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FTERA YEAR of high-profile valedictions, 1974 is a year
of returning giants. Bob Dylan plays his first full tour
since 1966. Eric Clapton, after spending a long period in
a self-imposed hibernation, emerges with a new band
and anew pastime: drinkingand shouting.

More triumphantly still, this year sees the return of our
cover stars, Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young. Relations in the band are thought
by many to be strained, but the group’s epic - and enormously lucrative -
stadium concerts find music’s loosest quartet involved in some breathtaking
group playing. Indeed, Graham Nash will stop areporter to ask: “Did you hear
that conversation?”

Elsewhere, scions of the English underground like ELO and Mike Oldfield
prosper in unexpectedly impressive ways, while a clutch of new groups offer a
colourful and novel pop sound without any philosophical hinterland. Sparks,
ABBAand particularly Queen provide achallenge to the more worthy, denim-
clad musicians on manoeuvres. Reporters from the NME and Melody Maker
were there to chatsequinsor-as the occasion demanded - to “rock like abitch”.

Thisisthe world of The History Of Rock, amonthly 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,oneyearatatime.

In the pages of this tenth issue, dedicated to 1974, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, compiled into long and illuminating reads.
Missed anissue? You can find out how to 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. These days, acombination of wealth, fear and lifestyle would conspire
to keep reporters at arather greater length from the lives of musicians.

At thisstage, though, representatives from New Musical Express and Melody
Makerare right there where it matters. On the tourbus with Bruce Springsteen.
Asking Keith Richards about his blood change in Switzerland, and his
forthcoming dental work. Wondering why Angie Bowie suddenly needs halfa
ton of wet cement.

Whydon’tyou join themthere. AsKeith putsit: “If you're going to get wasted,
getwasted elegantly.”
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HoNTh BY WONTH

6 JohnLennonisdrunkand
disorderly. Introducingthe Blue
OysterCult,and the wisdom of
Steve Harley’s Cockney Rebel.
Andanaudiencewith “theAl
Caponeofpop”, DonArden.

12 Aftereightyears away, Bob
Dylanreturnsto playamassive
tour. Whatwillhedotothe
precious memories hisfanshave?
Whatdoes Phil Ochs think?

1 6The bandembraceanew

kind of story for theirsixth studio
album The Lamb Lies Down
On Broadway.

2 2 Theformer Face continues

withtheitinerantminstrel vibe of
his Passing Show. Now featuring
somethinglikeasolid lineup of
aband, Slim Chance.
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ontents

26 “We'rebothluckyinthat

I'mnot musical...” Ameeting with
MrsDavid Bowie, a fervent
defender of herhusband’stalent.

50

NewalbumsbyCan, theEagles,
andnewsinglesincludingLulu’s
Bowie-produced takeon “The Man
Who Sold The World”.

32 Queentaketotheroad, but

retain theirunique poise offit, “My
dear,” says Freddie Mercury, “I'm
thevainest thinggoing.”

34 TheformerKevinAyers

guitaristbeginswork on the
follow-up to Tiubular Bells.

38 JeffLynne’sbandimpress

inthe USA,and returnhometo

Bruce
Springsteen
-pagel132

railagainstbad
pay, poky UK
dressingrooms
and modern
classical music.

43 Robert

Wyatt'smum,
amongothers, writes
tothe MM.

44ABBAwinthe

EurovisionSong
Contestin Brighton.
RIPDukeEllington.
Whyistherean
affinity between
rockand football?

50 Graham Nash

introducesthegood-
vibesreconvening
of Crosby, Stills,

- e Lo
by Cms CoISIATS

JONI adds an
extra concert

Nash & Young."I'm
aharmonysinger.”

54The former

folkiecomes to
Londonand discusses
hisnewenthusiasms:jazz,

gamelan musicand pornography.

“The sexsymbols weren’tdoing
anythingsexy,” he explains.

58 The genius of Sparks

revealedon “This Town Ain’t Big
Enough Of The Both Of Us™.
CockneyRebel's debut LP The
Psychomodoisreviewed.

60

Thepersonable Yeskeyboard
playerembarksonasolo
career. “I'mnotinterested in
showmanship,” he saysfrom
deepwithinhiscape.

SEVEN SHS OF RHYe

SEE WHAT A FO01 I' VE BEeN

64 Anintroduction to thejazzy

rockband. “We’re The Beatles
withjazzchords,” theyproclaim.

68 The Mael brothers, former

childmodelsandatterly tape
pranksters, reveal themselves to
bethestriking popsoundof 1974.

12

TheformerFairportguitarist
unveilsanewelectricband with
his wife, called Sour Grapes.

76 Anewdimensionin

theatrical rock, as Bowiereveals
his Hunger City stage set while
touring Diamond Dogs.

18

Lookout, carpets. Look out,
continental sexclubs. Look out
audiences. Claptonisback, and
he’s... often quitedrunk, actually.
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R TURNYOUR BACK ONMOTHER
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82 Freeconcertsreturnto 94 TheStonesguitarist 112 David Bowie

Hyde Park, with Nicoamongthe answers those questions about goessoulin Philadelphia.

performers. Also: Mick Jaggeron blood changes...and hey, what 132

what’s new with the Stones. about thoseteeth? 116 Robert Fripp speaks his

Recording with the mind. The Crimson guitariston

86 100 former Soft Machine man, lately why Red willbe theband’slast LP.
The harmonising group Afrankexchangewith banned from Top Of The Pops.

makean unexpected return. Off Jimmy Page on matters close to his 13 4

stage, they keep themselves heart: from The Kinksto Zeppelin 20 He’sconverting America

tothemselves. Onstage, there’s andAleister Crowley. Thedarksideof onedancehallatatime...

three hours of magnificent music. .. David Gilmour...

92 106 Elton. Harry. It'snotall 126 142 Drunkanddisorderly...
RonWood has hisown Theband'sriseto

courtbattles—whilehe'sinthe isthistheend of the road?

albumtodo. The Facesguitarist USA, theex-Beatleishavingsome stardom continues. This takes
enlistsKeith Richards; manymore | fun.Primarilybycollecting placewith “ponciness” intact, but 145
turnupto hang, party, even play. Beatles memorabilia. without the stuffing of crotches. More from the mailbag.
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JANUARY — WARGH

GENESIS, RONNIE LANE,
BOB DYLAN, ELO, MIKE

OLDFIELD AND MORE
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“I'm £d Sullivan’

MM MAR 23

The stories going round about him these days
recall hishard-case period pre- and early
Beatles. Thelatestone took place yet again at the

Troubadour clubin Los Angeles, where Lennon
heckled and hissed all the way through thereturn
of the Smothers Brothers. A few weeks back he
showed up there with a Kotex on hishead.

CrazyJohn, accompanied by Harry Nilsson and
Yoko Ono’s former assistant May Pang, apparently
shouted out obscenities and shouted out morethan
once, “I'mJohn Lennon.” After this continued for
several minutes, Smothers Brothers manager Ken
Fritzasked Lennon toleave, whereupon Lennon
purportedly punchedFritzand missed. Fritzswung
backbut then Lennon threwaglass, missingthe
manager but coppingawaitress. He also managed
toupsetseveral tables on his wayout the door. By
12.30am Johnny had been escorted by Nilsson from
theclubtohiscar-where hetold theattendant,
“I'mEd Sullivan” -but notbefore allegedly hitting
awomanwhowastryingtotake hispicture.

Thewoman, a51-year-old Hollywood matron,
filedsuitin the West Hollywood Sherriff's
department, chargingassault. Another
photographersaid: “He wasyelling, ‘They’reall
abunchof phonies...”” Fritzcommented: “He was
disruptingtheact by heckling, so I went over to ask
himtobequiet.” No one seems to know the cause of
theruckus orwho the phonieswere inan audience
thatincluded Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward,
Flip Wilson, Helen Reddy, Linda Lovelace, Peter
Lawfordand Lily Tomlin.

Nooneissaying much about the split between
John and Yoko, whohavebeenseparated now for
five months. Yokoisstillin New York and neither
ofthemis discussingdivorce for publication. For
those of us with longmemories, however, it's just
likeold times.

H EY, WHAT’S HAPPENIN’ to Johnny Lennon?




B T

March12,1974:Harry Nilsson
{left)and JohnLennonleave
the TroubadourclubinWest
Hollywood
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JANUARY - WHRCH

MM FEB 16

thedecline and it’sbecomefashionable to
putdown bands whose musicis based on

aseriesof riffs and repetitive time signatures.

But they’rewrong. This particularbrand of
basicrockis notinadecline butmaintaining
ahighandsteady popularity,andisonly
unfashionablein the “holierthan thou” circles
withintherockbusiness. Black Sabbath, the
archetypal perpetratorsofheavy metal music,
areasstrongasever; Grand Funk, mellowed
slightlywith the departure of TerryKnight, are
stillsellingalbumsat the phenomenal rate they
didwhen theysold out Shea Stadium; and Deep
Purple’sabsence from the concert circuitin
Americaaddsamysteryqualityto the group
rather thandiminishingtheirpopularity.

Also-and possiblymoresignificantly-there’s
anewwave of heavy metalbands on the way up,
andtheone mostlikely towearthesolidiron
crown of heavy metal
magnificence isa New York
outfitcalled Blue OysterCult,
whocombineraw, riffyrock
withastyleandimage that
flirtsloosely with theevils of
theoccult.Itseems
significant, then, thaton
meeting theirmanagerthe
otherdayhewascarryingunderhisarman
albumofNaziwarhymnswhich contained
several tracksof hysterical cheeringas crowds
listened to the oration of Adolf. Stuff, exptained
themanager, tobe used on the group’sthird
album, which will be releasedin May.

BlueOyster Cult’s manager and guidinglight
isSandy Pearlman, whowas awell-knownrock
criticin New Yorkuntilhediscovered Blue
Oyster and fashioned theirimage. Healso
writesmost of theirlyrics and produces their
albums, Pearlmanisagreatbelieverinheavy
metal. Hesaysheactuallyinvented the term
whenhewasawriterand hisfavouritebandin

N EWYORK: THEY say that heavyrock ison
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“BOC are like an
accessory to
their equipment”

theworld is Black Sabbath, BOCexcepting of
course. He'san eloquent spokesman,andasthe
musicians were out of town itseemed that the
best way todiginto BOC wastotalk to Pearlman
himself. Cultare Donald Roeser (guitar), Eric
Bloom (vocals), Allen Lanier (keyboard and
rhythmguitar) and brothers Albert (drums)
andJoe (bass) Bouchard. Theyused tobecailed
Soft White Underbelly: “Onedayin 1967 1 was
drivingdown AtlanticAvenue in Brooklyn and
Ithoughtofthe name Soft White Underbelly
anddecided it would make agreat name for
agroup,solwentoutandfoundone.”

“I'llpause thereforamoment to consider.
Most, if not all, groups get togetherand then
thinkofaname. Here wehad the namefirstand
noband; aninteresting switch around butone
whichlendsitselfto the assumption that the
group was formed with a specific purposein
mind. Ratherlike The Monkees, but ona totally
different musicallevel.

“Three membersof whatis
now Blue Oyster Cult werein
the Soft White Underbelly,”
continued Pearlman. “That
is, Donald,AlbertandAllen,
andwesignedacontractwith
Elektraand madeanalbum
which nevercameout. After
that the then lead singerleft because he wasn't
good enough,and we madeanewrecord, which
againwasnever putout. Elektraownthatrecord
andIthinkmaybethey’llstickitout now.”

In 1970 theband left Elektraafterwhat
appearstohavebeenanunsatisfactory
relationship. About thesame time, Eric Bloom
joined alongwith Allen’sbrother Joeandayear
later theysigned with CBS, changingtheir
nameto BlueOyster Cult. “Atthe time  had
writtenasongcalled ‘Blue Oyster Cult’ and it
seemed like abetter name fora group thanfor
asong,” says Pearlman. That songwasn't
recordedat the time, butitappears on their

Blue Oyster Cult:(I-r)
AllenLanier,EricBloom,
AlbertBouchard, Donald
Roeser, Joe Bouchard

newalbum,retitled SRS
“SubHuman". ——y

Since then Blue Oyster
Culthavetrodtheboardsall
around the USA, graduallybuilding
areputationashard,leather-clad rockers
whosesetsnever letup from thegrindingriffs
of songaftersong. They’ve putoutacouple of
albums, neitherofwhich theyappearto be
overjoyed with, but thisthird release, recorded
almost “live” inthestudio, istheirbestsofar
accordingtoPearlman.

Both theiralbums have sold around 200,000
each, butthese figuresgo over alongperiod,
which iswhy they’ve neverfiguredin thecharts
toanygreatextent. They're alsovery careful
about studio costs. Pearlmanestimates thatthe
threealbumshave costonly $50,000 to make
chickenfeed by most rock standards.

Andthegroup has had ahelpinghand from
some of the bigger American outfits, who have
usedthemasasupportact ontoursofthe large
venuesin thestates. “Theydidatourwith Alice
Cooper, whoat thattime wasinto musicrather
thanashow, and | considered themtobethe
leadingheavy metalband in theworld then,”
says Pearlman. “Thenwewent outwith the
Allman Brothers and Black Sabbath. Weare
verygrateful toboth thesegroups for helpingus.

“Iconsider Black Sabbath tobe the most
original group of the '70s, providingmusicforan
audiencethat1wouldcall theanarchisticteens.
Grand Funkdidittoo, but that wasanexample
of management handlingrather than music.

“Blue OysterCult,” says Pearimanwitha
certaindegreeofhonesty, “arelike an accessory
totheirequipment.Alotofkids cometoseeus
notbecauseofthemusic butbecauseofthehigh
energy levelof theshow. I would say we're just
halfwaybetween Aliceand the Allman Brothers.

“And,” hemaintains, “Blue Oyster Cultare
uniqueastheyaretheonly heavy metal band
whoselyricscanbediscussed. Mostofthe
lyrics, apartfromthose [ do myself, are writien
byRichard Meltzerand Patti Smith.” Meltzeris
another rock criticand Smith isa poet who
appears at NYCrockclubs. Chris Charlesworth



"Nobody
would mind”

MM JAN 12

again? It could happen,

according to Paul McCartney.
He commented in New York thatthe
financial dispute between himand
the other three Beatles will be
decided this month. The three-year
legal entanglement has effectively
stopped him working with the other
three, although he recently
contributed to the Ringo album.

“Wehavebrokenupasaband, but

I'dlike tosee uswork togetherona
loosebasis-andIthink we will,” he
said. Thisconfirms rumoursthat
relations betweenall four have
improved greatly over the pastfew
months. John Lennon told MMin Los
Angeles: “Nobodywould mind doing
some work together again.”

Firstlive
appearance
MM JAN 26

'|' HEBEATLES BACK together

NO WILL BE on tour next
E month with The Winkies as

guest stars-cum-backing
band. The tour, which opens at Kings
Hall, Derby, on February 13, marks
Eno'sfirstlive appearance since
leaving Roxy Music last summer.

The tour lasts until March12and
will feature Eno's own material taken
from his forthcoming Island album,
Here Come The Warm Jets, due out
onFebruary 8.

Lastweekend Enoand The
Winkies were in Island Studios
recordingasingle,“The Seven
Deadly Finns”, whichis to be released
as soon as possible - probably within
the next two weeks.

The Winkies are also hoping to
have arush-releasedsingle out.
They have recordedtwo of their own
songs: A-sideis “Last Chance™; flipis
“Red Dog".Onthe

tour The Winkies
will play a 30-

minute set

before
WIP 6178-A
o) Xl

SEVEN DEADLY FINNS
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being
joined
by Eno.
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Photo sessionfor Cockney
Rebel'sdebutalbum The
HumanMenageriein
1973:(I-r)PaulJeffreys,
JohnCrocher,Steve
Harley,MiltonReame-
James, StuartElliott

B

“Mayhe one day I'll re ax”

MM MAR 30

“O HLORD, PLEASE don’tlet me be
misunderstood” was the classicline
Eric Burdon sang with The Animals.
It could almost have been written for the
impulsive and highly strung lead singer with
Cockney Rebel - Steve Harley. Perhaps “highly
strung” is an over-simplification, but Harley
certainly devourslife. He works at intense
pressure and gives theimpressionof beinginan
extreme hurry, asif there is no time to waste.

If Harley liveson nerves,doesn’t he feel the
needtorelax? “l can’t. People say | should.
Onceinawhile I'llspend an eveningin front of
aTVset,butllook anddon’t see. Yeah,I'mina
hurry. There's no time. | can't stand ditherers.”

So most of his energy goesinto Cockney
Rebel and his career? “Every single minute. Alot
of people who are close to me, over the past year
have had no attention fromme at all. | demandit
ofthem, but they can’t demand it of me. But it’ll
blow over and maybe one day I'll relax.

“I guess I'mbasically old-fashioned. For me,
the greatest works of contemporary song-
writing were by Gershwin, Irving Berlin, Jerome
Kernand Cole Porter. For me, there are no
shades of grey. It's the best or youdon't doiit.
And if you fail, then it’s miserable. My mistakes
arereally big.

“Ohyeah, | really try and want it to be great
allthe time. When | was two and a half, | officially
died. It was an effort to get me back to the land
of the living. | often wish now -1 don’t know how
seriously, but it crosses my mind - what would it
be like to cross over and go there to death and
come back again? Think about it.”

Although Steve had talked about imitating
other singers, in fact there was little audible
evidence that he sounded like any otherinrock.
His style canbe mannered, but once absorbed,
his approach was singularly stimulating and
provocative, yodels, howls and all.

“Itake some stick,” said Steve thoughtfully.
“Ireally do. It hurts as well. Just alittle bit. At the
time. Youget overit. It's justlike akick inthe
groin. It doesn’t matter. Bounce back.

“Ilove Marc Bolan.He's so together, so
organised. Allhis boogies are great, and he was
the original ‘mirror freak’, he was the one.

“But | think of alot of people as I'm writing.
Because humanbeingstend to be much the
same as each other. We alllook in mirrors.

“A few weeks ago | decided |'d done too much
talking, and the criticism was beginning to
affect me. 'mbeing perfectly natural, but they
take it wrongly all the time, and you get insulted
allthe time, and they take the piss out of you
week after week. I've been a bit noisy and some
people took aninstant dislike. So | thought I'd
lay off. But | can't. If people want to talk, then
talk,and not sit around like a dummy.

“The bandis going to look alot different now.
We'llbe playing along set with most of Human
Menagerie and stuff from the new LP.

“We've done gigs where the reaction wasn't
so good and | got depressed, but at the end the
audience have been stomping for eight
minutes. The reaction says maybe they haven’t
played the greatest set on Earth but they've
tried. That’s why we had tolook right. | can't say
how long it will stay like it. We could split up
tomorrow. Last five years. You can never tell.”

How different will the new Rebel album be
from Human Menagerie? “The differenceisin
feel. There's more ego. The first album was flat.
Youlisten to it and the violin and piano player
are taking solos andit’s, ‘Do you mind if | step
out and take asolo?’ This one they say, ‘Get out
of my way, I'm coming through, and | want the
spotlight onme.’ They're making a statement.
The first LP talks alot and says nothing. This
time, there’s no talking, no chatting. Everything
saidis a statement and avalid one.” Chris Welch
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“The Al Capon\é of pop”

MM MARS

HH... THERE ARE these stories,
ADon. Always these stories. Like the

time they say you hung someone out
of your office window - by hislegs. And all
those rumours of shooters and stuff. Butare
they, er,true? Don Arden grins alittle and asks
for proof. Some of them, he says, might just be
true.But the others, well, they're just stories.

Still,it'sa heavy reputation. Seems you
don’t mess with Don. They say Don Arden's
going toblow it someday. Go over the top. But
then, they've beensaying that for yearsand
rightnow Don’s hot. Hotter than he's ever
been.He's finally cracked the American
market, yousee. Wizzardand ELO both his
bands are doingreal fine. And now he's got
Raymond Froggatt and Phil Everly.

So why are they saying these things about
him? Some of the stories mustbe apocryphal,
though Arden admits to making afew
enemies in this business. Not important
enemies, mind you, but nobodies who
somehow gotinhis way.

Asfor Ardenhimself, well,he’s come up
trumps. Reaped the rewards of success. His
office is abeautiful, timber-beamed house
overlooking Wimbledon Common. Must've
cost something likea hundred grand, atleast.
Andhe's got the house next door, too. Then

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1974

March21,1968:Don
Ardenoutsidecourtin
Londonduringone of
hismanylegaldisputes

there are the trimmings: the private bar -
made of wood barrels - in the halland the
Rolls-Royce inthe garage.

He's a big, dominant man with gold chains
hanging round his neck like some mayoral
symbol of power. The whole impression is
decidedly heavy. He's beenin showbiz for
over 30 years now, knows theropesaswell as
anyoneand isacutely aware of his own
reputation. Even playsuptoita little.

“I've mastered theart of making my
presence more, ahh, meaningful. A lot of
people say they’rescaredto argue with me.
Rubbish. lwork only with
the top peoplein top
companies. And they
respectme forit.”

And ohyes, he says, he
didhangsomeone out of his
window. And that was when
his office was on the fifth
floor.No name, of course,
but this guy was allegedly trying to steal the
Small Faces away from Arden. No way.

“I've always had this reputation; some
people have referred to me as the Al Capone
of pop. But this businessis notsorosy assome
people would have youbelieve. All [ knowis
that my reputation has always been beneficial

“I’ve come out
winning, and so
have my artists”

tothe artists. Let's put it this
way. There have been peoplein
the past, promoters, who've
delayed sendingmy artists their
money. | get onthe phone and
say,‘It's Don Arden here...and
the trouble’s always been sorted
outimmediately.”

Don Ardensstarted early.

The war was beginning, he says,
andallthekids were being
evacuated to the countryside.
Arden was 13 at the time, but
there was no way he was going to
be evacuated. And there didn't
seem much pointreturning back
toschool.Sohe dropped out.

Eversince he could
remember, his one ambition was
tobe asinger. He looked older
than he was, people thought he
was 16, and his family couldn’t
stop him, so he auditioned for
atouringrevue, ashow called
Ladies OnRevue.

Thatlasted about eight
months, touring all the fleapits
inEngland. Ardenused to sing
alittle, doimpressions, the
whole vaudeville thing. So when
Ladies On Revue finally ground
to ahalt, he joined up with other
touring companies until he was
16.Thencame aspellinthe
ENSA show, entertaining the
troops, before Arden was finally
draftedinto the armed forces.

When demob came in the late
‘40s there was nothingmuch
elsefor Ardentodobutto
returnto the stage,resuming his
vaudeville career.Buthe didn’t
have what they call “star
quality”. "l was too aggressive
tobecome astar; largued too
much and | didn't please the right people.” All
the same, he hadabusiness brain. Even came
up with his own promotions.

“ saw there wasa market for Hebrew
folk songs at that time, so from Monday to
Saturday l'd be touring the variety theatre
and on Sunday I'd be doing my own Hebrew
folk song concerts. Andfrom then on | started
to put together my own shows. Thiswas16 or
17 yearsago. | hadallkinds of variety acts,
touringrevues...”

His ownsinging career,meanwhile, was
almost a big fat zero. He cut afew records, all
ballad stuff, and even
managed to sell 27,000
copiesof “Sunrise Sunset”.
This was back in the late
'50s, and the rise of
rock’n'roll had threatened
the very existence of variety
shows. Arden caughton
fast,abandoning his singing
career and goinginto business as
apromoter.He handled Gene Vincent's first
British tour, for instance, even emceed the
shows. Then came a touring package show
with Conway Twitty, Freddie Cannon and
Johnny Preston. Right throughthe early '60s,
infact, Arden worked his way to the top asa



rock’n’roll promoter,
bringing over Little
Richard, Jerry Lee Lewis
and Sam Cooke.

Four good years, solid
business and no worries about
half-fullhouses. Rock’n'roll was hot. But,
around1963, the first signs of crumbling
appeared. The Beatles were hot, hotter even
than Arden’s American artists. “I think it's safe
tosay | was the number-one promoter of
rock'n'roll at that time, but with The Beatles
coming along everything seemed to change
almost overnight. [lost £100,000in10 weeks.
No one wanted the Americans any more; the
British groups just cleaned me out. So |
decided to make my own attractions to
promote, gointo management.”

His first band, so Arden claims, were The
Animals. Around1963 he kept getting phone
calls from some guy called Mike Jefferyin
Newcastle.“lhad aname for being with the
stars and Jeffery had this band called The
Animals he wanted me to handle,” says Arden.
“Eventually we brought them down to London,
putthemon for £10 anight at aplace called the
Scene, and they were absolutely sensational.”

So Ardenbecame the band’s official agent.
But he made two conditions. One, the group
were to be produced by a singer called Mickie
Most, and two, Arden was to have sole rights
to promote The Animals throughout the
world. He had met Most in South Africa.

He was onone of Arden’s concert bills,
supporting Gene Vincent. Arden was
evidentlyimpressed with Most; the two of
them evendiscussed forming their own
record company. So, says Arden,he seemed a
good choice of producer for The Animals.

Somethinghappened, however,some
conflictbetween Jeffery and Arden. I felt|
was beingused andso when The Animals
became international stars, | sold my interests
to other people. | wasn'tinterested inlengthy
disputes. Most did a deal with Jeffery and it
was the parting of the ways between us. But
the whole episode whetted my appetite for
management. Half the time in my early days
Iwas a star maker and amanager.”

Arden believes he hastwo distinct roles.
There'sthe managerial function, someone
who handles an artist's affairs. But there's
something else,something Arden believes
he's got. “A star maker is somebody who's got
flair for detecting a certain magicin people.

“Like the time | signed up The Move, for
instance. The band were at their lowest ebb.
The whole number with the Harold Wilson
postcard had cost them afewbob in their
royalties. But”,says Arden, "l saw a new
potentialin Roy Wood. A little bird told me
that The Move wanted me,aheavy
spokesman, to come along. Their toughimage
had offended alot of people at the BBC and it
took a lot of persuading onmy part to get the
band accepted again. First | saw a certain
magicin Roy Wood, one of the most
underrated songwritersin Britain, and of
course, he eventually delivered the goods.

“I tellmyself I'm going to do something and
Igoanddoit. If anyone getsin my way, that’s
theirbusiness. I've come out winning. And so
have my artists. Roy Wizzardand ELO are
doing fabulously well. Roy’s Rolisislying

second to mine outside in the
garage.|'mstrictly me and
that's one thing that keeps
goingis that | goto bed each
nightknowingthere are would-be
managers out there wishing they were
the second Don Arden.”

HE BIGGEST BAND Don Arden ever
Thad walkedinto his Carnaby Street

offices one day in1965. They'd picked
Ardenbecause the singer hadbeento stage
school with his son, Dave Arden.

“They wereina sorry state, but eventually
lagreed to see them and limmediately
recognised that magic,” he says.

He'd just discovered the Small Faces.

He putthem onasummer season bill at the
Margate Winter Gardens with The Nashville
Teens and The Pretty Things. “As soon as they
walked on stage youcould tell they were
something different, something special. Four
Oliver Twists, and they were unbelievable.”

So Arden signed them uptohisrecord
production and management companies and,
inSeptember1965, they hit
the Top 20 with “Watcha
Gonna Do About It”, But
there were storiesabout
the way thatrecord made it
soquickly, Arden’s alittle
reticent about that.“Let's
say that all kinds of means
were used to ensure their
successand all we ever did
was bring them to the
attention of the public a
little sooner than normal.

“But we did place themin all the best
venues, dressed theminthe trendiest clothes
andImanaged to get them spots on Thank
Your Lucky Stars and Ready Steady Go!
without any problems. And they alsohad a
mass of plays on the pirate radio stations,
together with an accumulation of publicity.”

But, again, there are stories about Arden
controlling the band, right downto the time
they went to bed each night. [s that so?

“Put it this way, when the boys came to me,
the three of them wanted to live ina house
together, they wanted tobe free to play
anytime they wanted. So [rented ahousein
Pimlico. At that time they didn't have
anything at all, no clothes, no furniture.
Within three months they had ahouse, a Mark
10 Jaguar with a chauffeur,amaid toserve
them with breakfasts, get
their dinners at night and
cleantheir clothes. And
after12months they had
500 pairs of shoes
betweenthem and more
clothesthanthey knew
what todo with.”

They alsohad astring
of monster hits, “Shala
LalaLee", “HeyGirl",“All
Or Nothing” and “My
Mind's Eye”. But wasn't
there some trouble
with royalties? “After
the SmallFaces left me
there were certain
royalties owed to them.

DON'T SFOP
ARE DO@IG

“Lets just say that
all sorts of means
were used to
ensure the Small
Faces’ success”

WHAT:
ian fg:voonm DO ABDUT IT Whars 2
AY YOU |

But they owed me management fees and
equipment costs, so the two balanced out.
But one doesn’t broadcast these things, so
perhapsafew people were under the
impression I'd cheated. But there’sno
animosity between us at all, now. In fact, Steve
Marriott has approached me about managing
himin Europe. Stevie has a very fine manager,
Dee Anthony, and if somethingcanbe worked
out I'llbe delighted to accept his of fer.”

But the SmallFaces, says Arden, were the
most obvious success story he's ever had. He
claimed heinvested somethinglike £20,000
inthe band. Something happened, though.
“After five or six hits the do-goodersin the
business started to tell the boys they should
make achange,” says Arden. And, eventually,
he sold the band's production company
contract to Immediate Records and the
management went to the impresario Harold
Davison. It was, he implies, a heavy period.

After the Small Faces, well, Arden formed
his own publishing company and went back
into the agency business. And one of the
bands he came to handle was The Move.

Those stories again.
There werereports that
Don Arden had threatened
Roy Woodinto leaving
ELO, something heresents
bitterly. “How canltellan
artist like Roy what to do,
musically?”

Whathappened, it
seems, was that Wood and
Lynne, the two focal points
of ELO, were havingmajor
problems. Wood was getting all the credit,
while Lynne was forced into the background.

“So Roy decided to goitalone andhe had
sufficient confidence to produce something
new. As for those reports, well,it's because of
my reputation, | suppose. Butlcan't heavy a
manlike Roy Wood,” he says.

Besides, Wizzard's stillmanaged by Arden.
So's ELO. And now he’s also taken on Phil
Everly. “I've known the Everlys for along time,
and Phil has always had American managers
who want him tobecome Mr Vegas. But Phil
wants to stay witharock'n'roll manager.”

So, Don, you've been around this business
for 30 years. Whatdon't youlike about it all?

“The biggest enemies are the hangers-on.
There's acertain element who describe
themselves as fans, but all they want to live
onisthereflected glory. 've never hesitated
inthrowing them out
of offices.

“I'minthe process
of writingabook. Alot
of people are going to
have red faces.”

And what’s the book
going tobe called?

“Scum Bags.”

Don't mess withDon,
Robert Partridge
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MELODY MAKER

“Whothe hell wantstosee Bob Dylan inconcert in 19747 He's history.
Can’tthink ofanything V'dwant tosee less. He should beleft in the

archives of rock - let’s keep our idols on a pedestal, and in the context
of thetimesto which they belong” - Hollywood publicity guy GaryStromberg

“Dylan’sonlydoingthis tour for The Band’s sake, y’knouw... to give them
theexposuretoenormouscrowdsthatthey've never hadandwould
neverotherwiseget”-Los Angeles gossip

“Pmsitting here waiting for Dylan to appearonstage moreas an
olbligation thananythingelse, but I'm real nervous. I'm scared he's
gonnablowit. It'skindaunreal. Hegoes into obscurity, almost, and
then comesback to this monstrous-sized tour. Just hope he doesn’t
shatterall our memories, right?”-31-year-old Dylan student

“P'veenjoyed the tour. It was successful and people seemned to enjoy
themselves”- Bob Dylan, backsiageafter the final Los Angeles show

YNICISMANDADRENALIN flowed swiftly round
LosAngeleslast week as Bob Dylan climaxed the most
impactfuland influential tour in popular music since
The Beartles changed the world and set up afewrecords,
more years ago thanit would be polite torecall.

And eventhe deadliest cynichad toadmit that Dylan
hadre-emerged from his self-imposed isolation to rapturousacclaim.
Twenty-onecitiesand 40 concertslater,and Dylan hasregurgitated the
entirenetwork of rock, restatinghisundeniable power as the most
significant contemporarycomposer.

With audienceswhose agesrange from the lower teens to thelate 30s,
thishasbeen a triumphant return tothespotlight foran older, wiserman
whohasturned fullcircle.

More than beingamere dollarspinner, Dylan’s USA tour has acted
asareaffirmation of some basic musicalvalues at atime when, for
manyrockstudents, thereisavacuum-or,as Dylan would haveit,
“nodirection home”.

Eightyearsisalongtime tobeawayfrom touring, buthaving
attended Dylan'sfinal threeshows of the trek, last week in Los Angeles,
Iwasastonished atthe great shape e wasin, physically, philosophically,
and musically. Onstage, morethanever before, Dylan hasacquired
apiercingdramaticsense, atotal realisation of what each showshould
be,andanythrowaway posturesof his early days have been swapped
forascientificapproach to whatwill build up thesuspenseand please
hisaudience.

Thecrowdsat LosAngeles’ cheerless Forum last week totalled 60,000
forthreeconcerts. He could undoubtedly have sold out adozen shows
inatownlike this. Tickets priced at $9 (£4) were fetching up to $150
(about £65) outside the hall. 1 saw three younggirls weeping because
they couldn’tafford black market tickets. Those paying homage stood
soberlyin queues, asifwaitingtoenterchurch.

The moodof thecrows seemed one ofawesome anticipation at the start,
thenrelieved joyat the end of each three-hourshow. To those of us who
havebeenonaDylantrip for 11 years, for him to make such asuccessful
comeback was more than we could have hoped for.

He whipped through most of hisbighits with justaminimal amount of
spoken wordstoeach audience, and whilesomeknockers moaned that
hehadbeenjustgoingthrough the motionslikea puppetofthe past, his
treatment of every songwasdifferent
fromallrecorded versions. [ foundit
reassuringthat he wasnotsimply
repeating hisshowand hisphrasings
of eightyears ago. That would have
been the easy way.

The Californiacrowds were
un-freaky. “Folkies, notrockers,”
observed myAmerican friend. Less
dope was smoked thanat theaverage
Americanrock concert, which may
haveindicated that more people were
willing tosubmittoanatural high.

tnthecarpark (£1toleaveyour
vehicle), ayoung man poked his head
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inourcarwindowandoffered a Hare Krishnabook which, heinsisted,
was Dylan’s personal wish thateveryone should read -and, more
important, buy.

“Idon’tbelieveyou,” I said tohim, but the point was lost. Next came
DylanT-shirtsat $3. But strangely there were no programmes.

n YLAN CAME ON stage immediately at the siart of the shows, to
standingovations. }He raced into a speedy “Most Likely You'll
| Go Your Way And I'll Go Mine” and we were off. The song was

aperfect opener with heavy symbolism in the words: “Time will tell just
who has fell, and who's been left behind.”

Bobhasawiry presence, legsastride the micyet not in the guise of your
average phallicguitarswinger. His microphone technique, especially
duringtheacousticset, is now extremely polished and he veers toit and
fromit at precisety theright momentsforemphasis.

Andthesound!Inthisrevoltingconstruction of a basketball stadium,
theeffectsareperfect, agreat achievement for the technical crew,
workingagainst terribleacoustic prospects.

The Band rocks behind Dylan, stunningly good musicianswhose
sound textureand empathyis perfectly attuned to Bob'severymove.

“LayLady Lay” isnext, thewordsslurred intoan even more countryish
flavour,and when he goesinto "It Takes A Lot To Laugh, It Takes A Train To
Cry”, the words areoften incomprehensible. e sings most songs “up” at
theend ofeach line now, giving them anew urgency but tending toexpect
ustoknowwhat thewordsare.

The Band werein mightyform by this time, with theorgan of Garth
Hudson, neverobtrusive, setting up awall of sound across each song. All
The Bandstoodout, butonthe three shows I saw, Hudson shone. On
“Rainy Day Women", with Dylan and the crowd reallyhammeringacross
“Everybody must get stoned”, Levon Helnv'sdrumming was stupendous.

Bynow, Dylan was more aggressive than when hefirst stepped on stage.
“lt Ain'tMe Babe” followed, with completely fresh intonation and
excellent vocal back-up from Robbie Robertson and Rick Danko. Now,
afteradrinkfromacan, Dylanswitched to the piano for astabbing
version atoneofhisfinest finger-pointingsongs, “Ballad Of A Thin Man”.

Applause for thiswas so heavy that Dylan actuallybowed as he made an
exittoallowThe Band todo theirownset.

This proved magical; they make no concessions toappearancebut are
sotightthatoneday theycouldsnap. Vocallyand instrumentally, they
giveoutanelegant, irresistible sound, perfectly rehearsedand all their
ownwithitssubtleinfusion of country music. And thesongsarefine.

“IShall Be Released”, aslow dirge with agreat vocal performance, was
followed by thereturnof Dylan for “All Along The Watchtower”, with its
splendid imagerylostatsucharacingtempo; “Hollis Brown”, its raunchy
treatment contrastingstarkly with thesimplicity of the original
recording;and then “Knockin’ On Heaven's Door” -sungby Dylan as
“do-wer” -with The Band doinggood back-up vocals.

Dylan’sfirstspoken words came next: “Thank you, we'll beright back.”
Aftertheinterval hisacousticset proved abeauty, butslightly tooshort.
Hecameoutwith “She Belongs To Me”, sounding fragile, and the biggest
roarofthe night so farcame when he blew harmonica.

['sodd: youmight have expected Dylan, conscious of the passage of
time, to have renouncedall these golden oldies as his creations of
yesteryearand not relevant today. Buthewas instilling themall withan
unequalled energyand urgency, and had chosen thelist of songs tobe
performed with painstakingcare, accordingtohis friends.

Therewas, after “Like A Rolling Stone”,an unusualsight. Inarare
acknowledgement oftheaudience, Bob turned to the peoplesitting

behind thestage and nodded his
appreciation of theirapplause—and
WAV E S perhapsattheir patience forlooking
v athis back forsolong.

Nowallthegoodiescame pouring
outwithvigourasDylanknew the
marathon performances of his|ife
were nearlyover and thathe'd won:
“LoveMinusZero(NoLimit)”,“Don't
ThinkTwice, It's All Right”, with real
honkyharmonica, betterthanever;
“JustLike AWoman”, with the old
melody barelyrecognisable, the
words moulded intoan altogether
more forceful message, with the
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accenton “woman”.Now hewent speedilyinto
“It's AllRight, Ma, 'm Only Bleeding”, with the
spine-chillingtopicality of thatknife-edged
line: “Even the president of the United States
sometimes must have tostand naked.”

The Band returned with marvellous songs:
“RagMamaRag”, “This Wheel'sOnFire", “The
ShapeI'mIn”, “The Weight” -as solid asrock.
TheBand’s whole feel islike ablood brother to
Dylan’smusic.

“Forever Young”, fromthe warmand fresh
album Planet Waves, opened Dylan’s final set.

Muchof thestuffon the new albumisopenly
personal, thefirst time [ canrecall Dylanbaring
hissoulin public. Many artists would be slayed
forbeing maudlin, but somehow he stopsjust shortofit,and “Forever
Young” isasimplestatement ofhope, asongfromafather tohisfive
chiidren, alovingpiece of paternal poetry.

Afterthatcameathick, heavy and drivingsound: “Highway 61
Revisited”,and what agreat, jumping track it was. Then, likeaclarion call
from all our yesterdays, “Like ARolling Stone”.

Hudson’sswirlingorgan filled theauditorium. A touch of genius from
the head of Bill Graham came next -arevolving ball of lightwhich spun
round the entire Forumand madeitlike fairyland. And on the February
14 shows, agiant “Happy Valentine’s Day” card lowered into the back of
the hall. Theatmosphere wasvibrantas Dylanand The Band roared
through verse after verse of that mean old song so loaded with innuendo.

Wedemanded an encorewith the traditional Americanroutine of
everyone lighting a match or cigarettelighter, and he cameback, fittingly,
with the song with which hehad begun, “Most Likely You'll Go Your Way
AndI'llGoMine”. Itreallyswung. Dylan hadreturned to thestage for this
withshades, aneat piece oftheatre.

Then he madea mistake, pressingon withan abysmal “Blowin’ In
The Wind". Hereduced the song to muzak, ata drearysingalong tempo,
andalthough the crowd dulysangalong with it,any meaning or melody
the songonce had waslost. Butthat wasonlyonedud momentina
majestic performance.

On thefinal showin LosAngeles, Dylan-alwaysaman of few words

preceded hisencore with: “We'dlike tointroduce themanwho's put
thistour together. Without him there would have been no tour. MrBill
Graham.” Onstage withabroad smile came BillGraham, and at theend
ofthis tour which had gone withoutanybighitch, hisrelease of tension
waseasy tosee.

He instilled
all those
golden oldies
with energy
and urgency

LAFORUM
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Sowas the release of
theroadcrzw, whointhe
time-honoured tradition then soaked Bill
Grahamwith buckets of water. Aftertheencore,
Dylan held hisguitar to theskyinagesture of
triumph, shouted “Goodnight”,andit wasall
over now, babyblue.

Millions of words have been written and
broadcast about this event, but few more
pertinentthan those I gathered fromanearly
Dylanologistand friend of Bob’sduring his
earliestdaysin Greenwich Village, singer Phil
Ochs. Philsaw theshowsin Philadelphia, New
York and Los Angeles, and told me:

“The net effectof this tour is very healthy for
the state of the country and the state of music and the development of
new songwriters. [n myopinion, popular music hasbecome very
degenerate from 1967 on. Look at this possibility: a 13-year-old kid
who'slistening to today’s new stuff, or maybe even playingin arock
group, isexperiencingAlice Cooper, David Bowie, Mick Jagger or Lou
Reed. These people he hastoregard asgiants!

