace” to me, but Enoreckonsit'll get
comparedto Terry Riley. Everythingavantgarde gets compared to Terry
Riley, he says, andcitesareview of the Fripp/Eno album asevidence.

TheSinfonia are, says Eno, “a group of musicians of varying degrees of
competence”. Some can play, some can’t; some can read music; some

can’t. There seem tobe more can’tsthancans. They try to play the
popular classics seriously, but their untutored personnel ensureit comes
outsoundingvery funny. The violin section, forinstance, hasagoodlead
violinistwhose fingeringis copied by the mansitting next tohim, whois
copiedby theonenexttohimandsoon.

“Sothere’sadelayintermsof timeand adecayintermsofaccuracy...
you get this very lush feeling to the thing.”

Itmay sound prettyappalling, but Eno’senthusiasticaboutit. “Thevast
majorityof these people can’tplay theirinstrumentsand yet theyare
definitely producing music.”

BrianEnoistheclarinettistin the Portsmouth Sinfonia: “Andifyou
thinkI'mbad atguitar”... thesmile glows again.

There's alsoanother project he’s toying with. “l actually thought of
writinga piece of music and notusingrock musiciansatall foritand yet
try tomakeitsound likerock music. People like Winifred Atwell and
Larry Adlerand Percy Edwards. It would be justamazing to get theminto
astudio to try to make rock music with them.”

Though he maybe feeling physicallydrained at the moment, Eno’s
been talking foralmost two hours with infectious enthusiasm. Ifhe sells
enough soloalbums, he mayget on theroad butit’llhave tobeashorttour.

Travellingis, hereiterates, an unproductive choreand his health
deterioratesand he needs alongtime aftertogetcreatively thinking
again. He’sunsure whether the usefuiness of playinglive isworth the
aggravation, though itdoesfeedacertain sideofhisego.

Enoon stagegetting thebuzz from the crowds, roaring through the
encore (“Roxy always played best on encores”), then slumpinglikea
zombiein thedressingroom. Isthatall there is? “Inevitably you want
somethingmoreto happentocarrythefeelingon.”

Arecordingstudio back at the hotel would get some great music taped,
hesays. Therelease, of course, would usually comein wenchingand
clubbing. Apparently, unlike therestof Roxy, Enohaslittle troubleinthis
direction. Did hemiss thataspect of the road, that type of release?

Hegot up from the sofaanddisappearedinto thekitchen. Hereturned
withaplate. On itrested halfapineapple. Hebit squelchily into its flesh
justasatall, somewhatgorgeousfemalecreature walkedintotheliving
room. Brian Eno munchesatthe pineapple. Itlookedlikehe wasstarting =
toeatagainanyway. GeoffBrown ®
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LateNovember,1973:
afterstrugglingto
integratequadraphonic
backing tapesintotheir
UK shows, The Who take
Quadropheniatothe USA
ontheFalloutSheltertour
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NME

OWNSHEND'S QUADROPHENIAIS arather daunting
proposition. Another Who double-album rock opera?
Aboutakid called Jimmy? With a massive booklet of
grainy monochrome tableauxstapledinto the sleeve?
Withtitleslike “The Real Me”, “lAm The Sea”, “Love
Reign O’er Me” and “I'm One”?

The mindboggles, and you get thesneaking feelingthat Pete
Townshend has tried to out-Tommy Tommyand gonesailingright over
the top. Theimpression even persists when you start playing Side One.
Thefirst thingyouhearisa Desert Island Discssurf-crashing-on-the-
shoresoundeffectinsumptuousstereo while distant echoed voices
intone thefour principal themes from the piece.

Thenitsuddenlycutsinto “The Real Me”,and you hear thatsound, as
uncompromisinglyviolentasaboot disintegratinga plate-glass window
at4am,andsimultaneouslyassmoothasanight-flight by 747. Prime-cut
Who, andsuddenlyyourealise that Pete hasn’t
blownitafterall. Faceit, he veryrarely does.

Quadropheniaisbothlessand moreambitious
thanitsnotorious predecessor. Tommytripped over

= itsmysticismrather too often forcomfort, and after
5 beingtheindirectgodfathertoeverythingfrom

Jesus Christ Superstario ZiggyStardust, itdidn’t seem likely that
Townshend himselfwould returntothesceneofhis former semi-triumph.

However, hehasavoided most of theexpected pitfalls with his
customaryagility. TheheroofthislittleextravaganzaisJimmy, the
archetypemod. Frustrated, inarticulate, violent, thoroughly confused
and pronetoalltheillsthat teenagefleshisheirto.

Eachmemberof The Who representsadifferentsideof his character,
andarecurringmusical theme. Keith Moon represents the “bloody
lunatic”, JohnEntwistleis “the romantic”, Roger Daltrey appearsasthe
“toughguy”, while Townshend castshimselfas “abeggar,ahypocrite”

Hisodyssey leadshim away from the constriction ofhis parents’ home
toadead-endjobasadustman, and byway of various otheradventures to
Brightonviaapill-crazed ride on the (youguessed) 5.15 train. Finally, he
endsup dexed upand pissed out of hisbrain onarockoff Brighton Beach,
where heachievessomekind of satoriandreconciliation with himself.

Onthefaceofit, there’s nothing very heavy goingon there, especially
whensynopsised as ruthlessly as I've had to do. Whereas Tormmytook
aheadlongdiveinto
esotericsymbolism,
Quadropheniais
superficiallymundane,
asfarassubjectmatter
isconcerned-but the
implications of this
autobiographyof
agenerationgofar
deeper than thoseof
the previouswork.

Astheproseonthe
sleeve putsit, Jimmy
feels “me folkshad let me
down, rock had let me
down, women had let
medown, workwasn't
evenworth theeffort,
schoolisn’tevenworth
mentioning. ButInever
felt thatI'd belet down by
beingamod.”

That particular pieceof
disillusionmentoccurs
whenhediscovers the
KingMod from theseasidebattles, theultimate cool
guywhoeverybody followed and mimicked, working
inamenial, humiliatingjob asbellboyinahotel.

When Jimmyeventually discovershimselfonthe
rock, hefindshisown peacebyrealisingwhat he
trulywaseven whenstripped ofhis music, his
friends, hisclique, his beliefs. All that is leftis
himself, and thatis more than sufficient.