“But to me, Alice Cooper is areflection of asick society. So young
kids think, perhaps, that makingmusichastogo hand inhand with
astupid stage show. Thisisridiculous, and that’swhat Dylan’s concerts
have proved.

“The social value of Dylan’stour is that hereis arealman, standingup
on stage with no props, and makingsome fine music. The man whoml,
and many others, consider to be the greatestsonglyricist of all time,
goingthrough his paces.

“Ihopeand believe,” said Ochs, “that thiswill havea heaithy and
soberingeffect on the state of music, and cutout the madness.”

Andthat’sapassionate piece of intelligence. Emotional attachment to
Dylan aside, critical evaluationsare hardly necessaryin assessing the
musical worth of the 1974 American tour.

Itdoesn’t matter that hisguitar was occasionally out of tune, or that
his voice showed signs of overwork, or that some people were enjoying
sneeringattheamountof money the tour willgross, orwhether he did it
for personal kicks or even to simply feed his ego.

What mattersonlyis thathe did it. And thevibeshave been great.
Atacrucial timeintheevolvement of music, the tourwili hopefullyact
asacatalystforasaner world of music.

Andat thevery least, the Dylan tour has made alot ofold men very
happy. RayColeman ®
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“We had an
underground

GENESIS

mystique”

— JANUARY 19 —

ETERGABRIEL, MAN of a thousand faces, is now also amanof several voices.
One atleast swoops upwards into the stratosphere, gibbers madly, then
drops inte the bowels of the earth. It’s afrightening effectand can only be
induced by judicious inhalation of noxious fumes.
Peterexplained thetrick and described how Genesisfared on their last
American tour, when | called at hisabode inaquiet hackwater off London’s
Bayswater Road last week.

There were several alarming tastes - as wellas noises-tobe experienced in the Gabriel
household, as Peter held the fort while his wife wasaway visitingrelations. Reverting to
temporarybachelor status, he had tocook his own mealsaswell as cope withanendlessstream
oftelephonecalls, and a flood of rainwater pouringintothelavatory.

“It’'san optional, | mean compulsory,shower,” he warned.

Helooked harassed and the suntan acquired on
abriefholiday in Hawaii was beginning topale.

Genesis, due thisweek for aseries of concerts at
London’s Theatre Royal, were girdingup loins,
ready todeliver once again theirunique and
sensational brand ofrockand theatre.

Although Peter was well togetherwhenl
arrived, he got sobemused by the ringing phone,
and sundryvisitors, that it affected me as well,
and I found myselfwanderingout of the house,
babblingto myself.“Whichwaydoigo-ahyes,
down thestairs.”

Butbefore totteringout into the daylight, we
chattedsufficiently toreport thatalliswellwith
theband. While theystillhaven’t taken America
by storm, theyarebuildingup asolid enough »
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followingthere and each touris getting better. Mostimportant, their
enthusiasm for progressonalllevels has not waned.

Sowhatevents had transpiredin the States, and what were the factsin
thecase of MrGabriel and the squeaky voice?

“lhadhiccups fortwodayssolidin LA. 1had tried using some helium on
stage to getaMickey Mouse voice. It was really quite worrying, although
Ithoughtitwasfunnyatfirst. Itgot a bit tiring, wakingupin the morning
andhiccuping.”

Theheliumhadbeenlying around the Atlantic Records office where
theyhad been usingitfora Drjohnballoon-blowing session.

“Istarted playingaboutwith it,andusediton the introductions. I started
offspeakinginahigh, squeakyvoice and some of the audience thought,
‘I'strue what they say about people who dressup.’ Then my voice sank
afewoctavesand everybody was confused.
Yousee, thegasactsasaless dense medium for
thevoice. Any more food, by the way?”

Nothanks-whatdidyoudoto cure
the hiccups?

“Well, eventually I dranka pint ofsugarand
water anditseemedto go. It moved from one
endtotheother. Before thatl tried all kinds of
gulpingandshock treatment. We were playing
attheRoxyClubinLAand onmylast costume
change, when Ichange from black to white,
instead of the white costume, 1 appeared
dressed up asSanta Claus.

“Ienjoyed that, and it went down well because
wedidsix performancesatthe cluband some

“We'reallgoingtolive
inahouseinSurreyto
work”:Peter Gabriel
and PhilCollinstake a
breakfromrehearsals

“It’s harder to
get explosions
with all the
terrorist things

going on”

people hadbeencomingtoeverygig. Sothechangewas asurprise for
them. One thing we found on the tour wasit'sharderand harderto get
exploding equipment. We had one wiring which had to get hot beforeit
would cause an explosion.

“Normally when we expect the flash we all move back and shut our
eyes. Butitdidn'tgooffand we thought, ‘That’sit, we'veruined it tonight.’
Thenabout 10 seconds later| had moved up to the frontand - POW! It was
areally bigshock forus!

“I'sharder toget explosives with all the terrorist things goingon, and
youneedalicencenow. Andtoget thelicence you have to be vetted by the
policeand proved to be aresponsiblecitizen with no left-wing
tendencies. We may have toemploy an exploder-full time.”

What wasthe RoxyClub like?

“It'sowned by David Geffen, a plush place
withtablesand itseats about five hundred. For
usit wasreallyamazing. We got there forthe
first show, thinking we were goingin really
cold, and itwas one of the best welcomes we
have ever had. And they stillliked us when we
wentaway. And as1said, some stayed forall six
performances-poorsuckers!

“Itwas our firsttime on the West Coastand we
found we had a sortofunderground mystique.
Oneguy from amusic papersaid we were
probablythe lastoftheunderground bands,
andinaway itseemsto havespread onthe West
—astrange, intense cult thingfocused onus.

“Therecordshaven’tcrashed
N @N? itothechartoranything but
\X/HAT

seem to beselling well, and we got
| LIKE

some of the bestreactions we've
hadintheStates sofar.
“Itwasreally exciting. Montreal
was good too, and for some reason
French Canadahas caughton.”
Were Genesis besieged with cries
for “boogie” and to “getiton”, as has
happened inthe pastinthe States?
“Well, fortunatelythistime,
pretty wellall the people who were
thereknewsomethingaboutus. So
wehad amuch betterreception.
“I'msure there musthave been
someheckling, butlcan't bring to mind
any.Iquiteenjoyit sometimes. Ron Geesin
hasawordforit, which he calls ‘prickly
static’. If thereis heckling, youcanget afew
sparks flying. But audiences have filled
themselves with pills and chemical
substancesandgroundtoa halt.
“Buttherewasn’t nearly so much drug-
takingintheStatesamongthekids, this
timearound. Wine andyoga seem tobe
catchingon. Not often together. (Laughter)
Drugsaren'tquite sotrendyastheyusedto
be, atleastamongthe older people. The
schoolkidsarestillintoit.”
How about Genesis' management -
haven’tthere been some changes made?
“Tony Smith is our manager now. We got
intoastrangesituation where we had three
managers. Roles were not clearly defined
and there wasn’tenough contact between
them. Soitgotabitmessyandintheend
Tonycamein. He travels withus,and can
bethere-on thespot. Soit'samuch better
situation forus. And thingsare getting
brighterevery dayinourbank manager’s
eyes. Wehave aslogan-‘Blackby May’. And
aslongaswekeep our writingsituation
healthy, theband will beallright.
“Thereisa highlevel oftoleranceamong
usontheroad,buteachalbumisatesting



time forall of us, you know, the democratic process of
composition. Ron Geesin, who came on the British tourwith
us, wrote aspecial Geesin Reporton theband which wasa
three-page critique of Genesis’ presentation, and it was full of
very good suggestions, one or two of which we've tried.

“Alotofit wasdetails, butit doesseem tohave made a
difference. At Drury Lane we will be doing a full show
ourselves, hopefullyincluding some of the older material
because we haven’t had time to getany newstuffwrittenand
wewon't have until Easteranyway. And we'veonly doneone
tour with thelast lot of material anyway, so there willstillbe
alotof people whohaven'theardit.

“Wehaven'trehearsed yet for the Theatre Royal, butl went
downthis morningto havealook,andit’salovelyplace. It’s
atremendously moodyplace; you could wellimagineitbeing
haunted. Butcan ghosts buy records? We wanted to find
somewhere we could do theatre, and Tonyfound us the venue.

“Originally we were hoping to dosomething more elaborate,
but the equipment got stuck in the States, and hopefullyitwill
arriveintime. Somebodydidn'thave theright papers—one of
thosethings. We've got a few ideas for the show, but wedon’t
knowasyethow many we’llbeallowedtodo. It’sa nice
situation that you can get the feel of the place. I reallylike to
doweeklygigsratherthanone nighters.”

What wasGenesis’ main objective for 19747

“Wewant tobecomerich and famous.” (Laughter.)

MELODY MAKER

ELL-HAVE Genesis finally cracked America?
; / ; ; Aretheynow in the Moody Blues/Jethro Tull
bracket? “It’s still early days," says their ebullient
drummer Phil Collins. But a certain bounce to his gait, and
aswift hand at cracking open cans of powerful foreign lager,
would indicate that all is well with the lads who just scored
ahome runwith “I Know What1 Like".

While Genesis have been rompingaround theconcerthalls
of America, they have been keepingup appearances athome
with their first big hit single, a cutfrom Selling England By The
Pound,and ithascertainlygiven this most unusual of groups
acheeringboost. Philwas sportingadrastically trimmed
hairstyle when he appeared at the Soho headquarters of his 7|
record company thisweek. Andacommandojacketgavethe
impression ofaman who will brook no nonsense and is going places,
armed tothe teeth.

Except that Phil’sarmament consists of tough tom-toms and sniping
snaredrums. And heis planningto add more tothebattery of percussion
effectsthatmade “WhatILike", such asuccess.

“It's strange. We were in Boston when we heard it was ahit, We only
released thesingletohelp people getinto thealbum, and it certainly
seemsto be having aneffect. Even Nursery Cryme, one of our oldest
albums, isstartingto move again. Thesingle hasn’'t beenahitinthe States
yet, butitis beingre-released.

“Thebandis goingto take two months offfor writingnowand we'reall
goingtoliveinahouseinSurrey to work. They're going tobring the new
Island mobile studio downto ustotryand capture more of the excitement
andfeeling we put into our playing. Wheneverl tape arehearsalitalways
seemstohave morefeelingthan when the final LP comes out afterit’s
been mixed and remixedinthestudio.”

Itseemed asif Genesis weren’tgetting much time off from work?

“Notreally. We had our guitars stolenin Americaand that put us back
onschedule. Peter has moved house from London to Bathand his wifeis
expectingababy, so naturallyhe wants to spend some time athome. I've
inherited afamily, too, so things are prettygood.”

Whathappened about the guitars?

“Ohwehad six pinched, but two were returned. What puzzles meis
thatthe guitars returned werevirtuallyun-sellable. There was adouble-
necked 12-string bass and aspecial 12-stringacoustic guitar. Nodealer
wouldaccept thembecause theyaresorare. After thisnext LP we've got
aEuropeantour,and then ashort British tour, playingtwo orthree nights
atdifferent places, and ending up at Wembley on November 4.

“Thenwe go back to the States. The planisforamonth on the East Coast
and Midwest.”

Genesisin1974:(1-r) 8
Mike Rutherford,
TonyBanks,Peter
Gabriel, PhilCollins '_' .

Last time we spoke, Philhad been talkingabout the possibility of asolo
LP, as apart from his drummingtalents heis alsoafine singer.

“Atthebeginningof nextyearwe’ll getour own things together— maybe
thesoloalbums. Thebandis reaching a stage whereitcanaffordtodo
soloLPs. The concertswere very well received and attended in America.
We played to 4,000 a night and most ofthem were sold out.

“InAmerica wewere playingour own concerts thistime, and not
supporting anybody, which meant thatatleast 60 percentof the audience
cameto hearourmusic.

“Therest wereeither curious, or

G 1
CNnesis:
heckling, when Peter telis his [ ]
storiesorthereisaveryquiet
section of music. But there was
surprisinglylittle heckling.

“One night Peter was moving
from microphone tomicrophone
theaudiencebegantoheckle.

“Peterstarted shoutingback,
butofcourse, the kids werejust
complainingthattheycouldn’t
hearus. Terrible!

“One of thebad spots was the
Winterland in San Francisco,

had cometo seesomethingthat
tospeak tothe audience, and
whichisaboogiehall. People »

we're not. We arevery vulnerable
everyone ‘died’. Wejustdidn’t

asanact. We'resoopento
realise what was happeningand
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have tostand up tosee thebhand-noseats. So
anybody whohastostand up fortwohours tosee
abandisboundtogetirritable. Therewere people
justwanderingaround, they probablydidn’teven
knowabandwason.

“Overall we were very satisfied with the tourand
it'sgiven us alot moreconfidence. The money has
goneupabit-butit'sstill early days. No, wedidn’tdo
anyTV. Wehad adisastrousshow in France once
and we vowed neverto do TV again. We had to play

Supper’s Ready’ fivetimesbefore they could get it
right,and the piecelasts 25 minuteseach time. They
had some good effectsand werereally trying, burin theend we walked
offandsaid, ‘We're getting the plane home!’ By thefifth time you've
played it, there’snofeelingleftanditjustdrivesyou mad when they keep
callingout‘STOPY’

“Wetried to makeafilm of theact at Shepperton studios, but forsome
reason itjustdoesn’t come across. When we saw the film, we couldn’t say
anythingtoeachother. Itwasn'tright. They were goingto use a bit for Top
Of The Pops, but we'd sooner have Pan’s People dancing,

Philshook hishead whenitcame to discussing plans for the next
Genesisalbum: “I can’tthinkin terms of what it will soundlike. It’s
daunting.I'dlikeit to befreer, even moreso thanthelastone.

“Thestageact willbethenextLP, and how that willbe presented, noone
knows. I'dlike to see it veer away from headdresses and costume changes,
and for Peter touse his hands more in mime, just in the black suit. But we
haven't tatked aboutit.

“Thelast LPrelated to England, butwe onlyrealised thathalfway
through makingit. The themejust seemedto emerge. It helped usalotin
theStates, and anything Englishseemstobea help. Forinstance, the
waitressinthe cafe won'tspitinyoureye, and you get double helpings
instead.” Ciiris Welch

MELODY MAKER

MAN APPROACHED ME upon aflight of stairs in a West End
Aci nemarecently, sportingablack beard and dark-blue velvet

suir. Hesmiled a greetingand yet was unrecognisable to me.
There was somethingdevilish in his expression, which hinted that he
understood my discomfort, rather like Sherlock Holmes confronting
Doctor Watson inone of his various disguises.

“Don’tyouknowme?” cackles theold crone, beggingforalms. It was

man o’ athousandfaces, Peter Gabriel, of that most secret society, Genesis,
whocamewithinaninchofbeingstruckdown by myswordstick.
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“Manisobviouslynot
meanttofly":Genesis
onstageatlLondon’s
DruryLane Theatre,
January20,1974

“Greatthunder, Peter, what are youdoingherein
thestews of Tottenham CourtRoad?” It wasquite
simplereally. Even Lestrade could havesolved the
matter. Peter had decided togrow abeard. And
brush out thatcurious patch over his forehead. And
intheensuingdays, he wastobe unrecognisable,
eventohismanagerand promoter, “Just myvearly
changeofimage,” giggled the culprit.

ButPeterand therestoftheband werein no
gigglingmood comelastFriday. For thenit wasclear
theirforthcomingtour had tobe cancelled. An
agonisingdecision becauseit was tohaveincluded
theirfirstappearanceat the Empire Pool, Wembley, which hadsold outin
amatterofhours. And after three months work preparingmusicand anew
stageact, they wereallkeyed up for their first major shows here in ayear.

Apart from the disappointment, there isalso thevital matter of cost.
Although thetourwillnow hestaged next April, itis no easy matter to pull
outat thelast moment. And the entire promotion and work schedule has
been thrown outofgear. Peterexplained whathad happenedin the
somewhatsurprisingsurroundings ofagrace-and-favour house near
Kensington Palace. His wife’sfather is the Queen’s secretary, and while
hehasbeen finishingoffthe forthcomingalbum, Peter hasbeen staying
intown. Itwasacold, wet,stormy day, and eerie shadows cast themselves
around theatticroom overlooking the windswept park.

“Theysaythisroomis haunted,” revealed Peter, curlingup on asettee
withhiscats, Bruceand Stockhausen. “Notaghost, butamanifestation.
People don’tsleepin here very well. Theysuffer from strange dreams.

Faraway from theroar of Knightsbridge traffic, all wassilent as the
graveoutside, save the footsteps of alone policeman, patrollingagainst
spiesfrom the Central Powers, anarchistsand traitors.

What treachery had caused the cancellation?

“I'sareal drag. Steve Hackett had hishand stitched up yesterday, but he
shouldbeable to play againinabout three weeks. Hecrushed awineglass
inhishand. Itwasanincrediblystupid thing. And it happened at the most
importanttime. It's particularly upsettingwhen you think of all the fans
whohavestayed out all night waitingfortickets.

“Whatwearetryingto doisrefund those who don’t want tokeep the
tickets, or theycan keep them for the concertsin April

There musthavebeenalotof swearingat the news?

“Yeah. Therestillis. Weareleftinastickysituation. Apart from
anythingelse, we'velost allthemoney deposited on the halls. I think the
restof us will have to go and busk outside other people’s concerts.

“Theaccident happened about five days ago, and thefirst doctor didn’t
thinkitwas thatserious. Thenitwas discovered Steve had cut through



sometendons, and even a Django-style Hackett would have been
ineffectivebecausehis fingernailshad been damaged. I thinkit
happenedatan Alex Harveyreception-the story varies. We're nota
group thatgoes around smashingup hotel rooms, Rolls-Roycesand TV
sets. But Steve goes outforalittle, tentative raving, and this happens.”

Couldn’ttheygetadepguitarist?

“Notreally. Thereis moreimprovisationon thisalbumandalot of
arranging. Itwould have meantanincredible amountof work foranyone
tolearnallthe parts.Idon’tknow if youcouldrelay an apologytoallthe
people whobought tickets - especially to those who waited all night?”

“However, because ofoverrunning with the LP, by April we’llbemuch
better rehearsed. That’s asmall consolation. We were tryingtodo some
showsbefore Christmas, but we couldn’tget the hallsagain until April.”

Thenewalbum hasacurioustitle, The Lamb
Lies Down on Broadway. Whatdoes itall mean?

Peter separated the fighting cats and
attempted toexplain. “There were various
alternativetitlesbandied about.”

Wasthetitleinspired by theband’sworkin
theStates?

“Noldon'tthinkso,althoughit’safantasy
beginningin New York. The centralcharacter
has abasis of speed and New Yorkisacityof
extremes. This albumissplitupintoself-
containedsongunits, butitisbased onone
story, happily moredirect thanin the past,
although stillinvolved with fantasy. We're
tryingtomake the writing moreaccessible.

“Thecharacter’s name is Rael. I spentalong
time thinkingofa name that would owe nothingtoanyparticular
nationality. ThenIfound out three days ago that he was the name ofa
characteron The Who's Sell Out album and was later the basis for Tornmy.

“Idon’tknow ifmy memory hasbeen playing subversive trickson me,
butwasannoyed. Never mind, the namestillserves,andithasno
traceable ethnicorigins.”

Was there some Biblical connotationto the story?

“Ohno,Idon’tthink so. Biblical rock waslastyear, man,” Peterlaughed.
“Theheroisn’tthelamb, either. Thelamb is merelyacatalyst.”

Iexchanged glances with photographer BWentzell. “Veryinteresting,”
we said, sipping tea, and feelinglike a pair of constables, listening to one
of Holmes’sunfathomabletheories.

Accordingto Peter, thelamb’s sojourn on Broadway is “justarandom
external event. This will break all bounds and records previously set for
pretentiousness. No-nobody’s said it yet - we’re waiting, in anticipation.

“We'vealwaysbeen scared of double LPs, but this one won'tjust be
padding. The temptation hasbeen to keep goingback and remixing
tracks, but now time has run out, and we've got to finish it tonight.

“We'reveryexcited about the stage act. Geoffrey Shaw, the artist, has
prepared severalslides forus, whichwill be projected on threescreens
behind us, which willsimulatea panoramicscene, and will relate closer
towhat we’re doing on stage than the family snapshots we tried last time.

“Wehope people will like our new show.
We'vebeen criticised before for being too
wishy-washy. Geoffrey hasheld
exhibitions when he’s putscreensonall
thewallsofaroom, wheretheillusionis
much stronger. Ideally we'dlike to have
a3Dsituationand hand outglassesto the
audience. Itwould befuntoseethemall
wearingglasses. Somethingforusto
watch. Butwe’reactuallytryingtokeep
theamountofequipmentdown. ltcan get
tothestage whereitbecomestoo
unwieldyand impersonal.

“We're trying todo morewithless. The
last LP was not suitable visually for the
thingsIwastryingto do,and of course we
don'treallywrite for the live side. Wefind
outhow to project the music visually after
it'swritten. Asthisisadoublealbum there
are more things thatwillbeappropriate.
I’'mstillanamateur, youknow. 'm
learningallthetime.”

THE ODEON
NEWCASTLE

THE PALACE THEATRE,
MANCHESTER

THE EMPIRE POOL
WEMBLEY

“We find out
how to project
the album
visually after
it’s written”

TONY SMITH FOR
JOHN SMITH ENTERTAINMENTS
PRESENTY

GENES|

OCTOBER NOVEMBER 1974

GENESIS

Webegan toreminisce about some of the old Gabriel kineticartdisplays
(orstuntsastheyareknowninshowbusiness). Ere Pete, remember the
time youcameup onarampatReadingFestival insideawhite pyramid?
Cor, thatwasa turn-up for the books and no mistake.

“Ohyes, I enjoyed that. Great fun. And the harness of course, you
rememberthat? When we did thatin New York we were surrounded by
incompetentswith union cards, and thewires got twisted.

“Thereisasplit-second decision to be made when Icome off the ground,
and the wires got caught round my neck, which freaked me out. Manis
obviously notmeanttofly.”

While Genesis were awayinthe Americas, theymanaged tograbahit
singlein England, “IKnow WhatILike”. Had it come as asurprise to Peter?

“Wealways wanted to haveasingle in the chart, eversince westarted
outas pop writers at school. It only took us
sevenyearsto get there. Thereisanewsingle
beingtaken fromthealbum called ‘Counting
OutTime’.

“Thereareother things beingplanned outside
thegroupaswell.I'vehad an LP planned for
alongtime with MartinHall, apoetand
songwriter. EveryyearIsay, ‘I'lldoitnextyear.
We've written some things togetherand thereis
fodder out oftwominds ratherthan thesimple
ego-gratification ofasoloventure.

“Mike Rutherford is workingonasoloLP
withAnthonyPhillips, the old guitarist. He'll
probably finishitwhile Steveisin hospital. Phil
Collinshasbeen doing quite afew sessions for
Ringo’slabel. By theway, we gottomeet Enoat
Island Studios, and he’sdone some voice soundson the LP.”

Itissometimes forgotten thatapartfromhis role assingerand master of
disguises Peteris somethingofa percussionist as well asa flute player of
considerableability.

“lused to beadrummeruntil mykit got taken awayfrom me. A major
revolution took place when mybass drum got moved off stage, leaving me
naked in front of the audience.

“ButPhilis gettingmore tolerant of mybass drumnow, orelse he’s
gettingsenile. Most rock singers have nothing to do except wiggle their
bottoms when they aren’tsinging. But when the music getsexciting—
Iwanttohitsomethingtoo!

“Idon’tkeep up my flute playing as much asIshould. To me songwriting
isthemostimportant,and beingaMiscellaneous Instrumentalistis
secondary. | must be the mostinept MiscInst player.”

Peter then played tracks from the album, including the single. Owing
perhapstotheinfluence of the ghostly manifestation, only one speaker
was working. Neverthelessit sounded superb. Beautiful songs,
fascinatinglyrics, and sensitive, subtle playing, mixed withhumourand
harmonies. What more could aGenesis fan desire?

As Peter played partof The Lamb, he pointed out one of the Eno voice
effects: “Theriffis constantlychanging, with differentinstruments
takingover. Youcan’thear too much ofit with only onespeaker.”

PhilCollins’drumsound was
outstanding, with great booming-but-
musical tom-toms, and lots of subtle
effects, likeahintof phasing onasnare-
drumroll. One of the tracks was called
“Hairless Heart” withlots of clevertempo
changes, and “CountingOut Time” itself
hasamarvellouslylunaticguitar break
thatsoundslikeahumanvoice put
throughasynthesized kazoo.

Icanseethiseffectbeing pinched
by hordes of single makers, erelong.

“The Carpet Crawlers” hassoft, gentle
vocals and a bubbling background,
butasPetersaid: “Thisislike putting
atrack throughawashingmachine.
It’sreallyshrunk!”

But he promised that when Genesis
finally hittheroad, “We'll playallof these
songs, ifthe audienceswillallow us. It
lasts 90 minutes and I suppose it depends
howstrongitisasastageact.” Chris Weich ®

THE USHER HALL
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RONNIE LANE

14

telephones,
no bills. It's
wonderful!”

Life on the open road
is working out for

and their

rolling revue, the
Passing Show.
Caravans? Buses?
A big top? “Only

| would be mad
enough to tryit,”
says Ronnie.

NME

URING HIS LAST year with the Faces, Ronnie Lane
seemed increasingly distant from theband. He
would sitbackstageinacrumpledsuitand waistcoat
allwornand wasted, with astubblychinand aglum
expression. Whereas Rod Stewart and Ron Wood
were especially committed to all thefasterand
flashier delights of touring, Lane was tired and disillusioned.
Hestarted livingon adifferent level from the others. On the Faces’
British tour ayear ago, the band flew toconcertsinaprivate jet—all
except Ronnie Lane, whowould travel with hisfamily from one town
toanotherin aLand Rover. Without even knowingit, maybe, he was
formingforhimselfagentle alternative to the Faces’ more bluntand
loftystyle. .
Alsoevery nowand again, Ronnie would be troubled PreSCntlng9 Wlth

by thisvision. Inithesaw himself, his familyand agroup

of musicians travellingaround the highways, stopping 3 to
and puttingonashowwhen theyfeltlikeit,allin the apOIOgles

form ofamusical circus. s orfi !
Atfirsthedismissed it as naive and idealistic-similar Chlpperfleld .

ideas had been found impractical by bandslike the Cir cus

Stones and Pink Floyd -butgradually it took hold. Now,

several monthsfurtheron, Ronnie Lanebelievesitcan o

work. He's formed his band, Slim Chance, and hired

amarquee from Chipperfield’s Circus. The R Onnle
With thesuccessof hissingle “How Come”, the vision

could move nearerto reality. He seems undeterred by

the problems and excited by the prospects. He might I an e
look and inmanywaysactlikean optimist, anidealist -

andsomehow oddlyvulnerable. Hisideasarerather »
Dreamshow

‘A" ROLL UP FOR YOUR TICKETS SOON

PREPARE TO ROCK
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eccentric by rock world standards. It’s like he needs some protection at
times, afew peoplearound whocareandareinterested in what hefeels.

Theexact lineup of Slim Chance hasyettobefinalised, butitlookslike
featuring Bruce Rowlands (drums), Chris Stewart (bass), Jimmy Jewell
(sax, clarinet), Billy Livsey (keyboards) and Kevin Westlake (guitar). Lane
himselfwill concentrateonrhythmguitarand vocals rather than bass,
and there'salso the possibility Gallagher & Lyle mightfigurein the
operation in some way.

I've noreasontoask themtochuck their careerin with mine,” says
Lane. “Butwe've talked about it and allwe know at present is that we
enjoy workingtogether.’

Even though thisinterview at London's modish Portobello Hotel was
hisfifth oftheday, Laneleanedforward, elbowson kneesandtalked
eagerlyabout the thingsto come. The new band, hesaid, had turned out
exactlyhowhe hoped when he left the Faces.

“ldidn’twanttheloudnesstheFaces had, | didn'twantall them big
amplifiers‘coslcan‘tsingagainst 'emanyway. | just want theband tobe
pleasurable, good-timeandentertaining. I think it is.”

Also, it’'sachance togive hisown songs awider airing. With the Faces, it
often seemed that Lane’s neat, sad little songs were neglected in favour of
themoresnorty, strident efforts of Stewartand Wood.

“Ifeltthatattimes. Itwas nobody’s fault, but lalways had the feeling
thatwhen people paid money to see the Faces, they paid money tosee
RodStewartsing. I couldn’t have sung with the hand comfortably
anyway, butlgotto thinkingitwould be niceto get merocksoffsinging
myownsongs.I've got no desireto be thegreat frontman, but Iwould like
tosing’em, ‘cosl don't think they're thatbad.

Itwas about thesame time that Lane’s horror of the more conventional
methodsoftouringturnedintoaneurosis.

“I'sallrightwhenyou'reakid, but I've gotafamily nowand Ilove 'em

soldon'tliketobeaway from them. Alsoit wasallbased onsuchafalse
setof values. Why should 1 want to travel on aprivate plane? I've done it so
manytimesit'sthesameas travellingin acar.Also | began to wonder
whereitwasallgoingtoend.l'd beenat it eightyearsand it was no
different fromwhen | started exceptitwasfasterandalot bigger.

“Theonlyanswer forme nowisthiscircusidea. Ifit doesn't work out I'll
probablyjustliveonmy farmin Walesand write songs. Yet Iwouldn'tlike
todorthat, becausel still like toshowoff onstage.”

Onewondersover thelikelyreaction of therest of the
Faceswhen Ronnievoiced his thoughts. Howmuch
sympathy would Rod Stewart havewith touringinacircus,
livingonafarmin Wales,orin Ronnie'sguidinglight,
MeherBaba?

“I'wouldn’tsay the band wanted meto leave,” said Lane.
“Ithinkitwasashock tooneandall. There wasabit of
friction atone point, ‘coslsaid to'em I'd just be the bass
player—-nothingmore, ‘cos [was up to‘ere withit. And they
said | couldn’tdothat, andlsaidlfelt1had toleave.

;

|
i \
Ronnie Lane withScottish ‘

musicianBenny Gallagher,
performingasRonnieLane's
Slim Chance atHampton
Court,London,in1974;
(right)the debutsoloalbum,
Anymore For Anymore

4
. P4

[
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“Ithink meleavinghasgiven thebandakick up thearse, infact. It’s
helped putalotofthingsin perspective and has probably made them
abetterworkingband. Like we were veryemotional with each otherat
thestart,and now I think that's been cleared.

Soontothecircus. ApartfromSlim Chance, theshowislikely tofeature
anacrobat,acoupleofdancersand alocal talent spot. Ronnie doesn’t
expectittobehugely profitable. [e’ll be happy ifit just gives himaliving
wage: “I'mjusttryingtoslow down thebusiness ofgoingon theroadso|l
cancopewithit. Thisisnevergonnaget anybigger than whenitstarts out,
oraileastlhopeitwon't. Ireally think this kindof thingis missingin music
today. It'sallgone away from the people. It’stikeall thebands are running
roundentertaining the business, and the peopleareleftout in the cold.

“It'sallsosimple, really, that [ can'tsee whyithasn't been done before.
Isupposeit’s just thatmost bands preferabit of luxuryratherthan
travellin’ around inawagon.

Apartfromtheseideas buzzingaroundinhishead, Lanehasn’tbeen
altogetheridlesince heleft the Faces. He's beenrecordingan albumwith
Ron Wood for afilm soundtrack, Mahoney’s Estate, and indirectlybeen
involvedin therecordingof The Who's Quadropheniasince the original
tapeswere allrecorded in his mobile.

ltwas through Pete Townshend, in fact, that some timeearlier he
becameadevotee of MeherBaba: “I was very interested in the spiritual
sideofthingsafterI'd been through various other scenes,and Petehad
been going through the same thing. We meton an aeroplane on that
terribleWho-SmallFaces tour of Australia where weall got thrown out of
thecountry, anditwas Pete whotold meallaboutBaba. Atfirst I thought
hewasjustanotherguru,butnow know he’'sall right for me. But I'veno
desiretoturn therestof theworldontohim.

Nevertheless, RonnieLanehasbeen through afew changessince his
daysinLondon's East End with differentambitions from the usual
cockney kid. The trailhastaken him alongway from the Mile End Road.

Heremembers: “When [ wasyounglwasreallyscared. [t seemed like
me prospectsamounted tobeingalorry driverorworkinginafactory or
beingatramp. Iwasreally scared that was goingto be mylot. So I suppose
I'vealways beenabit moreofaninstigatorreally;moresothana
musicianoranything. I thinkitwould be fairtosay  wasan instigator of
theSmall Faces and the Faces. Now 'm instigating this new thing. It’s

beenmysavinggracereally.” Jamesjohnson

MELODY MAKER

aa HAOS!” SAID RONNIE Lane
crinklinghisexpressive faceintoa
smileagainstthe sunshineraining

on hiscaravan. “Courage,” [ thought, gazing

at the Big Top, flapping in the summer breeze.

Forthiswas the Passing Show, abrave
ventureinanylanguage, includingRomany.
‘Only Iwouldbemad enough totryit,” Ronnie
told hisfirst-nightaudience later, affirming the
doubtsandanxieties that prickled behind the
breezy confidence of that most likeable of
itinerant songwriters.

Clownsandtent-men, roadiesand musicians
havejoined forcesinaproject thathasbeen
mooted before by idealisticrock'n’rollers. Only
Ronnie Lanehashad thecouragetoput his

BHKRY




money where his vocal cordsreside, andturna
dreamintoareality. Manyamusician has gaily
given voiceto theconcept. “Wouldn'tit begreat
to travelaround thecountry,setupatentonthe
villagegreen and just play for the people?” This
isexactlywhatLanehasdone, even though the
financialrisks are nerve-wracking.
Ronnie’sbrother, Stan, a busy East End toy trader, confided that
chances werebeingtaken, and laughed wrylyat the youngladyreporter
whoexpressed shock whenshelearned tickets for the Passing Show cost
justoverapound. “If she knew howmuch it costto put thison theroad...”
he snapped, on theverge of snappingatent polein frustration.
ThePassingShow isa rebellion against the grindinginevitability of
accepted lifeon theroad. No more jetlag, bumpyflights, rotten hotels,
greasy meals, ulcers and exhaustion. Instead the leisurely jogacross hill
and dale, with amerry clutter of half-naked babies, screechingparrotsin
cages, and the glow of campfires by night. Forroomservice, see Camping
Gazstove, and forcheck-out time, well the wagonsroll atsun-up.

Notthat the gypsy lifeis withoutits problems. AsRonniesaton thesteps |

ofhisbeautiful, ex-fortune-teller'scaravan, earringa-dangle, he
betrayed hisnervousness by saying thatif the afiernoon’s rehearsal did
not take place he would be off, and the show could startwithout him.

It was the day before the debut performance, and the testing ground for
thisexhilaratingventure was the Marlow Football Club training pitch. The
grass wasgreenand pleasant, and thesite cosyenough, butunfortunately,
sinceRonniehadlast passed this way,asmallestateof councilhouses had
been erected nearby, with their threatofcomplaining neighbours.

“I'vewritten a personal letter to everybody explaining what we are
doingand askingthemto bearwith us,” said Ronnie sippinga mug oftea.
“Mostofthenoise willbe caused by the generator, but we've put it asfar
away from thehouses as possible.”

“I'vegotanold LondonTransportbusI'llbetravellinginlater, whenit’s
ready. We're pullingall theseats outand replacing them with a couple of
rooms. It'sabeautifulbus—aGuy-andit’s about 25 years old. It's funny,
lalwayswanted tobealorrydriver, butmedad talked me out of it.”

“lwasalorrydriver,” chippedin Stan, “and 1 wish Dad had talked me
outofit!”

Apassingcircus manwanted to know the purposeof thegnarled
shillelagh that Ronnie was twistingin his hands.

“It’s for the hobble-de-hoys,” said Ronnie, and
weall thoughtit areasonable explanation. “We
putthetentup last Sunday. Most of thestuffhad
tocome from my placeinWales, includingthe
show caravan. I started collecting wagons some
time ago, but they've started to get pricey now.
Thiswasa palmreader’s wagon andit’s still got
her hat pinned in the mirror, where she left it
before she died. It's much simpler than living
inahouse-notelephones,and no postmen
bringingthebills. It's wonderful!

“But thereare problems.1wouldn’thave
chosen thissiteif I'd known the houses were so
close.lwassurprised. We've had all thekids off
theestatecomeovertoseeus...”

AsRonniespoke, ahandful of respectful childrenappeared, hands
outstretched to offer abouquet ofwild flowers. The one-time Facesbass
playerseemed charmed.

Inside the caravan, actually planted on amodern transporter to save
itstired old wheels, was a bizarre world of tiny knick-knacks, drapes,
mementoes, alarge bed, for Master Lane and his goodlady. Itlooked like
the 19thcenturyin miniature.

“What’shappeningin thetent?Isitready?” Ronnielooked anxious
again. There had been grumbles from thetent-manandacertainamount
of melodramaabout who putwhat where. Butactingas the peacemaker
was the quietly spoken even-tempered chiefclown, Digga, of Digga, Mose
&Moochefame, whose caravan’sinterior represented the 20th century,
oratleast the1950s. Digga, alias Paul, wasan Australian, notunlike
Robert Mitchumin TheSundowners.

“Awyes, Melody Maker,” hesaid withawrysmile, “notbad atall. was
readingit on the toilet the other day, and Istillhad my kecks downanhour
later.” There could be nofinercompliment.

While Diggasoothed the tent-man, roadies soothed Ronnie, who was
concerned thatthe PAsystemhad arrived from America -late—and with

“T'his was a
palm-reader’s
wagon and it’s

still got her
hat pinned up”

RONNIE LANE

allthe wrongleads. Inside the bigtop, a two-poler
(“The day of the big four-poler is over,” said Digga),
signs were being painted and wooden plankssetup
fortheexpected thousand orsorevellers. An
American technicianhelpingto put theshow
togethertookarest from hislabours.

“Ronniehas sunksomuch breadintothis, he's got
anoverdraft,” said Russell Schlagbaum.

“Nothing’scheap thesedays. Just onesection ofthis tent costsa thousand
quid. Atleast, that'swhatthe tent-man told me. Ourmain problem is
transport. There'snine peoplein theshowand we'vegot tomovearoundin
caravans. But teething problems, likethe equipmentarrivingone week
late, are beingironed out. The sound is my responsibility, but the acoustics
inthetentaregood,and we'vegot an efficient 1500-watt PA.

“By the way, this is Michael Hurst. He'sin charge of the generator.”

Amancovered inoiland emitting blue sparks dashed past with a
preoccupied look.

the Big Top, past agaily painted wooden entrance and pay

booth. Nothingcould be further from the industry image of
rock'n'roll. The spirit of gentle fun and make-believe seemed to
communicate to the audience. Even when the clowns weren’t so funny
in their slapstick routine, and when technicaland human goofs held
up proceedings, nobody took umbrage.

Thefirstnight wasagreater success than mostofthecasthad dared 1o
hope. Ronnie has such acasual and cheeryattitudeyou had tolaugh,
even when microphones wentdead, onebyone, as he attempted tosing
thefirstline of his second song. Where other singers might scream and
stamp their feet, Ronald smiled, waited and listened as theband gave up
and broke into “IWant To Be Happy”. When contact was restored, Ronnie
saidcoolly: “I think we'llstart that tune again.”

Theshowwasalongone-over threehhours-withaworkmanlike set
from acousticduo KenNicol and Pete Marsh, ex-Gwenyway, whoadded
drumsand bass for their final numbers. Theysang “April Eyes” (“Asilly
song") and delighted with excellentharmonies.

Surprise of the night was Scots singer and comedian-compere Billy
Barclay, thefunniestmanheard inmanyaspin of thewagonwheel. He
toreintotheaudience with astream of jokes,
like, “Let'sall hold hands and seeif we can make
contactwith theliving,” and gave warningthat
“Ifanybodyleaves, I'llcome downto thebus
stopandsingtoyou.”

Robin Lucas and Drew McCullough, from
Ayrshire, proved asweet wee folk duo, with
aprettytuneor two, wholater joinedthe
Lane-itesinSlim Chance.

Aroargreeted theirdiminutive leader,in
black trousers and waistcoat, partially hidden
byanenormousguitar strap. Ronnie’s songsare
happy, easy, and occasionally pointed atthe
mysteries offate, all delivered with that
infectious two-beat, likean East End boogaloo,
whichmade “How Come” suchahit.It’sa
gentle, chuggingrhythm, inwhichmandolin, violinand excellent
saxophone, played by Jimmy Jewell, are pushed along by Bruce Rowland’s
sympathetically, although occasionally under-rehearsed, drums.
Ronnie occasionallyfished out alistoftunestoremind him oftheset, as
heslipped and slid across the circusring.

Inresponse toyelled requests he said disarmingly: “Give usachance,
lain'twarmedupyet!”

Oneofthesurprisenumbers was “Amelia Earhart’”, about the lost
pre-war flyerand thefirstlady ofthe air, while the troupe also excelled
onsuch high-wiretunesas “Careless Love”, “Debris”, and “Silk
Stockings”. Just toadd atmosphere, threerather attractiveyoungcan-can
dancersdisplayed their charmsintheringduringan energetic “OohLa
La”, withaflourish of suspendersand stocking tops.

There wereencores, of course, and demands for more, butas Ronnie
said: “Theman from the councilis here”, and doubtless the mutterings of
suburbia were already beingvoiced backstage.

Andso thefirstofthe Passing Shows concluded to wild applause. If
you'dlike to see the show—just watch out for the man with the parrot,
should e'er he passyour door. Chris Weich ®

F RIDAY: DUSK WAS settling over Marlow as folk trooped into
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“wasn'tinto
rock at all

betore |

CAMERA PRESS

met Davi

NME

'LLNEVER FORGET the day Angie Bowie rangme

upand asked for Nick Kent’saddress. When { asked

whyshewantedit, she replied, “I'd like to have half

aton of wet cement delivered to his frontdoor.”

Poorold Ange. She has quite areputation for things

likethat. Her freak-outs are frequentand of epic
proportions. On the other hand, she’sbeen knowntoanswer
fanlettersfor fiveorsixhoursatastretch,and it'salong time
since June Bolan or BiancaJagger did that.

These days she’s best known as a professional failer of
auditions, asachat-show guest and the frequent subject of
photospreadsin the Sunand the Daily Express. She'sabout as
upfrontasarockstar's wifecan get withoutactually playing
intheband. She’sgot herown fanctub,and herhusband's
fansfind heralmostasfascinatingas David himself.

Dependingonthe circumstancesofmeeting, Angie Bowie
isbothwell hated and wellliked. Many peoplein the business
have got Angie Bowie horrorstoriesto tell, and yet I've always
found herbothexcellent companyand veryconsiderate.
Whatever Bowie’supto, she’susuallyrightin there. During
the tours, Angie was liaising between himand thefans, even
goingtothetroubleoftaking downaddressesand writing
letters. Some fans even got Angie notes from Japan.

Underthethinnest of thin disguises, she’smodelled as “)ipp
Jones”, failed an audition for thelead ina Wonder Woman TV
series, and attempted toembarkonacareerasastraight
actress. She'salsotakinga considerableinterestin thecareer
of her closefriend DanaGillespie. Shedoesalot more than
juststand around posingat concerts. Poorold Ange.

Shespends mostofhertimegettingnumbered assomekind
ofsuper-bitchandshereallyisn'tlikethatatall-mostofthe »
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In the absence of

, his
wife makes
a compelling subject.
Sexually open-
minded, passionately
pro-fan and
supportive of her
husband, she’s a force
to be reckoned with.
“If | hear anybody
talking badly about
David,” she says,
“Pll beat them up.”



February1974:David
Bowiewithwife Angieand
son Zowie (nowDuncan
Jones)in Amsterdamto
receive anEdisonaward
for the Ziggy StardustLP
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time. Also, the fact that every 10 minutesspawns arumour that
sheand DB are headed forthe Great Divide can'tbe too good for
the Health, Education & Welfaredepartmentofthehead either.
Ontheotherhand, the peremptoryandbullyingtoneof her “Look
Here" pagein the Bowiefan-clubmagazineisrather off-putting.

read “TonyIngrassia rehearsingSheila”. Covent Garden

rehearsal studios don’texactly rate fourstarsin the cosmic
AAGuide, but thisoneis quitespectacularly tattered. Nolights on
thestairs, large starbursts of wallpaper ripped away to reveal
pockmarked plaster, crippled furniture, atable that's obviously
seen life as sheisreally lived, asingle glaringlight bulb hanging
disconsolately from the ceiling—The Rehearsal Studio. Got it?

It'slikeastagesetinitself,and right there behind thetableis
thestarof the show, Angie Bowie in the too, toosolid flesh.
Shortwhite hairinimpeccable waves, eyebrows conspicuous
by their absence, ablack see-through dresswith strategic non-
see-throughablesections. One of the latterareas hasslipped abit
andonehighlyappetisingand almost unnaturally crimson
nipplesurveysthescenerywith anairof perkybutbaffled
incomprehension. An upturned biscuit-tinlid does dutyasan
ashtrayand thetableservesasasuitablespottolay down one’s
wearycassette.

Well, now-yourLindasand yer Yokosand yer Biancas are quite
publicthesedays. Whatbroughtyou all outof the closet? “Maybe
it'sadifferenceinattitude on the partof women in general.
Maybe the motivation for getting married was different 10 years
ago. Youknow awife wasaverybad thingto haveifyouwereElvis
Presley. He waited alongtime before he married Priscilla.”

Imumblesomethingabout how it took Lennonalittle while to
ownupabouthisfirstwife. “I gotto confess toyou," ripostes Ms
B, “lwasn'tintorock atallbefore I met David. Butwhenyour
motivation forgetting married is not based on possession, then owning
up abouthavingawifeisaverydifferent thing.

“I'mean, anybody who professes to practicefaith and devotionin the
"70s maythink they'retellingthe truth, butit'sjustanillusion. Maybe I
just move in very different circles, butl know very few people whoreally
behavelikethat. Thatdoesn’t mean that it'snot goodifit works foryou,
butI'msurethat ifyou really like someone you'd prefer tostay with them
onabasisof pleasureand enjoyment rather than frustration or boredom.

“Thingshavetotally changed for people whoareentertainers. If
anybodysaid that Bill Haley didn't have groupies 1'd be sure they were
lying. 1 mean, Paderewski had groupies. One of them was a music teacher
atmyschool. She was 50 yearsold.

“Entertainersin anyfield - classics, pop, avant-garde, makes noodds
-havealwaysbeen surrounded. Groupiesare the people who makeit
allworthwhile. Fanswillsit very quietlyand applaud at the end of
numbers, and they're wellloved, butit's thegroupies who scream and
shoutand wantyoutoknowthey’rethere. Soif you can't accept that fact
youreallyshouldn't get married in the first place, youshouldjustbea
closefriend. Sol was neverhoodwinkedintothinkingthatfaithand
possession werevirtues.”

THE PENCILLEDSIGN thumb-tacked to the stair-rail

fans seem to have considerable affection for Angie. “Ireally dig
them too. I don’tknow about the Beatle thing because I really
don’trememberthat. | may have sounded coy when I said that I didn’t
know anythingabout rock'n’roll untill met David, but that’s the truth.

“It'sadifferent situation now, because sexuality’sdifferent. [ think the
opennessisveryimportant, butit'slike totally depressurising the sexual
driveinstead of keepingthe pressure within the body and causing
frustration. Fansaresmart. Theybangon carsand trytogetin tosee you,
and what could be more wonderful! [ don’tunderstand how anyone could
not thinkabout thefans. They're the ones who make it worthwhile. The
musicbusiness doesn’t make it worthwhile. Youdon't make records for
record companyexecutives, youmake them for people.

“ltdoesn’t matter whether they're old fans who stay very cool, oryoung
fanswhocrywhentheysee you. Anybody who'sanentertainerisinto
audiencesand that’swhatthey’re feeding off. The parasite element of
entertainmentis that you mustfeed off thataudience.”

AlrightAnge. Layiton us. Howdja meet yer old man?“Iwasinvited outto
dinnerbyamutualfriend and he happened tobe at dinner. | was doing

7 3 EATLE FANS ALWAYS gave Beatle wives a hard time, but Bowie

=
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economicsat Kingston Polytechnicand 1 had aboyfriend whowasa
record company executive-canyou believeit? And I went to see himat

the Roundhouseinaband called Feathers. Therecord company executive
refused tosign David, and | broke up withhimbecause I thought hewasa
schmuck.Isaid, ‘You don’trecognise talentwhen youseeit.’

“The band were great. They wereon with The Who that night. Thatwas
my first taste of rock 'n’roll; 1 saw Feathers, Scaffold and The Who."

Shesmiles, obviouslydigging the memory.

“Iwasastounded by The Who.ldidn'tthink people did thingslikethat.
Icouldn'tbelieve Pete Townshend. Iwas totally destroyed by him. I just
satthereandthought, ‘I'vegottogoandhavedinner with thishorrible
record company executive afterwards.’

“Feathersbroke up, butin the meantime one of the other executives
from the same company had managed to persuade the management
not tolisten to theother dude,and hegotthemadeal. Thisled to ‘Space
Oddity’. Literally two weekslater he was in thestudio doing that.

“Wewerevery lucky, I suppose, because we were neversuccessfulin the
beginning. Ifwe had been, itwould havebeen very hard for me tosuddenly
cometotermswithit. ‘Space Oddity’ cameoutanditstarted tobecomea
hitin thesummer, and by the end of Augustand September it was building
up and his manager, Ken Pit1, was rather unprepared forit. Hedidn'tlike
thewaythe dealwasset up. Ithadn’t been set up through him. Hedidn’t
want David to be successful; hewanted David to be obedient.”

HAT WAS IT like being around when Bowie was getting
; ; § ; songslike ‘The Width Of A Circle’ together? “Davidand 1 are
very fortunateinthat I'm not musical. Thereis nothing
musical about me, neithera rhythmic beat of the foot nor a vigorous
clappingof the hands. 'm surprised that | can even dance in adisco.

“Nowthatkind of ignoranceisa vital piece of equipmentwhenyou're
dealingwith someone who's so totally ahead ofeverybodyelse. 1 had no
basis for comparison,and everything he played me sounded great. He
alwayswroteabout thingsthat fascinated me. The Man Who Sold The
Worldwasconceived duringa period when we were really poor, we didn’t
haveany money. Ourband werereally frightened.

“We didn’t understand Tony Defries, who we'd just met. Wedidn't
understand thatitwould be alright justlike he said it would. We'd sitin
ourbighousewithnothinginitandthink, ‘Jesus, hopeitall works out.””

Howdoyou ask anice ladylike Angie how it feels to be married to the
manwho everybodyontheplanet and hisdogEricthinksisthe world’s



“Anybodywho's
anentertaineris
intoaudiences™
pressconference
atthe Amstel
Hotel,Amsterdam,
February7.1974

kinggay? Here's what you do. You say, “How does

ANGIE BOWIE

saysit'sthemostevil partof my personality,and I think he's probably
right. On theother hand, wherel adore people, I'ddoanythingfor
them. Theyall tease meat the office becausel answer fan mail.”

How about all the different levels of Bowie appreciation? Like,
there’sthislinein ‘The Width Of A Circle’ which goes, “And he
laughed insane and quipped ‘Kahlil Gibran'" Now how many young
Bowie freaks have ever heard of Kahlil Gibran?

“Idon’tthinkit makes any odds. I heard a programmeon theradio
about rock'n’roll, and thedudesaid that the guy who wrote ‘Blue
Suede Shoes’ wastalking about it and said, ‘Man, 1don’t think I ever
had a pairofbluesuede shoes. I-couldn’t afford a pair, but T heard
thiscatinadancehalltalkingabout them.

“And I was thinking that that was thesamething. How manykids
whodugthatsongeveractuallysawapair? InEngland at that time,
therewere veryfew menwearingcoloured shoes. Kahlil Gibran-
that’sjust the natural explosion of consciousness that hastaken
placeamongyoung people. Now, instead of ‘Blue Suede Shoes’, it may
be anobscurereference to awriter with whomsomeof us are familiar
andsomeofusaren’t.In theend, they understand thesongso much
better thananyofuswhotrytogetintoitonanyintellectuallevel.”

of arehearsal hall? Anot her extension of the Jipp Jones
thing? “I'm not becoming a model called Jipp Jones. I'm sorry
ifitappeared this way. 1 love doing things ifthey comeoff good, and
I did some photographs which came out great. Peoplesaid, ‘They're
really beautiful, you should do more.’ | would never be a model; it'd
be the most boring thingin the world. I've always wanted tobean
actress. I’'m rehearsing now for a play called Sheila, written by Tony
Ingrassia whodid Pork. It’s a play which ispartofatrilogy, but
mainly one of a pair. Theother oneis called Farne,and we'll be
producingthat onefor sure.
“It’sgoingtobeeither West End or Broadway.
We'renotsure which, because of Equity. I'dlike

SOWHAT ISAngie Bowie doingin this godforsaken armpit

itfeeltobe married tothemanwhoeverybod “D 1 d to doit herefirst for the fans, becausealot of
ontheplanetand his dogEricthinks istli,e Y aV1 never them hadsaid thatthey'dcomeand seeme,
world’skinggay?” whichisgreat. AlsoI'dliketodoithere because

Yourinterviewee will then totallyout-vibe you mears Idon’t reallyknow New York that well.”

byreplying, “Ithink that’s wonderful. I never

Alot of what goeson around the Bowie
machineistoacertainextent misinterpreted.

thoughtofitlikethat. I thinkit’s great. [ loveit. b d
Italldependsonyourknowledge of thegay a,-ny O y a,-ny Isuggested to MsB that shewasoneofthe

culture,ofwhich [ can happilysayI'ma

leadingplayersinalong-runningpiece of

member. It includes awide variety of malice I Want fiction. “That’s alovely phrase, butit’sveryhard

individuals. Without wishingto gothrough a big

toanswer, honey. Itjust makesusalltighter.

longhoo-hah, there’sonecommonlyknown as . 2 People think thatyoudon't care afterawhile.
TheStud. DavidisaStud. to klll thel | | You may just say toyourself, ‘I don’t care, say

“Ifsomeone who's gay reads, ‘Look, I'm gay, he
thinks, ‘Oh, he must be one of those people who
goesup to Hampstead Heath.' See what I mean; it’s two different things.
Howcanyousay toawriter, ‘Look, ’'msorry but you've got things wrong?
I'mgay, butl don’t meanthatIlike togetit; Ilike togiveit.’ It'sreally unfair
tolayatriplikethatonaguy. He's probablyaqueenanywayandjust
beingcool aboutit.”

HILELARGE SECTIONS of the planet and his dog Eric are
; / g ; lookingin on David Bowie, Angie is on the proverbial inside
lookingout. “It’s very strange that you should say that,
because that's gettingright downintoit. I'm very bolshie, very
aggressive. If1 hear anybodyin a bar talking badly about David, I'll
take them outside and beat them up.
“Igot pulled out ofa ballroombyfive policemen for beatingaguy up. It
wasat aGravesend gigwhenwefirststarted. David was headlining, and all
theywanted todowasbop. David cameout, youknow, afuzzy-haired

whatyou want. Fuck off, bastard.’ That might be

what you sayto yourself, but that’s not what you
think. Youthink, 'Whydid yousay that?’ I meanyou’ve heard meon the
phonetoyouscreechingabout things.”

Yeah, like thatKent business. “Absolutely. I mean, I wanted tokill him.
Otherpeoplearen’t asdrasticaslam. David’s never likethat; he never
meansanybodyanymalice. [just want tokillthem for beingso horrible
and for not looking at somethingand seeingit forwhatitis. I get totally
distraught. I can’tthinkin alogical fashion. Ijust thinkinthis dramatic
fashion,thinkingthat they’reeviland that they’re doingit on purpose.

Of course, that’s not fairbecause they’re probably notlike thatatall.”

Wedid thisinterview last November, andsince thenall I know about
whatAngie’sbeen uptoiswhat Iread inthe papers. There was the Wonder
Womandebacle, and acouple more photo-spreads. I hope she gets
somethingtogether.

Good luck, Ange. You're gonna need it. CharlesShaar Murray ¢

folksinger. He made me promise thatwould neverdoit again.

“maverysubservient wife, lwould never... actually that’snot
true; | beatsome people upin Japan. Not fans, guards who were
pickingon thefans. There’swarrantsout for myarrest. At theairport
theysaidto me, ‘Goodbye, Mrs Bowie, pleasedon’t come back.’

“Sobecause | get verystroppy, ifi hear peopletalkingbad about
him, I get veryuptightand I don’t forget it. | never forget anyone, not
aface, notaname. 'mveryquicktotakeaperson’sname.”

Angie Bowie’sgoinground taking people’s names, huh? “Well, you
knowit'strue. When people put me uptight, Iremember it. David

ANGIE BOWIE'S

TAKING NAMES

_.and mister, if you're on her list,
you’d better split town.



19

JANUARY - WARCH

ALBUMS

The Eagles ASYLUM

No two ways about it, this
albumis great-itreallyis.
Their other two records, Eagles
and Desperado, were pretty
excellent,but this one

eclipses both.

Of course the Eagleshave
alotof people to thank for doing
the groundwork - people like
CSNandY, The Byrdsand
numerous other West Coast
country rockers. But they haven't
got any pretensions. They don't
singsongs about freedomor
politics. They stick to what
they know. Like their music,
theirlyrics are simple, direct,
uncluttered statements.

There's asong called “James
Dean”, co-written by Jackson
Browne, Bernie Leadonand
DonHenley,andbefore lheard
itI'dhalf-expected some maudiin
dirge about what a fine rebel
Deanwas, but not abit ofit. The
songrocked like abitch, akind
of “Slow Down" shuffle, and
the lyrics come overslightly
tongue-in-cheek.

GETTY
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Thereis,
however,amore
serious song
aboutadeadrock
starand that's
“MyMan", written
by Bernie Leadon
andabouthis
ex-colleague
GramParsons. It's
not sloppy but
sincere-agood
song. Otherwise
thesongsare
aboutgirlsorcars,
andthere’s afast
country rocker, “Midnight Flyer”,
aboutatrain. Listen to Leadon's
breathtaking banjo-pickin’. That
song really shifts too.

“Old's5",“IsIt True” and “The
Best Of My Love” are filled with
romance butit doesn’t get
sugary. “Old ‘55" has this great
chorus and someonessinginginit
sounds alot like Neil Young, but
thenhe doesalot of hanging
aroundinLA too.

Like the songs, the musicianship
isvery effective. The sheer
panache of “JamesDean” and
thepure electricrock of “Already
Gone"is shining.

Andit's not just alldown to one
guy.The Eaglesaren’tcarrying
deadweight. They all write and
they all sing too (with the
exception of newcomer Don
Felder,whojustscrapesin
on“Already Gone" - he only
joineda couple of weeks ago).

Compared with the previous
two Eagles'records thisisalot
more concise, alot more clean-
cutand everybody seemstobe
goinginthe samedirection. And
the soundisjust right -great
production,greatrecord. Go out
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and buy thisjust
assoonasit's
releasedina
fortnight'stime and
you'llhave all the good
parts, the sinand girls, of
Californiainyour front room too.
Steve Clark, NME Mar 30

Rod Stewart & The Faces

MERCURY

Ladies and gentlemen, a study in
disintegration. When the Faces
began their currentincarnation,
their boozy looseness helpedto
add someriotous vibesto a tight,
powerful, hell-for-leather set.
Just an extralittle something to
liven up the act, kind of like a
rock'n'roll Dean Martin.

Now, several goldrecordsanda
few years of gigging later, they've
indulged themselvestosuchan
extentthat their musicis virtually
unlistenable. Notto put too fine
apoint uponit, their new live
album contains some of the
sloppiest and mostincompetent
playingI've ever heard froma
so-called major band. And that's
not an easy thing to have to write,
because while I've had some
reservations
about the Faces,
Rod Stewart has
beenfor four
years (and to
some extent
stillis) one of
my favourite
British singers.

The first
side chugs
along fairly
unremarkably
butnot too
offensively with

“Simpleanddirect”:
theEagles-(l-r)Bernie
Leadon,DonHenley,
GlennFrey,newrecruit
DonFelderandRandy
Meisner;(inset) “true
fairy” Jobriath

“It's All Over

Now", though “Cut
Across Shorty” gets
atrifle messy.

It builds up alittle steam
towards the end of the “Too
Bad"/“Every Picture Tells A
Story” medley and reaches a peak
with a gorgeous version of
“Angel” which slashes the “Never
A DullMoment” version to shreds
before winding down with an
overlyloose version of “Stay
With Me".

Sofarsogood. Acceptable
party stuff. Flip the album over
andthe rot setsin.

The Faces' version of “I Wish It
Would Rain”is,according to Mr
Kent, the worst Motown cover
he’severheard, and it moves with
allthe grace and drive of aman
with two brokenlegs trying to
climbarope.

Next upis the single most
irritating piece on the album, “I'd
Rather Go Blind". Gorgeously
soulful vocal, but Tetsuand
Kenney Jones spend the whole
piece tryingto agree onabeat,
and lan McLagan and Ronnie
Wooddon'thelpmuch. It's
actively painful to listen to.




Moving right along now, a
medley of “Borstal Boys” and
“Amazing Grace” bridged with
some appallingly clumsy slide
noodlings from Wood. “Borstal
Boys” just about holds together,
butonthe latter trackit’s hard to
tell who's more out of tune, Rod
or Ronnie. That agroup of the
Faces’ stature can not only play
sobadly but actually have the
balls to putit out onanalbumis
quite phenomenal

Lastly, aslipshod version of
Lennon’s “Jealous Guy” poleaxes
this limping setinits tracks.

Once uponatimethe Faces
were one of the most genuinely
excitingbandsinthe country.
On the evidence of all the gigs of
theirs that I've seen (withone
exception) they are now a painful
travesty of their former selves.

Maybe this album was released
simply to get Rod out of his
Mercury contract; | neither know
nor care. Butin the interests of a
one-time fine band, I'd like to ask
the Faces (and their persons) to
play this album in the cold light of
day and dosome re-evaluationon
thatbasis. To continue on this
basisis adisservice toboththe
band andtothose members of
theiraudience whocantellabad
setfromagoodone,andwhoare
financing this disintegration.

Rodhasgone onrecordas
saying that he didn’t like Ooh La
La. Well,it wasadamnsight
easier to listen to than this one.
Face facts,my friends. A word
to the wise guy. Charles Shaar
Murray, NME January 19

Jobriath ELEKTRA

You will soonbe told that this
catis going to be the big breeze
in1974. Receive this piece of
information with sceptical,
though polite, curiosity, weigh
it carefully, and then watchiit
crumble and trickle through
your fingers.

Quite aninteresting hype,
Jobriath. “A true fairy”,as he
insists on callinghimself, heisa
trained pianist, an actor,a mime
artistand dancer, and a vocalist
stuck somewhere between Bowie

and Leo Sayer.He dressesup
as apierrot, too - which
means that either he or Sayer
have got to go, or stay firmly
intheir own countries.

Jobriathisreasonably
gifted allright, but that
doesn’tmeanhe’s necessarily
anygood. His songshave a
chordalbasis thatrecalls
Satie and Chopin - and sure
enough thoseturnout to be
his favourite keyboard
composers. His phrasing,
arrangements, and the general
showbiz glibness inevery move
he makes on this debut album
remind one vaguely of Hair or
something - and sure enough
heusedto beinthe cast of that
show in America. That's about
two casefuls of finest quality
distilled mystique down the drain
straight off.

Whatelse? The lyrics? They
convince most when they're
sexual, asinthe masochistic
(“Take MelI'm Yours")and
narcissistic (“I'maman”) exercises
in chic gay consciousness with
which each side of the record
begins. Beyond thatit's tawdry
sci-fi, a dash of fashion news, and
the obligatory song about being
borntorock’n’roll.

The musicianshipis deafening
andprofessional to the last
semiquaver. A brilliantly
conceived and designed package
built around arun-of-the-mill
talented young New York queen
that...crumblesinto dust as you
play it, just like Jobriath’s legs do
onthe cover. Agood hypeindeed.
lenjoyed it whileit lasted.
tan MacDonald, NME January 26

Can UNITED ARTISTS
I've hadmy paltry reservations
about Canin the past, but their
previous album, Ege Bamyasi,
allayed most of them and this,
the group’s fourth LP (excluding
Soundtracks), wipes the slate
impressively clean. Future Days
isanimmaculate piece of work,
the best Germanrock recordso
far, apart from Faust.

Onit,Can have at last found
the perfect quality of sound
through which to express their
very highly developed internal
musical relationships -asound
full of distance and air, halfway
between abstract and concrete,
sometimes bursting with light,
sometimes glowing vaguely as if
through arain-washed window.
Abit like a Turner painting.

Everybody comes through on
their own level without distorting
anyone else's -whichmeans, for

;

example,that Damo
and Michael Karoli
fulfilthemselves far 4
more than ever _p
before, the latter's
playingemerging as something of
arevelation.

Elsewhere, lrmin Schmidtis
gettingintonew, more rarefied
regions and has managedto
produce anersatz string-tone
without recourse to the
mellotron’sinstantdeep-freeze,
while Liebezeit and Czukay are
consistently amazing throughout.

Thetitletrack, basedona
rhythm-box figure, bossa-novas
its way through shadow and
translucency, guided by the bass
and the subtlest of guitar
inflections - music of nuance,
endlessly listenable and
performed with an ear for detail
sofinely developed that it makes
the majority of top-flight Anglo-
American outfits look about as
sensitive as abunch of Sumo
wrestlerstrying towaltz.

“Spray” is more aggressive and
loose,improvised (I'd guess) from
top to bottom, and hopefully a
model for Can’s Live excursionsin
the future. “Moonshake”, one of
thebest singles of '73, concludes
Side One with anervousjittering
rhythm and tastefully sparse
electronics. But the bestisonthe
other side.

“Bel Air", a 20-minute project
(elsewhereratherloosely
described as a suite),is the most
impressive thing Can have
recorded.It’s basically anumber
inseveral sections played twice,
quite differently, divided by a
naturalisticinterlude of bees
buzzingin asummer meadow.

First time out, Damo sings the
melody line with Czukay holding
one note underit; thenitbreaks
and takes off, picking up alovely
guitar theme fromKaroliduring
the soaring duet between him
and Schmidt.

The secondrunof the song
featuresallthe chord changes,
but omitsan effective descending
passage untilthe singing's over -
whereupon the group take off
againand, thistime,don’t come
down. The standard of creative
interplay during this sectionis
close to supernatural.

Future Days is sheer good
music andis perfectly easy for
anyone with apairof ears
attached to their heads to get
into and thoroughly enjoy. Forget
thekrautrock tag. Forgethow
you're supposed toreact. Just
get thisrecord. lanMacDonald,

NME January 26
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Lulu

POLYDOR

It seemed an unlikely pairing
when Lulusang with David
Bowie and recorded in Paris
last year. Buthereistheresult,
andaslhave beentrying to
convince my assistant Tinker
Bulstrode, it's not so daft.
“Come offit, guvnor, you
don’t mean ter say that Lulu
used to sing at the Marquee?”
'Fraid so, old man.

Like David, she was one of
the embryostarsfromthe'60s
whoregularly jived to a firm
twist beat. And what is more,
Luluhas not losther touch. She
lilts through the Bowie classic
with calm assurance, while the
composer adds afetchingalto
saxophone and vocal backing.
They make anintriguing team
andlet’s hope they whizz
chart-ward together.

“Well,if you say so, guv...”
Ido. MMJan12

Ringo Starr
'’ APPLE
The MM Glee Club, consisting
of the massedsingers of the
sub-editing department and
combined acereporters,
down ballpointstojoininthe
chorus with Ringo on the old
Johnny Burnette hit. Kazoos
help out on Richard Perry’s
simple but effective
production, andit should hit
the chart’ere dawn. MMFebo

Genesis

CHARISMA

One of the band’s most
interesting and beautifully
constructed songs, (as
opposedto their major
works), it makes fine single
material, and may wellhelp to
bring them to awider public.
Genesis fanswhofear an
outbreak of commercialism
should remember that they
began their career asateam
of songwriters. The
arrangements came later.
Note the loping beat and
sitar sound blending with
the unusual percussive
effects. Should be abighit,
butitdepends onthe whims
of those devils the DJs, of
course. Chris Welch, MMFebg
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“PéOple expect something special...”

MARCH 16 After an educational support tour with Mott The Hoople, Queen are wowing their
own crowds. Backstage at Cambridge Corn Exchange, Freddie Mercury explains how it’s done...

REDDIEMERCURY'S A pretty regular
Fguy -usesregular Bibablack nail

varnish, regular black eyeliner,and
straightens his hair with regular electric tongs.
Yougetthe ideathathe's bored with being told
that Queen are going to be big - he reckons
he's a star now and wears that star-apparent
attitude like a well-fitted pair of trousers.

Freddie's notbent, justcamp. Ask himif he's
queer and he'llturn round and say: “I'm as gay
as adaffodil, dear.” (He has a habit of saying
“dear” at the end of every sentence.)
Drummer Roger Taylor expounds: “Freddie’s
just his natural self - just apoove, really.”

Apart from Nick Kent describing their first
album asa “bucketof urine”, Queen have had
few mentionsin NME - yet even so they
managed to pull second place inthe Best New
Group readers’ poll. Pull them down as much
as you may - they don’t really give a damn.
They'll all still come up smelling of roses.

This week their single “Seven Seas Of
Rhye” makes its debut in the chart, just days
afterrelease. Soon, their second album,
Queen !, will doubtless follow. For Queen are
bigbusiness, and though you may hate them,
they're gonna confound you by being huge.

There's money behind them, for a start. For
aband who are stillon the verge of making big
breadthey've got an amazing amount of gear
and alighting system that Bowie would be
jealous of. They also have a professional set-
up that makes you wonder why it's taken them
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solongto get where they are now.Every one
ofthemis academically bright; all possess
degrees and, while no one likes a smarty-
pants,being above averageintelligence has
helped them avoid being rooked.

Mercury: “The moment we made a demo
we were aware of the sharks. We had such
amazing offers from people saying, ‘We'll
make you the next T. Rex’, but we were careful
not to jump straight in. Literally, we went to
about every company before we finally
settled. We didn't want to be treated like an
ordinary band that's going to be launched.
We're signed to Trident Audio, so basically all
the money comes from them. We were their
firstmanagement venture and they are
prepared tolendus- or whatever - the money
weneed. Withinreason.”

Atthe time of signing, Queenhadno
manager and it was Trident Audio who found
themone,inthe personage of Jack Nelson,
asmooth-working character from America.
“The whole point of him being our manger s
thathe’sbased in London, but he's obviously
gotallthe American contacts, whichis great.”
Shrewd, too - advance publicity in America
suggest the band promise more than most
British groups - and already they've sold an
incredible 150,000 copies of their first
album Stateside.

Backstage at Cambridge Corn Exchange,
the band are getting ratty. Drummer Roger
Taylor explains: “The road crew gothere early

CAMBRIDGE CORN
= EXCHANGE ——

LIVE!

— MARCHY

and were told by
the promoter

that they couldn't
getintill five,and
whenit takes hours
to putup this
equipment, there'sjust no

way you cangeta soundcheck.”

While supportband Nutz are onstage, the
road crew are still fixing up Queen's lights.
Guitarist Brian May says, “I'd walk off stage if
Iwere them. Do yourealise they've got all the
house lights on? How can they play under
conditions like that?”

Subject changesto hype: Queenare very
sensitive about beingdescribed as hype. “It's
rubbish to say we were hyped,” Taylor claims.
“We started playing the really small gigs and
then we released the album. There was no big
splash of publicity or anything. Now Cockney
Rebel -their publicity came before they'd
doneanything.”

At thisstageinthe proceedings, record
producer John Antony is considering doing
rock’sfirst streak, but finally comes out with
this gem: “The best quote | ever heard about
Queen was from the drummer of Roxy Music,
who said, ‘ldon't like thembecause theyare
too contrived!’ | laughed for about 10 minutes.”

Cambridge Corn Exchangeis one of those
places that's draughty, but has atmosphere.
Beercans may litter the floor, and hot dogs
may be on sale at the back of the hall, but it's




March31,1974:Queen's
BrianMay andFreddie
Mercury atthe Rainbow
TheatreinNorthLondon

phantasmagorical, man. And when Queen
take the stage, it's echoey as well.

In this establishment, Queen fans look like
any other fans except they wear overcoats.
Andbefore you know where you are, the place
isbeingblacked out, the openingstrains of
“Procession” (from their new album) are
being played, prior to lights switchingon
Mercury as he getsinto “Father To Son".

Ifl seemtobe dwelling on Mercury and
drummer Taylor, it’s because they hityou
between the eyes as the two genuine image-
makersin the band. Taylor is the pretty one
with class, while Mercury is the evil-looking
type with vibes. He describes himself as being
“sluttish” on stage, and it's true - just the way
he slinks around the place spells out “street-
walker,whore, tart”. In fact, when he sings their
encore “Big Spender” andyells, “/don't pop my
cork foreveryone”, you'd better believe him.

Musically, Queen are brash, loud and heavy.
There'slittle subtlety at this pointin their
musical career and there's not an awfullot
that's totally original, but they do have a flash
way of putting it across that makesit with the
audience. [t seemed a compromise when they
played “Jailhouse Rock” coupled with “Stupid
Cupid” -who needs that after all? Yet
Mercury was adamant afterwards that it was
avital and relevant part of the stage act.

“Yousee, the thingis, we're out on stage
to entertain and it’s no good saying, ‘Look,
we've gota new album and you are going to

getawhole barrage of ournewsongs
whether youlike it or not. It's nice to do
abarragebutintheendit’snicetodo
something they can associate with so
they don't have tolisten too much.
Allthey dois boogie and have agood
time. We do ‘Jailhouse Rock’because
we've been doingit for years,and |
don’tgive afuckif people say it's now
atrendy thing to play. It suitsusand
that’s all that matters.”

Strangely enough, Mercury, self-
confessed poseur and dandy, says they
don’t comein for abig gay following.
“We don't getletters from gay people
or anything, though |'ve hadletters
saying | look very evil.”

True, he doeslook evil,and if you
study the lyrics on their second album
withits mentions of thunder and
lightning, defying the laws of nature
and ogres... you begin to wonder.

“ljust like people to put their own
interpretation on my songs. Really, they
are just like little fairy stories. Last night
[atSunderland] | felt really evil when|
came onstage - whenI'mout there I'm
reallyinaworld of my own, | goup there
andhave agood time. It'sthe audience
participation that counts and last night
they werereally great. | felt| could do
anything. | could have gone into the
audience and had arave. Just Freddie
Mercury poncing on stage and having
agoodtime.

“People expect something special,
so you've got to create a real show-
the Motttour helpedusanimmense
amount. | don't think we were areal
bandbefore that, but Mott taught us
how to behave asaband andhow to
survive over alongperiod.”

Wasit a difficult transition to make, from
beingasupportband to headlining their own
British tour? “The responsibility now lies with
us. But I've always thought of usas a top
group. Sounds very big-headed, | know, but
that's the way it is. The opportunity of playing
with Mott was great, but | knew darn well -
and even lan Hunter knew -the moment
we finished that tour, as far as Britain was
concerned, we'd
be headlining.

“We took it in our stride.
It was something we had to
do-lwouldn't have liked
tohave done aheadline
straight away because we
wouldn't have attracted
many people, but the Mott
tourjustdid usright.”

Ontheir debut album,
Queen, the band were
compared to a variety of bands, mainly
Zeppelin and Yes. | asked Mercury if he was
aware that, at times, his voice sounded
remarkably similar to that of Jon Anderson.

“I'm not as weak as that...” he counters
-thenrealises he hasn’t said the right
thing and adds, “I could take thatas a
complimentbecause | know | sound gritty
in other places. Inother words, you are
saying it's versatility. | don't soundlike
Jon Anderson all the time, do [?"

“Pm really out
there in a world of
my own... Just
Freddie Mercury
poncing on stage”

Everythingin this man's manner suggests
heisvain.lbroach the subject.

“My dear, I'm the vainest creature going,
butthensoare allpopstars...”

He poses quite alot on stage, looking evilly
at the assembled masses aroundthe stage
before standing sideways, holding his head
inprofile for seconds, flicking his hair back.
All good stuff. And there's more to come if he
gets more of his ideas through: “I'd like tobe
carried on stage by six nubile slaves with
palmsandall.”

Ithad been suggested to me prior to the gig
by a somewhat cynical personthatinitially
Queen had sat down and, in the manner of
Chinn/Chapman, worked out what was
commercially neededin the music business.

Therefore, they were clinicalin their approach.

Mercury: “Untrue. We haven't suddenly
decided,‘'Hereisanopen market. We've
geared ourselves, certainly, but with our
music coming first. And we've been pretty
confidentallalong. I stillthink the strongest
thing we dois our music - and the way we put it
across. That's all we're about, actually, from
startto finish. | don’t think we're suddenly
going to say, ‘Ohlook, the phase is going to
change!' That's why we're concerned about
people going, ‘Here come Queen.' Suddenly
glamrockisinand they are following
tradition. We were called Queenover three
years ago - and that's pre-Bowie.”

They seemultra-touchy aboutbeing
accused of jumping onbandwagons, yet
Mercury adamantly states: “l don’t care what
they say, really. | think people have said things
aboutus and then changed their minds after
listening to the album.”

| venture that “Liar”, on their first album,
hasbeendescribed as ascloseasthis to the
Russ Ballard composition of the same name
-and Mercury counters with “Bullshit” before
adding, “l thought that might arise, actually.
It'savery old song that we usedto do onstage
agesago.l heard much later there was an
Argent track with the same name, but that's
acompletely different song.”

With an education and qualifications
apparently secondtonone behind them, it
might appear that thisis just a gathering of
fourintellectuals who want to toy with the
music business.

“No, we're not just
playing with the music
scene. It'sjust the way
things happened. We
went to college but we
were also musicians doing
it part-time and we thought
itwouldbe aniceideato
take it seriously for once.”
Julie Webb
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Described by Roxy Music’s Paul Thompson as
contrived’ and by NME's Nick Kent as ‘a bucket of
urin€, this band have nonetheless come
to a headlining tour in six months flat.
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well on the way

to platinum with
Tubular Bells — an

LP no big company
wanted. Recording the
follow-up, however, he
seems troubled and
withdrawn. “Pm not
very happy with
myself as a person,”
he says. “I find life
astrain.”
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MELODY MAKER

OM “BULK ERASE” Newman threw back

hishead and guffawed. “Thatsounded like

areindeer witha brokenleg,” he observed,

none toocandidly.

MikeOldfield peeredupintotheengineer’s

boothinthesplit-level Manor Studios. Fake
indignation gave way toabroad grin. Withoutaword he
playeditagain, thistime without goofs. Elbows propped on
thelid ofagrand piano, he shook the set of sleigh bells with
grim determination. Not that therhythmwasanything
complicated. Ifanythingitwasthereverse. Sosimpleit was
temptingtoelaborateunnecessarily.

Hergest Ridgeis now nearingcompletion, thefirstside
finished, and thesecond about halfdone. From the snatches
thatl heard, itappearstobe very mucha “Son Of Tubular
Bells” epic, but istighterand sieers ciear of the blandness
that, forme, dogged theoriginal.

“Therewerealotof bitson the first album that I'm now not
happywith,” said Oldfield, much laterin the day. “Thistime
I'mensuringthateverythingthat’sin the music isreally vital
tothe music.” Ittookalongwhile togetsuchaquotefrom
Mike. He'swithoutdoubt the mostintroverted artist I've ever
met. Inthe 13 hourslwasatthe Manor, hespoke barely a
handful of sentences, preferringtojustget on with the job at
hand, withaminimumoffussor moodiness.

Clearly, with suchatemperament, he'sfortunatetobe
workingwithTom Newman, averycreativeengineer,anda
person who's notatall backward in comingforward. Newman
istheyingtoOldman’syang-it'sa near-perfect working
relationship. Newman keeps the session flowingsmoothly,
withanabundance of wit,and heseems, at the Manor at least,
tobetheonlyperson that canreatlycommunicatewith Mike.
Theyoungguitarist trustshimimplicitly.

“Thebass notes there make the sound too cluttered,” says
Tom, “whydon’tyou juststrumit, skifflestyle?” »

)




“lwrote the whole
albuminthatarea”:
Mike Oldfieldon
HergestRidge
Herefordshire,in1974
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Oldfield lookssurprised, but triesit. Newman isright. Mikectimbsthe
woodenstairs tohear howit soundson tape. One armaround hislady,
Maggie, helistensinsilence, and then nods. He mutterssomething
inaudiblein Newman's ear.

“Ah, theChinesebit,” says Tom sagely. The Chinese bititis.

Oldfieldisn’tavirtuoso piano player by any means, but he does have
anaturalflairforcreating pictorialimages with the simplest of devices.
The“Chinesebit” turns out to be apercussiveandjerky forayaround the
flatand sharp black notes, whichimmediately evokes pictures of
rickshawsand paper fans, although it takes Oldfield maybe half-a-dozen
attemptsto get theexactsound that he's after.

“Canyouturnthe mandolinsupinthecans,” herequests, “and turnthe
other piano trackdown. It'shard to concentrateon thisone when I can
hear theotherthinggoingatlthetime.”

Likeeverythingelse, it comes together eventually. Listening to the
playbacks, Oldfield and Newman seemsatisfied, as they takealternate
slugs fromabottle ofbrandy. At this point, Oldfield is forced to
temporarityabandon the session, by thearrivalofacarsalesman, Mike
hasapparenttybeentestdrivingsportscarsatl week, and thislatestoneis
abeautifulstreamlined turquoise Ferrari, which Oldfield duly climbs
into, before hurtling offaround the Oxfordshire countryside.

“Whatdidyouthinkofit?” thesalesmanaskshimanhourorsolater.
“Well..." whispersMike, “ don’twantafastcarso
muchasaquietone. That one seemsvery noisy.
I'vebeen thinkingaboutaLamborghini...”

OUNDABOUT MIDNIGHT, after

acosyeveningaround the Manor

television, Mike Oldfield decides
thathe'dliketodo aninterview. It'san
unprecedented gesture. Having met Mike
before, | know his general dislike for
conversation and specifically when applied to
music. He seems to feel, perhapsrightly, that
music is for listening to, rather than talking
about. Still, here we are. So, why is the new album so titled?

“Well, I'vegot thishousein Herefordshire that standsonahitl, and it
looks out overamuch targerhillcalled Hergest Ridge. ['sagreat place to
go forwalks, and seeingas how 1 wrotethe whote albumin that area, it
seemedasgoodatitleasany.”

Whoelseisonthealbum? “Nobody really wellknown. There’san oboe
player,and atrumpet player, you heard the choir,and there'san Irish lady
singer, multi-tracked lots of times. My brother [Terry] plays a bit of flute
andafriend ofhis playscymbals. ChitliCharlesdoesa drum track.”