Tosaythat Quadropheniaisanaffirmationofthe
strengthof the humanspiritisaninvitation to
accusationsof pretension and screamingwimp-ism,
buti’'mafraid that that's the way itbreaks down.

Beatingahastyretreat from the Philosophical
Implications, Cosmic Messages & Assorted
Heaviness Department, wecan start lookingat
Quadropheniasimplyas thelatestalbum by The 'Oo.
Itwould bean interestingcritical exerciseto
demolishit,andI'veno doubt that there's morethan
onetypewriter jockeywho'll try.

Insomeways, it'sextremelyvulnerable to adverse
criticism. Some of the more extravagant production
touches, forexample, even afterahalf-dozenlistens,
soundaboutascomfortableasmarzipanicingona
half-ouncecheeseburger.

Also, theband have dubbed onso much
synthesizer, keyboard and brass parts that, at times,
oneachesjust tohearsomeunalloyed guitar-bass-
drums-and-vocals Who.

Inanycase, does rock'n’roll need masterpieces,
magnumopuses (apologiesto myschool Latin
teachers; | knowyou tried hard) or works of genius?

November1-13,
1973:supportedby
Kilburn& The High
Roads, The Who
playthreenightsat
London'sLyceum



Isn'tintensive listeningto two-years-in-the-makingdoublealbums
antithetical tothespiritof truerock’n’rof{?

Personally, | couldn’tcareless. Ifyou're not prepared tolistento
Quadropheniainthespirit thatit was made, then simply don’tbother. If
you'regoingtoslingitonatapartyor walkin andoutoftheroom whenit’s
playing, thenyou're not goingtogetadamn thingoutof itand you might
aswellsave your £4.30for other purposes.

Ontheotherhand, ifyou're genuinely
prepared toworkat gettingintoitandletitwork
atgettingintoyou, then you mightjustfind it the
most rewarding musical experience of the year.

Asyoujourney through it, you'll find somereal
classic Who crunchers carefully placed to
waylayyouen route. Thesecond track, “The Real
Me”,isalmostasstrongas“5.15” withits
ferocioussplintered chord work and vicious
vocal, while Entwistle’sbassseems tobe plugged
straightinto this planet’scentral power source.

“DrJimmyAnd MrJim”, whichopensthe
fourthside,isasgood anexposition of the
raucous modstanceas anything Townshend’s
writtensince the “My Generation” days:

“Whatisit? I'll take it/ Who is she? I'll rape it/ Gotta bet there? I'll meet it/
Getting high?Youcan't beatit...”

Basically, the early Who classics were straightforward expositions of
anattitude, while Quadropheniais an investigation of what wentinto
constructingthatattitude, and of its results.

Itcould be described as an obituary for the mods by the band who did
mosttodefine thatattitude. imean, we'veall heard abouthow The Who
were more aband who played to and sangabout mods than they were
actually modsthemselves, butfor those ofus whowereoutin the
provincesduringthe mod era, mod was The Who.And itisonly fitting
that The Who should be the onesto conduct thislengthy exorcism of the
Ghost Of Mod.

Afterall, the spectre of those days hashung over The Whofor thebest
part ofadecade, and now Pete Townshend hassummed up everystage of
TheWho'schequered past inone work. There’s even a flash of “The Kids
AreAlright” between “Helpless Dancer” and “Is itIn My Head”.

Quadropheniawipes theslate clean, leaving The Who free, hopefully, to
followitupwith theirfreshest collecrion of new material since their very
firstalbum.

The Americansaregonnaloveit. What today’s 14-year-old, who was
sixyearsoldin the heyday of the pilland the parka, is going to makeofit,
Yog-Sothoth only knows. Ethan Russell’s photo-booklet is gloriously
repletewith period detail, a perfect blend of documentaryrealismand the
curiouslydreamlike quality of eventslong goneimperfectly remembered.

Quadropheniais atriumph, certainly. It'sbynomeans unflawed, but
atriumphitis. I'mglad that Pete decided to write itand that theband
decided todoit,and | don’tgrudge asingleday of the waitingtime.

Fade toblackand cut to Twickenham.

Pete Townshend opens up the door,immediately preceded byalarge
and presumablyamiable dognamed Towser (the facts, Ma'am, we just
want the facts). Townshendis clad in bovver boots, extravagantly
patched jeansand an Indian cottonshirt. He whips up acouple of coffees
inlarge brown mugsand settles down on a sofa to get quadraphonic.

Now, talking to Pete Townshend is always a treat. He's intelligent,
awareandarticulate, qualities that aren’tas prevalent amongrock
musicians asone mightwish. Furthermore, he’s capable of discussing
themore esoteric aspectsof his work with aremarkable detachment
that'stotally removed from the self-indulgent, egocentricramblings of
manyotheracts.

First off, if the word “quadrophenia” isan expansion of “schizophrenia”
asisindicated onthesleeve, why the missing “r"?

“IU'sasortof jokey expansion of it, but it's a bit of
amouthfulwiththe‘r’.it'ssomethingofapunon
‘quadraphonic’ aswell. The whole album has
been put togetherasaquadraphonic composition.
Isupposestereoisabitofacompromise.

“We'refairly happy with the quadraphonic mixes
we've done, butyou know the problem with the
transcription downtodisc. It’sallvery well on tape,
butwhenyou tryand getitdown ontoarecord
everythinggoescompletely berserk.

“Rock isnot
youth's music;
it'sthe
music of the
frustrated”

love reign o’er me
ts it n my head

THE WHO

“Wewere talkingaboutaJanuary 1strelease date for the quadraphonic
version, butat themomentit’sabitofamyth. [heard The Doobie
Brothers’ quad album of The Captain And Me and itjust doesn’t come
anywhere near the stereoversion.”

OK,ontothealbumitself. Isitinanyreal sense an epitaph tomod?

“It's probably alot more than that. That’s right ina way, but then songs like
‘MyGeneration’ were thatkind of epitaphin
amorerealistic sense. Thisalbumis more of
awindingupofall ourindividual axesto grind,
and of the group’s 10-yearold image and also of
the complete absurdityofagroup like The Who
pretendingthattheyhave theirfingeronthe
pulseof any generation.

“Thereason that the album hascome out
emotionallyasithasisthatifelt thatThe Who
oughttomake, ifyoulike, alastalbum. Also,
inaway, Iwanted toembrace The Who's early
audiences-butalsotogiveafeelingofwhat
has happened torockand to thegeneration
that’scomeup withus. It'svery peculiarthat
thisalbumhascome out atthesame time as
somethinglike Pin Ups, because although that'samoredirect thing, the
ideasarefairlysimilar.

“What['vereally tried todo with thestoryisto tryand illustrate that, as
astudyofchildhoodfrustrations, thereason that rockisstillaroundis
thatit’snotyouth’s music; it's the music of the frustratedand the
dissatisfied looking for some sortof musical panacea.

“Thenwe havedifficultyrelating to the business. We’re not pure
innovators,and we never really have been. We've always been people
who havelatched onto thingswhich were good and reflected them,and
Idon’tfeel anythingat themoment.

“Imean, ifsomeone like Bowie, who's only been abigstar for 18 months
ortwoyears, feels the need tostart talking about his past influences, then
obviously theroots are gettinglost. The meatand potatoes, the reasons
why peoplefirst pick up guitars, are gettingforgotten.”

Harkingback to what Townshend had said earlier about rock
responsibility, there’s aconsiderable case for the view thatwhenrock
starts thinkingabout whatit’sdoinginstead of simplyreacting, thenit’s
losingsomethingofits essence. The most hilarious thingabout
argumentslike thatis thefact that people put forward theargumentsin
thefirstplace. It shows that they’re viewing the whole thingintellectually,
that they’rearguingintellectually and that what they’reactuallydoingis
putting forward anintellectual argument todenounce their particular
rock star forbecomingan intellectual- whichiswhat theyare. And
they’reblaminghim for the fact that they've grown old.

“Inactual fact, most of the American rock journalists that use these
arguments are suffering from maturity, and it’s unpleasantfor them
becausethey’rein therock business. A popstar somehow seemsable to
getaway withit, I don'tknow why. Jagger and peoplelike thatarestill able
to getupon the stage and prance aboutlike idiots.

“It’sverydifficulttowritelikean enthused child, whichisreally how
rockshould be written aboutallthe time. It’s very difficult todo thatif you
don’tfeellikean enthused childall the time, orif you're notashowman
and can’tswitch iton and offlike alightbulb.”

Alotof peoplein my profession, | pointed out, prefer their stars tobe
noble savages.

“Alotof themarelike that. I've never been like that; there’salways been
something missing. Attimes whenIwasheavily doped I nevergotany
chicks. Attimeswhen [ was playing good I never gotany chicksoranydope.
Youreallycan'thaveall threeatonce unless you're a physical dynamo.

“Inthecaseof Iggy, [ think the musicsuffers. Look ataband like Sweet,
forexample. They're probably a very straight bunch, dope-wiseand wife-
wiseand God knows what, but I think their music doescontainalotofthe
tight, integrated, directed, pointed frustration of
al5-or 16-year-old, althoughitdoesn’t quite get
thereand they’re abit out of place time-wise. They
should havebeen around 10yearsago.

“Butsomeone like Iggy and the Stooges couldn’t
grasp thatif they stood on their heads, because
inside they’re old men. I think that applies tomany
people.1thinkin awaythatis whythefreshest
musicthatyoucan find atthe momentis very, very
middle-of-the-road stuff. »
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“I'think that there’s astrongargumentabout whetherajournalist’sidea
of whatapopstarshouldbereallymeansanything, I think that our
album clarifieswhothereatheroisin thisthing. it's thiskid on thefront.
He's thehero. That'swhyhe'son the front cover. That'swhy he’ssu ng
about. It’shis fuckin’album.Rock 'n'roll’s his music.

“It'sgotnothingto dowith journalists, and it hasn’t reallyeven got
anythingtodo with musicians.” Charles Shaar Murray

NME

NDNOWYOURstarter for 10, viewers. See if you can recognise

thisrap. Are you ready? “Really what I've tried to do in the

albumis put the band in perspective. Each member of the
band obviously thinks that he’s God's gift to the music businessand to
The Who and that the world won't revolve without him. In actual fact,
each member of the band isa very small piece of the band, and each
member of the band is avery small piece of the boy.”

Didyougetit? Did youcatch theuse of the phrase "in actual fact"? Did
younotice themention of The Who?In that case, you have obviously
sussed that what you'vejust read is Pete Townshend discussing
Quadrophenia, The Wha'snew doublealbum, which, despiteany qualms
thatanybodymight have about four-sided rock song-cycles, isactually
prettydamn good.

ThesceneisPete'sgaffin Twickenham, the subject Quadrophenia, the
scope grandeur. We continue.

“I'vereally had more controlover rhis album
thananyother Whoalbum we'veever done,
fromthebeginningright throughtothe
veryend. I'vedirectedit, ifyoulike,and
certainly people in theband have contributed
fantasticamountsinroles that theynormally
wouldn't play.

“John Entwistle's role has been that of
aconstructivearranging musician, whichis
somethinghe’s never, ever done.Onother
albumshe’sworked off hisfrustrations by
writingacoupleofsongs. Well, on this he's done
afantastic piece ofarrangingwork, sittingin
thestudiowriting out and then dubbing on 50
horn parts.

“Soreally what has happened isthat the musicon hereisthefirstalbum
where The Who have used each other’s capabilities as musicians to the
full.I've used my capabilitiesas aconstructorand composer just toget
thethinginshape,and then suddenlyyou reatise whenyou playit thatit's
beenwrittenwithareason, thatthere wasadriving force behind it.”

Sowhat wasthefirst flash that ignited Quadrophenia?
“Ithinkthefirstseed wasthat I thought thatifwecouldn’t makea film,
then,inFrank Zappaterms, I'dlike to doitmyself. I'd like to eitherbuy
acameraand directit myself, oralternatively do a Frank Zappa thing
withakind of movie without pictures.

“That'swheretheideacamefrom, theideaofcasting the fou rguys
inthebandasfourfacetsofanarchetypal mod kid's personality. It’s
obviouslyakindofschizophrenicthingtharl canrelate to, because
Tknow everybodyin theband.

“lwas probably more involvedin the mod thing than anybodyelse in
theband,andsoitstarted offas aloose scriptand graduallygrewinto
somethingwhere felt that the characterscould be represented musical ty
bythemes. Thenitbecame quiteacomplicated musical task.