Thistime, says Mike, there won't be any concert performancetolaunch
thealbum. “We were goingtodoanAlbert Hall concertin May, but the
way itturned out, with thesecond side especially, it wouldn’t be possible.

“There’'saneight-minutesection where I play30guitars and each of
thoseis double-tracked, so that's 60, and with double-tracked bass
guitars, itworks out thatyou'd need 95 guitarists, all using fuzzboxes, to
createthesame sound. Toeven get near thesound, you'd need at least 40
players, and that’sjust not practical.

“Ihad afewreservationsabout the way Tubular Bellsturned out as a tive
thing,anyhow. I didn’treallyenjoyit. If I doany morelive things, I shan't
actuallybe playing, because whenyou'replaying it’s very difficultto have
anycontroloverwhat'sgoingon. Anybodycould play mybit really, so I'd
befreetodoconductingand engineering.”

Foracouple ofyears, Mike was the musical mainstay of Kevin Ayers’
band, the Whole World, where his role was totally different to that of the
composermantlehe’snow taken on. He was an excellent and inspired
lead guitarist and a fine bassist too, when occasion demanded. Thisisan
areaofoperationthat Mike misses. “Yes. The best part, for me, inthe
Queen Elizabeth Halt concert, was the guitar solo with the strings. That
wasreallyenjoyable.I'd quiteliketo dothe odd thing withaband as well if
somebodyasked me. I've been thinking of going o afewauditions. The
Whole World was sometimes OK. It wasavery good trainingground, and
llearntalot from workingwith Kevinand David Bedford.”

AllofMike’sremarksaredeliveredin anincredibly quiet monotone, and
themostunnervingpartofitallisthatitseemsasthough he'sthinking
abouttheanswersto thequestionsfor thefirst time. Aroutinelinelike
“Areyou surprised at the success of Tubular Bells?” forexample, meets
withathoughtful response that suggests that Oldfield has never even
considered thematter: “Idon’t know, really. | never seem 1o besurprised

36 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1974

“T'he only pop
music I listen
to is heavy
metal rock”

aboutit. WhenImade therecord, afew peoplesaid tome thatitwasa
commercialalbum, andsoljust took theirwordfor it. | can’t remember
whetherl thoughtit'dbesuccessful or not. By thetime I'd finished it, it had
becomemeaninglesstome.!'d heard thethingaboutathousand times,
and | wasacutelyconsciousofevery bang, squeak and bit of tape hissonit.
Afterallthatit wasreallyastraintohave toresurrectit forlivegigs.”

“It’schanged theway that I live.  exist a bit more comfortably

.4 now thanlusedto, butI'dsaythat it hasn’t changed me enough.
Ireatlywish thatithad changed me more thanithas. I'm notvery happy
withmyselfasaperson. I'dlikeadifferent brain, youknow, 'mtiredofthe
onethatI'vegot.Ifindlifeastrain.”

Helaughs quietly, but alittlesadly, 100.1thought I'd change thesubject.
Askabout thefuture. “Oh, I'dliketo produce some people. Don't ask me
who, because I realty don’t knowyet.”

Andasfarascomposing’sconcerned, Mikeemphasised that he needs 1o
beleftalonetocreate... “Sincethefirstatbum, I've foundit increasingly
hardtoconcentrate. I havedifficultyinsustaining thedrive tokeepatit.
Whatlneed, what I reatty NEED, isto besettled down snuglyinmyown
studio,somewherein the country, wherelcould just geton with it, and
without beingforced to do gigs. I think that under those conditions I could
probably turnoutamasterpieceevery... oh,
Idon’tknow. I think I could turnout onegood
albumavyear.AndI'msurethatl'dimprove, t0o.”

Mikeacknowledges classical musicas being
his principalinfluence. (“Theonly pop music
llistentoisheavymetaltrock,andlonlylisten
tothatwhenI'm depressed.” And he reckons
thatchurch musichasshapedhisdirection
somewhat, although he's also into Delius,
Bartok and Stravinsky. Bach's BMinor Mass, too.

Hefeelsthathehasn'tquitecometoterms
withthe20th centuryyet, although helikes
SirMichael Tippett’swork. Mike's interest in
talkingabout music wassubsidingagain. Helooked a bit distracted.
Suddenly he perked up, and with something approachingenthusiasm,
said: “Oh, you must come and see my model aeroplane; | got it last week.
I'mreally pleased withit.” Steve Lake

NME

HESTORY SO far: the scene is the 1973 Midem Festival in

Cannes, the music biz'sannual orgy of international wheeling

anddealing, and Virgin Records boss man Richard Branson is
doing the rounds with a master tape of Mike Oldfield's then just-
recorded Tubular Bells. He's just played it to one US label representative
and been told: “OK, slap some vocalson itand I'll give you $20,000.”

Whichisabout the most positive reactionso far fromawhole host of US
labels displayingvaryingdegreesof apathy to Branson'ssearch foran
Americanoutlet. Infact therest of them -inctuding themighty CBS -
weresoapathetictheydidn’teven putinabid. “It'llneversellin America”
seemed to be theconsensus of opinion fromall sides-the Midemsagain
itselfbeing arepeat of Oldfield’sown difficulties infinding a British label
before Branson'senterprising Virginlabel opened its doors.

Thisweek, Tubular Bellsentered the American Top Fiveand seems
certaintoachieve hoth gold and platinum statusbefore the month'sout.
InAustralia, thealbumhasjust taken the top sloton importsales.

Meanwhile,backin Britain, Tubular Bellshasracked upsales farin excess
0200,000sinceitfirst chimed into thebest-sellerlistson July 21, 1973. If the
album continuesto moveat itscurrent rate-and therearenoindications
thatit'saboutoslow down-it could eventually eclipse thesuccess of Pink
Floyd's Dark Side Of The Moon and evenrivalSimonand Garfunkel’s
BridgeOver Troubled Waterasanall-timerecording phenomenon.

Notbad goingforanintrovertedtittle bloke just turned 20, who hardly
anyone wanted toknowayearago! The manin factisasdocileas Lewis
Carroll'sshagged-outlittiedormouseand about as animated asaday-old
corpse. Experienced journalists have been known tostaggeraway from
Oldfieldinterviews bemoaningthe fact that they have insufficient copy
tocoveraG-string,and harbouringan overwhelmingdesiretoreturn to
theirold vocation of wiring readers'’ letters for Forum.

Ifthetruthbeknown, I thoughtI'd blown it withmysecond question,
throughwhichlwasatiemptingtocreate somekind of rapport with the

7 E 3 UTIFSUCCESS hasn’tsurprised you, hasit changed you at all?




reluctant Oldfield. We'd beenlabouringto establish interviewer-
intervieweerelationsin the claustrophobic control room of The Manor
recordingstudio somewherein the Oxfordshire outback,and I'd asked
him his feelings about The Exorcist.

Whatwith Tubular Bellsbeing used asthesoundtrack, and all those
blood-curdlingtales (fact or publicist's fantasy) circulatingabouthow
people connected with the making of the movieare beingbeset with all
kinds of personal traumas-accident, death and madness-! wondered if
Oldfield was aware of the nasties currently beingdealt outof Satan’s pack.

Alook of fear rapidly replaced the tranquillity of his placid blue eyes; his
frailbodytrembled ever soslightly ashe mumbled: “I wish youhadn't
told me that. Anyway, that'sit, you've finally convinced me; I'm defi nitely
not goingtoseethat film now.

“Evenbefore you told meall this,” hecontinued inadry waveryvoice,
“lwas much toofrightened toseeit. Judgingfrom whatI'vereadinthe
papers, coupled to whatyou'vejustsaid, that'sit. [don't wannaknow.”

His cause for concerngoesdeeper than that of the thrill-seeking
cinemagoeraverse to performingatechnicolouryawnall over thelady
peddlingalbatrosses on astick. Thefactis, the four-minute segment of
Tubular Bellsused for the soundtrack of the film was, states Oldfield,
takenwithout his prior permission. “The thing nobody realises,” said
Oldfieldin avoicethatstartsinastrained whisper and invariably trails
offmid-sentenceintothinair, “isthatl knew absolutely nothing atall
aboutthis. It’s not that I really minded, buthonestly, | wishyouhadn’t told
meall those stories.” There wasalongsilence.

Asittranspired, when themanspokeupagain and the “interview”
progressed, Oldfield didn'tsuddenlystartcarryingoninanalarming
manner. Neither did heavy objectsbeginto levitate around the control
room. To his credit, thisman didn'tstart screaming obscenities, spew
greenbilein my face, make hishead rotate a full 360 degrees or perform
unmentionableacts onhis person with the guitar that he was carefully
re-stringing. Infact, hedidn’tdo verymuch atall,and said even less.

getanythingoutof him,” was the word-to-the-wise advice
whispered in my right ear by sound engineer Tom Newman
whenl first arrived at the rambling old Manor house.

Atwhich point, Oldfield shuffled by grunting about “Scottish Tom"”
beingon the otherend of the phone. When one finally “pegs Mike down”,
heappearsso anonymous that we could havequite easily printeda
photograph of our own Steve Clarke on this page and noone would have
beenthe wiser, except the barmaid at the Marquee.

Inhisdefence, however, I suppose I may have manifested myselfatan
inopportune moment, for after spending sixweeks workingon his new
masterwork Hergest Ridge, Oldfield (sweat-stained armpitsand all) is
currentlyinastate of stagnation and acute frustration.

Apparently he’sjust scrapped onecompletesection of recorded music
and was attemptingto work up some enthusiasm to finish the task within
the nexttwo weeks. The previous dayspent constructingand flying
model gliders hadn't brought forth amuch-needed burst of inspiration.

“I'm goingthrough abad phase at the moment, things aren’t going quite
right for me,” husked the voice of mental constipation. “Nothingis
turningout the way thatl wantit,and atthe moment I'm notquitesure
how to go about rectifyingit. Everythingkeeps goingrightout of tune, so
I'vehadtore-stringjustabouteverything.”

Suspect tuning, headmits, canin someinstances enhance the sheets
ofsounds. Buthegoeson toreveal thatthisisbynomeanshisonly
dilemma: “lalso havealot of troublekeepingtime.”

Heslumpsover the 24-track console, fiddles with abattery of knobsand
switchesand suddenly theroomis filled with the celestial sounds of
hallucinogenic voices, sky-divingguitars, macaroni mandolinsand
otherheady noises thatslurp 'n’slide
inand out ofthe giant playback
speakers. “Thisisthebitthat’sgiving
meahelluvalotoftrouble.”

Welisten foramoment, before he
bashes the stop mechanism. “I'vegot
adreadfulsenseoftiming...can’t
understandit. I thinkit'sOKat the
time, butwhenl cometo playitback
Ifind I've slowed down and speeded
upinall thewrongplaces.1 must
have had mymind onother things.”

¢ I "M TELLING YOU, you'll have to peg Mike down if you want to

ﬁr_ o ey

MIKE OLDFIELD

Afterrewindingthetapetoanothersection,95guitarsinfullarray
tickle our senseslike 40,000 headmen galloping across one’slobotomy on
leapers. Very impressive.

“Christ,how couldl ever possibly hope torecreatethatlive?” he ponders
withavoiceso dejected I feltlike slashing my wrists, butat the same time
givingsomeinsight astowhy Tubular Bellshasonly been performed
twicein public. Oncein concert, once on television.

“ldon’tlike doinggigs,and won'tdoany until suchtime asthe whole
concertthingissoincrediblyrehearsed, wellequipped, and I've got the
right people to play with. Ifeventually lam todogigs, ! wanteachand
everyonetobeasatisfyingthingtogo outanddo. And only then will
consider it. You see, | want people who are not only musically capable but
also emotionallyequippedtodoit.

“To be truthful, I think I'd be much happier conducting and engineering
itthanactually participating. The engineeringis twice as complicated as
any ofthe parts. When wedid thatconcert at the Queen Elizabeth Hall,
wedidn'tuse any amplifiers-all the guitars were fed straightinto the
mixingboard, whichalot of peopledidn'trealise. Buteventhathad alot
of major technical hang-ups.”

Despite this, Oldfield feelsthat eventually such problems canbe
surmounted. But as to whether the effortand expense will justify the
result, all he can offerisa non-committal: “It might... butIdunno.”

Asyethe hasn’tmanaged toovercome allthelimitationsof the
recording studio. “The electronicsstand inyour way,” he quietlydrones.
“They get between you and your final thing, so until such time that
someone inventsacontrol board thathasinbuilt aesthetic judgement,
that'stheonlywaytodoit.”

It'saline of conversation that prompts him to dismiss any suggestion
that by goingit alone and playingmostinstruments he’sin danger of
becominginvolved in asophisticated exercise in recordingtechnique.

“Alll'm doingis just makingsome musicthatlcanlistento... Well,
Ithinkit'sthat! There’s not alot of music that enjoy listening to. Mostly 1
like classical music, church and choral things-there’s not too much rock
thatlcangetoffon.

“I'll tellyou something-l always thought that once lhad made my own
album, held the coverinmy hands and read my name, I'd think it was
wonderful. But, youknow, it’s notlikethatatall.”

Jeez, Oldfield, I've got enough problems of my own withoutyou crying
on myshoulderasifl wassomerock’n’roll Marjorie Proops.

“If1 do get any sense of achievement from what I'm doing,” heblubs, “it's
when I'm mixing thething. AfterthatI'msoexhaustedI couldn'treally
carelessaboutthings. 'mabittoo dazed to know if 'mreallysatisfied or
dissatisfied with whatI'vedone.”

strange ways. He may have received unanimous praise from the

world’s press for Tubular Bells, but nevertheless he encountered
great difficultyin relating toit. As he tellsit, the only printed comment
thatmade any real impression was a reader’s letter in the musical press
describing Tubular Bells as the biggest load of rubbish ever recorded.

“Believeit or not, that letter made me feel quite good inside. The fact that
somebody hated it was great, but quite honestly,  can’tunderstand why
that oneletter had such awonderful effect on me. It gave me much more
satisfactionthanany of those positive reviews [ read.”

Butthen-asyou many have already gathered -Mike Oldfieldisan
introverted personality beset with screamingcontradictions, out of which
here’sonelittlegem: “Basically I'm veryinsecure. Infact, 'mabit worried
aboutwhat's gonnabecome of me. I'litell you, if 'd have started goingon
tour rightaway, 'm quite certain thatsomething very nasty would have
happened tome.I'mpositive [ wouldn’thave comebackinonepiece.”

Again thisconversationis punctured with astrained pauseas he
attemptstodetect the root cause of his
fears. Hefails,and dismissesitandthe
remainderofthe interview thus:

“It's probably the curse of The
Exorcist” - delivered withavery
unconvincinglaugh. “Afterwhat
you'vetold meabout that film,I'm
really very worried.”

Andwith thathe dashes offtotake
acallfromthe elusive Scottish Tom.
HeyMike, careful asyougo-don't
walkunderanyladders. RoyCarr ¢

I NDEEDIT APPEARS Mike Oldfield gets his kicksin some very
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Grimsby — ELO are
MELODY MAKER doing the business

HE STRING QUARTET had just concluded a shortrecital n A!“erlca' :rhe
of chamber music, when one of the violinists - a somewhat busu‘ess_m'nded Jeff

distinguished gentleman with shiny bald pate sparsely

trimmed with tufts of silver grey - suddenly jumped up, I_ynne talks footba“’

tucked his instrument safely under onearmand proceeded

to elbow his way towards JeffLynne through the crowd of money and 0|aSSica|

inebriates and media-men who had gathered to welcome the Electric Light

Orchestrato America. mUSic’ as the band rise

Grabbinghold of Lynne’srighthand and pumpingitfuriously, the

violinist (whowasold enough tobe Lynne’sgrandfather) effected hisown to greatness with their

introduction: “Say, youngman,” he gushed, “I'vegot allofyourthreealbums

andboth themembersofthe quartetand myselfthink they'rejust great. Yessir, E’dorado album
they'requitesplendid.” Loweringhis voice, Lynne’s confidant disclosed: “We :
play themall thetime, andtobequitetruthful we'velearnedalot.”

Before Lynne had time to recover from this unsolicited outburst of senior-
citizenfan mania, his newly acquired admirer zoomed into ahighly
technical discourse on the Electric LightOrchestra-interspersed
with innumerable questions concerningmusical theoryas
applied to ELO’s synchronisation of classical rock forms.

“I'hadn’tunderstood asingle word he’dsaid,” Lynne
recollects of theincident. “And when linformed him that
I can’tread or write music, you should haveseen the
expression of utteramazementon his face.

“Sure,” Lynne continues, “l know what all the notesand
thechordsare, butreally, that’sabout asfarasitgoes. It took
mequitesome timeto convince himthatl wasn'tjust having
himon.” »
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Yetinnoway has Jeff Lynne’s lack ofacademic training proved to be
ahindrance. Quite thecontrary. If,as the man says, one is unaware of
theapplied rules of the game, then accordinglyonejust playsit by ear.
Assimpleas that.

Inallinnocence, thisapproach hasenabled this amiable musical
lawbreaker to do those things that would no doubt prompt theentire
faculty of the Royal College Of Music to tut:
“Tish-poo.” Dare oneeven hazard athought to
how these most learned tutorswouldreact to
thefollowing modusoperandi: “ljust go right
aheadand do thingsjustthewaylfeel'em.”

And thewayMrLynne “feels 'em” has made
theELOa power to be reckoned with.One
minutethey’retearingthrougharoughhouse
send-up of Beethoven's Fift/i neatly tacked onto
the Entire Chuck Berryrepertoire of riffs; the
next moment Norman Whitfieldisexpertly
rolled overand out for aslice of cello-dominated
soulsleaze. By wayof non-stop contrast, guitars
andviolinsstand toe-to-toeas they thrustand parry. Moogs are
synthesized and percussablesare percussed inawild profusion of
original-if somewhatunorthodox-ideas.

ELO may well have given Tchaikovsky the news, but Lynne adamantly
refutesanysuggestion that heisa frustrated classical musician who's just
jumpedoutofthecloset.

“Sure, Ilovealot of classical music, but there’salso ahelluvalot that|
don’tlike. Isuppose'vegot thesamekindatasie as the average bloke in
thestreet. Youknow-alittle bitof Beethoven and Tchaikovsky, but I don't
likenone of thismodern pseudo-intetlectualstuff... the stuff thatusually
soundslikecrashingcans.

“Thelast thingyou could accuse ELO of being s pretentious. From the
verystart, we've carefully avoided the problem that some groups have of
taking themselves too bloodyserious... theultra-cool, far-out-man
brigade.” He points fingersbut doesn’tname names.

“Yeah, we play some serious stuff-well, let'ssay: asseriousas we want
ittobe. But we've always managed to offset that partof our programme
withsomeharmiessnonsense.

“Thatwas thereason why we cameup with ‘Roll Over Beethoven’ and
‘InThe Hall Of The MountainKing'. We weren't doingany rowdyrockers
at thetimeand we thought it would be good fun toarrange them for our
instrumentationasabitofalaugh.”

Now, contrary to what one might be forgiven for thinking, Lynne
insists that-asamusician - he experiences far fewer restrictions within
thecomplex format of the Electric Light Orchestra than those of his
immediate contemporaries,employed in the moreaccepted rock group
lineup: “Really, that’s one of the main reasons why ELO cameinto being
inthefirst place. Simplybecause I'd becomeso fed up with the usual
guitarbands.”

Heclarifies: “Afterawhile,you'reforced into asituation wherebyyou
justkeep onrepeatingyourselfover and overagain. There'sonlyso much
youcandowithguitars afteryou'veexhausted straightriffsand half-
hourguitarsolos.”

From experience, it'snearlyalways the strong-brewed British beer-
and-skittlesbands that areconsumed in vastquantitiesby American
audiences. Anythingmilderjustpaysitsway. Thoughanewwineinan
old bottle, ELO are proving that America is now becoming more
appreciative of the exotic, exported bouquets. “I wasreallyamazed
byjusthowmany
Americanaudiences
knew about us before
wewentover forour
first tour. mean, they
wereactuallyshouting
out fornumbersoffthe
earlieralbumsalong
withthingsl'ddone
yearsagowith Theldle
Raceand The Move.
Infact, afterthegigs,
kidswere coming
backstage with old
Idle Race albums for
metoautograph.”

sldoradn

“I was totally
unaware of
the business

side of music”

Inthemidstofthe '60s British beat boom, The Idle Race were aband
foreveron thebrinkof breakinginto thebigtime - but that,in theend,
didn’t. Today they'reremembered assomethingofaminorcult.lt's
somewhatofaparadox thatthecomparativecommercial failure of
Theldle Race was insome ways responsiblefor the escalatingsuccess
oftheElectricLight Orchestra.

“Theldle Raceserved as myapprenticeship,”
Lynneexplains. “The thingwas, | was very
naiveinthosedays... totallyunawareofthe
businessside ofmusic. I just made thelittle
records, satback -and watched ‘emallgo down
thedrain.

“Wedidn’thaveamanagerandso naturally
wedidn’tknowwhattodoaboutit. Everyone
would say what great records we madeand that
theywere hits, but none of 'emeverdid makeit.

“Funnilyenough, it never worried me too
muchthat thoserecords didn'tsell, ‘cos I really
didn’tknowanybetter. Fjustkindaacceptedit.
I'tttellyou, I wouldn'tacceptitnow... never.”

Obviously, Jeff Lynneisan artist who haslearned from past mistakes,
eveniftheywere not of hisown making. Believe me, it’s not often you can
writethatabout someone. RoyCarr

MELODY MAKER

LLRIGHT THEN, Jeff Lynne. Here you are just about to take

your orchestra to Europe followed by a big tour of the States,

which means wewon’t see you again for ages and ages. So
what haveyou got to tell the British public before you leave?

Waddya mean, Birmingham for the cupand Trevor Francis for
England? Helikes his football, does Mr Lynne; so much so thatat times
itsdifficult togethimtalkingabout music - until you say you understand
theElectricLight Orchestrahavejust completed anewalbum.

It'sthe greatest record he'sever made, he tells you categorically, and
thoughhe doesn’tactuallysayit, afterafewminutesyouget the
impression he thinksit'sthe greatest record anybody’sever made.

Criticswill befallingover themselves in search of new superlatives, and
there’llbe queues down thestreet as people fight theirway to the record
shoptobuyit. That's theimpression Jeff (enthusiastically supported by
BevBevan) givesyou ashe talksabout the album Eldorado, which is not
dueforreleasein Britain until early nextyear.

It’saconceptalbum, basedaround thestoryofadreamer who achieves
nothing, buttheindividual tracks reflect his various dreams.

“I'scomingouthereinjanuary,”said Lynne, “butis beingreleased in
Americainacoupleof weeksfor when we're touring, They'vetold us it'l!
begold there thistime. The last one just missed beinga gold album by
20,000, butthey guarantee we're goingtogetit with thisone.

“We're delighted with the wayit's turned out. It'squiteasad sort of thing
aboutthe eternal dreamer whowakes up and sees thestark reality of life
andcan’tstandit. Differentcharacters comeinto it, famous peoplein
historylike Robin Hood. Thisbloke’s veryintodreamsandcan’t live in
reallife, because he’snothing.”

Lynnewasresponsible for the material, butitalso required some
intensivearrangingand orchestratingasa30-pieceorchestrahasbeen
used inaddition toa20-member choir.

“It’'sareal bigexperiment for me. Thereareseparate parts, as we wanted
to makeitintoasymphonything. It's thatsortof concept.”

Workingwithanorchestra hefound astrain, although he doesn’t think
itwould have worked fractionally as well without them. “lt was real hard
work. fwasreally on edge makingit, because with anorchestrayou have
all the problemsofthe Musicians’ Unionand allthat. Theywant atea
break every 10 minutesandalli thatcrap.

“The majority of the musicis played by the group, but thereare bits and
pieceswhich need therestofit. It wasworth all the worry, because it
turned outexactlyright. it'sexactly as | envisaged ELO ever sounding.”

Jeffreckonsthat although the band havereached a pinnacle with
Eldorado, they've always done good stuff, and is therefore somewhat
disappointed they haven’tbeen acclaimed morein theirhomecountry.
Their On The Third Dayalbum hassold somethinglike 50,000 overa
period of time, whichisn'tbad, but he thoughtit would have done better.

“We play in America more than anywhereelse; in factwe'd like to play
thereall the time. We've got abigband which needs payingand it costs
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gentlemen, for arecital by that promising

septet of young British musicians who
callthemselves the Electric Light Orchestra.
Please take your seats quietly and refrain
from ruffling the programme. Tonight's
recital willinclude compositions by such
well-know composers as Bach, Beethoven
and Chopin as well as pieces written and
scored by the Orchestra themselves.

Well...the Electric Light Orchestraare the
nearest thingrock has to a classical group.
One of the cellists even dressesinatail suit,
while Bev Bevan's drumkit carries a picture of
Ludwig Van to reinforce the image.

ELO are probably the most original rock/
classical group of all the bands that have tried
to fuse the two forms of music together. The
basic difference between ELO and all the
bands that ever attempted the merger - Nice,
Deep Purple and perhaps Procol Harum - is
that ELO was formed specifically for this kind
of music, while the others tried it later, after
being successful rock bands.

Asaresult,ELOincluded the necessary
instrumentation from the outsetinstead of
adding an orchestralater. Their repertoireis
based heavily on classical themes - or
quotations from them - and the splitisa
straight 50/50 in favour of neither or both
forms of music.

And Americahastakento ELOina
surprisingly short space oftime. Although
they've yet to progress to the amphitheatre
stage, they're now comfortably filling the
smaller halls here on their own, and
occasionally sticking their necks out and
playing support to a bigger bandin front of
20,000 or so. It could be that curiosity has
swelled their audiences, but the curious seem
to have gone away feeling satisfied.

It'sa classic case of the eccentric
Englishmen - something the Americans dote
on. With their instrumentation and peculiar
style of musical expertise, ELO seem more at
home in asmall, older hallthanina stadium.

Here in Philadelphia - a town whichitselfis
as much steepedin history asanywhere inthe

WE ARE GATHERED together, ladiesand

United States - ELO are playing a venue not
unlike the London Coliseum. The audience is
young, and because of the surroundings,
there's a distinct absence ofthe sweet-
smelling odour of exotic cheroots thatseems
to pervade almost every American concert
I've seen over the past few months.

On this occasion ELO are the only band
appearing, a situation that came about
because an argument developed between the
road managers of Nils Lofgren's Grin and the
roadies for ELO. It appears that ELO’s crew
wouldn’t allow speakerstobe placedina
certain position, so the band walked out. As a
resultthere'salongdelay before ELO appear,
but the audience is remarkably patient. When
they do appear, there'sahushed silence
during tuning. What the hell? Arock band
withtwo seated cellists and a violinas well as
the guitar, bass, drums and keyboards.

The music, when it begins, has a quality that
only this kind oflineup could produce. Behind
the rocking guitar of Jeff Lynneis asort of
drone from the string section, almostlike
backing tapes used by some
bands. Except that this time
it'sreal. It adds akind of
haunting quality to Lynne’s
compositions, creatinga
very, very full sound, both
inspiring and uplifting.

The classical quotes come
midway through the pieces
they play. There were
excerpts from Swan Lake
whichreminded me of an
old single of the same tune
I had years ago, “Saturday
Night At The Duck Pond”
by The Cougars.

But the best classical
excerptreally occurredin
their version of “Day
Tripper”, which suddenly
swerved offits normal
course andinto a quiet
Chopin piano concerto.

It was aninstantly
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memorable rockriff and an
equally instantly memorable
classic piece merging. Very effective.
Comparison with The Beatles doesn’t
really end there, though. Much of ELO’s music
could have beeninfluenced by Revolver or
Magical Mystery Tour and when Lennon and
McCartney experimented with strings on
songs like “Eleanor Rigby”. This facet was
more apparent on Lynne's lengthy new opus
“On The Third Day"”, which takes up awhole
side of their new album. It last around 20
minutes, moves through various themes and
was reproduced live almost to perfection.
Violinist Mike d’Albuquerque was given an
opportunity to solo with alittle Bach which
moved into a superfast version of “Orange
Blossom Special”, the inevitable number
violinists choose to work their nimble fingers
to best advantage. “Showdown” followed,
before they finished the set with their British
single hit “Roll Over Beethoven”,along
version that erupted into a free-for-all among
the musicians. The two cellists arose from
their seats toleap around
the stage, cellosinhand -
arather comical gesture.
Despite the activity the
crowd didn’tleave their
seats, although they
cheered for more. The band
returned toplay Grieg's
“Hall ofthe Mountain King”,
which divertedinto “Great
Balls Of Fire” with Lynne
screaming the vocals
above the screeching
string section.
Backstage, JeffLynne
had enoughtime totell
me that ELO were happier
workinginthe States
thananywhere else.
The band had received
favourable reactions
almost everywhere
they played, he said.
Chris Charlesworth

alotof money to keep aband like ours on theroad, so why should we ptay
elsewhere when we make much more moneyin America? They enjoyus
much more over there, too. They justlike tolisten to music, and we get
thingslike fourencores.”

BevBevan elaborated: “Promoters over here are pathetic. Theybook
youforadateand that'sit, they justexpectyou to turnup on theday and
don’teven come up to youandsay hello.

“We'vebeenaround foralongwhile. InAmericathingsaresuchan
improvement, youcan't help beingbitter about things overhere. This
album we'vemadecan’tbemuch better—it’ssuchagood album, butif
thisdoesn'tsell therejustain’t nojustice.”

OK then, if America’ssogreat and you do so well over there, are you going
tofollow the present trend of British rock artists and goandlive there?

“No," says JeffLynne, “Icouldn’t leave the blues.” ELOlast toured Britain
earlyintheyear, and although they had successfulfull-house concertsat
placeslike Birmingham Town Halland London’s Drury Lane, many of
the venues had empty spacesin theaudience.

Jeff: “Yougetacupboardtochangeinandit’scold and you'reshivering,
and you'reexpected togo outand putonagood performance; youcan't
win. We'regoingto tour hereagain nextyear, but there’sno waywe can

coaducting. Academyof Music, 81onight.

play every town. Wemightsetloutin Birminghamonenightand do
nothingin Grimsby the next. Why should we play here when wecanearn
fortunesinAmerica?”

ELOhavehad fourhitsingles butnothingsince “Ma-Ma-MaBelle”,and
that was quite atime ago. Nosingles have beenreleased since,and as far
asJeffand Bevare concerned they wouldbe quite happyifnone were
released again.

“Wedon'twantsinglesout, itain'tourscene,” said Jeff. “It'sagainst our
principles. | suppose we've been lucky that everyrecord we'vehad out has
beenabhit, butit’s not part of ourscene. We're not asingles band, butifyou
haveahitsingle there’salways peoplewho think you'reasinglesgroup. In
Americayoucanreleasesinglesandthey don’t classyouasasinglesband.

“Over here, for the majority of people, ifyou haven'tgotarecord inthe
chartsit meansyou'renot doinganything, but that'sapatheticattitude.
Butiftherecord companysay they’re goingto release asingle, what can
youdoaboutit? Youcan'targue.

“I could write horrible hit singles, 'msurel could, but Idon’twant todo
it. Iliketo get my teeth intosomethingserious, something withabite toit.
Youdowhateveryoulike,and I likesomethingabitdeeper than pop
cliches.” Colin Irwin
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Milion dollar bash
Who thehell does Steve Harley
of Cockney Rebel think heis?
Inthe MMyou quoted himas
saying: “You've norighttobeon
stageifyoudon’tlookamillion
dollars, notifyou think you’rein
showbusiness.”
Soinotherwords goodbands
like Status Quo, Pink Floyd,
Hawkwind, etc, have norightto
be onstage, becausetheywear
jeansand T-shirtsandlooklike
theyshould be working for the
council. Don'tforget, Mr Harley,
it's not eyelashes and glitter that
makeagood band. It's the music.
PAUL GOVAN, Sutton Road,
Barking, Essex (MM Jan19)

Nothing but a Yes man
Afterreadingtheunanimousbad
reviews and put-downs of Tales
From Topographic Oceans, it was
with considerable trepidation that
Iflashed mycash atmylocal
record shop last Saturday, half
expectingtoendupwith some
kind of misshapenmusical
Quasimodo hopelesslyentangled
initsown Byzantineintricacies.

I mean, ifeven Chris Welch
hadreservationsaboutit,
something musthave gone
wrongsomewhere. However, after
spendingthe weekend listeningto
it, 'd just like toknow whatall the
fusswas about.

Although it takes several plays
before it comes across. Oceansis
atleastasgood asanything Yes
have done previously, and it might
wellturnouttobeasimportant
alandmark for themas The Yes
Albumwas. Sureit’s not perfect.
“TheAncient” in particular takes
somelisteningto, butit’llallcome
across eventually, justas Close To
The Edgedid.

Anyway, Yesneversetoutto
makemusic towash thedishesto,
sowhat’sthesweat?
PHILHARDING, Crown St,
Failsworth, Manchester (MM Jan12)

Readers’ letters

Merseybleat

I mustlet the people

of Britainknow

whatamusical
desert Liverpool hasturned
outtobe;it’ssobad now thatit
wouldn'tsurprisemeifThe
Beatlessaid they hailed from
Manchester.

Firstly, with therisein “pub
rock” around Britain now,
Liverpool hastriedtojoinin,
with disastrousresults.

Nearlyeveryonehasturned
outtobethe “cheapandnasty”
type, bangingout tuneless “self-
composed” drivel.

Ifit’sanumber we'reall
supposed to know, weare treated
toanunrecognisabledin churned
up out of distorted chords,
pneumaticdrummingand flat,
nasalgruntings (ifitis, of course
possible, togruntflat).

Thestandardsof the groupsin
Liverpoolarelaughableif not
hilarious. The Cavernisthe
musicians’ graveyard, and has
been for the pastfive years.

Theaudiences are nothing but
lethargiczombies- “windmeup,
letmego”.

Anygood group that does “make
it", if they value theirsanity, will
never come back to Liverpool.
JOHN HERDMAN, Lessups Road,
Liverpool (MM Jan19)

Idon’tknowwhere JohnHerdman
(Mailbag, January 19) has beenall
theseyears.

Farfrom “joiningin” thecurrent
boom, there has been pubrockin
Liverpoolsincethe Liverpooi
Scene firstused O’Connor Tavern
forweekly sessions backin '67.

Since then scenes have
developed intheMasonicArms,
featuringthebestinlocalsoul
music most nights, the Sportsman
-where Supercharge arethemain
favourites with an enthusiastic
crowd, and severalothers around
thecity.

O’Connorsitselfcontinues
toflourish-inthelastyearit’s
featuredlocal bands most weeks,
plus guestsfromout of townof the
calibreofVictor Brox, Pete Brown
and Lol Coxhill.

Nobody pretendsthat thescene

in termsofvenues orgroups -is
ashealthyasit wasinthe heady
days of the early'60s, butattitudes
such as those displayed by Mr
Herdman canonlydoadisservice
tolocallive music, which needs

974
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allthesupportand
encouragement itcanget.
MIKE EVANS, Huskisson Street,
Liverpool(MMFeb 2)

Let's just say German rock
Whydoesitmake MrDulish from
Monchengladbach, Germany, feel
sad if British newspapersare
talkingabout “KrautRock”?
Remember, once the British
decided that allgoods from
foreign countries had to show
“Madein..." ifimported by British
traders, itbecamea quality mark.
Ithink that “Kraut Rock” isa good
trademark, too. If musicis good,
peoplewilllistentoitand it makes
nodifferenceiftheyareBritish,
Japanese, French or German.
Iknow that many Kraut Rock
bandscanevenbesuccessful
inBritain. Somerecord labels
and concert agenciesare
speakingabout “KrautRock” and
useitasaslogan.
Thereare otherexpressions—
eg “Yankee”, “Pommy”, etc.
“Kraut” willsound good if the
musicisgood. “British Rock” will
sound bad ifthe musicis bad.
We have tounderstandlittiejokes.
Wehave tolaugh, notbesad or
angry. That’s myimpression, as
aGerman music manager.
KARL-HEINZ SNEIDER, Sneider
Promotions, Germany (MMFeb 2)

Robert Wyatt's mum writes
Youmay remember-and
certainlylwill neverforget-the
recent benefitconcerts held by the
SoftMachineand PinkFloyd on
behalf of my son, Robert, whois
paralysed afteranaccident. This
wonderful gesture broughtinten
thousand pounds.

Butlthinkyou maybeinterested
toknowthat Robertwill receive
seven thousand. Two thousand
goesintaxandonethousandin
VAT. Every pennyis ofimportance,
forhe must now find expensive
newequipmentandanewhome.

Also, nothavingbeenableto
earn for eightmonths, it will
probablybe ayear or more before
hecanearnagain. Yethehasbeen
taxed on theten thousandas
thoughitwereanannualincome.
What anodd world weliveinthat
suchamanifestationofhuman
warmthandkindnessshould be
atthe mercyofinhuman
governmentaction.
HONORWYATT, Dalmore Road,
West Dulwich, London (MM Jan12)

THE
WINKIES

ROOCRISP

amcre
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Dylun nought;
Beelheart sot
for Olympin
Rock Proms

1974

APRL - JONE

TIM BUCKLEY, RICHARD
THOMPSON, SPARKS,
RICK WAKEMAN & MORE

[t was evident

MM APR 13

crowd shuffling into the Brighton Dome

wasanold tramp, hidden by a corner,
clasping himselfagainst the chilly night air.
Hestared blankly into space, and no one took
any notice of himas they passed by.

It was adeep contrast to the moment—the
19th Eurovision SongContest-and tothe
jewels, bluerinses, dresssuitsand bow ties
being worn into the auditorium. One wondered
whatitallhadtodowith music. Theveryidea
thatyouhavetodresstoacertain way tolisten
toitislike overkillin reverse.

Twobuskersturned up on the pavement with
theirguitars, took alook atthe queue,and
shoved off-theydidn’tseemtothink they'd
getveryfarplayingtothislot. Onceinside,
thecrowd, these representatives of the
“militant silent majority” whose appetite for
thesurrogate isvast, were greeted bya guitar-
accordion-drumstrio playing, inevitably, “Girl
FromIpanema”.

This, afterhaving passed through thetight
security net composed of constables (outside)

A STONE’S THROW FROM the haughty

ABBA would win |

and over-jovial jobsworths (inside), whose toys
wereairport-style friskingrods forexamining
theinside seams ofjackets. With theIrish,
Israelisand Greeks in the contest the poorold
Beebhad got thejitters. They needn’thave
botheredreally; who'd wanttostartsomething
thatdoesn’texist. Realising the utter futility of
anassassination attempt, I'd thrownmy
automatic off the Palace Pierbeforehand.

Earlierin thedayI'darrivedto checkinat the
press room. Posterssaying “Brighton
Welcomes Eurovision” decorated the streets
and thebuses. Well,amillion quid’s worth of
publicity tothe town, so theysaid. Brighton,
withitstawdry, anachronistic atmosphere,
seemed afitting venue, however.

You had to pass a metal detectorand have
your casesearched even to get to the press
tables where the BBCbureaucrats were left
onlywithreleasesinFrench. There werealso
strange noticestellingyounottoruninthe
corridorsortouch thewalls, lest you be
suspected of sabotage. One wondered what it
had to dowith music. »




Swedishpopgroup Abba,
performsduringthe the
EurovisionSongContest
1974onFebruary 09,1974
inBrighton withtheirsong

| Eurovision:
' our Waterloo

| gwede bashers (RN |
trounce Livvy' RSPRNG

)
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Isettled into mybalconysearwith

apprehension, above thecheap-lookingsilver

andblackstage (later toturn pink, turquoise
andyellowlikeabirthday cake-itactually
cost £5,000) among membersofthe Irish
press, whohad plenty of causticcomments to
make. Theparade of the puppets, willingly

puttingtheirneckson thechoppingblocklike

somanylostlambs, was about tobegin.
Aneventcomparableinits
gargantuan folly to that
otherinternational
embarrassment, It'sA
Knockout. But 500 million
viewersare tuningin
throughout Europe,
subjectingthemselves
passivelyto the pre-packed
superficialityof whatarein
nowaythechoicest songs
inEurope, but essentially
Eurovisionsongs, another
kettle of (poor) fish entirely.
AsOliviaNewton-John
was heardtosay about
“LongLiveLove™: “It'snot thesort of songl'd
choose personallyif| waslooking foranew
single, butit’sagood Eurovisionsong.”

of song

The British selection panel boobed badly. By
choosingabomp-bomp formulasongwith the

usual waltz-like feel they failed to match the
productsof the more enlightened Europeans
like Holland, Israel, Yugoslaviaand Sweden,
whowonwith theirgroupABBAand
"Waterloo”. (It was more than evident that
Abbawouldwin,eveninrehearsals.) Though
thecontestremainsinafakeshowbizlimbo

EUROVISION SONG CONTEST

At 8 e e

row E 12 sraus cecs

o s P
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“It’s not the'sort

butit’s a good
Eurovision song”

allofitsown, Britainlagged about seven years
behind:itwasin 1967 that we first won with
SandieShaw's “Puppet On AString”,anumber
thatreally should be the Eurovision theme.
Anotherinterestingaside wasthat the Dutch
andScandinavianentriessangin English,
whensurelyit would have been more
respectfultohave themsingin theirown
languages. Apparently, they'd had some
advicefrom someone.

THE DOME BRIGHTON - Terry Wogan, for one, who
oon oo BT . .
o e was doingthe BBCradio
on E 12 commentary, seemedto
STALL RO .