“Musicallyandimpressionistically, 'm notso hot. I've had to work
fantastically hardon this. Lyrics come very easilyto me, but music is
alwaysverytough, andsostufflike “Quadrophenia” and “The Rock”
werefuckin’incredibly difficult formeto get together without feeling
thatlwasonaKeith Emersontrip.

‘lwanted the musictobesolid and
reallyrelate, and be emotivewithout
creatingasort of BigCountrydrama.
Itwasvery tricky. it hasn’t really come
off,butit'sreallygreat io hearit.lt's
amazingtohearasonglike “Can
YouSee The Real Me" followed
by “Quadrophenia”.

Ascanningofthestoryline of
Quadropheniarevealsasuspiciously
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“Lyrics come
very easily to
me, but music
1s always
very tough”

IN THE SECOND LEG OF THE

TOWNSHEND-MURRAY TALKABOUT,
PETE TELLS ALL

strongresemblanceto that of the That Il Be The Daymovie, in which
MrMoon distinguished himself. What's the story, Pete?

Faintgrimaces. “When I went o see That 'l Be The Day, | got about
halfway throughto thebitwhere hewason the beach and then walked
outincomptetedisgust.

“IsaidtoKeith, ‘You'vebeen makingthisfilmall thistime. Why couldn't
youteltmethat the story wasverysimitar? [ wasn'tirritated by the fact
thatitwasasimilaridea. | wasirritated because it seems that the British
rock public thinks that Brighton Pier, afairground and Butlin's Holiday
Campisalltherereallyistolife.

“I'maculpritin thisrespect, since Tommyendsin a hol idaycamp, but
thisis how the bloody British mind thinks. Ray Connollyisa fewyears
olderthanme,and hisnostalgiais adifferent trip. Thisisn'tadirect
nostalgicthing, it'smore asearch for the essence of what makes
everythingtick. I'mtryingtoapproach thethingandfindananswer.

“Brighton Pierfeatures very heavilyin this, because of the two big
eventsthatl rememberreally being moved by. One was when we were
playingat Brighton Aquariumand I sawabout 2,000 mod kids, and there
were threerockers up against awall. They'd obviously just come into it
thinkingthat they were goingtoapartyand theyreally werescared as
hell,and themodswerejust throwingbottlesat them.

“I'mean, there’snosort of hero in myeyesin somethinglike that. There’s
nonostalgia. Itjust moved me to dosomething o perhaps make the
musicelevate peoplea bit. knowitsoundslikeidealism, but those people
who werekickingrockersinon the frontwould
then comeinandlisten toour music. So I knew
thenthat lhad what feltlikeacertainkind of
power. There wereall the tough guyslookingat
me, waitingtohearwhat [ wasabout to say.

“Inthisalbum, thetoughkidendsupasthe
bellboy. Jimmyends up gaininga fantastic
amount from the experience, butalsolosing
afantasticamount because of loose ends being
drawneverywhere.

“The problemwith TheWhoisthatifliryto
draw moreoutoftheirimage andtheirhistory
thanrockcansustain,youendupwitha
situation wherethere’snothingleft that hasn't
been milked orsoiled, anyemotion thathasn’t
been buggered aboutwith,anymountain that
hasn’tbeenclimbed bysome plastic, made-up geezerwhoclimbsto the
topandsays, ‘I'veseen God and He's a pig.’

“Intheend, theloseris rock because people just lookat itand say,
‘I'mnotinterested inthisshitany more, and it hecomesemptyandi
becomes Hollywood and it becomes plasticagain. Becauseif the actual
peopleinvolvedcan'tact out afierce enough role, thenthe business,
seeing thatit'sstartingtolose money, willinvent people. Peoplelike Alice
Cooper, good astheyare, are inventiorisofahungryindustry. They might
think they’rereal. [know better.”

Onceagain, back tospecifics. Quadropheniawasalongtime in the
makingandalot ofassembly work must have goneintoit. ..

‘The reason whyyouendupwith particularly strong materialis that
youhavelearned by past mistakes. | wroteabout50 songs for thisand
reallycreamed off the best. [ hada much, much longerstory. We could
have madeitaquadruplealbum. There'sstillafantasticamount of
materialwhich is potentially quite good stuff, but what I reallywanted to
dowastomake thealbumsomethingthatinvited you to forget The Who
alitde bitand makeyou thinkabout otherthings.

“Sowestarted offwiththesea. It wasabigdecision to do that, because
Iknew that people would say, ‘Christalmighty, 'ere we are, an epic work.’
Butlreallywanted that because theactualstory begins with the kid
sittingonarock. He'sgone out tothisrockinaboatand he'scompletely
outofhisbrain.




'Yousee, it’snot
reallyastoryas
such. There's abig
difference between
thisandsomething
like Jesus Christ
Superstaror Tommy.
It’s not astory, more aseries ofimpressions of
memories. Therealactioninthisisthatyousee
akidonarockinthe middie oftheseaand this
wholethingexplains howhegot there.

“Thisis why lused sound effects: to establish
atmosphere. Some of the sound effects I've tried
tomanipulateimpressionistically. It'ssomething
that’s new to meand I'mnot particularlygood at
it, but I'mgladldidit.”

Alargeamountofthe time that wentinto
Quadropheniawasin post-production work.

“Ittook much, muchlonger to mixand blend
thanitdid to record the backingtracks. [t took
about sixmonths to mix. Stufflike ‘The Rock’ and
‘Quadrophenia’ were allrecorded here at the
house, all John Entwistle’s horn parts. Extra
synthesizer stuff, guitars, voices, drums and so
onwereadded at the studio.

The Who have never been noted for their ability
tomakerecords with anyrapidity. Apart from
that Stonesthing (“The Last Time”/“Under My
Thumb”), which took about two days fromidea to
over-the-counter-sales andis thusthe greatest
pieceof journalisticrockinthehistory of Western
culture, they generally take anawfullongtimeto
figure out what they’re gonnado and how they're
gonnadoit. Elucidate, Pete.

“DoinganythingwithThe Whorecording-wise
alwaystakesabillion years. Always. Dunno why.
I mean, wecanrehearseastageactanddoagig
without any effortat all. Eighteen months after
last playing together, we can still walk on stage and play, but recording is
something that we havetore-learn every timewegoin. I thinkit's
because basically | want the musicto embrace more ambitious sounds,
and theband is aprettysimpleaffair. [t'sbass, guitar, drumsand the
vocalist,and what happensalotofthetimeisthatideas that happenin
thestudio have to be continuallyrevised before theycometo anything.

“Letme putitanother way. I think we'vebeen fartoo tight on ourselves.
Bythatl mean that we'veimposed so manyrules and regulationson
ourselves about what The Who are, what The Who cando, andwhatThe
Whocan'tdo, whatrock'n’roll is and what rock’'n’roll isn't, what fallsinto
ourcategory and what doesn’t.”

Acurioussituation thus seems tobe emerging. Onecould put it
unkindly and say that The Who were stranglingon theirown self-
consciousness—orratherone couldifthey hadn’tbeenvindicated by the
excellence ofQuadrophenia. Butthe problem is veryreal. Whatdoyoudo
ifyou’rein thesemi-fortunate position of beingone of the world’s premier
rock bands, with each album thatyouissue amajoreventinits year? Pete
Townshend can, one supposes, be forgiven for occasionally getting so
woundupinhisownworries that temporaryartistic paralysissetsin.

“I'thinkit’s more down to earth. That’s why I felt, rightly orwrongly, that
Icould afford to take more chances with afairly ambitious package,
puttingin asynopsisstory and the photographs. I feel thatIcantalk about
thisthingina farless guarded way.

“leventually ended up with asetspeech on Tornmy. People always used
toask me thesame questions. They used to say, forexample, ‘If Tommy is
deaf,dumbandblind,  assume thatasaresultofthemiraclecurehe
became the Messiah.

“I'reallydon’tthink thatit’sgoingto happen with this, because of a
conversation I had with alawyer from the States. Shehad towork out the
dramatic copyright, whichmeans thatyou have to present thethingand
showthatithas dramaticstructureso that, although individual songscan
berecorded, people can't putoutan album called Quadropheniaor filmit.

“She was tryingto pin me down as to what character was sayingwhatat
differenttimes. So Isaid, ‘Well, I don’t fuckingknow; the whole pointofiit
isthatthegeezer’scompletely mixed up. Hedoesn'tknowandIdon't

BB ourselves™: The Whoin
1973-(c/wise fromtop
left)Pete Townshend,
JohnEntwistle,Roger
DaltreyandKeithMoon

s
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“We'veimposedsomany J5
Wirulesandregulationson
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know. I'vejustadopted thisframe
of mind in written songs.

“DrJimmyAnd Mr Jim'is more
aboutMad Moon than anythingelse.
‘Whatisit? I'lltakeit/ Whoisshe? I'll
rapeit’... that’s probably Keith Moon.
‘I'lltakeonanyone/Ain’t scared of
abloody nose’'... thatcould be me or
Rogeroranybody.”

How about the problem of selling it
to peoplewhomight nothavethe
chancetohearitfirst?

“Ithink we'regonnalose alot of sales because if people go into arecord
shop and hear thefirst track, all they're gonna hearissea. It'llbea tough
one, but 'm notreally bothered whether mods ofthat era approveofiit.
Thewholemod detailisreallybecauseit’san archetype, and that’s what
helpstobuild acharacter.

“Theincredible thing about Tornmyis thatyou could listen to it
thousandsoftimesifyou’restupid enough, andyoustilldon'tknowwhat
hisclothes arelike or what colourhis hairis. Itcould be anybody.

“No, I can understand that consciousness because I'm guilty of it
myself. | played the music from this album far, farmore whenIjust had
test pressings. Whenyou get the whole package you tend to getinto
packagingconsciousness. Thereasonthatit’s allgreyand blackand
scruffyissothatitdoesn’t comeon lookingall tinsel and glitter. I'd cal!
somethinglike Who's Next afairly straightforward album. 'm certainly
not against albumslike that. We've got a new Meaty Beaty album coming
outsoon, whichisunreleased material drawn fromover theyears. It'll
make fantasticbackground music.”

That seemed to be that for the time being. Back outalong the
embankmentlooking forward to the tour.

Whatyouthink of Quadropheniaisyour problem, and whether you
buyitor notis Pete’s. Anyway, having The Who back and functioningis
somethingofasmallblessing.

Now-let’sseeaction. CharlesShaarMurray ®

PHOTOSHOT
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“We'’ve written amusical”

MM OCT 27

AVID BOWIEINactionatthe
D Marquee (where it all began) wasjust

oneofthemanyrareand knee-
tremblingsights tobe enjoyed withinthe
noise-battled walls of the old clubhouse last
Saturday afternoon. David, Spiders and
friends werein the throes of filminga
spectacular that will never be seen in Britain.
For three daysan NBCfilm crew had been at
work, capturing the full glory of Bowie

madness for US TV show Tiie Midnight Special.

Theyespeciallywanted the atmosphere of
Soho'sMarquee, which with the curious logic
of moviemakers, involved ripping outall the
club'sidentifiablefeaturesand buildinganew
stageand anonymousbackdrop, much tothe
chagrinof clubmanager Jack Barrie.

David wasjoinedinthespectacularbysuch
'60sstars as MarianneFaithfuland The Troggs,
hence the sudden appearanceofaslightly
bemused RegPresley, adriftinaseaof
celebrated transvestites, glamorous gays and
whatisknowninthetradeas “kidsoffthe
street”. Ifitall sounds faintly horrifying, infact
the overall atmospherekept reminding me of
the Youth Club Scenein CliffRichards’ The
Youig Ones, with David as The Mystery Singer.

Inafascinatingcross-sectionof modern
society, grumblingBritish workmen with
“everybodyout, brothers” tremblingon their
lips, rubbed thighs with tittering school
children, harassed Americantechnicians,
furtive journalists and illicit photographers.
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Thestar, in high spirits, was remarkably
patient.Fortechnicalreasons, suchclassicsas
“Space Oddity” and “TheJean Genie” had tobe
performed endlessly, oftencutshortafter afew
bars. Thiswasafrustratingsituation and David
fled the stage onlyonce after Mick Ronson
snappedastring.