= thinkthewholelotshould
i - singinEnglish.
PR -t

Asnation after nation
coughed upits doubtful
talents, one pondered the
greyconservatism that
could produce such huge
acceptance, fargreater
than foranyother music
programme; onealso
pondered ontherecord
companiesin 20 countries
whowerelendingtheirears; on theoriginal
7,000songsfrom which thefinal entries were
chosen-whatonearth were theylike?

Old trouper Kate Boylecameand said that
apart from the 500 million viewersin 32
countries therewasanother miltion people
listeningon radio: “It'safantastic thought.”

Leavingthe Domeafterwards, theold tramp
wasstillhunched in thesamenearby
doorway. Heknew nothingaboutitall, white
Europehadseenandhearditasithappened.

Ignorance canbe bliss. Jeff Ward

I’d choose,

“Alegacy of superb
masterpieces”

UKEELLINGTON, THE greatest composer and bandleader jazz music has ever
known, died last Friday at Columbia

Presbyterian Medical Centre, New York,aged 75.

Ellington had beenill since the beginning of the year and his stay in hospital had to be
extendedrecently. He was there on his 75th birthday, which took place on April 29.
Ananticipated reunion with his orchestra for a12-day engagement in Bermuda last Tuesday

Americancomposer,
pianistandbig-band
leader Duke
Ellington(1899-
1974),circa196s.

had hadto be called off. But the band was
reorganised to open there under the direction of
his son, Mercer Ellington, with Billy Taylor
depping for the Duke.

His funeral took place on Monday at New York's
Cathedral of St John The Divine.

Inamusical career that spanned more than 50
years, Ellington attained a status that has never
beenmatchedby any of his contemporaries. He
wasrespected by all musical factions - fromjazz to
classical pop. He was an accomplished pianist, a
brilliant orchestrator and composer. Many of his
works became standards in the world’s musical
repertoire, among them such melodious
compositions as “Solitude”, “Sophisticated Lady”,
“Satin Doll” and “Mood Indigo™.

His first attempt at extended composition
was the brilliant suite “Black, Brown And Beige”,
whichranfor50 minutes whenit was presented
atNew York's Carnegie Hallin January1943.
British bandleader Alan Cohen sums up the whole
spectrum of Ellington's talent by saying: “He has
givenusarichlegacy of superb masterpieces.”

"| think
womenare
UNNecessary

MM JUNE 15

Grove hotel, open your mouth to say,

“WherecanIfind Nico?” and the
ghostly, haunted tone of a harmonium rises
right beside you. Turn to yourimmediate
right, and here, in this very hotel foyer, a
very curious spot ofimprovisation istaking
place. Nico'sfeet pump away at the bellows
of thetiny reed organ. Paul Buckmaster
saws at cellostrings, and across the lobby
hunchedinanalcove, Jan Akkerman picks
ataSpanishguitar. Thijsvan Leer watches
this happeningimpassively.

Butwhat'sweird hereis thatwithoneofthe
world'steadingarrangers ononeflank, and
apoll-winningrock guitariston theother, it’s
stillNico's Ainateur Hourkeyboard
doodlings that seem the most moving noise.

It'smaybeunfortunate that herdetached
stage personality extendsoverinto her
interviews. Inthisrealm, she'sfascinating
towatch, herfacial contortionsandsudden
switches of expression often alarming, but
attemptingto actuallycommunicate with
herisat timeslike tryingto make contact
with anautisticchild.

Muchofthetimeshe seemsdistant, as
though troubled by some half-remembered
dream. Often shedoesn’tappeartohear
the question asked, orwill counterone
question withanother. However, thisisn’t
any Beefheart- or Zappa-type battle of wits,
thisisalmost tragic. Tragi-comic, perhaps.
Here'show we begin:

“Thereisatreein thegarden, wecantalk
beneathit.” Sure, that’sfineby me. “Actually,
Iwould prefertostay here.”

What?Ohyeah, sure, that's fine too.
Fearingtheworst, we begin by askingabout
LouReed. Ittranspires that our chanteuse
doesn’tlike the phantom of rock too much.
Infact, of thedozensof namesthatarisein
conversation the only people sheappears to
haveanyaffection forare Enoand Jo Lustig,
anunlikely pairingifever there was.

Nicorecently flew to New York to procure
Reed's assistance with herforthcoming
Islandalbum, which Lou hastentatively
dubbed ! Want To Be Bald. Assistance,
however, was nottobefound. Ratherthan
work together, Reed and Nico fought instead.
Lou’sgotbad problems, says Nico, lips
puckering, Jagger-like. “He wantsto be black.”

Shespitsoutthislastword with contempt

-asneer perhapsrooted inherowninfamous
tusstes with the Black Panthers? Nicoalso
flatly denies thatshe'll beworking with any

STRANGE DAYS!WALK into a Ladbroke



revamped Velvet Underground come autumn,
hellor high water. She scoffs particularlyatthe
thoughtof Sterling Morrison and Mo Tucker
beinginvolved.

“Sterling’san English professor ataNorth
American university, notinto music so much
now.And | would not work withMaureen
either, because she mucked everythingup.
Shedid everything wrong. Like Lou, shewas
atraitor. Loushould never have performed
the old songs with different people. Maybe he
shouldhave played themalone.And [ don't
getalongwith John|Cale] either. He’s such
amarried person.

Hmm. Doyou foresee ever workingin
arock band again? “lIt would haveto involve
admiration from the other musiciansthat
worked withme.

Didyouenjoyplayingwith Eno (at Kevin
Ayers’ Rainbow Concert,June 1, 1974)?

“Ohyes,” shesighs, suddenlyverygirlish,
“alot. He'sgreat, incrediblytalented. Butdon't
evenspeak ofthat terrible concert. [should
never have agreed to doit. Becausel don't
enjoy Kevin'skind of music - itescapes me
completely,and thesameistrue for John Cale.
Kevin's musicis just foolingaround.”

Nonetheless, Nicoisalsofeaturedsinging
with Ayers on the singer’s Confessions Of Doctor
Dreamalbum. “Thatistrue,and I thought it
wasvery badly mixed. Goingbackwardsand
forwardsand together. It soundslikefake Arab
music. | wasdisappointed by therecord and the
concert.1said to Johnand Enothat weshould
notdothe show atall. Wedid noteven get
aproperappearance,justdriftedin
andout. (S habdalel

‘I don’twant to putanybodydown,” ,
andeven Nico laughsat theabsurdity ‘
of herownwords here, “but just
because weare allonthesame record
label doesn’t mean that we willaccept
anything. Atthemomentlam just

RPUREROSA  4dalele

m

beingdrawnintoother people’shappenings.
lamnotdoingwhatIwanttodo.

What doyou wanttodo? “Perform myown
songs. Onlyifl perform myownsongsalone
canlreallyfeelalone.”

Sowhy performJimMorrison'ssong “The
End"?“Because it's the most beautifulsongin
the world.

Shelaughs again, faceturningscarletas she
doesso. Knowingthat Nicowas originally
scheduledto play concerts
withMagmaon the French
band’s last British tour, l askif
shehasanyinvolvementin
thatdirection. “Inaway, I'm
drawnalittleto Christian
Vander, becausehe’san
inventor. Hecreates
language styles of music.”

Why didn'tyou playthe
Magma touranyway?

Nico heaves adeep theatricalsigh.
“Everybodyassumesthat Iwanttobe abeggar
woman, whichI'mnot. I'm notabeggar
woman. Notabeggarwoman.

“Thereason that 1 agreed with Island Records
wasthatlwascompletely withoutany money.
Solstariedstealing.!started ripping people
off. ltwas veryembarrassing. And theamount
of moneythat ! wasrippingoffwasthekind of
money that] would makeifiwassuccessful.
Ilived inall the most expensive hotels. latein
alltheexpensiverestaurants.’

Then, without prior warning, Nico's stream-
of-consciousness conversation flashes back to
KevinAyers. “It'sa
funnything. Ever
sincehemet me
KevinAyers has
been playing West
Indian music... 1
don’teven like West
Indian music. Not

not

“| started stealing,
ripping people off.
It was very
embarrassing”

very much, at least.”

Ayerswrote asongabout
you, Iremind her, intended
I believe asan extension of
yourstyle. A piececalled
“Decadence”. “Yes. Yes, it
was an extension, but|
don’tknowifit wasthe
rightextension. It'shis
imageof me, whichis not
thesameasmyown.lcan
only be like somebody
else,” sheconcludes, nota
little sadly, “at the most.
Butnobodyelsecanbelike
me. Orelse myname wouldn'tbe Nico. it would
besomebodyelse’sname.

“Kevin is very taken with what'mdoingand
theideaof me beingGerman. Yousee, heiskind
ofattracted toMarlene Dietrich.”

DoyouthinklikeaGerman lady? “A fracture?”
I'msorry? “Afracture, isthat the wrong word?
Ohvyes, fraction.Ifeel veryGermanintheway
that I have lost the Second World War, and 1 was
toolittletodoanythingaboutit.Ithinkinterms
of movies, cinema, motion
pictures. Everything's
visual. lcan’tthinkinterms
of paintings, for example,
like mybestfriend.

Halfexpectingtoenter
impassable abstract straits,
Idesperately trytosteer
back torock'n’roll. Think
ofaname.Anyname.Tim
Buckley! You used towork at the Dom with Tim
Buckley for awhile. “Ireallyadore his voice, not
so much what he’sdoingright now, though. He's
becomeembarrassinglike Lou Reed. Buckleyis
anotheronewhowantstobeablackman. |
can'tunderstandit,can’tappreciateitatall.”

MuchofNico'stimeoflate hasbeenspentin
planningwhat she describesas ‘The Perfect
Picture’in conjunction with filmmaker
Philippe Garrel. “Philippe... doingeverything
possibletomake himselfa pile of ashes,” she
sayssomewhatenigmatically.

And Nico's contribution to this piece of
celluloid? “Lyrics, sound and my acting ability.
1 play theroleofa personthat’sopposed to
femaleemancipation. [think womenare
unnecessary; I'dliketodestroy theentire
Women'’s Liberation movement-Women'sLib
(smiles)-they'reapainintheneck. Theycan't
get themselves toget her —ever - becausethey're
notstrongenough.” And herelretire, confused.

Much too weird for me. Overtoyou, Spare Rib.
Steve Lake

“lcanonlybe
likesomebody
else”:Nicoin
London,1974

MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY
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WatfordFC'snew
vice-president,
€lton John,atthe
club’s Vicarage
Roadgroundsin
November1973

“They’re all waving
scarves and chanting”

MM MAY 11

they'reall waving scarves and they're

chanting, just like at football matches.
They evensing ‘You'llNever Rock Alone’..." -
Rick Parfitt, Status Quo and Crystal Palace.

Football creates its own passion. A special,
almostintangible emotion which remains, for
unbelievers, mysterious and inexplicable. It's
like trying to tell a stranger about rock'n'roll.

That moment, forinstance, when Queens
Park Rangers scored with the last kick of the
match against Coventryinthe cup. Or the day
England became World Champions.

Rock andfootball, twin aspects of popular
culture forever linked by the same dramatic
intensity. Just like when Bob Dylan finally made
itonstage atthe Isle Of Wight and the night
became transformed by a new excitement,
amagic almost. Or wheneveranew Beatles
albumwas playedfor the first time.

Soperhapsit’s notso strange Elton John
shouldbecome afootballclub director. Not so
strange, either, that Rod Stewart should hire
aspecialrelay system from Scotland to Texas
justto follow the Scotland v Czechoslovakia
World Cup qualifying game.

Rock/soccer consciousness, today, is extra
high. Rick Wakeman, for instance, together

66 IT'S FUNNY,REALLY. At the gigs now
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with Yes manager Brian Lane and Atlantic
Records’Nesuhi Ertegun are tryingto become
directors of Brentford, a club that once had a
young apprentice by the name of Rod Stewart.
Thenthere’s the Spreaders, asoccerteam
thatincludes most of Humble Pie - Jerry
Shirley, Dave Clempson (“amidfield genius”)
and GregRidley - plus the Pink Floyd's Roger
Waters (“atrickyinside forward”) and Dave
Gilmour. And Steve Marriottis the team’s
non-playing manager, or so they claim.
JohnPeel, of course,
hasroots, having always
beenanavid Liverpool
supporter.Sotoois
Terry Sylvester of The
Hollies,who even flies
to Liverpoolto catch
the team’s home game.
“Iremember|was
drivinghome from
some gig,comingup to
aroundabout in Bury St
Edmunds, when | heard
onthe radio that
Liverpoolhad scored.|
had to stop, | was crying
with delight,” says Peel.

jams

——
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“I've followed Liverpool all my life
andthereason llove footballso
muchis because the game produces
anincredible release from tension.
After amatch | canalmost feel the
tension falling away, a cathartic
effect. And | get the same kind of
thing from music. Bandslike the
Faceshave the same effectonme as
Liverpool, though I'm probably more
extreme about football. It's just
something that people notinto the
game don'tunderstand.”

Rock and soccer both claim the
same social roots. “They both rely on
natural talent; football and rock'n'roll
are something ordinary, working-
class people canbecome successful
at,” says Junior Campbell.

Soccer, like rock, relies on awill to
succeed. A motivation. That’s why
Brazil are the greatest national team
the worldhas ever known. Soccer
providedthe perfect escaperoute
frompoverty. In what other area of
life, for instance, would a slum kid like
Pete have succeeded? Or James
Brown? Sport and music, the two
ways out of the ghetto. And both
supplied afocus for the aspirations
and,indeed, the identities of their
audiences. Soccer's contemporary
image probably dates back to the
early'60s and the abolition of the
maximum wage limit.

Theimage changed to one the kids
couldimmediately appreciate. And
right up there was George Best, who
seemed much the same asarock
musician.He had flairand arrogance
andlonghair andflash. The kids
screaming for Best onthe soccer pitchwere
really cheering themselves, it was the same
identity. Best was one of them; when he
scored, it was shared experience.

Atthe same time, of course, much the same
thing was happeninginrock. Bands like The
Yardbirds and the Rolling Stones and The Who
were attracting a whole cross section of kids,
from university students to pill-popping mods.
But the music remained solidly rootedina




new, working-class, culture. lt was only abrief
period, say 1963 t01966, but during that time
there really was aunified “youth culture”.

The music had spontaneity; the musicians
had destroyedthe old “star system”, the
feeling of Them/Us. The Who and the Small
Facesbelonged,inaveryrealsense, tothe
mod audience. The bands were theirs; the
musicians seemed to be just kids fromthe clubs
who gotlucky. But somewhere around 1967
everything seemed to change. Britishbands
wereincreasingly successfulin the States,
demanding huge fees andfinding lessandless
necessity to work the clubs. They beganto
distance themselves from their early audience.
And thatinitialinspiration, whichhad caused
the whole thing,began to dissipate.

In1965 The Who were singing “My
Generation”, full of arrogance andimpatience.
Butby1969 Thunderclap Newman, with Pete
Townshend's help, were singing about
“Something InThe Air". The feeling of latent
violence, frustration almost, had been diluted.
The message no longer connected. San
Francisco and the hippy culture, of course, had
givenrock anew artistic stance. The Beatles’
Sgt Pepperwaslauded by music critics. It was,
they claimed, anindication of rock’s maturity.

But what that album really signalled was the
endtoany unity inrock: apreludein the schism
thatbegan to develop during the late '60s.
“Progressive rock” alienated most of the new
generation of working-class kids, the
descendant of the mods. The album-as-
lifestyle concept creatednew barriers. Rock as
Artfound anew audience, kids committed to
finding some deep, perhaps evenintellectual,
experience in the music.

Therise of the “counter-culture” andits
later manifestations, in fact, created divisions.

Meanwhile, the kids onthe streetsbeganto
discover adifferent sub-
culture. The skinheads. They
cropped their hair, adopted
tough poses,and wore
workmen's boots. It was
almost atotal rejection of
what was going downin
mainstreamrock culture.
The skinheads, virtually the
antithesis of good vibes,
rejected the superstars of

June22,1974:
Pink Floyd
playing football
inDijon,France

“Suddenly
football’s become
very fashionable.
It’s happened over

the last two years”

contemporary rock. They identified
with other heroes, footballers.

By this time, George Best had also
distanced himself from his grass-roots
audience, a victim of the star system.
Swedish girlfriends, Jaguars,
nightclubs... the whole thing justdidn’t
correspond with that initial image.

Football retained anidentity for the
skinheads, a game of extremes where
the drama's always natural and real.
Andthere's
atremendous UP when your team wins.
The team became afocal point for fantasies.

And the skinheads' music was strangely
imageless. Reggae and Motown soul mostly,
anything goodto dance to. But there wereno
stars, no point of identification. It was simply
the music, and simply records too. There were
few skinhead musicians, few aspirations to
produce pop music.

Around1970, rock was completely divided.
Alonghaired generation still identified with its
original heroes. Bob Dylan's entrance at the
Isle Of Wight was still a magical moment for
countless thousands of people. But,every
week, thousands more skinheads went to
chant for their new heroes, football players.
Football had taken many of the working-class
kids whose immediate predecessors had
created British rock.

Four years on and they'll be chanting
football slogans at rock concerts. Something's
changed. “Suddenly football's become very
fashionable. It'shappened over the pasttwo
years,” says John Peel. The skinheads, too,
have changed. Rod Stewart and Elton John
have found themselves as heroes, though not
inthe same, committed way the mods viewed
theirbands andsingers. The artist as star,
perhaps, but not the artist as one of us.

Still, the resistance of the
skinhead generationis
breaking down. Football’s
hip, so atleast there's some
unity. Slade, whose early
attemptsatbecominga
skinhead band - almosta
contradictioninterms-
endedin failure, have
founda post-skin audience.
Elton John cando
abenefitconcert for
Watford FC, and that’s OK, it's cool.

Flashand outrage have replaced
denims and personal anguish, and
artists like David Bowie can
transcend the cultural divide.
Existentialist thinker/pretty face.
Bolan, too, had a couple of good
years, though whether his 'Children
Of The Revolution' actually means
asmuchinthe'70s as Townshend's
“My Generation” didalmosta
decade before is open to debate.

But the new rockstillseems to
remainmere supper-club
decadence. Thereal breakthrough
will come when some young rock
musician starts back at zeroonce
again, writing songs rooted in the
realities of those kids on the street.
In the meantime, down at QPR, Stan
Bowlesrules. OK? RobertPartridge
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EL-TON!... Rod-nee...
Watford".. Scotland.
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they've seen at Watford FC formany a

long season. Forty thousand people,
spread right across the pitch. Thelast big
crowd, said the man in the corner shop,
was for Manchester United. Or wasiit
Liverpool? Butanyway, thatonly
attracted 34,000. Kid’s stuff.

Elton Hercules John, as you might've
heard, isadirector of Watford FC, a Third
Division soccer club. Now, Third Divisionis
not exactly thedizzyheightsoffootball.

Atthat end of the football spectrum mere
survival causesafewulcers. Soitwasajolly
niceideaof Elton to organise aspecial
benefit concert for the club, raising a few
bobtobuy a new playeror whatever.

And the concert,on Sunday, was jolly nice
too, especiallyif youweren’t trapped right
up front by thestage. Throughoutthe
afternoon kids were constantly pulled from
thecrowd, crushed by thesqueeze. It was
the only bad thing about the whole concert.

Elton, dressed in chicWatfordgoldand
black plusbaubletrimmings, looked like
somesatin bumble bee. Andhe soundedin
fine form despiteall those stories about
fatigue thatled tohis Europeantourbeing
cancelled. Hewent through a selection of
hisoldies, “Daniel”, “Rocket Man”", “Candle
InTheWind", “Goodbye Yellow Brick Road",
“Crocodile Rock™, “YourSong", plusa
surprisingly good version of “LucyIn The
SkyWith Diamonds”. Thebacking band
weretight and responsive, no doubt helped
byasuperbsoundsystem.

But one of the biggest cheers of the day
was reserved for Rod Stewart-sansFaces—
whosangthree numbers. Thecombination
of Elton’sband plus Stewartsounded more
effective than the Faces of late, opening
witharaucous version of “Country
Comfort” andfinishing with “Angel”.

Nazareth, Scotland fanstoaman, opened
the concert with a powerful performance
that confirmed their growingstatus. It
wasanexcellent way tospend aSunday
afternoon—mighteven bringinafewmore
fans for Watford. Robert Partridge

|TWAS,APPARENTLY, the biggest crowd

ONIK WHEELER/SYGMA/CORBIS, MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY
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“Iseeagianthole
everywhere...That
indefinablesomething

thatwasthereround
about'69/70":Graham
Nashin1974

“T'’hose

MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY

guysget
me hig

He’s proved himself with his solo career,
but has anitch he can’t
scratch:

“Pve seen a lot of bulishit,” he says. “But
Pmwilling to put up with another year’s
bullshit if we can play some good music.”

MELODY MAKER

HE SPIRIT OF Woodstock is not dead. That’s bad news

forall you posers that have just had your hair dyed

bright orange, and finally splashed out on that divine

Lurex jumpsuit, but it’sall right with me. I can always

use abit of love and peace. So can Graham Nash. Well,

Graham is actually excited at the prospect, butthen
Graham gets excited alot. Not as excited as he used to, mind.

Afterhangingoutwith Joniand David andStephen and Grace and Pautl
and Jerryand Neil, the impulsive former Hollie is treading more carefully.
He's cooled himself out. Mellowed is the vogue word, I'm assured. Mature
isanother word altogether, butsome kind of development isgoingon
inside Nash’s head.

Naivetyisaquality that Graham s often damned or blessed for
possessing. And certainly his enthusiasmsuggestsakind of childlike
innocence. However, he’s nodummy. He'sacutely aware of thelocation
of his own faults, and he's found out
exactlywhoheisandknowswhere he’s
going. Howmany otherartists could
claimthesame?

Lyrically he’s progressing. Becoming
moreassured andself-confident. From
the nervous “Besure to hide theroaches”
of “Pre-Road Downs” to thesingle-
minded “Rules and regulations, who
needs ‘em/Throw them out thedoor”
of“Chicago” isabigstep. Nowhe's
goingfurther.

“Oh!Camil (The Winter Soldier)” on
Wild Talesisa pertinentand insightful
viewintoareal politicalsituation. But, »

GRAHAM NASH

)
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saysGraham, squallingcross-legged amongthe nonchalance of
Blakes Hotel, South Kensington, hissolo careerasa profound or
otherwisesongwriterisof secondaryimportanceto him.

“maharmonysinger,man. That'swhatIdo best, so that's what
I'mgoingtoconcentrateon from nowon. I'vejust finished asolo
tour. I've proved thatI can get people offwithout help from
anybodyelse, sol don'thave tokeep on doingthat.”

AndfromJune 1 onwards, Grahamwill be able to fulfil his best
function. That’s whenthe pieces fall into place again, and David
Crosby, Stephen Stills, Graham Nash and Neil Youngtrytofitthe
pieces together again, afteran absence of three years. They'll be
aided by RussKunkel of The Section on drums,and Tim
Drummond, aformer Famous Flame of James Brown, on bass.

Thereunion, surprisingly, was notinstigated byamember of
CSNY, butby thatfamed masterorganiser David Geffen, the
businessbrain behind the Bob Dylanresurgence. “Itellyou,” says
Nash, with the vaguesthint of Californianow colouringthose
broad Mancuniantones, “those guys get me high. CSNY hasits
prosand cons, but the musicoverridesall that. Something happens
when the four of usget together, some special sort of chemistry.”

Nash’srolein the chemical formulahasalways been avague one.
Musically, hehas littleof the technical instrumental control that
Stillsand Youngpossess, and he doesn'tshare Crosby’s flair for
originalorunorthodoxjazz-type chordings, either. But then, like
hissongtelisit, he’sasimpleman.

With YoungandStillslikeduelling stagsat either side of the stage,
another solo instrumentalvoiceisn’tsovital. Graham digs the
licksthatNeiland Stephen et fly, but he’snotimpressed by
virtuosity foritsownsake.

July13.1974:Graham
Nashonstage with
CSNY atthe Oakland

ColiseuminCalifornia

GETTY

“Didyousee Focus?I hated them, thought they were awful. But
I getveryparanoid about people that play good, because I don’t.
IthinkIcanwrite good, but I just can't get myselfinto thestate of
mind tositdownand practisefor, like, 10 years justso’sI can go
mowowowowowowahwah...”

HemimesaMcLaughlin-fastguitarist. “l canadmire that abilityin
other people, though. Neil practises for four or fivehours a day for weeks
onend.”

Despiteall thestories of feudsandego trips, Nashinsists thatit’s been
mainly worksituationsthathavekept theband apart these pastyears.
Rehearsalshavealwaysbeenscant, and thistime out there's goingto
be only three weeks or so before the group take on the major concert
hallsof America.

“Wealways under-rehearse. We've never, ever, gotten to the point
where theshow wasslick. I'm alittle worried this time; | don’t know if
three weeksis gonnabeenough. But there's always sufficient madness to
makeitwork.”

Anytruthinstories thattheband battle backstage about whose
materialis goingto be performed? “No, we've always got round that one.
We'reveryhonestaboutit. Youhaveto be. If somebody’ssongdoesn’t
turnyouon, then you're not goingto be able tofeel it. Youwon’t he able to
singitright.”

Graham’spretty optimisticabout the tour. Almost willing it to work.

“I'veseen alotofbullshit go down inthe past few years, and 'mwilling
toputupwith another year'sbullshitif we can play some good music.”

Wow, thatsounds provocative. Hesighs, almost theatrically: “Well
now... Howcanl putit? Sometimes people aren’t who you expect them
tobe. You expect people tobe trustworthyand they turn out not to be.
ButI'vebeen realisinglately that people aren’t gonnalive up to my
expectationsand I'mstarting tocome to terms with that. Starting to
accept people forwhat theyare.”

Evasive.Istilldon’tunderstand. “Y'know... sowhat iffriendsare
assholes some ofthetime? Aren't we all? Before, in the group, itused to get
serious, and we'd getreal crazy about itand not communicate. We're
growingup, I think.” Hesmiles,and adds, “Atlast.”

Growingupandgrowingolder. The yearsarebeginningtoshowon
Nasl’sface. Considerably more thanadecadein show business taking
itstoll. And yet anyonelesslikea pop starin appearance would be
difficult toimagine. The sproutingbeard and outgrown urchin haircut
givehimanalmost medieval look, not contradicted by the plain green
shirtand pigskin waistcoat.

Painfully thinand with cheekbones prominentin hisstarved face,
shoes split and cracked, helookslike some Sherwood Forest outlawdown
onhisluck.
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Nash cupshishand together and raises them in the air. He waits for me
towatch beforecontinuing. Rememberingthataman’samanwholooks
amanrightbetween theeyes, | dojust that. He continues.

“Iseeagiant hole,” hesays. “Iseeagiantholeeverywhere. I find very
littleof that special magicin the music. That indefinable somethingthat
was thereroundabout’69/70, the Woodstock period. We're goingto bring
thatfeeling back. There’s good musicaround, but1haven't, foralong
time, seen people get offlike the way they do when CSNYreallyhit.”

ButWoodstock wasfive yearsago. Can webesure that it was real, that
nostalgia hasn't painteditalot morerosy than itactually was?

“Oh, itwasreal. twasawondrousevent. There was a feeling there that
youjustcouldn’tbelieve.’

Atthetime, thisside of the Atlantic, thefestival appeared, asonewriter
putit,notunlikeanorgy of self-congratulation. Graham tensed, visibly.
Alittleuptight, he spoke louder.

‘I gottatell you that getting 500,000 people togetherand having no
fightsand no murdersand no craziness was a great feat, something to be
proudof. With 28 bands on, there wasall theingredients there for amajor
madness,butthatdidn’t happen.”

Sowhatdid Woodstock achieve, in concrete terms, either for America
orforrock?

“ltwasjust such afantastically good thing. It changed rock'n’roll. That
feeling that we've been talkingabout was spearheaded by Woodstock,
although theseeds had beensown alittle earlier. The first Crosby, Stills &
Nashalbumhadsomethingofthatspirit. That everybodyis really not so
different,and maybe we can puli together. Just that hope.”

Itwas the same motivation, the same optimism, that sucked Nash into
the early Jefferson Starship recordings. “Right. Those same people, Paul
Kantnerand everybody -they'realwaysout there saying, ‘Listen. We
knowit'scrazy. Nobody's sayingthat thesituation isn’t bad, that the
worldisn’t fucked up. But for one hour we can get of !’

“That’sbasically whattheAirplanesay,and it's what the Grateful Dead
say too, except that theysay it for five hoursatatime. It'swhat we'll be
saying,aswell. It'ssoimportant forme. ..

“Fortwoyearslanalysed and digested specific problems, political and
social problems, and tried to help out where | could. Youcan'tdo it. You
reallycan’tdoanything.

“You're playinga benefit for old folks or Vietnam veteransorkids even,
andsome guy willgrabyou andsay, ‘Why don’t you ever do benefits for
blind people.’ Andit’sjust... ‘Oh, Jesus, justlet me play, will you.’ But when
peopleare havingagood timeandbeing moved by the music, you can feel



themallbecomingunified behind one force, and that unity continues
when themusic’s over. That’s what happened at Woodstock. And that
sameenergyisreturning now, Icanfeel it.”

Nashbelieves that the Bob Dylan/Band tourisanindication of the new
non-cynicalrenaissance thathe claimsis taking place. “It’sacycle that’s
gradually completingitself,” he says. “Who would have thought that
Dylan would ever goout on the road again? lhope The Beatles get back
togetheragain. Youdon't think theywill? Well, I never thought that CSNY
could work togetheragain.”

It’sadifferentsituation, surely. Crosby, Stills, Nash & Youngand Bob
Dylan canboth play material thathasn’t dated over theyears, thathas
atimeless qualitytoit. Yet The Beatles alwaysseemed like amirror for
whatever was happening then. They canhardly come back and sing “She
Loves You” and “IWanna Hold Your Hand".

“That'snot true, man. I'd love to fucking hear them doing ‘I Wanna Hold
Your Hand'.Canyou imagineit, them comingonand opening with that?
Iwould freak completely.”

But more to the point, whatare CSNY goingtoopen with?

“Iwannastartwith Neil'stune ‘When You Dance [ Can Really Love'.
Ican’twait. Those four-partharmonies. Oh boy, that's exciting music.
Thosegoose pimples that [ just felt down myback thinkingabout the
firsttime I heard us on stage together is thereason thatI'm here now, and
thereason whylleft Englandin'68,and even thereason why I started
rock'n’roll.”

Conversation shifts to The Hollies. Did we know, he says, that Eric
Haydockisa professional footballer with StockportCounty these days?
Andwhyis Bobby Elliott wearingalong blond wig, he asks. Bobby, says
Nash, was without haireven before The Hollies
started. Hewasalwaysa good-lookingbald kid.

“Thereason [ left The Hollies,” volunteers Nash
without persuasion, “wassimply thatIwas
smokingalotof dopeandtheyweren't. Iswear
toGoditwasassimpleasthat.”

We chuckle about flower-power publicity
photos of The Hollies’ Allan Clarke never looked
right withaperm, akaftanandabudgiebell
somehow. “Iwasinto allthattoo,y’know. I can’t
criticise them there. But,” headds, “l gave back
my whitesuit. They 'vestill got theirs. Think
aboutthatone.”

Did the pre-CSNY Nashknow exactly what he
was headingfor whenhequitin’68?

“Areyou kidding? Doyou know what it took to
leave my wife, my family, my money, myband and my country? [knew
instantly, the first time I sangwith David and Stephen, that I had toleave.”

Nash had first met Crosby when The Byrdstoured hereafter
“Tambourine Man” hit. Theystruck up a friendship back then, herecalls,
atthetimewhen The Byrds got systematicallyslated in all of the music
paperseveryweek, without fail. With typical drama, Graham claims that
Crosby “saved mylife”. Here'show:

“lwaswritingall these tunes that, for me, were self-expression things,
and [ washappy with them. But The Holliesdidn't want toknow. And so
I really began to doubt my ability tocommunicateon that level. twas
Crosby thatsaid, ‘Hey, play that thingagain. You mean you have another
songlike that? Itwas Crosby that reawakened my faith in myself.”

Laterin the States, The Hollies threw a party for their friendsat the
Whisky AGo Go on Valentine's Day, friends including the Buffalo
Springfieldand The Byrds. Afteraperformanceby the English group,
Stephen Stillsand David Crosby took Nash foradrive round thearea.
Plans werediscussed.

“The nextday we got togetherand David and Stephensang ‘Helplessly
Hoping' with two-partharmonies,” recalls Graham. “Theysangit
throughtwice,and thethirdtimelwasin there. And ha'lcouldn’tbelieve
thatI could get subtle vocalharmonieswithabandthat [didn’tknow.
CSN sangasgood ason thefirst day we started together.

“Sometimes [ don’t think that any ofus had anythingto do with it. Does
thatsound strange? To me, CSN soundsas ifit would have happened ifit
wasCSN or ABC or DFT orwhatever. 'mreally proud of that firstalbum.
Ithinkitwasthebest thingweeverdid.”

Déja Vusounded more contrived. Less fun, somehow. What happened?

“I'litellyou. When westarted thefirstalbum, we wereallinlove,and
everythingwassunny.And then just before the second album, joni
and mesplit up, Neil got divorced from his wife, Stephen hadn'tseen

“Do you know
what it took to
leave my wife,
my band and
my country?”

GRAHAM NASH

judy inmonths, and the week before we were due tostart, David'slady
Christinewaskilledinacrash. Wewere bombed out. We were totally
wiped out. That's the difference between CSN and CSNY. Itstarted out
reallyweird.”

Similarlyweird to those outsideasmalli circleoffriendsisthe
willingness with which the Laurel Canyon mob spell out the details of
theiriove lives before the mass audience. Weall know that “Lady Of The
Island” and “Our House" were written for joni Mitchell. How does it feel
to have thosesongsstill floatingaround fourand fiveyearsiater?

Graham thinkshardabout this one, brow furrowedinconcentration.

“Ithink,” hesaysfinally, “that thatisn'treally so different fromyou
readingan interview you did a couple of yearsago. You'd probably think,
‘Yeah, | believed that then, but that’s not where lam now.' Wecanall say
that about our old work. But I've never felt hesitantabout opening myself
upin thatway. It's painful sometimes, sure. [don’t think I could sing ‘Our
House' now.”

Helaughsathisown seriousness.

“Idon’tknow, though. Maybe I could singit. I'm supposed to be doing
aTVshowwhile'mhereand[don’tknowwhat I'mgoingtodoonit.
Theykeep asking me, butI can’t tellthem. Iwon’tknow until I get
there and feel what the format of the show is, who elseisappearing,
whetherit's ateenybop show or whether there's going to be some
interestingrapping.”

Speakingof TV shows, one of the mostbizarre things ever screened has
tobethe performance CSNY once gave for aTom jonesshow. Neil Young
was scowlingviciously as the Welsh bump-and-grind merchant made
nonsense of Crosby’s “Long Time Gone”, with Nash and thesong'sauthor

singingharmoniesand akeyboard-playing
Stephen Stiliswailingan additional soulful
vocalline.

“Hahahahahahahahaha, I havesome
tapesof that, anditain’t thatbad, y'’know?
Surprisingly enough.

“The point of theexercise wasoriginally totry
togetacross toawholeaudience thatwouldn't
otherwise hear us, but 'mnot sureifitwas
worthit. Theytreated us badly. Inrehearsals
we'd justbe gettingup tothe three-part
harmoniesand they'd shout, ‘Cut!'Hold it! More
lights!” And we were furious-'DON'TEVERDO
THATTO USAGAIN'-buttheyjust thoughtwe
werecrazy.”

Graham Nash is going dreamyagain,
soundinglike he’s missing thestimulation
of the San Franciscocommunityafter a mere 24 hours separation. It's the
most European, cosmopolitan placein America, hesays. Nowhereelse do
artistsfromall idioms communicate so freelyandso totally.

[stherenotadanger, | asked, of the LA/San Francisco scenestagnating
with allthe cross-fertilisation that's happening between the California
bands? Everybody playingon everybody else’s records. David Crosby’s
IfOnlyICould Remember My Nameseemed symptomaticof thismalaise,
apparentlyincorporating the services ofeverybody thathad ever wielded
aguitar withina 100-mile radius of SF.

“There’sno stagnation. It’sa means tokeeping the musicalive; in fact,
Ithink Californian musicians have consciously devalued theold solo
artistand band recording formats. They’reredundant. That’soneof the
reasonswhy I left England, everything was soregimented. Youhad to
be ‘in’, or you had to know George personally. [n Americanstudiosit’s
totally different.

“Ifyou’re there,and you hear a partand you've got the balls tosay so,
then you've got a good chance of playingit. Over hereyou wonderifyou're
goingto blowyour cool by saying, ‘Hey, | hearamaraca there.’ There’s
reallynoboundariesin the Bay Areaany more; I cansing with everybody
andanybody cancomeandsingwithme."

Wewalkoutinto anopen quadranglein thehotel as I preparetoleave.
Grahamstopsinhistrackssuddenly.

“That'samazing.”

Hestaresatawashingline, hungwithundies.

“Look at that woman'sunderwear!”

I'm puzzled; Grahamsure doesn’tseem likeanysort of fetishist.

“InAmerica people don'thangout washing,” heexplains. “Itgetsstolen.”

Iwanted tosay, “What? While you guysareall harmonising together?”
ButIhadn'tgot theheart. Srevelake ®
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but is delighting the
jazzers. InLondon, he
MELODY MAKER opens up on his recent
songuiterwith s iflrence “orgasm suite”, and
Theresamein-cate oaeno. NOW his eccentric career
whichrans: T ssesustacury has been influenced by
irough ButTim buckioy o andsveer 010 LINE, pornography

viiutast s spesepatn  and gamelan. “Sex
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ot 3% e Yo “I decided todoiit.”

arousinginterest continue asmere parodies
of their public’simpressions of them, Buckley,
innineyearsasarecordingartist, is consistently
changingdirection.

Usingonlyhisinspired artist’sintuition and
hissenseofironyasaguide, Buckley will set
sail fearlessly foruncharted waters. Hence
Starsailor, his 1970 masterpiece that left many of
hisoriginalfolk-oriented fanstotally confused,
while manyjazzerswelcomed him asarightful
heirto Leon Thomas. Buteven that favourable
pigeon-holing would've been too comfortable for
Buckley'sfar-reaching imagination. Yetat one
timeitlooked as though Starsailorwastobehis
finalstatement. »
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“I'vewrittentwo
scripts...l'dlove todo
someparts”: Tim
BuckleyinBeverly
Hills,Los Angeles,1974
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Afteritsrelease, Buckley hungup his 12-string for 18 monthsand took
stock of whathad been goingdown. He got himself married, and is now
foster-father toan 11-year-old boy named Taylor. The implication being
thatwild Timmyhad finally settled down.

No chance. The rock’n'roli circuitmightbeapainful business fora
child prodigy turned misunderstood creative genius, but being away
from the stage was more painful still.

SoBuckley roared back withanewband and anewatbum, Greerings
From LA, and brought withhim fresh shocks. Thefragile 19-year-old who
hadsung, “In thescarlet light of Valentines, our paper heartsare blind,"
backin 1966 had beensuperseded bya bellowing, super-virile stud
hollering, “Whip me, beat me, spank ine/Oh mama make it rightagain.”
Andit’sthisstud persona, albeit slightly tongue-in-cheek, that Buckley
seems hell-bent on promoting.

Lastweek, Buckleyand manager Herb Cohen arrived in Londonfora
coupleof days toattend a Warner Brothers partygiven tolaunch
DiscReet Records. Warners will be distributing Tim’s Sefroniaalbum
over herelaterthismonth.

Ifoundthe manperched forward on the edge ofan armchairin
aKensington hotel room, gazinglongingly down at thesuntanned,
glistening, widespread thighs of a foxy younglady, splashed across
agatefold spread in one of those Paul Raymond glossy mags.

“ljustadore pornography,” he moaned. “l mean, will you just look at
her?Isn’tshejust theloveliestlittle thingyou'veeverseen...”

Itseemedlike anapt moment toair a personal fantasy. From thetrack
titles, thythmsandarrangements of thefirst side of Greetings From LA
(the tracksare “Move With Me”, “Get On Top” and “Sweet Surrender”), it
struck me that the whole had been conceived asalinked trilogy, akind of
Orgasm Suite. Would that be reading too much into the songs?

“Notatall. That’s just whatitis. ltoccurred to methat all of the
rock’n’rollsex symbols, likeJagger, Jim Morrison, had never actually said
anythingsexy. So... (longpause)l decidedto doit.

Hisface creased intoadirtylaugh. Facially, he looks verydifferentfrom
the Dylan-esque romantic poet gazing melancholic from the sleeve of
Happy Sad. The outrageous curls have been severely chopped, and his
currenttrimmed, hip hairemphasises hisfilm-star good looks. Now he
looks more like Paul Newman than Bob Dylan, astate of affairs that
clearlyappealed to more than oneyoungladyat the press reception later,
where hiseverymove was observed by asemi-circle of silentadmirers
who stood transfixed.

Butthesex-appeal trip isn't Buckley'sraison d’étre byany means,
merely onefacet ofacomplex personality. Hiscurrentactivities embrace
non-rock aspectsofartand music,and hisfutureplansindicate further
divergenceofhistalents and energies.

However, Buckley’s futureisbestexplained in terms of where he’s
alreadybeen. Heknewthe poet Larry Beckett from his schooldays,and
Beckett and Buckleywere always particularly close, sharing the same
highbrow interestinliterature: Kafka, Sartre, the metaphysicalsand
Lorca (later commemorated in Tim'salbum Lorca).