There werethreeshows-one on Friday night
when Marianne Faithfulsang“As Tears Go By”
and twoon Saturday, with adifferent audience
of 200 soulsfor each, drawn from the Marquee
Cluband Bowiefan club
members by democratic
baliot. Timewasofthe
essence butseemedtobe
runningoutfast. Mysojourn
at Saturday’s session lasted
frommiddayrightthoughto
9pm, andduringthattime
Bowieand the Spiders got
through fournumbers, and
slightlymorecostume changes. There wasa
queue of fans down Wardour Street but not the
fightinghordes it was feared that would be
aroused byadvance publicity.

Sweepingintoour midst wasnolessa
personage than Wayne County, thefriendly
neighbourhooddragqueenwhorecently
graced thefront pages of MM. Facecakedin
whitemakeup, Wayneswished aroundinared
negligee purchased in Piccadillyand awigthat
looked like aball of candyfloss. She was
regarded withtotalaweand confusion by the

“Frustrating,
ennit?” grinned
Bowie in a blunt
London accent

October18-20,1973:
Bowieplusvarious
musicians, including
AvaCherry(left),film
The 1980 Floor Showat
London'sMarquee
Club, forbroadcastin
the USAamonthlater
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British contingent, until David’s PRCherry
Vanillawithavoicelike from the Laugh-in,
grabbed Miss County's fake bosomand
shrieked in delight “Are theysilicone, mydear?”
‘Wayne-theyaresofirmand-Wayne, those
shoesare fabulous.” Waynecurisiedand
modestly replied “I've been doing myexercises.
Butthose “kidsoff thestreet” were far more
interested in Angie Bowie, chattering loudly
and signing autographs. Itwasverymucha
family affair, even baby Zowie puttinginan
appearance. Anincrediblybeautiful child, he
sworeinnocently at us, arousing the spectre of
infantrevolution. Showbiz romanticsof the
year Lionel Bartand Dana
Gillespie made their
dramaticentrance while
MaryHopkinstrode hither
andthither,andthe
cessation ofhammering
onstageannounced that
the music wasabout
tocommence.
“Oo'sonsecond guitar?”
demanded agaggle of musiclovers upfront.
“It's Mark Pritchard -he’s David’s neighbour,”
proclaimed an expert. Cripesthis wasgoing to
beexciting. Ahugecheerwentupasthe
musicians appeared for asoundcheck.
Therewas Aynsley Dunbar, lateof John
Mayall and FrankZappa; cladinblack and
methodicallytestinghis tom-toms. Therewas
Trevor Bolder on bassand (shriek) Mick
Ronson, starmaninhisown right, clutching
guitar, zip partly undone and ready to sign
autographs. Butstill nosign of David, believed



tobelurkinginthedressingroom. Thefirst
number attempted wasaspirited version of the
old Mojos hit "Everything’sAlright” from Pin
Ups, obviously familiarto thedrummer,
himselfanex-Mojo.

The producerappeared andinbest military
briefingstyleexplained what was happening.
Mick Ronsonreappearedthistimeinafetching
whitecostume, and thenat3.15pm Bowie
canteredintoview,red hairaflame, abejewelled
earringglittering, andyellow pants, sawn off
below theknee, pulsating. Theassembly
stampedinto“Everything'sAlright”,onlytobe
signalled toanabrupthalt. “Frustrating,ennit?”
grinned Bowie, hisblunt Londonaccent oddly
arvariancewith suchsophisticated garb. “Well,
theseare theAstronettes,” hesaid indicatinga
trioofdancersand congo players. “And youall
knowtheSpiders...”

“Sowhat haveyou beenupto?”enquired
Bowieimpudently, ratherlike Alexander The
Greathavingconquered the East, asking Mr
andMrsAlexander how they
enjoyed theirweekend. While
elderschuckled, fansignored
thisfrivolity,and pleaded
‘David, David -oh why
doesn’t helook over
here?” “Ohshutup andlook
athistrousers” advised one
maiden, herfacesetingrim
concentrationasshechewed
hergum (then for good measureshe yelled
"Donny!” just to show that even teenyboppers
haveasense of humour).

Asinneranxietiesebbed away, abold new
spirit filtered through the psyche. I decided to
buyWayne Countyadrink. David wasintoning
thatdoom-laden statement “Groumnd control to
Major Torn” when Wayneappeared at thebar
readytohold court. David was nowsportinga
lurexsuit of red and gold stripes, but the press
were lured awayby theeye-searing vision of
New York Culture. “Tellusaboutyourcareer,
Wayne" demanded akeen young musicreporter.

“Well, vouknow I used tosingin churchesin
Georgia [gasp!]and laterindragshows.I'm
here torecord an album which willbe coming
outinMarch, butit'sveryhardofind
musicianswhoare dragqueens.i'dliketolivein
London. [ camehere two vearsagowithAndy
Warhol's Pork. That'swhen I met David. The
onlyinstrument [ playis mouth harp. Butl
refuseto play it becauseit messesup my
lipstick. I'mtryingtofind aspecial lipstick
that'sharp-proof.” She could trytofind one
that’s people proof, as practically everybodyon
the premises bore tracesof aCountyKkiss.

‘T'llbetalkingto David about myLP,and we'll
getsome musiciansoffthestreets. I'll be
writingallthesongs.1like him. Look I'vegot to
gonow...” Wealllaughedalittle hysterically.

Atthis pointIrequested thatayoungSwedish
photographerof startlinglygood looks be
atlowed tosnap aquick camerastudyof Miss
Countyinherfinery. Theladysuddenly
abandonedherthreattoleave, herarminred
organzastreakingout tograb thestartled
youth’'shand. “Honey, you're beautiful. What

“Donny!” shouts
one maiden — even
teenyboppers have
a sense of humour

are you doingafter theshow? - Do you want
myroomnumber?” Havingprised the
photographer freeand smuggled himout the
back door, we left Wayne chattingto theyoung,
keen reporter, whoselaughter became more
hysterical by themoment.

Meanwhile Mr Bwasundergoingvetanother
costume change. Feelingas confused as Jack
Lemmon in Days Of Wine And Roses, | peered
past theblazinglightsand laughing heads, at
Bowie, nowapparentlyinared, fur-trimmed
frogman’ssuitand shinyblack PVCboots. He
announced “TheLaughingGnome” and
instead wentinto “ICan’t Explain”.

Voices babbled inmyear: “Youshould have
seen David on Fridaynight. He had 10 men
dancingabout in black wings. It wasfantastic!”
My head was reeling. “Funand games all day,”
said thebarman, his voiceechoing.