July20,1974:Buckleyand
his Fender Electric Xltjoin
The AllmanBrothersBand,

Both Larryand Timwere writing poetry at thisstage and experimented
withputting theirwordsto Tim'stunes. Early efforts were pretty
unsatisfying, but they persevered and Timbegan workingself-penned
materialintothe sets he was playingin country clubs, the onlyplaces he
could get gigsin hisearly teens. He was never totally country, of course,
but... “Aslongas you could play the “Tennessee Waltz”, you were OK.
lhadalotoffun.

Butitwasin New York that Buckley firstbegan toattract attention. And
even now, hefeels that hisroots arefirmlyin Greenwich Village. “Apart
from The Doors and the San Franciscosound, all of the worthwhile
musicout of theStatesin the past decade has come from the East Coast,
and specifically New York.”

However, itwas backin Southern California that Buckleyfirst gota
recordingbreak, playinguncredited guitar on The Byrds' firstalbum,
anditwasduringthesesessions that hemetVan Dyke Parks, Jim Fielder
and then Mothers drummer Billy Mundi. With these notables plus Lee
Underwood, anaspiringyoungjazz guitarist,and with finestring
arrangementsby Jack Nitzsche, theyoung Buckley cut his own debut for
Elektra. Nineyearson,it’sasfreshand uniqueasever.

Thesameisn’tquite true of Goodbye And Hello, his second album,
producedby Jerry Yester, which, while excellent by anystandard, is very
muchaproduct of theerainwhich it was made, that euphoric “Summer
OfLove", California, 1967.StillBuckley wasalreadystretchingout,
experimenting with hisamazing vocal tubes, actually managingto
affect atleast halfadozen different voices for the labyrinthine
complexities of thealbum’stitle track.

Andallthetime, reflectingand playing off the innumerable influences
thathe’dabsorbed in his formativeyears. “Ray Charles, Hank Williams,
Clapton, Hendrix, MorganaKing, Cleo Laine, Little Richard, NatKing
Cole, RolandKirk, PeggyLee, Duke Ellington, strippers, classical music,
avant-garde, from Stravinsky on, Messaien, Penderecki, Balinese
music... [ respond to anythingthat'sdone well, and I've been influenced
byallofit.”

Aftertherecording of GoodbyeAnd Hello, the Buckley-Beckett
collaboration ceased to function for threeyears, duringwhich timea
further three Buckleyalbums wereissued - Happy Sad, Blue Afternoon
and Lorca.

“Larrygotvery involved in whathe was doingat the time, which was
writingan 80-page poem about Paul Bunyan,and he moved to Portland
todoresearch. It’san American epic, and reallybrilliant.”

Happy Sad, areflection, presumably on the depressiveside of Tim’s
character, marked amove towardslyrical economy, butbackings
becameevermore subtle and jazz-like. With Lee Underwood and vibist
David Friedman achieving aquietempathy, the music often soundslike
the Larry Coryell period of the Gary Burton Quartet, playingballads.

Tim'svocalimprovisations were beginning to upsetafewfolk club

clients, however. Onereport, from Hollywood
inlate 68, records Buckley scat-singing
trumpetparts, whichwent overlike
a9pm curfewwith mostofthe
folkiesthathad followed him
through thefirst twoalbums.

“It’s veryeasy toconfuse people

in Hollywood,” Tim observed.
“Hollywood islike England.

DoobieBrothersandmore X .
atTheBucolicFrolic,the %K.IJEJ !]Jcs“‘lﬁ They'restill totally preoccupied
firstfestivalatKnebworth DENRY s ’
Ernesa B RANDELL 310 yvnth image there. And they reso
From the insular. Theyreally have noidea
Dh:‘ﬂso;: Alburm

what’s happening musicallyin
therestof America.”
I'snotgenerallyknown
that BlueAfternoon, Lorcaand
Starsailorwererecordedina
burstof creativity thatlasted for
acoupleof monthsinlate 1969.
Andit’sgenerallysupposed
that Lorca, being Tim’s final
album for Elektra, before signing
withZappa’'s Straightlabel, was
made priorto BlueAfternoon.In
factitwasn’t.
“Thatwas acomplicated
time, between labels. But Blue
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Afternoon was doneimmediately
after Lorca.”

And"Lorca”, the songitself, which
Buckley had tremendousdifficulty
incompressingintoanythingless
thana 17-minute epic, was a pointer
towardsthe cataclysmic Starsailor.

Anastonishingcollection ofstyles
~Latin (“Down By The Borderline™),
new-jazz-aligned (“Monterey, The
HealingFestival”), European-
influenced, Ligeti-esque
(“Starsailor”), 1966-type Buckley
(“Moulin Rouge”)-and anumber
of other things that defyany
classification. The album featured
Buckleyalongside the dynamite
hornsof Buzz and Bunk Gardner, and also
marked thereturnof Larry Beckettand more
obscurantistlyrics. (Incidentally, Buckley’s
voiceisn'tdoctored, altered or treated inany
wayon Starsailor, the only “trickery” ofanykind
is the common-or-garden overdub. On the title
track there’renoless than 16 Tim Buckleys.)

lasked about the sleeve of Greetings From LA.
Thefrontdepicts the town of Los Angeles, all
butinvisible beneatha disgustingbrown
blanket of photochemical smog, and inside
there’sagrim photo ofa veryserious- looking
Buckleyclutchingagas mask. Allvery
ecological, butsomehowitdoesn’t quiteringtrue. Buckley doesn’t seem
like any fresh-air-loving nature fiend.

Concernwith pollution doesn’tsuit aguy who cansay, “I can’tstand
animals,sol adopted akid”,and indeed the album cover wasintended as
anironicstatement,

“See, inLAyoucan'teven get through the day withoutasense of irony.
And the message that the sleeve wasintended toimpartwas thatevenin
thishorrificatmosphere there canstill bealot of musical activity going
down. Butofcourse, nobody picked uponthat. llikethealbumalot,
though. Wemadeitallintwo days, and ithasakind ofimmediate energy
aboutit.”

Greetings From LAwasthe firstof Tim'salbums thatdidn’t feature
Lee Underwood aslead guitarist, the jazzerbeingreplaced by Joe Falsia
—aNew Yorker. More rock-oriented, Falsia also produced Greetingsand
took most ofthe lead action on Sefronia. Underwood, apparently, has
made the move from artist to critic, and is now ajazz and rock writer for
Down Beat.

With Sefronia, Buckley seems to be attemptingtoreachawider
audience, or at least to pick up old fans that have fallen by the wayside.
For whilethe groin-rock and oblique elements remain, mostof the
albumisdirectand conventionally melodic enough to convert folks that
have never even heard ofRoland Kirk or FranzKafka.

Therecord evenincludes three songs that Buckleydidn’thaveahand
in composing, among them Fred Neil’sbeautiful “Dolphins”.

“Alot of people prefer the older-type songs, and I'm happy todo them,
aslongascan continuetoexperimentsimultaneously.”

Experimentation, innovation and invention are words that occur
frequentlyin Buckley’s conversation. Hisisanalertand inquisitivemind.
Forexample, it's no accident that hechooses toplay and compose onthe
12-string guitar: “With the 12-string there aren’tany cliches thatyou have
totrytoconsciously avoid, except maybe the old Leadbelly licks.”

So Buckley has worked at developinghis own guitar style, and is now
almostasindividual instrumentally as he is vocally. The concerted
energythathas gothim tothis pointis currentlysustaining him though
theplanning and execution of three albums-aregularstudio album,
aconceptalbum and alive double album.

He'salready written more than enough new material for the studio
record, and theconceptalbumis well under way. It’sasongcycle, another
collaboration job with Larry Beckett, and isbased on Joseph Conrad’s An
Outcast Of The Islands, furtherreflectinghisliterary fascinations.

Thelive album seems destined to produce rather more headaches. He
intends tore-record all of his personal favourites from earlier albums,
butis goingto berestricted by timelimits.

“I'm happy to
do older songs,
as long as I
can continue
to experiment”

TIM BUCKLEY

“lintend to use every musician that
I've ever worked with somewhereon
thealbum, though I'm not sure of
specificsongs yet,” explains Buckley.
“I'lldefinitelyinclude alot of Blue
Afternoon,however. Thatalbumwas
onlyhalf-finished, and I particularly
wanttoupdateand complete ‘Cafe’
and ‘TheRiver’. Thatalbumgotkind
oflostwhile I was changinglabels.”

Whether or not this nostalgia for
oldersongshasanythingtodowith
Jim Fielder, who has now rejoined
Buckleyafter some years with Blood,
Sweat & Tears, isan interesting point.
Butirrespective, Fielder willbe
playingwith Buckley whenthe
singer'sband tours herein theautumn.

Further evidence of Buckley's passion for
music is revealed when he speaks of his
activitiesaway from theconcertrostrum.

“Iworkinthe ethnomusicology department
ofthe UCLAin California,and mymain
premise is with Japanese and Balinese music.
Ido notation and translating from the Balinese
musicians to thekids that are there studying.

“The programme was started yearsago by
PeteSeeger’s father, and that’show I found out
aboutit. Right now, that’s my main source of
new music and inspirationin the world. The
courses aren’t setup as astudent/professortype thing. Whatyou haveis
agroup from Bali actually there, dancers and musicians, gamelan
orchestra, the whole situation. What 1 have to dois to assimilateitall, and
figure outhow exactly to play the instruments.

“It'sanear-impossible feat, but youtry to understand about the people,
thecultureand thewholething.”

Speaking ofunusual instruments prompted Buckley toaskafter The
Incredible String Band, with whom he played here briefly backin 1968.
Hegrimaced on hearingthat Messrs Williamsonand Heron were now
heavily into Scientology.

“What?Seeya, boys! It'shard enough to getalong withoutsigning
yourshitover tosomethinglike that. Religionis theruinof agreat
many good musicians. You won'tfind me falling forany ofthatkind
of stuff.

“But the Scots are nuts, aren’t they?1 mean that’s not just myopinion,
isit?] meantheyreallyarecrazy. They’llargue aboutanything,and
somehow they always seem to know more about what you're doing than
youdo. And youalwaysend up buyingthemadrink because they’ve
arguedyou intothefloor.”

Thelight-hearted turn that conversation had taken seemed agreeable
to Buckleyashelaunched into alengthy monologue, totally unsuitable
for publicationinafamilymagazinelike this, on thesensual delights of
youngladies from Oklahoma to Mexico and theliberating effects of
Elizabeth Taylor, Brigitte Bardot and the Pillupon the same.

OK. You gotany ambitions, Tim?

“Yeah.l wanna get paid. No, seriously, 'mwritingabook, my
impressions of America, that!'d dearlylike tosee published...”

TimBuckley, ladiesand gentlemen.

“Interior war drives him, shorn of sleep... hetakes the clear risk in new

dance... crusading
upwards fromdearth.

Hewillsingyou his 10
talesand then wander
llent by any standards is
5:5; ::\‘urhyn product of the

tillspring” - Larry
Beckett, 1967.
h made,
e R i

Cliches notwith-
standing, ifever the
title NewRenaissance
man was applicable to
anybodyinrock music,
thenBuckley’sthe
artisttomeritit.

Steve Lake ®

lans Indicatc further diver-
Ztnu‘ of his talents and

cnergies.
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SINGLES

Sparks

ISLAND

Eventhepresshandout says it:
“Without drawing overworked
comparisons, we believe that
Sparks, with their music and
unique visual identity, will
capture the imagination and
affection of roughly the same
audience sector whichhas
made Roxy Music sucha
success.” Or to putitanother
way: Sparks sound not unlike
Roxy Music. Thisis a totally
bizarre record crammed with
synthetic sounds - Mellotrons,
Moogs and backward
tapes - building from
onedelicious
crescendo to
another. And
it'sall rather
charming.
Thelyrics,
sungina
freshly
castrated
shriek, are
totally inaudible
apartfromthetitle
phrase. [t'snotthe
kind of thing you'd expect
producer Muff Winwood to get
himself mixed up with - as
rumourithas he'snone too
enamoured by the Roxies. Not
the sort of record you half-like.
Onthe basis of this, Sparks
could cause wars. NMEApré

David Bowie RCA

Lycanthropy for the masses.
Wonder if darling David’s been
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Allrather
charming:
Sparks'Ron

(left)and

RusseliMael

reading Richard Matheson?

If not, he should, they’d get
along, especially over
Matheson’s classic /| Am Legend,
whichis all about post-
holocaust vampires. There's
acertain affinity. The B-side,
“HolyHoly",is heavily phrased
andbrief, butinteresting. A fair
package. MMJunis

Brinsley Schwarz

ua

A good question that. There's
nothing funny about it at all
really. Adawndew soundfrom
the Brinsleys, as fresh as
daisies, with some good
strumming and
drumming that
reminds you
notalittle
of the’Oo.
A tasteful
song by
bassistand
singer Nick
Lowe.Dave
Edmunds
producedand
he's now going
on tour with the
band. MMJun 15

ABBA EPIC

You can’tblame 'em for trying,
so ABBA'nother one, albeit the
epitome of blandness and
mediocrity. Don’tknow where it
came from;don’t know where
it's going. Don'tcare a swede.
Back to the production line
conveyor belt, boys and girls.
Wait, the wall to wall’s calling...
MM Jun29

— ALBUMS

REVIEW

— 1974 ——

ALBUMS
CGockney Rebel

EMI

One thing you gotta admit about
Steve Harley, and thatis thathe
does the funniestinterviews
since Marc Bolan.He evenopens
up Cocky Rabble’s new album
with atrack entitled “Sweet
Dreams”,in which he lays down
thisriff abouthowhe can't keep
up the pace thathe’smade when
allthe pop paper people keep
putting him down.

“Maybe I'll settle in the country
andfade,” he sighs theatrically
before retreatinginto his
private fantasy world of “Loretta
and Lorraine and Louise” -icy,
mysterious glitter kids who
roam Harleyland, pouting and
withdrawnlike the band on the
front cover.

No, but there's more to Harley
and his gang of mincing Biba
dummies than a fast mouth and
agood costuming job. Not that
much more, but sometimes
Harleyland comes into focus
and assumes some kind of
self-contained reality. Usually
it's the band’s arrangements
(uncredited) and production (by
Harley and Alan Parsons) that do
itrather than Harley's overblown
andinept lyrics, but it gets done
justthe same.

Your best bet wouldbe to
ceremoniously burn the lyric
sheet before you play the album,
because knowing what Harley's
singing about will seriously
impede your enjoyment (if any).
The best lines generally emerge
unaided, and Harley's intonations
generally get the pointover
by themselves. Attimes he
manages to evoke Ferry,
Bowie, Hunter, Dylan and
Bowie by skilful mimicry.

Most of Psychomodois
disposable, but three of the
tracks on the first side work
spectacularly well, which leads
one to the conclusion that
either youcan fool some of the

people some of
thetime, orelse
Harleyhas
aworkable, if
fragmented,
vision of what
he'stryingto do.
“Mr Soft”
succeeds
primarily onthe
strength of the
arrangement, a
kind of modified
Brechtian cabaret
vamp of the kind
that Bowie tackled
on“Time”. What makes
this one workis a'50s doo-
wop bass backing vocal
which maintainsinterest for
most of the track’s 3:17 minutes.
“Singular Band” has another
good arrangement, mainly down
to the way that the drum breaks
areslottedinbetweenthelines,
butit’s “Ritz" that's the track that
basically justifies the existence
of the album. It may even be
rock’s first equivalent to Last
Year InMarienbad, as Harley
wanders the mirrored corridors
ofhis phantom hotel, alternately
the only human beingin the place
and just another phantasm.
Jean-Paul Crocker's elegantly
mournful violin collides with its
own dark side before the whole
thing eruptsinto anightmare
party sequence that freezesinto
arictus ofinsane merriment on
theroll-off groove. It's “Ritz" that
is the most convincing piece of
evidence that Cockney Rebel
know what they’re doing, and
that track seems more the
responsibility of the instrumental
Rebels than of its leader.
Psychomodois anintensely
flawed piece of work rescued by
one imaginative masterstroke.
Whether “Ritz" was a fluke (as
about three-quarters of the rest
of the album suggests) or
whetherit's apresaging of what
we can expect from the bandin
future is a matter of conjecture.
One goodtrack don’t make
astar,butHarley has proved
that he does have something
going. Whether he's in sufficient
control of what he's doing to
hitthe target every timeis
adifferent questionagain.
Charles Shaar Murray, NME June 8




Bill Wyman
ROLLING STONES

Mostly everyone in the Rolling
Stones has, at one time or
another, talked about doing
their own album: none other
than bassist Bill Wyman with
a portfolio of nine songs, most
of which are so bloody
commercial, it makes you
wonder why the hell his writing
ability hasn’tbeen utilised
before.(He says they won'tfit,
but that's opento debate.)
Crooninginwhat canbe
best described as alaconic
throwaway voice that fits neatly
betweenthat of Harry Nilsson
at his most flippant and Gilbert
O'Sullivan, Wyman once and
for all puts paid to the theory
that he'sjust a poker-faced
mute, albeit one of the two best
rock bassists. However, he
doesn’t push himself to the fore
asmuch as most people in his
position, preferring to integrate
his sardonic witand whimsy
observationsintothe diverse
backing, which are skilfully put
together by abunch of highly

professional American musicians.

Onthe otherhand, don’t
expect aselection of near-beer
Stones shuffles, for Wyman
leapfrogs quite freely through
familiar territory. He goes for
some droll New Orleans funk on
“I| Wanna Get Me AGun”,
complete with Dr John doddlin’
away merrily among the potted
palms; cooks up some sniggering
double-entendres on the shit-
kickin' “Pussy”; comes up with
pure unadulterated Top 20 pop-
rock on “Monkey Grip Glue”;
tries his mojo hand at gumbo-
rock on the evil-smelling “What A
Blow"; delivers some fine country
hoke on the catchy “White
Lightnin™ (which someone like
Waylon Jennings or George
Joneswould be aredneck
schmuck not to cover); prior to
giving way to a plaintive ballad,
“I'llPull You Thro™, and stomping
out withsome jerky black soulon
“It's AWonder".

Alot of people will undoubtedly
use Rolling Stones albums as the
only yardstick with which to
measure either the success or
failure of this solo escapade. This
would be grossly unfair, because
innowaydoes
Monkey Grip bear any
relationship to what
the Stones crank out
inarecording studio.

OK, Bill Wyman
might have his name
andface onthecover,
butit’s very mucha
co-operative venture.

Everyone's allowed their head
whenever the spirit moves them.
Here are a few commendable
examples. On the truckin' “Crazy
Woman" George Terry steps out

to perform some amazing feats
onsteel guitar, while on“lt's A
Wonder” guitarist Danny
Kortchmar plays better than he's
ever done. Nitty Gritty Dirt man
John McEuenstrokes some nice
banjo phrases on “Pussy” with
great support from country
fiddler ByronBerline.

Lowell George grabs the
spotlight on “Monkey Grip Glue”,
during which the permanent
drum beat of Dallas Taylor and
Joe Lainrattle away infine style.

Dr John again makes his
presence felt as he gurgles away
onorganthroughout “What A
Blow",and keyboardists Hubie
Heard and Duane Smith come
across as potential killers
whenever they're within earshot.
Andlet's hear three cheers for
the Bonaroo Horns, who inject
plenty of vigour into most cats.

Having listened to this album at
length, | realise that this albumis
very radio-orientated, with each
cuthaving a separate identity. It's
avery listenable collection of
songs. For those without any pre-
conceptions there are anumber
of pleasant surprises. When you
seeitinthe browser box, smile
nicely at the assistant and ask if
she'll play it for you. Bet you come
out of the shop a couple o’ quid
|ighter. Roy Carr, NME Apr 20

JJ Cale A&M

Yeah, King of the Laid-Back and
allthat bananas, but it goes a
little deeper than that -'cos, even
though he probably spends more
time on his backside rolling joints
than a three-toedsloth gets to

loll over abranch(and,
asif youcouldn't
guess, the title track
wasrecorded “onthe
back porch” of his
Oklahomahome),

JJ Caleis, spiritually
atleast, agenuine
highway chile.

Okieisjust perfect
soundtrack music for
lazily hitching down
the Pan-American
highway in search of
Don Juan, the actual
tracks more like
notes-towards-songs
scratched ruminatively
onthe margins of The Road To
Ixtlan(which, naturally,he's been
readingapage or twoof every
now and thenbetween plucking
out the odd chord and watching
the sungo up anddown).

But enough of this romantic
garf.Cale’s music may be the
most consistently stoned ever to
leak out of your speakers since
Gris-Gris, but he's still a Southern
white inhis thirties and doubtless
couldn’t give agoddam about the
dreams of Ye Olde Smashed
Hippies. “Slong as they jes buy
marecords, man...” And why not?

Twosides of gravelly
whisperings and perfunctory
rhythm noises from some beat-up
geetar with alittle understated
help from abunch of the boys may
not sound too galvanising, but...
Well, actually itisn’t galvanising
atall. lt’smore...zzzzz...

Cale’sinto Downhome Doze-
Out, atrick Dylan and Beefheart
appear to have been striving
after on their last albums, without
realising that strivingin the first
place ain't whereit's at. Okie just
lays there, flies buzzing roundit,
growing approximately a quarter

JJCale:gravelly
whisperingsand
perfunctory
rhythmnoises

of aninch ayear like anold cactus
out around the back of the shack.
And it makes Planet Waves and
Unconditionally Guaranteedlook
like atruckload of badly damaged
tomatoesinthe process.

It wouldfight against the
inconsequentiality of the whole
deal to selectindividual tracks
for attention, seemingly - but
there are at least two crackers
which you might like to sample
before purchase: “Cajun Moon”,
which actually rocks out, and
“Starbound”, which doesn’t even
make it past the two-minute mark
before fading away like the smile
of a particularly hallucinogenic
Cheshire cat. They grow peyote
downtherein Tulsa, JJ?

Okie is awarm, unfocused
masterpiece inintermittentcy.

It probably won't climb onto one
of the 10 pedestals reserved for
the best albums of '74 (jeez, it'd
have to stand up to do that!), but
it'llbe lyingaroundin the near
vicinity. Just passing the time...

By the way, A&M, my copy was
full of surface crackle’n’crunch.
Care tocheck the pressing?
lan MacDonald, NME Jun8

HISTORY OF ROCK 1974 | 58



“I'm not
Interested in
showmanship”

man
is also
a solo performer of

his own fantastic,
quasi-historical works.
Choirs, actors,
orchestras...it’sa

lot of plates to spin.
“Someday,” he says,
“something will be

a disaster”

Sometime‘
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PETERMAZEL / CAMERA PRESS

TWAS UNFORTUNATE that Rick Wakeman fell prostrate
with asevere bout of influenza only hours after his MM
interview this week. Because the last time we saw hinn,

he was on the verge of collapse after his sensational

Royal Festival Hall premiere of Journey To The Centre

Of The Earth.

Theysayeverything Rick touches “turnstogold”, but the fragile
stateofhis health showshow hard he has been working of late. And
there’s much more tocome.

Thecheerful, friendly giant, apart from beingone of the most
popular musicians—amongmusicians and publicalike-isin
greatdemand, notonly for his full-time work with Yes, but for his
outsideactivities.

At24, Rickfeels he has earned and learned much from the music
business, and now wants to put more back. Thereis muchfor himto
do,andinsomewayshe’sonlystarted totap his potential, but he
alsowantstohelpotherswith their careers.

It's arefreshingattitude and a change from many musicians who,
onachievingsuccess, seemonly too anxiousto retire with the booty
atall possiblespeed. Hereflected firston theepicconcerthegaveat
the Festival Hall with the London Symphony Orchestra, choir and
group, shortlyavailableon hissecond solo LP.

“I'll never do twoshowslike thatinonenightagain,” he vowed.
“IfJourneywenton tourit would have to beone performanceanight.
Atthepremiere, thefirstconcertwasreattygood. lthad afew
mistakes, but it was fresh. For thefirst timein my life, [ was nervous
ashell. Isuddenly realised Iwasn't sharingthe responsibility.

“ltwasalldown to me. I thought therestofthe boysin the group
would have been nervous, but just before the show they were
chattingaway, and drinking, and there was me... agibbering heap.

“Theaudience were great—theyreally came to enjoy themselves.
London crowds canbecritical, but they werewarmand we could
feel themwillingus tosucceed.

“l thought thesilent movies would bea disaster, because they only
arrived five minutes before thefirstshow, and I had toimprovise the
pianoaccompaniment, withoutknowingwhat
they were like. lused the moviesand old-timebackingbecause the
second number ofashowissoimportant.Itcanbeadownerorjust
moreofthe openingnumber,and wanted togive the people
somethingcompletelydifferent, torelax them forJourney, whichis42
minuteslong.” »
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“The concertwasrecordedlive on Ronnie Lane’s mobile truck, but there
were afew problemswhenitcameto preparingthetapesfor the LP. We
had to changetapesinthe middleof David Hemmings' narration, and he
flewback fromfilmingtorecordabitmoreinthe studio. Hehad usin
stitches, doingitina Germanaccent, Welsh, Irish, African-he'saclever
lad. 1ttook usnine days todo the mixing.

“Someonein thestreet had accidentally kicked out thevocal mic cable
justbefore we started recording. So we boosted up thevocals that were
pickedupon theothermics.

“Wehad another problemtoo-thesnaredrumbrokeand oneofthe
drummicsfailed. There werealso four bars of completeshambles
between the orchestraand the group. Fortunatelyanidentical passage
occured laterand wejust used that onetwice.”

Thealbumisnowdueouton May9. Anotherfactorinitsdelay (itwas
supposedto berushedoutimmediately after theconcert), wasthe paper
shortage. It has agatefold and eight-page
booklet,and the designer refused to re-jigit as
asinglesleeve. The designerwon, butin the
meantime Rickhad togotoAmericawith Yes.
Heheard, and rejected the original cutsof the
albumwhileontour.

“Ijustdidn’tlike the sound, and itwas worth
doingit properlyforthesake of a fewextra days.”

Thelast Yestourwassomethingofa
marathon,andsaid Rick: “I can hardly
remember theindividual performances now,
except thatitwasanimprovement onthe
British tour-thank God. We had afew amusing
ones. In Memphistheyhadaunionstrikeand
couldn’tfinish thebuilding, anewhall,intime.

“Therewasnoseatingorcurtainsand there
were eight separateechoes, every time you hitadrumorcltapped your
hands. We couldn’t playforlaughing. Whata terrible place—and thiswas
inthehome of music. Steer clear, allgroups!

“Onthelastnight theroadies sentseven streakers across the stage.
Wwith 18tonsofequipmenttolugaround, it was physicallyand mentally
difficultforusall. Youjust can’tsustain it. My gear wasjust falling apart
towards theend. ltwas all held together with gaffer tape.

“Yes, you can safelysay thiswasthelast of thelongtours. We'll never do
thatagain, we'reallagreed. | wanttospread the work out more, sowecan
doourownindividualthings, goontheroadforabit, record,and soon.”

How had the mighty Topographic Oceansfared during the tour?

“Wehadameetingandafteracoupleofweeks, droppedside two
from the programme. 1 thought side three wasvery messy, but as
acompromise we dropped Two, and thatactually helped toimprove
Three. I firmly believethat Yes isanamazingbhand, and hopefullywe’ll be
goingback on theright path once again.

“Iwasonaplanetheotherdayand they played Fragileon the eight-
track. I'd not hearditin overayear, anditstood the test of time. It was
tremendous, and | got more out of it than when we had first recordedit.
Weallheardit, and ! thinkit putaglimmerintoeveryone’s mind.”

Yesareoff onaEuropean touruntil April 25. “Then I come back tofinish
offproducingaband called Wally with Bob Harris. They'reareally great
band. They remind me of Yes in the beginning. Theyarevery freshand
dedicated, but playingtheirown ideas.

“They’vegot two tours supporting
DaveMason, who'scomingover
laterthisyear, and Lindisfarne.
They're thefirst new Englishband
withasparkoftalentI'veheard for
alongtime.Theygot to thefinals for
the MMrock/folk contest last year.
They’llsurprise alot of people.

“I'mproducingtheir LPandalso
I'm helping MikeQuatro, Suzi's
brother, who plays keyhoards.
He'sintothe Keith Emerson
showmanship syndrome. But I'm
notinterested in the showmanship;
I'd like to help his music.

“There'ssomuch Iwanttodo...
itsoundsfunny, butthereisan
incredible gap in musicat the
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“T'he Journey...
album is how
I would have

liked Yes to

have gone”

moment. There’s noinflux ofexcitingnewbands comingup. Thereused
to be Genesisjust waitingto break, and groupslike that, but now there’s
nobody to bridge thegapbetween the workhorsebandsand the top,
established groups.

“AndIthinktheestablished bands should help the new onescomeup.
That'swhy [ want to help Wally.I'vebeen very disappointed with the LPs
inthepastyearby theestablished bands. My favouriteband are The
Who, but to me Quadropheniadidn’thave the magic of what they had
donebefore.

“And Jethro Tull's Passion Play| didn'tlike at all. British groups seemto
havegoneoverthe top, notdeliberately. They'rejust tryingtoohard. The
musicbusiness has got incredibly into money-and promoters, agents
and managersaren’tall thatinterested in promotingnew talent when
they’vegotestablished bands. The best new band I've seen were agroup
called TubesinSanFrancisco, who arejust like the American Bonzos."

One of Rick'sambitions for 1974 istotake
hisJourney To The Centre Of The Earth
entertainment on theroad. “I'dliketo do
somemoreconcerts. Happyas!waswiththe
first, 'mconvinced the more we did, the better
itwouldget.

“Igotatremendous buzzfrom theshow,
andeverybodyinvolved wantstodoit again.
Itdepends howwell the LP does-butit’sgot
a50,000advance. Simple as the work might
sound, the scoreis bloody difficult, and
David Meachamthe conductorsaysthere
arethree otherorchestrasin England capable
of playingit.

“Theyare the Bournemouth Symphony, the
Hallé¢ and the Scottish Radio Orchestra. Ifwe
diditwith themwe could cover most of the country that way. There's talk
of doingirin America, butthe costwould be phenomenal. lonlywantto
break even, butifwediditfor 10daysin America, itwould costaround
$22,000anight.

“InEnglandit’snot sobad, but even here it costsa thousand pounds just
torehearse the orchestra.

“Doyouknow-I've been offered the chance of playinga Mozart piano
concertowiththe LSOat the Festival Hall?” Rick lit up with quiet pride.
“I'd dearlylovetodoit, but there areconcert pianists about whocould
doitbetter thanmeandwould give their right armforachance of
playingwith the LSO. I'dfeel guiltybecause those people were not getting
thechance.

“leoulddoit... butI'd need to practiseeight hoursa dayforamonth.
David Meacham and the LSO have made me the offer,and 'm very
flattered. Asolutiontothe problemwould beif i wrote akeyboard
concerto of mymusic. My musical heartisinso many places, and in fact
Iwasabetterclassical playerseven yearsago thanlam now.

“I'vegotalotof material foranewsolostudioalbum,and I'listay away
from orchestrasforawhile.I'vegotalot 1o learn, but I've gained somuch
from Yes.

“Thehigdowner tocomeisif help produce other bands there will be
apercentageoffailure, and it’sgoingto upsetand disappoint me. It'l be
somethinglbelieveinand Iwon’tunderstand why nobodyelse digsit!
Thingsare goingreallywell for me at themmoment. Up atmylocal pub
theysay, ‘Everythinghetouches
turnstogold.’ Butsomeday,
somethingltouchwill beadisaster,
and I'venotexperienced thatyet.
Mostmusiciansgo througha period
ofdisaster,andeither they get
through, oritdestroys them.

“I'mvery lucky, because things
have developed nice and slowly,
right downtogood management
and musicians towork with. It
helpsalot. Youhavetotryand
keepyourheadin thissituation
andkeepabalance.”

IfRick Wakeman stays the way
heis,comesuccessorfailure, then
he won’thave much toworry about.
Chris Welch
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Rick WakemaninLondon,
January1974:1“Isambard
KingdomBrunelwillbe
anotherlong-termproject”

ICKWAKEMAN HAS a grand design afoot thatcould resultin
R one of the most extraordinary, epic concertsin ye history of

popular music. In fact he has TWO grand designs. Apart from
plans to base his next album on the Arthurian legend, thereis also a
scheme to set the saga of Victoria engineer Isambard Kingdom Brunel
toarock’n’roll beat.

Thesearehisfirst planssinceleaving Yes. Had the split with Yesbeen
friendlyand had therebeenanychangesinRick’s playingsince? “Well,
Ihopetherehaven'tbeen any changes. Thelads wouldn'tlet me cock
things up,anyway. Yes, the split was very amicable. Infact, Jon has been
ringingme uptoask ifthere was anyway he could help. After two years
with The Strawbs, and three years with Yes, itsounds funny... and I'll
never bein Yesagain... butitdoesgetin yourblood, thatband.

“It’s theirwhole attitude towards music thatinstills a beliefin what you
aredoing. It’stheir precision and integrity that counts. The band taught
meanawfullot, andinastrange way, hopefully, my musicwill developin
the way Yes would have developed. Infact Journeyis how Iwould have
liked Yes to have gone.”

All this week Wakeman, who is beginning to equal Elton John for
consistenthard work and energy, has beenrehearsingwithhisnew band,
inreadiness for this weekend’s Journey To The Centre Of The Earth concert
atLondon’sCrystal Palace.

And after thatisa tour of America, whichbegan life as afew promotion
dates, set when Rick wasstill amember of Yes. Theband are still
somewhatdizzy fromthe events of the past few months. Consisting of
old friends and some newcomers, they are used tolife scuffling forgigsin
clubs, pubsand holiday camps. The newsthat theywere playing Madison
SquareGarden on September 14 was abitlike winning a substantial sum
onthepools.

Thelineup consists of Jeff Crampton (guitar), Barney James (drums),
Roger Newell (bass), John Hodgson (percussion), and Ashley Holtand
Gary Pickford-Hopkins (vocals). Between playing darts, bar billiards
andsinking pints of bitterin the nearby Valiant Trooper, the band have
polished up the complexarrangements to The Six Wives Of Henry VIII
and Journey.

“Jeffisso clumsy, hekeeps falling over things,” said Rickinabreakin
rehearsals, “but he'sreally come outof his shell asaguitarist. He’san
outstanding player-one of this year's finds. The band desperately needs
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togetontheroad. After the first concert we did together at the Festival
Halltherewasanincredibleaffinity betweenus.

“Once they havehadagood, hard American tour, they willbe so tight.
Wewereintendingto playjust afew datesin America, but thealbumsold
quicker and more copies than weexpected.

“It'sso excitingthe way things are going atthe moment. Theband are
playing 100 per cent, and they're pulling all thestops out. I'm lucky,
becausel didn't want to poach them from their regular bands, but Gary
rang me up and asked what was happening, andsaid thathisband [Wild
Turkey] had broken up.

“Iwas goingtoaskGlenn Cornick anywayifhedidn't mindifI pinched
Garyforafewconcerts, whenlmadethe decision toleave Yesdown in
Devon, and sent the telegram toour manager. There's notalot of singing
todo anyway atthe moment, and he getsonreally well with Ashley.

“Theband knowsall the arrangements now, and we'rejustimproving
on thechordsand tidyingthings up forourownegos’ sake. We dida
potted version of Henryand Journeyat thelocal clubwe play at, and the
audience went mad. They were expectingthe usualrock'n’roll night. It’s
importantforus to keep playingall the time-anywhere.

“Iwanttodo one more English date before the American tour,andit
lookslikeit willbein Manchester with the Hallé Orchestra. There'san
offer from Granada TVtoscreen theshow live, whichwould helpalot
withthecost.1don’t mind losingabit, but I couldgobankruptifI'mnot
careful. On the American tour we'regoingto charter one plane, a Boeing
727,and travel with one orchestraand choir.

“Idon’tknow which orchestra we’ll be usingyet; Brianonly just told me
aboutit. Apart from Madison Square, we'll be playingat the Philadelphia
Spectrumand the Hollywood Bowl, which wasbuilt fororchestras.

I don’t give a monkey’s where we play aslongas the acoustics are OK!

“lwasgoingtodotheKingArthurstoryanyway,and Isambard
Kingdom Brunel will be along-term project. I'd like todo the music for
acartoon on hislife story, and if1start itnow, there shouldbean LPout
inayearandahalf.

“TheKingArthurstoryismarvellous, withall thelegendsandallthe
characters. Lotsof the places and people actually existed, like Tintagel
castle.1'd like to hold a day of pageant there with jousting tournaments
and peopleinarmour and costumes.

When will Rick record hisnextalbum?

“We'lldoitin November or December toget an LP outin March. We'll
probably record in Brussels fortaxreasons.” Chris Weich o
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MELODY MAKER

TEELY DAN, IN their short time together, have been hailed

asoneof thebest bands to emergefrom Americainalong

time. They haveset the US rock scene back on aroad to

musical creativity, and helped free it from the dominance

of British bands, established over the past six years. And

they havedoneall this within the framework of pop songs
—no more, no less.

The main members of theband are Walter Becker and Donald Fagen,
whowritealltheir materialand started out their career asstaffwriters
forarecord company. Steely Dan isreally their orchestra, designed to
present the songs on stageandrecordin the best way possible. Asaresult
they have been through a few personnel changes, but the basicfiveare
stilltogetherastheywereon thefirstalbum Can’t Buy A Thrill.

They have builtsomethingofacultfollowingin Britainsincethe
beginningoflast year, with D]s playinggreat compositionslike “Do
ItAgain”, “Reelin’ InThe Years” and morerecently “Rikki Don’t Lose
That Number”. The songs haveadepth and “finished” quality that
gives Dan theedgeoverotherbands. The band alsosportsomefine
instrumentalists, Donald Fagen beingan accomplished pianist with
asophisticated jazzand classically trained background, whose
introductions to some of the numbers provide one of the highspots of
theirshow. Andthereis Jeff“Skunk” Baxter, whohasbeenreceived on the
band’srecent tour of England asa new guitarhero. Jeffalso plays pedal
steel guitarand congadrums, while Donald's co-writer, Walter Becker, is
usuallyfoundat theback of theband, hidden away playing bass guitar.

Denny Dias playsalighter guitarstyleto Baxter's funkierapproach,
whileJim Hodderis theoriginal drummer, joined on stage by Jeff Porcaro.
Otheradditionsto thestageact have been Royce Jones, asoulful
balladeerwithanappealingstyle, who helps out on percussion,and
Mike McDonald on Fender Rhodes piano.

Oneofthereasonsforthe various additions-twodrummers, two
guitarists—has been the quest for a powerfulstage sound to match the
albums, which haveincorporated session musiciansfromtimetotime.
Forexample, on thefirstalbum, Elliot Randall, theblues guitarist, was
addedand played lead on “Reelin’ In The Years”, and there were seasoned
jazzmen like Victor Feldman, Jerome Richardson and Snooky Young
involved. Also Donald was not happy atbeing the main lead singer,
although he hasan outstandingvoice.

Steely Dan (the name comes from some strange New York phallic
device) areafairly hard-bitten bunch, capable of being sardonic land
demandingoffstage. Theygivetheimpression of beingused o the
pressuresof hustlingin the bigcity foralongtime, before success came
theirway,and thereis lessof thelaissez-faireto their personalities that
onemight expect to findin theaverage English band. Butonce they have
relaxed, they areamenableand talkative. The futurewill probably see
morechangesinthelineupand they arecageyabouta nextalbum. But
whatever they donext, they haveinabrief career produced some
satisfying and memorable music. You can'task for more.

———
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spokenandkeentotalkin pungentand forthrightfashion. At the
fashionableBlake’s Hotel in London, where the hippest musicianstend to
congregate, Donald was deep in conversation with Jeff Baxterabout the
miysteries of the Third Reich. And both had been fascinated by their visit
toRadio Luxembourg's studios, which were Gestapo headquarters
duringthelastwar. Black magicaspects of the Nazi creed werealsounder
discussion, butitseemed healthier byfar totalk on thesubject of Dan,
Steely, and their many compositions. What, by theway, had lead them to
record Duke Ellington’s “East St Louis Toodle-Oo” on the Pretzel Logic LP?

“There are aboutfour recorded versionsof ‘East St Louis Toodle-Oo’,”
said Donald, crouchingin asetteeoveracupoftea. “We took the best part
of eachand madea composite version. Wechanged horn partstoa piano
solo, butwedidn’t change it very much. It was Duke’s birthday recently
andlsenthimacopyoftherecord, and | would have been veryflattered if
hehad heard it. Butdon’tknowif hedid.

“Walterandlarebothjazzfans,andasacomposition thisonestood upso
well, we wanted tohearitwithall theexpertise of modern hi-fi. Most of the
greatjazzcompositions have been neglected. Thereisnojazzin America
now. Thereisaconsiderableamount ofelectricexperimenting, but that
doesn’tinterest me, and theirimprovisation isstrictly modal-andboring.

“John Coltrane wasafantastic player, buthe wasresponsible forleading
peopleintomakingaterriblemistake. | like more changes in music, and
anyway, | preferred John before his modal period when he was with the
Miles Davis Quintet. So thereis nojazz of notein the States now. Most of
thestuffplayed is nostalgic ’50s arrangements with good soloists. And of
course Miles Davishasgone overtheedge. I liketo think wearea
rock'n'roltband-withclass.

“Mybass playerand I write all the material, butthe solos and
arrangementscome from the group. Walterand 1 think itoutin advance
and thenwegointothestudiosand work on the tunesfromthere. 1 think
ofthemascompositionsrather than songs. Theyarestructured, but
thereisroom forimprovisation.

“We're astrange band, y'’know, The musicis allwrong, Weall sataround
inourlivingroomand came up with thisway of playing. It'salt veryweird.

“Then thereisthe ‘imminent break-up’. Quote, we're about to break-up,
unquote. That'sallridiculous bull. We're more or tess fairly stable now as
the fivehumanoids that started thisthing.”