Suddenly, real horrorsbegan tosetinasthe
deadly “heavenand hell” drink took effect.
Despiterubbed eyes, anew version of Bowie
refused togoaway. Nowhe
wasattiredinafishnetofa
typeusuallyemployedin
catchingsmallwhales,
withdisembodiedgold
handsattached tohistorso.
Apparently therehad been
athirdhand, butAmerican
television would notstand
forthat. Norwoulditstand
for thesight of David’s black jockstrap. Glimpses
ofunderweararetabooandhadtoberemoved.
Pubichairisconsideredlessasteless. Even
someofthelyricshadtobechanged-onebase
word transmuted to “swanking”.

“TheJean Genie” rocked again and the band
developed tremendous power. And although
the PAequipmentwas minimal, therewasno
doubtingtheauthorityof David’ssinging.

“We've writtena musical,” heannounced.
“Andthisisthetitlesongcalled '1984". We'llbe
doingtheshowinMarch nextyear.” Therewere
constant interruptionsto “1984” with yells of
“Fifteenseconds, David” from the producer.
“Holdit. OK whenyouareready.”

David: “Butweareready.

Afteranumberoffalsestarts, theybegantodig
intothetune, and David ripped offhis black-
and-redstripedgarbtoreveal atight, greensuit
withakeyholeemblazoned on thechest. It
represents themoment in George Orwell’sstory
when Winstonisentrappedbyagiant TVscreen

1guess. Ronson'sguitar, whichhadbeen
droppingout of tune, was afflicted byabroken
string.and David finallyran offthe stage, his
firstsign of petulance. It seemed a good moment
toleavethisexhaustingbutentertaining
glimpseintoBabylon, and advancetothe
nearest supermarkettocollect the weekend
groceries. Except by thistime they were all shut.

Therock'n’roll pantomimetinselled on, with
another show tocomplete ‘ere midnight. [t
occurred tomethat possibly the best wayto
effectentrytoanysuch futureburlesques
would betodon thehindlegsofthe
pantomime horse. Or perhapsin viewof
current trends-thefrontlegs. Cliris Welch

ALBUMS

ALBUMS

David Bowie
RCA

Bowie's second of
the year celebrates
his mod youth. It's one of
those ripe coincidences that

within afew weeks of each other both David
Bowie and Bryan Ferry, archarbiters of
current British fashion, should put out
albums composed wholly of nostalgic
tributes to previously fashionable erasin
music - Ferry'sis essentially American and
orientated to the singer-songwriter tradition
of the early '60s; Bowie's concentrated on the
years of mod British pop from 64 to'67.

Possibly because that period of the early
Who, the Merseys and The Pretty Things
seems notso long distant, it takes a certain
amount of daring to revive the kind of music
that went with Lambrettas, parkas, Carnaby
Street and pill-popping. Bowie returns to the
age ofinnocence and comes up witha
pastiche that’s as funny asit's marvellously
insightful. If Ferry tended tobe po-faced,
Bowie moves towardsirreverence, balancing
hisenormousrelish for the songs per se and
his desire to reinvent them.

Hisapproachistoimpersonate,and he’s
masterful, not so much in his absolute fidelity
tothe originals asin his grasp of phrasing,
nuance and style. Thisis at its most overtin
his treatment of the famous Syd Barrett opus
“See Emily Play,” where he employs
deliberately screwy use of electronicsina
fond pisstake of the Pink Floyd; and on part of
the vocal he has a gruff,cockney chorus,
reminiscent of “The Bewlay Brothers,” but
this time conjuring up the picture of singing
pugs down at the Thomas a’ Beckett gym.

lhad to bust outlaughing at that. His ear is
assharp ashismemory, and his taste is
impeccable onboth counts. He judges
exactly that rough, punk sneer of PhilMay's
onthe Pretties’ “Rosalyn” and “Don’t Bring
Me Down”, and he's best of allon The Who
(“ICan’t Explain” and “Anyway, Anyhow,
Anywhere”), where he very subtly slows
down hisvoicein agreat approximation of
Daltrey (“Anyway” has an even finer absurdist
quality in Aynsley Dunbar’s attempt to
parody Moon's breaks).

Then again, there's all the fun of Mick
Ronsontrying to ape Jeff Beck on “Shapes
Of Things,” which | suspect he urged Bowie
toinclude. Thelaughter is that of recognition
at the accuracy of it all, and the humour s
gentle. There's not one version that usurps
the original -maybe “Sorrow”, the single -
butinterpretationis valid.  suppose Pin Ups
willbe seenas atrifle. [ thinkit clearly
emphasises his brilliance as a stylist and
innovator of modes, which is where his true
originality lies. Oh, and it was anice stroke to
get Twiggy on the cover. Michael Watts, MM Oct 20
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Mod moves in

mysterious ways

Theeraofthemodis

athandonceagain.
Thiscreatureofthe early '60sis
beingreborn.

Bowie's Pin Upsbathesus ageing
25-yearoldsin warm nostalgia.
Townshend's Quadropheniais
anhomageto themod. Inhis
interview (MM October 27) he
remembers the intimacyofthe
early “in-crowd” modism.

TheMarqueeandits“modist”
eliteisanelement ofcontinuity
forboth. How long willitbe
before the styleofthat halcyon
exclusivenessreturns? Howlong
must weancientcreaturesofthe
'60s fantasise?

And howlong must we wait for
thereturnofourCathyand Ready
Steady Go? The Second Comingis
athand. TheStoneswill playreal
ropeyrhythm&blues. Phil May
will re-cultivate hispimples. The
Union Jack will be back.

MIKE OWENS, SaxonGreen,
Gregory Street,Lenton,
Nottingham (MMNov10)

UnGodley non-appearance

Istherenocomebackforfanswho
devotedlytravel distances fora
group’shighlypublicised concert
onlytolearnthattheyhave
decided at the last moment that
thestageis notbigenough? we
refer, of course, to the 10cc walkout
from the Global Village at Charing
Crosson September 21. Despite
thedistance we travelled we were
fobbed off with asubstitute group:
Duffy (asgood as they might be).
STEVEPROCTOR and GEOFF
|IRELAND, Dartford, Kent
(MMOcté6)

Afterreadingtheletterfrom
SteveProctorand GeoffIreland
inMailbag, [ thoughtI'd better
replyandsort thingsout. 10cc
travelled four hoursand actually
got to the Global Village, Charing
Cross, at five o'clock. Ourroad
crewhadalreadybeen there four
hourstryingtoget ourequipment
on stage.