ALTER BECKER, THE mystery bass player, who keeps well

hidden at the back of the stage, usually perched in the

shadow of Jeff Porcaro’s drums, isacheerful jester with a
quicklinein verbal badinage. But despite his publicreticence, heisa
vital, founder member of the Dan, who co-writes those amazing songs
with Donald Fagen, and for whom quality rather than commercialism
is the mostimportant factor.

“Oursound systemis designed forsmall hallslike the Palace Theatre at
Manchester, and we'd rather work in those situations than sacrifice the
sound quality in abigger venue. Dinky Dawson designed our sound
systemand he’sbrilliant. He’s worked with us from our firstgigs when we
usedtosupport TheKinksand The James Gang.

“That was terrible-bandsused to play tricksonusin thosedays. Like
not letting us on stage fora soundcheck, or turning thelights off. When
Dinkyfirstjoined ustodo the sound, I couldn’t understand aword he
said, but I knew hewasan intelligent, professional guy.

“Inour earlydays we had some terrible disasters. | remembera press
party weweresupposed to play, when theequipment wasn't set up
properly and nobody could hearanote, and the lead singer picked up a
can of beer, missed hismouth and poured it all over himself. That wasour
pressreception. Aheavy bummer!

“Thesinger was David Palmer. That was when Donald didn'twant to
belead singer-noway. Now Daveisco-writer with CaroleKing, which
showswhere wewereat. 1didn’t even knowhe could write. Sure, there
havebeen some personnel changes. First there was thesix, and then there
was the five, and now wehave three extraguys, including Royce Joneson

percussion andvocals. Wehad two girl singers on our last tour, one of
whomwasknown as Porkyand is here with David Cassidy now.
“Ostensibly we'rean eight-piece now, but that doesn’t mean we won't
changeit. Butall themain fivehaveworked on all the LPs. Incidentally,
werecord every show we play ‘live’ on tape-I'm notkidding. Ifwe
wanted to, wecould putoutalive LP, but thereisonly onesong we play
ontheroad that hasn't been recorded before, and that's ‘This Mobile
Home', whichisasongaboutartrailer. You'llhave to hear thelyrics. We
tried to record it for Countdown To Ecstasyand Pretzel Logic,and if it



had beenlike it is now, we might have succeeded.
We're not thatinterested in ‘live’ recordings, though,
becausethere isa grossoverkill in thatdepartment.”

Howdid Donald and Walter get together? “We've
alwayswrittensongstogether, fromwhenwestarted
at college. But people wanted Mickey Mouse stuff
and thethings we werewriting wereso outré.
Theywereall four-minute songs—
miniaturisation as Donald would putit—but
someone compared them to Germanart music.
Whenwedoan LPwelike toget 14-15songson
it, without sacrificing the recordingquality. We
justdon’thave room forany moreambitious
writing, until we do LP sets, and anyway, it
doesn’tdoto gettooheavy. The Who invented
theconcept LP with Happy Jack |AQuick One’s
UStitle], right?Ithink that was very successful,
alongwith The Who Sell Out.”

Whydoes Walter keep himselfhiddenat the
backonstage? “You've noticed that? Thereasons
areittakestheheatoff meandldon’thaveto
makemypresencefelt. AslongasIcanhear Jeff
Porcaro'ssnaredrumand hi-hat, I'm happy. I moved up there about 10
gigsago.ljustwantto hearthedrumsandit'sallcosyup there.lhavea
seat,and itkeeps me comfortableand happy!”

Jeff“Skunk” Baxter isindanger ofbecomingoneof the biggest guitar
heroessince the daysof Jeff Beck, Eric Clapton and Peter Green. Certainly
his English fans have taken him to heart, and atall Dan’sconcertsthere
have beenyells for Jeffand cries of “Skunk!”. Infact, Jeff would rather drop
the “skunk” bit. tcame one night when hecalledonanold friend while
under theinfluence ofalcohol. As the friend took ratheralongtime to
answer the bell, he decided to relieve himselfagainst thedoor, justasthe
dooropened, thusdrawingforth thecry: “Youskunk!”

Jeffhasazestful, enthusiastic guitar style, which occasionally goes over
the top of Steely Dan's ot herwise disciplined standards, but injectsinto
thebandasenseoffunand considerableexcitement. Lesstutored thanthe
restof the musicians, neverthelesshe hashad moreactual live experience.
Hehasworkedinagreatvariety of bands, and is noted for his pedalsteel
guitarplayingwhich hasearned himalot of country music work. Hefirst
cametofame with theshort-lived but highly respected Ultimate Spinach
and hasbeen doingalot of touringwith Linda Ronstadt. During his visit to
Britain he hasbeen thoroughlyenjoyinghimselfand isdefinitely
responsible for the wilder off-stage scenes that accompany the band.

“Itsuitsmefine that Donand Walter doall the writing,” saysJeff, through
hismoustacheandspectacles. “I thought thatit wouldn'tuntillheard
theirsongs.I'm notawriter, 'matechnician. Donald tellsmewhat he
needs forasolo, and Iplay it for him. Steely Dan for meisone of the finest
bands [ have played with, as faras both lyrical and musical contentgoes.

“Sometimes in the States thekids justshout for ‘boogie’. So we just wait
until they shutup and we canstartto play. Boy, is that funny!Ilove that.

“Wewant thekids tohaveagoodtime of course, and we're not into that
Frank Zappascene, the wayFrankadoptsakind of missionaryattitude
towards the ‘kiddies’. Butwedoliketo think the peoplewho come toour
concertsare there tolisten to the music, and not just kids who come to
hearthe hits. It's true that we play more to ourselves than theaudience
sometimes, butwe havealot of fun. Aftertheshow wescreamat each
otherifwe have madeanymistakes. But I've neverbeeninaband that has
played so manydifferent kinds of music before. [used tohave to be in five
bandsatoncetoget thiskind ofexperience.”

Denny Dias cutsanimpressivestance onstage, with his massive, flowing
black beard and board shoulders, dwarfing the guitarstrapped around his
waist. Denny,incommonwith most of theband, isajazzenthusiast who
prefersworkinginrock musicfor the excitementand opportunitiesiit
offers. He does not feel heis compromising hismusic either, and looks
forwardtoafuturewhenhewillbeableto presentawholly uniquestyle.

Workingin contrast to Jeff Baxter, nevertheless, Dennymanagesto
strike upa firm musical partnership,asamemberofthe “guitar section”.
Hehasthoroughlyenjoyed hisfirst trip to Britain, and says: “l loveyour
country. I feel L have cometoacivilised land. Just travellingaroundin
ataxi, | have metso many great people. I'mnot into museums or
sightseeing-it’s the people who interest me most.”

What had Dennybeeninvolved in before his work with Steely Dan?
“Onaprofessional level, notmuch.  was goingtoschool in New Yorkand

“We record

every show
we play ‘live’
on tape - I'm
not kidding”

playingguitarat thesame timein smali clubs. [ felt
guiltyabout neglectingmy school studies, and I was
justreally gettinginterested in my subjects, when
Ihad tomake thedecision.Solquitschoolin 1969 to
beafull-timemusician. | wasstudying biomedical
computerscienceand completed my first semester.
Butlcouldn’t bringmyselfto quit playingguitar.
“Ihad arock band butit wasdifficult to get
work, because | didn’twant to play Top 40 stuff.
Wedidn’thave too muchoriginal material
either. Our bass player decided togoback to
school,solputanadin the Village Voicefor
abass player and pianist. That’show I met
Donaldand Walter. When| heard their writing,
well ljuststopped tryingto writesongs.”
“Wekickedout theotherguysintheband,and
youknow, listeningto Walterand Donald’s
songs was like hearingThe Beatles with jazz
chords. [wasflabbergasted! Iflhadn’tmet
them, I'd still be back atschool.
“When they went to Californiato work forABC
Dunhill, Thungaroundandeventually gotacall
tojoin themin the newband-Steely Dan. Before the call, I wasgradually
losingfaithand almost went back toschool.”

Dennyhasastronglyjazz-influenced styleand hesays his tutor had
beenoneofthefinestjazz guitarists. “Billy Bauer— he worked with Lennie
Tristano when hewasonly 16 yearsold. He'sgetting old nowbut hecan
still play and he works mainlyasatutor. I playasifl wereajazz musician,
exceptI'mworkinginarockcontextwithitsfeel and excitement.

“Inever play licks off other rock guitarists, and avoid bendingstringsor
theuseofvibrato.”

Howdid Denny find working with Jeff Baxterin atwo-guitar lineup?
“Thereare no problems —except I'dlike toplaymore. Jeffcan playall the
widevibratosoundsand bend thestrings, and he’s reallygood. We only
met up through theband, and we're on opposite endsof thestick, we're so
different. I play thejazz and Jeffis much moreexperienced asarock player.

“It’'sfuntodo theunison thingsas well -it'sachallenge-and we have
prettynice parts.”

Jim Hodder’'sdrumminghas been aptly described as metronomic, and
heisindeed a perfect foil to the moreambitiousapproachof hispartnerin
thepercussionsection, Jeff Porcaro. Jimis an original member, one of
“the five”,and doesn’t seem to mind too much theadditional drummer.
Infact, he says he findsit stimulating, and theirdrum duetisone of the
highlightsof thegroup’sact.

“Ilikehaving the two ofus drumming. It doesn'talways work in groups,
and you have to forgetabout your ego. Withusitsounds like oneguy
playingattimes, butitmakes forabetter combination of sounds. From
thetime theband was put together, Donald wanted two drummers. [ was
againstitatfirst,but what the hell, wehad two guitaristsand two
keyboard players, so why not two drummers. And one of my favourite
bands had twodrummers-Frank Zappa & The Mothers. Itcan worklike
alocomotive, especiallyontuneslike ‘Do ltAgain’. [tgivesus both timeto
relaxindifferent partsand we can concentrate more on the nextfill.

“And of course you can pick your nose or drop astick, and nobody
notices! What wehave towatch out foris Donald when he conducts those
longendings. It'sgreat material toplayinthis band and we onlyclash
occasionally, notso thatanybodyin theaudience would notice.”

“That first LPwe did wasonlyrehearsed foracouple of weeks, and 1
didn'tevenknowtheotherguys.Soitturned out remarkably well. Before
SteelyDanIdidalot of session work around the Boston areaand got
screwed by managers-theusual thing.

“ItseemseverybodyhastohaveaglitterimageandIcan’tstand that.
Nobodyin thegroup canstand it! Butthefactis, we have been accepted
withoutglamourand fancyclothes. The whole glitter bitis stupid - itsucks.

“It’s true we had two hitsingles,and on oursecond LP wedidn’thave
anyhits, sowehad to bealittle bit more commercial on the third one,
Artistically, Count Downwasourbest LP, but for the sake of the survival of
the group, we had togo more commercial on Pretzel Logic.

“Butlthink Donald and Walterare the two best songwriterssince Paul
McCartney and Paul Simon. Yougotta have material. There are so many
good players, with nomaterial. Usand The Doobie Brothersand The
Eaglesallstarted offaround thesametime,and [ think gopod American
bands are comingback.” Chris Weich ®
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HATTHEYAREDbrothersisimr mediately clear. The same
strongline of chinbene, th:esame dotminant cheek bone,
the same thin and beny fsame. The one with luxurious,
curly, straggly hair. The other with slicked-down strands
ofblack and a dark blob o> moustache, which sits likea
full-stop beneath the excle mation mark of hissniffer-

and-sneezer. Russell the pretty and Ron &.e witty. Russell the Fast, slightly

nervoustalker - his voice has the sarme tremu ous qualityin speech asin
singing. Ron the considered, though:ful acnversationalist who will speak
slowly as though each word isbeingmeasurec by aruler to ensure it fits
the meaning of the phrase.

These Maelbrothers haveanimmense senseof stvle. Because theirstyle
isreal, not thetacky pizazzofthe New York >ar dsand not thevoguish
calculatednessofthe Britisher (exceptingMrFerry). Though Americans,
Ronand Russell have more in commc nwi-h Paris Matchthan with the New
York Times; with the Champs Elysee than withBroadway; and, tocross the
Channel, withthe London Palladium tham with Max’s KansasCity.

How'd the styledevelop? How comeada-k male version of Shirley
Templeand this Chaplin-Hitler facein Yves St Laurent clothing have
aTopThreerecord and aTop Tenaltam? Howcome?

InOctober this year, Russell Mael will be21. Ron will be 28 in August. “I'm
his father,” says Ron. Back homein Les Angeles, young Ron Mael, whowas
borninCulverCity,becameinterestad ink calbands. Other people would
havejazzrecords, hesays, or soul, but for Liim & was The Beach Boys, Jan &
Deanand Richie Valens.

The Maelsstarted making musicsixto seven vears ago. They’ve had
several bands, but the personnel were always drawn from close friends.
Thenew Sparks is the first group in which ihey ve played with musicians
from outside their clique. Oneofthefirstg-oups was Moanbaker Abbey, “or

somethinglike that. It was the time ycuhad 1o havea namelikeMoonbaker .
Abbeyorsomethingridiculousoryouwere'tseallywithiit,” says Ron. _ ' A
£ Theformativegroupofallthose Ma2ldavswas Halfnelson, which they : ) . "‘. LT :
= formedwithaschoolfriendcalled Ea-IMankey, aguitaristandwizard » . - % 3 3
: T A
R AR
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ofthetaperecorder. “lIt wasonly three people making
tapes,” says Ron. "Earlwasalways quitehandy with

ataperecorder. He knewall the thingsabout wiring it
up,soyou'd get overdubsand things.” Aregular punk
garage-band engineer, Earlis nowsecond engineer at
TheBeach Boys'studio. Y

“Wewerecompletelykindalocked in making
these tapes. We played them forother people,
andtherejust wasn'tasortof ‘band’ feel to
them, Iguess. Atthattime,” Ronadds, “people
were performingsongs by otherpeopleandit
seemed justawasteoftimetogoandlistentoa
record, figure out the chordsand thenlearnhow
to play andlearnhow tosingall the harmonies,
sothepartofthe whole reason wesounded like
wedid wasjustlaziness.”

That's the way they've always worked.
“Italways met with disaster because we'd come
up withsomething thateveryone would say, ‘Yeeeuch, you'd bealot
betteroff doing the Rolling Stones songbook,” adds Russell.

Ron: “Weonlylearned about hooksinsongsa couple of weeks ago, about
howyou'resupposed tohave hooks ifyou want themto becommercial.”

Theirmusical training, you'll have gathered, was minimal. Ron had
taken piano lessons. “EverySouthern Californialad takes pianolessons.
Reallywhat lwanted tobe wasabaseball player. It just seemed to me that
abaseball playersort of star was more important... Micky Mantle of the
New York Yankees,” says Russell, “getting your pictureonalittlebubble-
gumtradingcard.”

Russelllikedsportstoo. Buthe had nopianolessons. “l had heenin
variouschoruses, and when we lived fora coupleofyearsin ViennaI'd
beeninachorusthere. That was when we werereallyyoung.”

Russell, borninSantaMonica, wanted to beasportsman too. Even
moreso than Ron. “Then somethinghappened and wegot distracted into
otherfields.” Like photo modelling, so much a part of theirstyle now.

How did thatstart? “A pushy mother,” says Ron. “In Hollywood there are
allsortsof advertsformodellingagencies—Does YourChild Have The
Talentand TheAppearanceToBe, uh, suchandsuch...

“...Foronlythreehundred dollars wecan assess whether he has that
tatent,” concludes Russell.

Sotheywereassessed and passed. Russellwas about 13, Ron, 18,and
they didmodelling, for the Sears Roebuck-typecatalogues foraround 18
monthsunderthe watchfuleye, one assumes, of pushy Ma.

In Flashes, their fan-club magazine produced by Joseph Fleury (number-
onefanandconfidant), theygive theirownnamesas Dwight Russell Day
and] Ronald Day, and their mother’s name as Doris Day. Musically, says
Russell, theycame toapoint where theywanted toget a "reaction” towhat
they weretaping. “Weknew it was possihle to get millions of people
reacting, because we heard there were million-sellingrecords.”

Sotheytook their tapestoeveryrecordcompanyinthelandand were
rejected by thelot. Still, they continued makingtapesand carryingonin
agenerallyamateurish way. “Aguy who wassort of actingas our manager,
who fancied he wasin the business partof the music... [*Which meant
thatheownedasuit,'addsRon] “...hesentatape toTodd Rundgrenin
New York,” says Russell, who then doesa pretty good imitation of the
Runt'svoicebywayof explainingthat TR agreed tocome out to Los
Angelesand producetheband, by then called Halfnelson.

HETAPES RUNDGREN heard featured Earl, Ron and Russell.
Bythetimehearrived they'd added Jim Mankey (Earl’s brother)
and Harley Feinstein on bass and drums.

“We used tobeaton cardhoard boxes withreverbon and runitthrough
amps”says Ron, explaining how they got percussion on their early tapes.
They'dgettoplaylive, of course, so that's why they hauled in their friends
toplayin Halfnelson.

Rundgren, savs Ron, was “really clevertechnically. i wasjusta problem
because therewasakind ofslicknessto theway he worked thardidn’t
work with whatwe were doing that we wanted to maintain, and Todd was
verymuch intoalotofharmonies.

“Personally,italways worked ‘coshe'sareallygood guy...and we're
reallygood guys. It was the producer-artist relationship that was a bit
strained, soafter that album we parted wayson that basis.”

Theystarted playinglive. “We got booked into a few places like
delicatessens,” says Ron.
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“We really
liketo,in a
way, destroy
the song”

“Deli-rock, that'sbeen our bag,” says Russell.
“There’'salways been acertain mismatchingofwhat
wearetothesituationswe've playedin.”

Thefirst Halfnelson album had been outon Albert
Grossman's Bearsvillelabel,and itmetwithno

reaction. Grossman, says Russell, thought the
band’'sname wastooesoteric. He thought the
cover wasalsotooclever.So hesuggested they
repackage thealbum and change thename.
Theywentaway “and thought of allkinds of
namesthatweretotallyinnocuous”. Theytinally
cameupwithSparks-“And we thought, 'Yeah,
that'sso boringit'ssortofgood,” says Russell.
Grossman agreed. Russell doesafine
imitationof The American Stomach likingthe
idea,and Atberttet themdo theirowncover.
“Wesaid, ‘We've got theconcept, Albert””
-we'reon first name termswith him, see-
“It'sgoingtobe APHOTOOF THE BAND! Whaddya think of it?"” Russel
gruntsGrossman-like: “Yeah, llikeit.”

No matter now they minimise and decrytheeffect, the name Sparks
doeshaveaveryrealatmosphere. Flash, electricityand, as theysay, “it
justsoundslikea namearock bandshould have”.

Theystarted workon their second album, A Woofer In Tiveeier's Clothing.
Thaddeus JamesLowe, engineeron thefirstalbum, whosanglead on The
Electric Prunes’ “I Had Too Much To Dream Last Night”, produced. They
alsocameup withanincipienthit single-“Wondergirl", forwhich they
gotaPurpleSingle because it sold 500 copiesin onetown, honest.

“Thentheyhad thisreallybrilliant brainstorm. “Let’'ssend you to
England whilethesingleissellingin America’,” says Russell.

“Wewanted,” says Ron, “1o0 takea holiday, and so wesaid, ‘Well, do we
wantahitsingleorahotiday?’ Soweopted for the holiday.”

Nearerthetruth, wefind that they'd long been complainingthat they
shouldbesent toEngland, mainly because they weregettingfed up
playingtosalamiand chopped liverinthe delicatessens.

So,says Russell, “the time they sent us was when ‘Wondergirl’ was
creepingup thecharts. Andit crept right back down the chartsassoon
aswecreptoutofthecountry.”

TheygottoEuropelatein 1972. Theydidn'tonly play London dates.
Theyvisited and played in Germany, Switzerland, Holland and France.

“There weretworeactions. Therewerealot ofintellectual types who. ..
It'slike the fartherawayyou are, theless popularyouare, the more
impressiveyou aretothose people.

“Sowe werereallyimpressiveto those people, becausein Los Angeles
weweren't exactly themost poputarband of thetime. ltbecame very
chic, I guess, 1o like Sparks, especially in France,” says Ron.

OverinEngland, there werea few gigsto play. “The ones that worked out
thebest werethe ones after weappeared on The Old Grey Whistle Test. The
onesbefore, thereaction wasfairly lukewarm, butafter peoplesaw us on
TVandrealised that we were ‘legitimate’, the reaction was good. There
was almost complete changearoundfrom that pointon. Because if they
cametohearusatthat pointexpectingjust anyinterchangeable band
thenitwould have beenreally disappointing,” says Ron.

How did they managefinancially? “Itwasreally simple,” says Russell,
“guysjustkeptshellingout moneyevery day.”

“Weeven took backsome,” says Ron, “We weregettingaspending
allowanceandall. Wejust couldn’tspend it fastenough. Each memberof
the band was pocketing his money. When we first came here wesaid,
‘We'recold, we'recold. We want coats, we want coats, and so theygot in
touchwith the peopleat WEA, and before we knew it there were five
leather coats.” WEAdistribute Bearsville Records, by the way.

Afteronegigat the Pheasantry (“inyour Chelsea”, advises Ron}, the
OGWTspotandacoupleof Marqueegigs, they thought things were
beginningtomoveatlast.

Russell: “Right then theysaid...” Ron: “Time'sup!”

Russell: “Telegram from USA.Come home. Come home.”

NCEAGAIN, WITH thatimpeccable timing which hasbeen
astunning teature of their early career, Sparks were shipped
out ofan England now showingsigns of awakeninginterest.
“We flewback to Bearsville” says Ron, “and recorded asong that we
thoughtwould beasingle, ‘cos wewerestill naive enough to think that we
would have anotherrelease. We'rereal suckers. Thesongvas never



released in any sort of form. We played the WhiskyA Go Goonceand
ahighschool lunchtime concertin LosAngelesonce, and that wasit.
Sowethought, 'Uh, Iwonderifwe’re nowin theretirement stage?””

Animpassehad, clearly,beenreached. The Maels decided they wanted
toreturnto England. The two Mankeys and Feinstein had, says Russell,
hated England at first. im Mankey especially. Butwhen the Maels
decided toreturn, the otherthreesaid they'd tryLondon again.

“Atthetime we were tryingtoreassess whether everybody should
comeback, what the plan should be. Wedidn’t know exactly whatwe
weregoingtodo. Our mindswere wanderingamongafewdifferent plans
ofattack.”

They gotin touch with John Hewlett, who had taken care oftheband
duringtheir first European trip (John, as you no doubt have previously
read, wasthe John ofJohn’s Children). “There was afeeling that the two of
usshould comeon ourown,” says Russell.

Ron: “One problem before was that we thought that the musicwasn't
presented inthe proper way. And wereally had to find a way to present it
inaway that was stronger. Wealwaysliked what we did, but we knew that
itwasreally necessarytobejustcriticised for our directionand not for
musicianshipand thosesortsofthings.

“Wereally were tight-knitbut wereally couldn’t see, 1 guess, what we
weredoing. There was no thought ofanybodyleavingatall, ‘cos it would
belikekickingyou motheroutoftheband.”

Theygotarelease from Warner Brothersand wentto Island Records.
“When people found out we were looking around, we hadlots of offers,”
saysRussell. “Wewerea bitworriedin casewedidn’tgetarelease, infact.”

Ron: “So atthat time we weremakingourselves as undesirableas
possible.”

Russell: “We wentinto their officeand would say, ‘We’re pretty lousy,
aren’'twe?’”

Ron: “And we're gettingworse... by theday.”

They hadrecorded ademo tape with somesession musiciansofan
album’s worth of songs.

“All the songs from Kimono My Housewere actually written after that
period,” says Ron. While they were workingout theirideas, they kept
writing. “There’skind ofanunreleased album that came betweenthe
time ofthe secondalbum andthenewalbum.”

In Britain, with Muff Winwood producing, Sparks spent a couple of
monthsrecording Kimono. There wasa series of crises. No plastic, so
they'dbealiveband.

No, that couldn’t be, because there was no petrol, sothey'dbe a
TV-exposedband. No, that couldn’tbe, ‘cos there were work-permit
problems. “Itlooked like the whole world was cavingin,” says Russell.

Thenew Sparks band was pulled together. Drummer Dinky Diamond
(hisreal name’s Norman. He comes from Aldershot, nowlivesin Frimley,
andhe’s 24) wasfound playinginaSparks sound-alike bandin
apub.

“It'sreallydifficult findingguys from newspapers,” says
Russell. “We justassumed guys would be on a certainlevel of
musicianship, sowe found out firstof alithata lot of guys
couldn’t play thatwell... Thenit'sdown tofittingin ideologically
and personality-wise.”

Onbassonthealbum was Martin Gordon. He’sbeenreplaced
bylan Hampton, who wasin Jook, another of John Hewlett’s
bands, which has nowsplit.

“Wejustwanted tomake surethat before westartedlive (the
tourkicks offon June 19) that we had the strongest possible
lineupand we justhad toreassess thesituationagain... Wedo
alotofreassessing, don'twe?”

Ron: “We'reabout to have areassessinabout ahalf-hour.”

They were goingto be augmented by anoffstageorganist, Sir
Peter Oxendale. He’soutand there’s going to be, instead,an
on-stageextra guitaristwho’llbecomea permanentband
member. His name is Trevor Whyte and he also used tobe
with Jook.

Theotherguitariston the KimonoalbumisAdrianFisher,
who wasinAndy Fraser’sband Toby. So that’s the band.

these guysdraw. “Yeah, we're looking forward to that
audienceas well,” says Ron.
“Ihope,” Russellsays, pointing to Joseph Fleury, “thatit’s
thekind of people that he getsletters from. We're gettinglots

IT’LL BE INTERESTING to see what kind ofaudience

SPARKS

of marriage proposals and stuff, and people who wannaknow ifyou'd
likea,uh, honorarydoctor’s degree from Oxford. That's howvast the
rangeof lettersare. Yeah, it's gonnabeinteresting.”

They're playing universities, placeslike that?

Ron: “No, we're playingatadelicatessen, arecreationcentrein
Bradford,and...”

Theirsetisjustgood presentation of their songs.

Ron: “We'vealwaysbeen classed askinda theatrical, but the ontykind
oftheatrethat welikeisthat whichis derived from the peopleintheband
asopposed toextraneousapplied theatrics. Wereally like tomaintainthe
mystery ofour lyrics by, say, if the song’sabouta horse, nothavingaslide
projectedonaback screenofahorserunning. Justhavingtoimagine
somethingisreallygood,and not havingeverythingdrawn outforyou.”

Russell: “The personalities of the banditseifshould be the real strength,
asopposed to theband presentingsomethingelsearound themlike
props. Wedon'twantalot of dryice andstuff.”

The Mael songs areunique beasts. Clever to the point of seeming
contrived, intellectual and often un-danceable. Ron writes most —afew
haveshared credits.

Ron: “Wenever write together.”

Russell: “It’s the solitary-confinement approach to musical writing,
‘cosonceyoustarttradingoffideas things get watered down somehow.
It'sbetter tohave your ownidea. Wefounditalotbetter that way... We
founditalotbetterifl don’teven work. .. thatreally works well. 'mcutting
back abiton mywriting; 'm now onasixth-monthwritingplan. One
classiceverysixmonths.”

The Maelslike the idea of writing songs which, in their demo form of just
voice and piano, donot sound likerock songs.

Ron: “It'skinda forcing the makingof songs that shouldn’t be performed
byarock bandbutyethavingit witha rock-band instrumentation.

Soifsomeonehearsa demo and saysit'd be great with strings or clarinet
oraDixieland band, “we’ll have an electricguitar playing whatthe
clarinetor the banjo should be playing”, says Russell. “Like, ‘Equator’ was
written onapiano, and when he wrote it he never took into account that it
mightn’tbepossibletosing.”

Similarly, where agroup would transpose atuneinto akey whichwas
easier tosing, the Maelswould singin the original, awkward key.

Ron: “Wereally liketo, ina way, destroy the song, ‘cosalot of 'emcould
be, maybe, bordering on Your Good Song, traditionally speaking. But
who needs good songs? It’sbetter to haveathingsoundinggood thanto
beknown as aGood Songwriter. Who needs another Cole Porter or
something? Wedon’t wannabeaccepted as Tin PanAlley songwriters...
andI'msure wewon'tbe.”

Russell: “When you've gota niceballad, you'vereally gottatryand ruin
it."Costhat’s wherethe fun comesin!” GeoffBrown ®

GETTY

Sparksonstage atHilversum,
Netherlands,in1974:(l-r)
MartinGordon,RussellMael,
Norman “Dinky” Diamond,
RonMacland AdrianFisher
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LindaandRichard
Thompsonposefor
aportraitinLondon,
January1974
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RICHARD & LINDA THOMPSON

“WeTre not
a doomy
Aot gt RICHARD and b an

have called it Sour
Grapes. Are they as
melancholic as their S
| Want To See The G e g timcase,

you'd forgotten. On thatbasis

Br ight Lights Tonight alonethe manwouldbe duea

certain portion ofimmortality.

suggestS? “I bﬂlieve in But thisis 1974, and Thompson,

with his new group Sour Grapes, seemed only

contentment,” Says too willing to accept hisrole as supportband on

the recent Traffic tour - indeed, highly gratified

RiChal'd. “I want to tobegiven such anopportunity.

Pastachievementsapparently count fornought,

be peaCEfl“ = That’s my and he'sonce againback at the point of any new

o 9 band, desperately hoping for thatinitial

great ambltlon_ breakthrough. As founder members of Fairport
Convention, Thompson and Simon Nicolare

theoreticallyeminencesgrises
of the British folk-rock scene.
Thompsonremained with
Fairport through fivealbums;
Nicol went twobetter,and
was thelastoriginal member
toleave.

Theirreputations were
unsullied; there’sgenerally
anunmistakeablequality
about theirwork,andyetthe
achievementlevelsofboth
duringlife without Fairport
have seemingly been low.

Despite the consistentand
notoriousillluck thatconvinces
SandyDennythere’sajinxon »

2D

MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY
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the house of Fairport, it nevertheless remains
true thatsomeindefinable quality of thegroup
hasalwaysencouraged its members to excel
themselves-while noneof thevariousFairport
alumnihave yet given convincingaccountsof
themselvesoutside thecontextofthegroup.

Thompson hasfinallycomeinfrom the
wilderness, however. Afteradisappointingsolo
albumacoupleof yearsback, the new one with
hiswife Linda (née Peters) just issued bylsland
records, / Want To See The Bright Lights Tonight,
is,lam nowconvinced, undeniablya
masterpiece.

Ittriumphantlyreaffirmsall thehigh
opinions we ever held about Thompson. The
songsarebeautiful, finelysung, withsomeinspiredinstrumentation,
andeach track isgiven astamp ofindividuality.

Thealbumwascompleted last July,and hasbeen awaitingrelease since
then, though now itisfortuitously timed in that it coincides with the
formation of Sour Grapes and their debut tour.

Thedaylsaw Sour Grapes theytook atime towarmup, and strangely
electedtoplaytheirtrump card-theirresistible title track from the
album-firstofall.

But they were certainlygood value asa support act - for God’s sake
(asthough Trafficweren’tvalue enough by themselves), and afierawhile
Thompsonand Nicol were tradinglicks witha confidence that recalled
thefiner days of Fairport. Linda Thompson sang well, though she doesn't
yethaveabundantconfidencein her stage presence.

Therhythmsection of two huddled together in self-effacing company,
andgenerally seemed overawed and rather out of theirdepth. The
drummerbashed awaywithacertain ploddingcompetence, but the
bass player wasscarcely audible.

linterviewed Richard Thompson in the dressing room before
theshowat Oxford Poly. He said he was pleased the album had
eventually comeouttocoincidewith the tour,and added the
scarcely credible explanationthat, “It'sgiven therecord
companyachanceto get behind us, which they weren't very
willingtodo before.”

That'sright-thisis the man who wrote “Meet On The Ledge”

OK, sowhatkind of act did SourGrapes put on? Did they, for
example, includeany Fairportstuff?

“No.We wantedtodo’Now Be Thankful’ -it’sagood song, and
wemightgetroundtoitsome time -but wejust thought we'dlike
to breakintosome new stuff before we wentback o the old.

Anyway, Fairportaredoingalot of Fairportstuff. There'sa
fairwhack from the new album,and material we'veraised from
ayearago.”

Mymain-indeed solitary-criticism of | Want To See. .. had been
thatitwastoo fullof world-wearinessand emotional deprivation,
so thatit was not only harrowing, hutseemed contrived and
designedto fitcertain conceptionsabout the nature of English
folksong. Howdid Thompson reply tosuch criticism?

“Well, 1likethesongs, I like the performance. Itis a bitofadown
record, but that wasaccidental. We tried to balanceit, but
somethingobviously went wrongsomewhere... There arealot of
slownumbers. But I don’t thinkthat'sbad - it's still enjoyabie, there
aresome optimisticsongs. We're notadoomyband -we trytocover
aspectsofourexperience.

Sotheyareallrelated toyourown experience?

“Yes, theycan'tbeanythingelsereally.”

Even, say, ‘DownWhere The Drunkards Roll’?

“Absolutely, yes. I'monlya potential alcoholic, but I'm workingat
it. ‘CalvaryCross’ isaboutamuse, or aboutanything. It'sabout a
drive thatyou might not want, butit'sthere,and youreaslaveto it.”

Didhethinkthat Little Beggar Girl’ is too stylised, both lyrically
and musically within the conventions of English folk music?

“No. ifIthought thesameasyou, fwouldn’t haverecordedit,
becauseldon'twanttodotraditionalesquesongs. The song’sabout
us. Weput on this show, we squeeze money outof people for playing
forjustanhour.”

Butaren'tthereanyclassideasinthereaswell?

“Well, yes, but only in sofaras the musiciansare the beggars, and
theaudienceare theothers—whichis often true. Towrite about
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“If we wanted
to earn money
wed have
stayed in the
folk clubs”

yourownexperiences youcan useallegory, you
know-it’sintherules.

At this point, Criticcollapses inaheap of
contumely,and wonders, for the tenth time,
whetherajobon Nursing Times might not be
moresuited tohislimited abilities.

Thompson'scleared of all charges of
wallowinginunhappiness. And yes, itis
agreatalbum.

Butmust carry onregardless. Surely,
deflated Criticasks Thompson, you're not
actually poor?

‘We're not poor, but we're certainly not
rich. Whileweworked acousticallywe were
earningagoodliving;butabandisn’t the
placetoearnmoney unless you're extremelysuccessful.

Sowhat'stheobjectivein formingSour Grapes?

Toplay musicand haveagoodtime. It would be nice if money happens
incidentally,and we cancertainlyuseit, butifwewanted toearn money
we'dhavestayedin folk clubs - becauseifyou're successful there you can
doverywell. Andwedid very well-both Lindaand ! together,and when
wewere playing with Simonaswell.

“Onthewhole theclubscene isstill very healthy.  enjoy playing fotk
clubs, andI'dlike todoit againsometimein the future. In clubs you have
abetterrapportwith theaudience; ata concert there’s the big barrier of
thestageand thelights,althoughI prefer playingelectricguitar because
it gives more scope.

‘Ilikerockclubs, though - whereyou get 300 people, and it’s really
packed outandvery hot,and theaudience s on top of you. The early days
ofrock clubs werereally the best, and provided very good circumstances
for playing good music.”

"Youcanuseallegory,
youknow -it’sinthe
rules”:Richard
Thompsononputting
personalexperience
intosongwriting



Since his departure from Fairport, then, Thompson has spent much of
thetimeplayingacoustically infolk clubs.Iasked himto adumbrate the
othereventsofthefallowyears afterhisdeparture from the group. To
start with, therewasonly one personal album- Henry The Human Fly.

“Yes, it embarrasses meabit, thatrecord. ’'msurprised anyone put it
out.Itwasdoneinahurry.I'dlike todoitagain. The songsand theideas
werevery good, butit wasn’t very well executed. Nevertheless, itsold
10,000, which is very good for arecord thatisn’t pushed and which you're
notactively promoting.

“Duringthe restof the time-well, I played with Sandy forawhile, and
thatwasveryenjoyable; then I wason lots of recordingsessions.”

lopined that the bestalbum he had been involved with wasMike and
Lal Waterson’s Bright Phoebus; atwhich suggestion I'll swear hiseyes
sparkled and alook of profound happiness came overhim.

“Ah, greatrecord. For me, that’s the best British record of all time.
Greatsongs. Amazing. It wasgood todo as well - had 'flu at the time, but
Istruggled through because it wasso enjoyable.

“From a playing pointof view, I think thebest wason an obscurealbum
with Gary Farr called Strange Fruit—withlan Whiteman and Roger
Powell and Ace from Mighty Babyin the rhythmsection. It wasreally
steamingstuff; 1 don’t think the record gotanywhere.”

Areyou pleased Sandy's rejoined Fairport?

“Yes—I think it will be good for Fairport. The combined force might
finallydo somethinginAmerica. It’s high time this British folk-rock
sound earned the people inita bitofmoney. None of us have everearned
anything. Butit’s notjust afinancial aspect; it’sarecognition aspect for
the wholestyle.

“Itwould be very nice if Fairport were finally successfulin
America. After all, we shareacommon musical root with
America. Ifyou think of James Taylorand The Band - their
tunesare very Scottish.

Pesduces by RICHARD THOMPSON & JOHN WOOO

RICHARD
ANO LINDA
THOMPSON

J
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no, not in that sense.

_Sour Grapes is the
now hand_ featuring

| WANT 70 SEE
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it"without Fairport

mlist this point, Critic collapses
in a heap of contumely, and
wonders, for the teath gme,
whetheg_a fob on Nursing

RICHARD & LINDA THOMPSON

“Fairportwill justhave towork extremely hard. Theyhave worked hard
already, but they’'ll have to make a concerted effort because they've had
the handicap of havingundergone many personnel changes.

“Ithink it would have been interesting had we taken the
Unhalfbrickinglineup to the States—because that wasn’t too alien to
Americanaudiences.

“American people tend to be conservative and waryin their musical
taste. Inthebeginning they used to say, ‘Your music’sreally weird’, and
yetalot of thedance tunes were not far removed from American square-
danceorbluegrass music.

“Therewasonly aslightdifference, and yet Americans seemto find that
slight difference veryhard to take, whichisapity.

“When we first went over it was theblacks whocame up tocongratulate
us-they'd been dancingaround, and been abitlooser. But I think that
Fairport Convention is something that American audienceswouldlike.

“Of the highspots with Fairport, a personal one for me was just before
Unhalfbricking, although even then weknew thatstagewouldn'tlast.
Asfarasaudience reaction was concerned, the best stage was just after
Liege & Liefcame out.

“Another highspot for me was the PhiladelphiaFolk Festival. We were
thefirst people ever to getan encore, which wasveryflattering forus;
there werejust 10,000 people, all dancing.

“Atthetime Sandyand Ashley [Hutchings] left, I was very enthusiastic
aboutcarryingon. We were allbacks-to-the-wall. Ileftasareaction
against beingin theband too long. The music | was playing was stunted,

Iwasn'tthinkingfor myself. | wastooaware of what the
otherswere doing, and about that time I forgothowto
write songs as well. Iwas only writing songsthat
other people couldsingorlike—therewasn’t
anythingreal there.

“Afterlleft, it really helped me. I'd beenin
Fairportsincelleftschool, and leaving was
quiteexhilarating, like leavinghome. Having
to think foroneselfwas a very novel and quite
pleasantexperience.”

Sothat was the pottedstory. Fairport, then

session work, onealbum, andlotsof workin
folkclubs.

“The three of us—myselfplus Lindaand Simon
-were workingacoustically. We’d been talking about
augmenting, and then this tour came up. Sowe found
Willieto playdrums-he’safriend of Dave Mattacks, and usedtobe
withKevin Ayersand Sandy-and the bassist Steveis afriend ofhis
whoactuallyturned up the afternoon of the first gig.”

Thompson had toyed with the idea of calling his group Hokey
Pokey. Whathappenedto thatname?

“Ildon’tknow. Peoplein theindustry thought we'd have problems
withitin the States, whereit’s a 1930sdance. Buthokey-pokey men
werein fact Victorianice-cream sellers and permutations of that
arestillused in various parts of the country - Scotland forexample.

“Ice-cream cornets are pokey hats. On stage we doasongcalled
‘Hokey Pokey’ -which explores the possibilities ofice cream asa
lewd symbol.”

So Sour Grapes were formed, having thedistinctadvantageof the
proven managerial talents of Jo Lustig, he of Steeleye Span renown.
And here’s to the future, and the consolidation of Thompson’s fresh
lease ofartisticlifeasevidenced by I Want To See. ...

Butfinally,bearingin mind theadmittedly doleful aspectsofthe
album, whatis Thompson’s conception ofhappiness?

“Idon’treally believein happiness—Ibelieve in contentment. If
you're happy, that presumes you’re sometimes unhappy, and that
meansyou're never peaceful. | wantto be peaceful, that’smy great
ambition.” Bob Woffinden
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Far-reachingimagination 1,
JUNE 22 David Bowie debuts his remarkable new show, a theatrical repres‘entation of
themes explored in his new album, Diamond Dogs. Bring on the ropes and the boxers!

FEW THOUSAND LUCKY
ACanadians witnessed acompletely

new conceptinrock theatre last
weekend when David Bowie opened his North
AmericantourinMontreal on Saturday
(Toronto, Sunday). It now seems likely that
Bowie was speaking the truth when he
announced his retirement from the rock stage
atthe Hammersmith Odeonlast year. For the
act that David puts over on this tour has as
much to do withrock'n’rollas Bob Dylan has
with Las Vegas.