Thestageshould havebeen 30ft
wide by 20ft deep, asasked forin
allourcontracts. Thestageatthe
GlobalVillageturnedout tobe 11ft
wideby8ftdeep. Thisonlybeing
told toour agents whenwe were
already on our waydown there.

Asyouareaware, 10cchave
statedininterviews that they

would try toreproduce their
record sound on stage. This has
involved usinbuyingequipment
tothe tuneof £15,000. Onastage
11ftx8ft wecannoteven
accommodate ourtwodrumKkits;
therefore we cannot puton the
kind of performance people
expectfrom us. We had invited
over 150 pressand gueststothe
gigandaftermuch arguinghad
tocancetit.

EricStewart:
§ “Don’tblameloce”

We have travelled four hours, lost
over£200in hotelbills, carhire, etc,
andended up headinghome very
disappointed. Thelast thing 10cc
wantiscancelled gigs. It'staken us
twoyearsto get offour backsides
inthestudioandget theactonthe
road. Don’tblame 10cc. Blame
promoters whosign contracts
with fairytale dimensions.

Theseguysarethereasonso
manygroupshavetocancel. It's
gotsobad thatwehavetosendour
road crew tocheck gigs two weeks
before we're due to play them.
Sorryaboutthe disappointment,
Steveand Geoff. Hopeyoucan
catchoneof ourother London
gigsin October.

ERIC STEWART,10¢c (MM Nov10)

Silent treatment

Customer: “Excuseme, could you
playacouple of tracks from this
LP?" Assistant: “Sorrysir,wedon't
playrecordsany more!

And thusanother record shop
joinsthe army ofdiscsellers
whohave unplugged their
headphones. Surely thisisunfair.
Theonlywayto hear new records
isviaafriend orfrom the minute
selection played on RadioOne.

Obviously the shops dislike
playingrecords as many people
don’talwaysbuy them, but surely
ifthey have good styliin their
turntables, what harm has been
done?It'ssofrustrating tobetold
ofagood LPand notbeableto
listenbeforebuying. Ifthese shops
continuethistrend, the publicwill

Readers’ letters

eventuallybebuyingrecordson
thestrength of the “pretty” covers.
RP HILLIER, Walter Way, Silver End,
Nr Witham, Essex (MM Nov 4)

Bob: better than your uncle

Overthelast 10years [ haveread
numerousarticlesand lettersin
the MM about Dylan. Nowisan
appropriate timetoreply tosome
of them. Firstly, comparisons
simply cannot be made between
himandanyoneelse-either
beforehisemergenceor since-
because he morethananyone
belonged exclusively tothe '60s
andshouldbe judgedassuch.The
whole patternof popular musicin
the lastdecade wasshaped by
Dylaninthesameway thatDylan
was shaped by the '60s.

One wasreflectedin theother
and neither could haveexisted
separatelyin thesame way.

Forthisreason Dylan may
have “lostcontact with the'70s”
assuggested by Michael Watts,
butlet’sbefairand recognisehim
forwhathewas.

Idon’tseeanyonearound now
whoisintunewiththisdecade
tothesameextentashewas
withhis. Thisisborneoutby the
wealth of histapes, bootlegsand
articles, etc,suddenlymade
available, whichonlyserveto
emphasise thefact.

AE JENKINSON, Edgeware Road,
Blackburn,Lanecs (MM Oct20)

Gampaign for real rock

Jagger might turnon Wembley
withhissongsofviolenceand
revolution, but those words would
carry more weightin Haiti. Along
with assortedinternational
capitalistsofill repute, he chooses
toerectamonumentto white
racism:theworld’s most
ostentatiously rich hotel amidst
theabjectpoverty ofoneof the
world’s poorest nations-
symbolisingone of the most
obscene forms of exploitation of
theThird World by the West.
NOREENSLOAN, Temple Road,
Chiswick,London W4 (MM Oct27)

IfyoudigSladebut aren’tgoingto
buytheir newsingle because you
thinkit'sachangeof style,
un-Sladeandaload ofcrap, give
alistentotheflip-side, “My Town".
ArealSlade rocker.

FRANK O’'DONOVAN, Downside
School, Stratton-On-The-Fosse,
Somerset (MM Oct27)
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HoNTH Y WONTH

xtra Wembley gigs /Purple tour

Comin next..
in 1974!

O THAT WAS 1973. Glad you didn't quit. Certainly, that’s

not it from our reporters on the beat. The staffers of NME

and Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled access to the biggest

stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the rhythms of a

diversifying scene; as the times changed, so did they. While

in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories that have
come to assume mythical status.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the
pivotal events in pop culture, one year amonth, one year at a time. Next
up, 1974!

LED ZEPPELIN

THE ENIGMATIC JIMMY PAGE breaks cover to discuss magick, his
search for "an angel with a broken wing”, and even his early sessions.
The Kinks, he learns, have played down his involvement in their
records. “That's bollocks!” he says. “I played on a whole LP and on some
ofthe singles, too.”

QUEEN

ANEW PHENOMENON is in the making. Queen have been promised
a future as the new T. Rex, but aspire to something more. Nor is their
frontman one to wiltin the spotlight. “I'm the vainest creature going,”
says Freddie Mercury. “But then so are all pop stars...”

RONNIE LANE

AFTERTHETUMULT ofthe Faces, the songwriter joins his own circus.
On theroad with the “Passing Show”, a travelling performance onatour
of various patches of waste ground. “Only I would be mad enough to try
it,”admits Lane.

PLUS...

LOU REED!
PINK FLOYD!
PHIL OCHS!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History OfRock. This month: 1973.
“Hanging onin quietdesperation isthe English way...”

PINKFLOYD JOURNEYED TO THEDARK SIDE
LED ZEPPELINBROKE ALL RECORDS
DAVID BOWIEKILLED OFF ZIGGY STARDUST

...and PETETOWNSHEND, MILES DAVIS,
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART, BOB MARLEY and many more
shared everything with NME and MELODY MAKER
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