The one-and-a-half-hour, 20-song show is
acompletely rehearsed and choreographed
routine where every step and nuance has
beenperfecteddownto the last detail. There
isn't one iota of spontaneity about the whole
show. Itis straight offamusical stage - a piece
of theatre complete withextravagant
mechanical sets, dancers, and aband that
standsreservedly to stage right and never
evenreceivesa cursory acknowledgement,
like anorchestrain the theatre pit.

The show belongs on Broadway or
Shaftesbury Avenue ratherthan onthe road.
The whole concept takes acomplete turn
around from what arock audience anticipates,
but at Toronto on Sunday it left them stunned.
Perhaps the crowd atthe O'Keefe Theatre
literally couldn’t believe their eyes. Fittingly,
there was no encore and the applauding
audience was greeted with the announcement
10 minutes after the show stopped that Bowie
hadalready left the theatre. The Colonel
Parkertouchis forever there.

A Christmas pantomime would be an unfair
parallel, but the ideasbehindit were exactly
the same. Bowie comes out of this show as
some kind of magical being. A star above
stars, asuntouchable as the sky; not once
doeshe addressthe audience, or even allude
totheirpresence other than an odd grin. Each
songis linked together so that no delays occur
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during the show, and he doesn’t even take
abow atthe end. The materialisasensible
mixture of songs from the Diamond Dogs
album and assorted old favourites.

The backing band - Earl Slick, an American
guitarist, Herbie Flowers onbass, Mike
Garson from the old Spiders onkeyboard and
Tony Newmanondrums, are first class, but
note perfect to an almost mechanical degree.
Their presence - as opposed to their music - is
lessimportant than the stage settingand the
various effects that evolve from behind
hidden doors. The dancers, Warren Peace
and Gui Andrisano, sing backup vocals and
shuffle props and mics around the stage with
total precision.

The setistaken fromthe disintegrating
metropolis, Hunger City, created from
Bowie’simagination for the concept of his new
album. Therear of the stage isa 20ft-high
bridge constructed from span girders and
forming a catwalk that rises and falls at Bowie's
command. Three equally high lighting towers,
cunningly disguised as toppling skyscrapers,
beam down onthe star of the show.

lllustrated at the left of
the stage, against one of
these pillars,is some kind of
phallic symbol spurting
blood towards the sky. The
band are off to theright.
Throughout the entire
show, Bowie goes through
aseries of well-rehearsed
dance steps and mimes to
actouteachsonginthe personaof the
characterinvolved. The expanse of
unoccupied stage in the centre is ample for all
manner of complex choreography involving
chairs, ropes and sundry other props.

The Toronto concertbegan over half an
hour late and, of course, there was no
supporting act. For 45 minutes prior to

“No David —just a
gigantic, sparkling
black hand against
ultraviolet lights”

“Mysetisamazing”:
Bowie’sDiamond Dogs
tourarrivesatthe
Municipal Auditorium,
Nashville,June 29,1974

MONTREAL FORUM
MONTREAL ——
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Bowie's arrival on stage a tape of odd sounds
and peculiar jungle noises was heard through
the PA system, placed halfway up the hall
instead of actually on the stage.

Eventually, after some slow handclapping,
the lights were dimmed for aroadie inblue
dungarees (regulation uniform for the whole
road crew) to announce that Bowie was
suffering fromlaryngitis but would appear
regardless. The opening song was “1984".
Bowie wasdressedinalight grey suit with
blue-and-white polka dot, collarless shirt and
redbraces. He retained the same outfit for
the entire performance, apart from
occasionally removing his jacket.

He appeared without any noticeable
makeup and gone was the spiky hairstyle of
last year and the year before. Inits place was
aneat parting;itleftlittle doubt about the
masculinity of the performer. It took a couple
more numbers, “Rebel Rebel” and “Moonage
Daydream”, before the significance of the
showbegantosinkin. Around this time the
audiencerealised they were witnessing
something totally different from a normal
rock concert. The cheers
grew louder, but few could
imagine the surprisesin
store. For “Sweet Thing”
Bowie appearedonthe
catwalk for the first time,
dressedinalongtrench
coatand gazingdownon
the dancers below while
singing and pouting.

Yellowing lamp standards up on the wall
gaveitaneerie but sad atmosphere.
Eventually the whole huge bridge machinery
swunginto operation rather like Tower Bridge
allowing a steamer to pass through. Bowie
waslowered between the two pillars to land
safely back onthe ground. Next song was
“Changes”, with more dance routines, then



“Suffragette City",“All The Young Dudes”
and “When You Rock And Roll With Me",
which seemedto close the first sequence of
the performance. Houselights went up and
for the first time Bowie bent to receive his
applause. His set facial expression seemedto
reflectincredible security. He knew it was
good, so there was little point in pushing the
inference. It was almost total arrogance -
aMainManstar, indeed.

“Watch That Man" began phase two of the
show, though the delay was actually less than
most bandstake between every number. Next
David played acoustic guitar for the first and
only time inthe show for “Drive-In Saturday”
before the second major climax. As the
opening chord of “Space Oddity” thundered
from Slick’s guitar, Bowie appeared to have
leftthe arena, then adoor atop one of the
skyscrapers swung opentorevealhimina

Bowie to take the stage once more. For the
finalmedley of “Jean Genie" and “Rock And
Roll Suicide”, a tiny but powerful spot at the
base of the stage was switched onto create
giantshadows of David and his dancers
looming over the painted metropolis onthe
back drop - another eerie but brilliantly
choreographedidea.

The show was over before youknew it.
Suddenly the audience were yellingfor more at
astage thathademptiedin seconds. The burst
of applause lasted some 10 minutes before the
announcement that David hadleft the theatre.
It was the most original spectacle in “rock” I've
ever seen,acomplete move forwardin
direction for both Bowie and pop ingeneral.

The star comes out of itasanall-round
actor/singer/dancer/entertainer, leaving
behind his status as asimple singer-
songwriter. Equally worthy of

DAVID BOWIE

Their attention to detail was almost
frightening. During “Space Oddity", for
example, David sanginto atelephone
receiver rather thanaregular microphone,
andin“Cracked Actor” Hollywood-type
movie cameras and spots were hastily setup
around the singer while amakeup man arrived
tosplash on face powder.

Quite how much the setting, machinery
andrehearsals must have costinmanhours
and money is anyone's guess but it seemed
doubtful that Bowie will be signing a bill much
less than £50,000 for the project and this
may go some way towards explaining the
unusually high ticket price.

But David Bowie 1974 is not rock any
more. He can only be described as an
entertainer who looks further ahead than
any otherinrock,and whose far-reaching
imagination has created a combination

seatona pole - actually a hydraulicboom
extending fromthe base of the phallic symbol.
Davidbegan the song perched up there,

but as the verses
progressed and David took
ontheidentity of Major
Tom, the boom moved
forward and extended
diagonally outwards so that
he was projected somewhat
precariously out above the
frontrows of the audience.
Complete with flashing
lights everywhere, the
effect was nothing short of
sensational. Fromthenon
the various effects were
difficult to comprehendin
oneshortviewing. Tograsp
every detail one would have
to watch at least three
shows. At one stage (during
“Diamond Dogs") David was
tiedupinropesby the
dancers and at anotherhe
wasin the centre of aboxing
ring, wearingboxinggloves
tosing “Panic In Detroit”.
He evenhad abigblack
dude walk onin atrack suit
toactasasecond, towelling
himdown andfittinga fresh
gumshieldbetween verses.
But even these effects
paled compared to the
Houdini-like routine during
the last half hour. For this
David appeared perched
above aplatform of mirrors,
wheeledon fromtherear.
The platform turned out to
be a gigantic square box
rather like some conjurer’s
lavish prop, into which
Bowie descended and
disappeared from view.
The front doors of the box
were then openedby his
dancers but...no David. Just
agigantic, sparkling black
hand against ultraviolet
strip lights. Eventually the
handlowered toreveal
aglittering staircase for

praise are set designer Jules
Fisher and choreographer
ToniBasil.

David Bowie RCA/VICTOR

Anew albumrelease by David Bowieiis
today looked on withasmuchawe asa
release by The Beatlesin the '60s. Later
this month it will be with us,and by Juneit's
guaranteed the album will have sold by the
thousand regardless of musical merit.

Bowie's new albumreally is excellent. It's a
departurein that the Spiders are nolonger with him,
andit’s also adeparture inthat the whole production
of the songs s far more lavish than anything he's
previously attempted. For most of the tracks he's
adopted a “wall of sound” technique, borrowed not
alittle from Phil Spector, but the richness of it all
enhances his voice no end. Heis accompanied by one
old Spider, Mike Garson, on keyboards, and has also
recruited Herbie Flowers, of Blue Mink and session
fame, to play bass,and a couple of drummersin Tony
Newman and Aynsley Dunbar. Alan Parker plays
guitar onone track only, while David is credited with
acoustic and electric guitar throughout as well as
various reed instruments, Moog and Mellotron.

The theme of the albumis the aftermath of a
nuclear holocaust, and the sceneis setinthe opening
track, whichis arecitation by Bowie over some eerie
horror-movie soundtrack. The track’s called “Future
Legend"”, but any thoughts that the entire albumis
one of the recitations on doom through science
fictionare quickly dispelled as the piece blendsinto
the title track, achunky rockerin the Stones tradition.

“Diamond Dogs" reflects the tone of the record, in
fact. Many of the following numbers are heavy,
bourkcy pieces. They're commercially orientated and
reminded me of the Stones’ work on Exile On Main St.
The “hot tramp” of “Rebel Rebel", for example, seems
synonymous with Mick Jagger’s “Bitch” and “Brown
Sugar”. They bite hard and have aring of decadence
that’s never out of placeinagoodrock song.

Onthe “Dogs" track, David plays reeds, pushing
out theriffinKing Curtis style, rasping over the
guitar lines. It’salong song - almost six minutes -
that's left deliberately unfinished. The first side
contains another two rockersin similar vein,
“Candidate” and “Rebel Rebel". The latter has been
taken off the album as asingle and needslittle
explanation. “Candidate” is slotted in-between two
cuts of the same song, a slower number called
“Sweet Thing” which opens with Bowie singingina
deep bass voice over another space-fiction type

of contemporary music and theatre
thatis several years ahead of its time.
Chris Charlesworth

introduction. The bass voice gives

way to amore recognisable Bowie
vocal sound that's eventually caught
upina sea of voices. Asoprano sax
sololeadsinto “Candidate” and back
intoareprise of the first song. “Rebel”

closesthe first side - an ever-so-slightly different

version fromthe original.

Ingeneralthe secondside is mellower than the
first. The opener, “Rock And Roll With Me", is the best
track of the lot. Despite its title, it's not an out-and-out
rocker,more of asongin“Changes” vein,inaheavy,
slow time signature thatinvites an audience to sing
along.“We Are The Dead” was a disappointment,
perhapsbecauseitis over-longanddidn’t seemto say
agreat deal. Opening with ajerky rhythm backing, iz's
almost exclusively David singing over a Clavinet or
electric piano. Somewhat anonymous.

Bowie has been playing“1984" live for over ayea-
now. Opening with some Ringo Starr packing-case
drum work, it's another that builds into a wall of
sound that captures the drama of the hooklines at
the end of each chorus. “Big Brother” isanother
huge production number with atrumpet fanfare ard
alarge choir backingup Bowie's deep vocals.

It's almost an operatic piece, and at times Bowie's
voice seems to be joinedin the mix with various girk’
voices. The trumpet plays amarching time signature
that leadsinto the closing music, achant that’s
deliberately repetitive. Title isthe “Chant Of The
Ever Circling Skeletal Family”, and it's really a tape
loop going round and round again and again. The
backing gradually disappears until the fade-out.

The overall effect from the album s that Bowie it
more concerned with good productionthanever
before - and that he's consciously writing songs
suitable for his upcoming stage show.

At least half
the tracks on this
setareboundto
be firmstage
favourites,
especiallyifhe
canrecreate the
recorded sound.
David has produced
anotherreally good
record. Chris
Charlesworth, MMMay 1
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“He'ssofull
of energy”

ERIC CLAPTON

— NME JUNE 29 —

HERE'S THE SLASH-"OUSE around 'ere?” asks Eric
(( Clapton, sitting beside a champagne bucket into which he’s
recentlysalivated. We're at the Plaza Hotel, Copenhagen,
aplushlittle number compete with first editions of Dickens
inthelibraryand antiquesin theloo.
Clapton looksalittlejaded. Hisvelvet jacket, green with red

trim, is splitat the shoulder; ascarfhangs down from hisneck, and instead ofacarnation
peeringelegantly from hisbutton-hole, Clapton hasacluster ofplastictulips trailing fromit.
Theface isclean-shaven and the figureis slimmer than oflate. He wouldn’twin any Best
Dressed Man Of The Yearawards right now, butonlyarockstaronthe road wouldbesitting
deckedoutthewayheis.

Clapton doesn’ttatk much - he leaves that to David English, adirector of RSO Records, who
entertainsClapton byteiling him jokes or by making references to the antics Clapton gotup to
“lastnight”, theopeningnight of Clapton’sfirst tourinthree years.

There's tatk of throwingbananaskins out of car windows and of chuckingglasses out of
hotel windows. Tut, tut, these Englishers! But it’sall rock'n’roll- and thank the Lord, Eric
Clapton'sbackatit. He just laughs adirty laugh as hechain-smokescigarettes or knocks back
thechampers.

Pretty Hawaiian Yvonne Elliman-who played the partof Mary Magdalene in Jesus Christ
Superstar—isnow seated at the same table with another superstar. She’salittle out ofit tooand
isn’tquite sure exactlywheresheis.

Afteratime Clapton gets up togoto the Plaza’s restaurant just around the corner -butdoesn’t
succeed inscoringany food. “You'd betterrescue Eric,” one of Clapton'sentourage informs
English. “He’sliable toget thrown out of there.”

Someoneelse appears and says that Eric’s underone of the dining tablessinging “BandOn
The Run”.

Atleast he’sgotgood taste.

Eric Clapton’s mellowness-if you think he’sdrunk now, waittill lateron-isn’teither
patheticorsad. Isjustgood, cleanfunandit’'sagreatrelief toeverybody tosee himbackon
the road after solong. As with most rock musicians who disappear foratime, Clapton’sbeen
subjected to the usualstories, oftensordid, usually fabricated, of drug problems. Butin his
caseit’strue. Robert Stigwood, the Australian who's had Clapton under contract since the
earlydaysofhiscareer, isn’tafraid toadmit it-and theservices of al.ady Fellow Of The Royal
College Of Surgeons wereemployed toget Claptonstraightagain.

“There were nowithdrawalsymptoms. it wasall done with acupuncture,” says Stigwood,
whowassoimpressed with the doc’s treatment that he gave heratwo-year grant to continue
herresearch.

“Eric’s just like he was fouryears ago. He'sso full of energy,” enthuses Stigwood. “I'd better be
quiet. 'mtalkingjustlikeamanager,” headds. »
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LAPTON'S COMEBACK HAS been the most long-awaited

affairin British rock outside of a Beatle reformation. But, unlike

Clapton, the Fabs never completely disappeared. if they weren't
releasing records as a group then they were putting out material as
solo artists. Clapton hadn’t put out a new studio record since “Layla”
and that wasat thebeginningof 1971. Subsequent albums have either
been compilationsorliverecordings.

Since the Derek & The Dominos tour and Clapton’s attempt at some
kindofanonymity to cope with the superstardom that was flungat him,
he’sonlybeenseenonapublicstage twice: oncewith Hari Georgeson
andbuddies at the Madison Square Garden concert, for Bangla Desh, and
atthe Rainbow last January - where most of the British rock aristocracy
showed, either on stage oroff, tosupport Claptonjustin casehe needed
proppingup. Thatgig wasoneofthe rock events of 1973 and proved just
howmuch thepublicwantedtosee Clapton backat .

Listening to thesubsequentand inevitable live album ofthe Rainbow
gig, i'sobvioushowunsure Clapton wasofhis playingability, and of his
roleasbandleader. His friendship with Guardian Angel Pete Townshend
wascrucial tothatgigand to Clapton’steturn to the recording studio and
totheconcertstage.

Theannouncement that Clapton wouldrecord anew album cameat
Easter afterspeculationregardinghisreturntoaworkingband had
persistedsince the previous year’s Reading Festival (where Clapton made
anunusual publicappearance-naturally with Townshend at hisside).

Aftervariouslineups were suggested by the imagination of the music
businessand rock press - Bruce, Keltnerand Clapton... orareformed
Cream... orperhaps abandwith George Harrison - it was announced
thatEricwould again be playing with former Leon Russell bassist Carl
Radle. The names of the other musiciansremained amystery until after
thealbum, titled 461 Ocean Boulevard, was recorded.

YvonneElliman, incidentallymarried to adirectorof Stigwood’s record
company, wasonemoniker, but the namesof the other three musicians
guitarist GeorgeTerry, keyboard player Dick Sims and drummer Jamie
Oldaker-meant nothing o most people. And when those few who
hadactuallyheard tapes of Ocean Boulevardreported that
Claptonwasplayingcountry music, the mysteryof where
hishead was nowatdeepened.

The Copenhagen gigis the tour'ssecond night. RSQ’s press lady, Helen
Walters, describes theopeningnight (in Stockholm) as “interesting”.
Thegighad turned out, toeverybody'ssurprise, to be open-air-and,
what’smore,inafunfaircomplex. As the band went over the two-hour
mark the funfair'sownergotalittleanxious: the longer the band played,
the more moneyhelost from thebig-dipper trade. And members of the
Claptonentourage had tokeep the guy talkinginhis office so he wouldn't
turnoffthe power.

Naturally, tonight’sgigisasell-out. The Copenhagen press has been full
of reports as to how George Harrison, Ringoand Townshend are going to
showtheir faces. Theydidn't, of course,and as thetimedraws near the
only celebrityinanydanger ofturningupis Ringo's wife, Maureen.
Townshend would have been here but he’sabitknocked upafter The
Who'srecentAmerican dates.

LAPTONARRIVESAT the gig, the KB Hallen, a4,500-seater

sportsauditorium, totallyunrecognised behind aludicrous

pairof heavy-rimmed lens-less glasses, his short barnet
underneathatrilby. Yes, Eric'sa bit of a comic these days.

Andwhile we'reon about comics, “Legs” Larry Smith, the old Bonzo,
istheretokeep everybodylarfing. ADanish band (who haveaname
somethinglikeaBuddhist chant) open the show. Perhapsit’s just the heat
inthislargeaircrafthangarofahall, butafter four numbers, they’re a bit
toomuchtotake.

Largeblastsoforchestralmusic, thekind that's played at the climax of
acircusact, heraldwhatyou thinkis Clapton’sentrance. Butit’s not.
Instead, “Legs” appearsinan outrageous polka-dotsuit complete with
much hand-kissingof theaudienceand a toy guitar hangingaround his
middle. Theaccent'son fun. Thisis allabit strange. Isn’tClaptona pretty
moody guy on stage? Isn’the now famous for rarely batting any eyelid,
oncesettled with hisguitarbeneath his fingertips?

Andhere's “Legs” Larry Smith, kind of knocking the stuffing out of
Clapton’sguitar-herostatus. The sounds of The Who's “Pinball Wizard”

are played through the PAand “Legs” mimes. Verystrange. And then

oncomes Clapton, who, dressed inabonafide boiler suit (none
ERIC CLAPTON ofyourtailored Townshend models for Eric) and the
[ om e A<omng LP -“461 O wan Boulrvans”, \

2302470118

loathsome trilbyhat, looks like he wandered on stage by

Atourwasannounced-afull-scale trek of America
withacoupleofgigsin Scandinavia o kick things off.
= Thistourtotallyignored the UK. Which more or less
5 explainswhat we'redoingin Copenhagen.

Claptonunveils
anewhumorous
persona-andan
under-rehearsed
band-inDenmark,

Wade w Engiand

mistake. He'sclutchingablack-and-white Strat. He
playstheopeningphaseof “Tell The Truth” and the
band comeinbehindhim.

YvonneElliman, acousticguitarat thehip, isthe
s onlyother person upfront. Therestof the
ket by bandhide in theshadows. The musicis
loose, free and easy, with George Terry
45/ playingthehighleadbreaks (Duane

A
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Allman’spartintheoriginals); Clapton

June20,1974 ] SIII]LLE&Q[RI"

duced by Tom Dowd by 1rangement wing

justsingsinaverycroakyvoice and plays
e thythm. Buthisvocalssuit the overall
looseness of the music. He looks happy,
grinningalot-alot more than usual.

Andhelooksold.

Butwhataboutasolo, Eric? Just before
theband takethe volumedown, heobliges.
It’sbrief, fastand veryfluid-and allowing
Claptontotakeall thestage, itsends
shiversdownthespine. Thenquickly he
returnstorhythmguitarand Terry plays
somemore onslide.

Nowordsandstraightinto theblues.
Clapton putsboth ofhis handson the mic
and the vocals to “Key To The Highway”
soundreallyfrayed. Dick Simsswitches
fromorgantoelectricpianoand theband
getlooser-alittletooloose. Anotherfine
solo from Clapton.

“Layla” isthe third number, and Sims’
organsteams in behind Clapton'sriff. Ms
Elliman, who'd disappeared for the last
number, reappearsin floppy hat,bangsa
tambourineandsings not particularly
effectiveharmonylines. I'm afraid the
band justabout fallaparton thiscomplex
number. And they’reobviously under-



rehearsed. Again, Terryplays
Allman’s partand he plays
extremely well, Clapton following
himwith thatbeautiful tone
that’'shisand hisalone. But this
doesn’tcompensate forthe
band’sineptitude.

“Thankyou,” Ericshouts
cheerily. It’s not theusual humble
voiceof appreciation but morelike
Pete Townshend’s style of rap.
Folks, EricClapton has become
oneofthelads.

Thenhe flings offhis jacketand scarf, grabs
abottle ofbeer, swigs it back, mutterssomething
about “thisiswhat wecallapause”-andgoes
intothe veryfine “Easy Now” from hissolo
album. Hisvocalsaren’t toofine and he seems
tohavedifficultyinaiminghis voice at the mike.
Theband comein halfway through. And they’re
stillonlylukewarm.

Fromthe way he begins all the songshimself
—andfromthe wayheconductstheband atthe
endofeach number-it'sonly too clear more
rehearsalsare needed. Thereisn’tone number
wheretheband comeinasaband. Bad.

Thefirst (and what turns out to be the only) newsongofthe eveningis
revealed. It'scalled “Let It Grow”, and although it’s badly played, it sounds
likeagood songwith a building, hymn-like quality. Terry takes another
totallyClaptonesquesolo. It’snotuntil two numberslater that Clapton
and thebandreallydeliver the goods: the slowblues “Have You Ever
Loved AWoman?" Clapton plays thebestguitarof the night-a
completely furious flurry of notes is followed by awarmer phrase and the
audience, asold, applaud each line.

Relief. So Eric canstill play, dare I say, the bestblues/rock guitar in the
world. So maybe helacksthe technical prowess ofa Steve Howe or John
McLaughlin, buthisplaying in “Have You Ever Loved AWoman?" isthe
kind ofelectric guitar playingl like to hear. End of drool.

“Badge” follows. Although the arrangement is different to the original,
with Clapton’s introduction playing thefull phrase complete with
bassline, it'sagood numberand the band doseem to have tightened up.
Clapton and Terry both solo, each taking the chorusriff at various times
whiletheother plays opposinglead.

Then “Legs” reappearson stageinanother ludicrous outfit. “A big hand
for ‘Legs Christian Anderson’ on leader guitar,” bawls Clapton, whonow
seemns much morecomfortableinhis bandleader role. And althoughhis
playingisn’tasfine asitcan be-thetoneisn't quiteashard and clear-he
plays with more confidence thanat the Rainbowlast January.

Butjustwhen the band seemed togetalittle tighter, they nowloosen up
again for “Willie And The Hand-Jive”, whichstarts offkind of funky with
clarinet from Sims—-and then gets unbearablyloose. And Clapton’s
obviously enjoying himself: messing about, poking hisStratin-between
MsElliman’s legs (who, apart from looking pretty, doesn'treally
contribute to the musicatall).

Claptongrinseven moreandintroducestheband: “George Harrisonon
guitar. Mary Magdelene onvocals,” he shouts. Terry introduces Clapton:
“Derek Dominoonguitar.”

“This is one from one of my famous albums which have sold a hundred-
thousand million-trillions,” Clapton announces.

“LetItRain” followsand the band really muffit, although Clapton
plays well. That beautifulty sad Blind Faith song “Can’t Find My Way
Home” follows, andthen Clapton
breaksintoa Chuck Berry rifffor
“Little Queenie” whichisridiculously
looseagain.

Butyou're past caring as Clapton
startsto move around thestage.
Hewindmillshisarmsand laughs.
Hegetsdownonhishaunches. He
pointshisguitarupward. Ohyeah,
Eric’schangedalright. Along, siow
version of “Crossroads” istheencore.

And that’sit.

Fricisnot
taken with the

porn showr:
“B-O-R-I-N-G!”

[ YRICCLAPTON’SRETURN
wasn'ttriumphant. It
A_Jwasn'tintended to be. But

he's on stage, enjoying himself
and getting backinto it. The band
really didn’t show too much
potential (apart from guitarist
George Terry) but obviously
they’'ll tighten up for the USA.
It'sdifficult to see how Clapton

BN April10,1974: Pete
= Townshend(right)
atapartyinSoho,
B London, tocelebrate
Clapton’sreturnto
activeservice

o willreacttoan Americantour. Will

P‘

his stage mannerreverttotheold
style (stoned seriousness) or willhe continueto
adopt hislight-hearted approach?

The backstage areais aseries of anterooms

-andStigwoodisn'tallowinganyjournalists
orphotographersto getnearClapton. Carl
Radlewandersthrough thedressingroom
reserved forus and, despite Ms Walters' intro,
is not exactly going out of his wayto talk.

But the other musiciansin theband are
prepared tosayalittle. Sims, Oldaker and Radle
all come from Tulsa andhave known each other
foryears. Oldaker had, inhistime, drummed
with Leon Russell, and heand Sims have
worked togetheron and off for the last six or seven years. It was Radlewho
introduced Clapton to the two musicians, and although (according to
Stigwood) Clapton could have had either Keltner or Gordonin the band,
he chose Oldaker foradrummer.

Thebrilliant George Terry got involved down at Miami's Criteria
Studios, where he’s a staffsessioner mostofthe time. He played on Bill
Wyman’s Monkey Grip album, and whileworking with Claptenalsodid
some sessions down atCriteria for Stephen Stills’ new LP. One of Terry's
compositions, “Mainline Florida”, isincluded on Ocean Boulevard, buthe
saystherealonetolisten out foris aClaptonsongcalled “Motherless
Children”. Thereisalsoanold Duane Alimansongincluded. Thealbum
took ten-and-a-halfweekstorecord, accordingto Terry. Claptondidn’t
haveany material when hearrived at Criteria, everything being more or
less worked outon thespot.

Astothe permanence ofthe band, Terryisthinkingof going on theroad
with Stills—but Stigwood isoptimisticand sees thebandlastingalong
time. And about those (non-existent) British dates? Well, Terrydoesn't
think there’s too many places to playin Britain but there are possibilities
ofacoupleofgigslaterintheyear.

the Plaza as he enters again wearing the trilby and glasses
and... aduck-whistle which hangs from his neck. Now Eric
has seemingly formed quite an attachmentfor this whistle and

MEANT[ME, CLAPTON’S CAUSING a bit of ascene backaat

| demonstrates his prowess on the instrument every few minutes or so

between flirting with Yvonne Elliman and downing rum and orange
juice. “We'reallunderarrest,” he shouts, nowsittingat a tablein this rather
sedate room. And he follows hisstatement with ashrill blast of the whistle.

“Ericgetsabitdrunkwith thetension,” comments Stigwood. To
entertainthe assembled throng, Stigwood haslaid on aspecial showing
ataDanish pornclubsomehalf-an-hour’sdrive away. But as the ladies
getinto their number, Claptoninsistsonjoiningin ontheact by dropping
his boiler-suit to waist-level.

But he’s not too taken with the show: “One, Two, Three, B-O-R-I-N-G,
he hollers everyfew minutes, his whistieaccompanying the catcalls.

Stigwood has by now givenuptrying
tokeep controlover his star, who had
earlier nearly got thewhole party
thrownoutwhen he staggered up
tothestageand peed onone of the
club’sPersian rugs.

The rugwasreplaced. Otherthan
that, Clapton spent histimeeither
flatout on the flooror stretched out
onachair nextto Yvonne Elliman.

Yep, Old Slowhandisbackandit'sall
gooddrunken fun. SteveClarke ®
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Leo Sayer on
Ml big new tour

CSNY, LED ZEPPELIN,
JOHN LENNON, KEITH
RICHARDS & MORE

Charlie Rich due

“The age of cynicism
has passed”

MM JUL6

ICO, REDDISH-BROWN HAIR flowing over her shoulders, gazed
white-faced and impassive out at the summer thousand, as her suede
boots pumped energeticallyatan elderly harmonium.

“Janitor Of Lunacy”, she sung,and itwasasifa star of 1920s German films
hadbeen projected forward in time, to the otherwise merry proceedingsat
thefreeconcertin Hyde Park on Saturdayafternoon.

Nico-makingasurpriseappearance-contributed one of the more
memorable, ifstightly sinister, nomentstoaleisurely event. “The age of
cynicismhas passed,” one participant proclaimed, as the ramifications of
theday sunkin. For here were no high hopes built up by massive promotion,
no feetingsof pressureor suspicion. Thiswasarealitybehind theendless
discussionabout rock-itsmeaning, purposeandresponsibilities. The
realitywasnotinsalestalk, unitssold ordealsstruck, butinartists making
music free, the staffof Blackhill Enterprises takinga week to set up a stage
andfacilities,and thesunshiningonapeaceful gatheringthat even picked
upitsownlitter—albeit with a fewinducements.

AsEdgar Broughtonsaid: “This just cutsacross everybody’sideasabout
therock business. It 'shard totakeitin atfirst.

Thestage, focal point forsome8,000 fans, whose non-disruptive presence
wasbarely recorded by the media, was much more sophisticated than those
primitiveaffairs ofsomesixyearsago, when the Nice, Traffic, Pink Floyd
andlater Blind Faithjammed onaroofless rostrum in thelake-side, natural
amphitheatre. Now thesite hasbeen moved, since the historic Rolling
Stonesconcert, toawider, flatter plain. Harder for thoseaat the back to see or
hear, butaway from other park users.

OnSaturday the bill was designed toattract fansofrhebest in
underground music. No teen idols, supergroups or pay-festival attractions,
withthe possible exception of Roger Chapman, who couldfallintoall
categoriesatonce. Instead there was Gong, Kevin Coyne, GT Mooreand the
Reggae Guitars, Kevin Ayers, Chapman & Whitneyand Nico. And Jeff Dexter.
withoutwhom noopen-air festival would be authentic. He soundsfirmer
thesedays, lessamazed by events.

Gongperformedaninterestingand successful selection, somewhat
curtailed by pressure of time. There was confusion at the end, too, when
the PAmomentarily cutoutand Jeffcould not explain why there was no
time foran encore. Daevid Allen’s somewhat agonised and occasionally
amusingvocalsreminded us thatthe age of the far-outchanteurisnot o'er,
butl preferred theband’sinstrumental prowessand abilityat building
atmosphereandexcitement. In thisthey wereaided considerably by the
inventiveand explosive drummingof Pierre Moerlenand theexcellent
guitarofSteve Hillage. Gongearneda multi-throated roar.

Around theback, Eno wasobserved and Alvin Lee, on hand towatch one of
hisfavourite guitarplayers, Ollie Halsall, now with Kevin Ayersafterastint
with Jon Hiseman.

Infact thereseemed as many millingaround backstageas there was out
front, buttheorganisation wasable to cope, and the schedule pressed ahead
withChapman & Whitney, the band born from the ashes of Family. Roger, in
“Liverpool Lou” T-shirt, seemed happier and more into the music than he
wasin thelastdaysofthe old group. With baritonesaxand double-necked »
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free concertinHyde Park
" thatyear, headlinedby Roger
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(with“Heavy Friends" suck
¥ asDavid Gilmour) and others
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guitarcookingbehind him, he proved
thathereallyisoneofthefinestand
probably most underrated of the old firm
oftrue-gritrock singers. Hewasat his
beston “I Just WannaMake Love To You”
therockingbluesgiven fresh life, while
newsongs “Tokyo Rose” and “Street
WalkerSong” had asockingbut tasteful
backbeat that typifies theband’swork.

OncameNicotosingtwosongs, but
theyhadastrangely hypnoticquality that
sentachillshiver, despite thesun.ihalf
imagined batswerewheelingoverhead,
andexpected anowl ortwotohoot. Asit
was, welistened insilence toherlow,
musicalincantations. “Thissong does
nothaveatitle,”shetold us, then pumped
evenmorefuriouslyat theharmonium.

Anorganiser'sblufftones broke the
spell. “John,what’sthe time-five tofive?
Thenwe'vegotan hour. We're laughing.”
Inthathouryoung KevinAyers, heof the
silversuitand boots and blond hair,
entertained withamuch more
organisedand pulsatingrhythmthan
might have been expected.

Ollie Halsall's fleetfoot guitar (actually
heplayswith his
hands) wasajoy,
whilethe rhythm
section probed

We listened in
silence to Nico’s

MeanwhileKevin, slightly distraught,
raised hisvoice asemitone. “Ikeep
gettingelectricshocks from this
microphone. Themicrophoneis. ..
alive!” Nobodytook much noticeof this
detail,andalthough Ollie had played a
meansolo, Kevin pronouncedinan
aside: “Thatwasreally horrible.”

Butmethinks hewas disturbed by the
vibrations. “Thisoneiscalled ‘Stranger
InBlue Suede Shoes’,” he mumbled,
persevering. Theband wereat theirbest
performing Kevin'ssongs properly, and
lopingalongwith an agile countryfeel.
Buttheyspentalot of time jamming, not
alwayssuccessfully.

TwooftheChanterSistersattempted
tosingback-upvocalson The Kinks’
“You Really Got Me”, but retired with
thunderousexpressions whenthe
tempobegan toaccelerate to amessy
climax. Much better, though, was “I've
GotAHard-OnFor You, Baby”, the
unequivocallytitledfinale.

Asthecrowddisengaged, andfiltered
backintotheanonymity of thestreets,
strangevisionscaught mygaze. A
middle-aged
Japanese manwith
abrown, weather-
beatenskin, who had

andpushed with somehow forced his
considerable energy. H H waytothefrontof
Kevin'sgreat, deep Iow Inca"tatlons 8,000 rock fans.
resonantvoice Whatstrange

seemed tobeintentonboringawayinto
the undergroundrailway beneathour
feet,ashesangofsmallcafesand the
blues. But there was devilry afoot.
Feedback could not besilenced even
though aroadie dashedandscurriedin
search offaults. “Paul, themonitor's
goneoffontheotherside!”

“Nothing will happen unless

tidings would hereportback to Tokyo?
Andthere-amanwearingaredrobe,
purpletightsand clutchingasmall baby,
striding purposefullyinawesterly
direction. “I wonder what they’re all
thinking,” pondered Edgar Broughton,
surveyingthescene fromanowempty
stage. Chris Welch
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thismonth. The Festival Of Real Music will feature, according to promoter Dave

I-ONI)ON'S FIRST PUB-ROCK festival - at Islington’s Hope & Anchor -startslater

Robinson, “all the original pub-rock bands”. Thefirst date, on August 20, will be
headlined by either Brinsley Schwarzor Ducks Deluxe, depending on their respective
studiocommitments.

Thefestival willcontinue with Dr Feelgood (21),
Bees Make Honey (22), Ace plusGaryFarr (23),
Phoenix plusJoAnnKelly (24), Chilli Willi & The Red
Hot Peppers (26), Clancy (29), Kilburn & The High
Roads (30) and Kokomo (31). Other bandsscheduled
toappear, butnotyetallotted anight,are Gonzales
andJonathanKelly’sOutside. All the gigs will be
recorded for possible broadcastingon Capital Radio.

Robinson has organised the eventbecause of “the
apathyontheLondonscene”. He told MM: “People
were complaining that nothingwas happening. But
nothingwillhappenunlessyoumakeit. You'vegot to
educatepeople, butfirst youmust attract themto the
venues. That'swhatthefestivalisaimedat doing.”

“Ican
handle all

the angles”

MMAUG 10

66 ORRY I'MLATE.” “It’s all right Mick.”
“No-it'snotallright.”

Mr Jagger, much forehead exposed by
asomewhat drastic haircut, pacedinto his suite at
London’s Ritz Hotel, looking just a shade tired. He’d
been up all night at mixing sessions for his forthcoming
long-player, but this wasn't going to stop him
discharging his duties as our most esteemed and
celebrated statesman of rock.

It's extraordinary to think how long Mick Jagger has
been pitting his talent and wits against the demanding,
all-devouring public. Eleven years have passed since
Mick and the Rolling Stones first emerged with “Come
On", the hitthatlaunched an era, and set a lifestyle and
pattern for all that was to follow.

And yet stillMick leads the good fight in the cause
of outrage androck’n'roll. But there are changes.

The aggressive glint to his probing gaze, the insolent
curve to his mouth and businesslike bustle involved
inenteringorleavingaroom are still there. But
occasionally the resolution slips,and you glimpse a
softer,more vulnerable Jagger beneath the flippancy
and cynicism.

Heimpressed with his desire to communicate and
extend courtesy, when he of all rock stars has the most
excuse for beingimpatient with the askers of
questions. For Mick has not always been used fairly by
the media, and “used” is the operative word whenit
comesto some of the books that have been written
about himinrecent times.

Inrecent weekshe has spentsome timein the
States, where he kept up his habit of attending the top
concerts, and keeping wellin touch with events. Eric
Claptonand David Bowie's show were among his
engagements, but somehow he managed to miss his
brother Chris Jagger's American debut. “Chris did
some shows at the Bottom Line in New York, and |
heard that his band was really good. You know he did
afew gigsin Englandto warm up, under another name.

e Tader
it’s time

for a
c:hm\gel

done. But somehow
art ontv in their stage

Imissedhiminthe
States.lcanhelp
himin some ways,
and he's asked me
for bits of advice,
buthe'sgottodoit
on hisown.
“lwenttoseeEric
Clapton and David
BowieinNew York,
and they seemto
attract the same




people to each show. They have very catholic
tastedin America. Eric was playing very well
-really nice. | was sitting on the edge of the
stage.|saw the Bowie concert from the hall
and he was very nervous, but everyone gets
nervous in New York.

We hadn’t seen Bowie in Britain with his
new show anditdidn’t seem likely the Stones
were going on tour for a while either. Wasiit
now acase of bands gearing their acts for
America first, while Britain came second?

“With ashow like Bowie'syoucanmountit
much more easily in America, and obviously it
costs money to put on. What canyoudoin
Britain, apart from the few biggigs and
outside events which are at risk through
the weather?”

There had been wild rumours of the
Stones playing at Charlton. “Wild
rumours! We won't be doing anything until
Christmas, or failing that, early next year.
Andthereasonis - wejustdidn't want to play
gigs this year. | don't know why. ljust felt it
was worth waiting until we get anew show
together.| don’t know how the others felt but
| wanted to wait until we had new material.
We didn't play Americalast year and there
are two LPs we've not played songs from.

“Butif we'd gone out two months ago and
played gigsin England, we wouldn’t have
new numbers, which Ineed to keep me at it.

If we wait for the new LP then I'li feel happy.
We weren'teven offered Charlton. Maybe

wewere,and | didn'thear aboutit. | want to
do anew show - change the whole look of it.
| want to do something -1 dunno - different!

“Most bands want to just play - fine - but
| want to put on anew show and of course we
can’tjustdo England. I'd rather wait until the
showistogetherand play everywhere. It
keeps meinterestedinbeingonthe road and
it takes a lot of energy, time and thought. So
rather than just play England, I'd rather takeit
around, andthen when we got to England it
wouldbe better anyway. It's economics, too.
Itcostsalotofbread, and we don’t want to
charge afortune for tickets. £2.50is enough.”

What will the new show be like?

“Waitandsee.Can't tell you!” Mick smiled
like amischievous boy, but doubtless there
willbe an extravaganza, perhaps like the
foaming soapsuds that engulfed them on the
Stones'recent videotape
of “Only Rock 'n Roll (But
I Like It)".

“Oh, that was detergent.
Mostunpleasant and it
took suchalongtimetodo.
We couldn’t have the lights
and cameras inside the
tentincase weall got
electrocuted and we had tobe insured for
quite alot of money just to shoot the scene.
We did the film for promotion. There are alot
of young people who might not have heard of
us. They might never have heardthe band.”

Mick looked quite serious, and although
incredible, it did seem possible there might
be abudding pop fan, withsatcheland
lollipop, going about her businessin Cheam,
obliviousto the activities of Michael and his
Stones, Rolling. And talking of activities,
what did he think of Bill Wyman's sudden

“There’s still a lot
of energy in the
music business”

“Iwanttodo somothmg
-ldunno-different!™
Mick Jaggerin1974,
discussing the Stones’
nextstage show
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lurch towards stardom? “Great - he's gotit
off his chest at last. No one was stopping
him. Mick [Taylor] wants to do one and I'd
like to do one.I've never actually started
one, but we could all do bits of recording
in-between working with the Stones. And
not everything we record with the Stones
comes out. Maybe now we'll have time to
think and do what we want.

“Mick is producing somebody at the
moment - a solo singer called Robin Miller
-and Mick will be playing on hisssingle,
and maybe I'll do something when we've
finished the Stones LP. It's finished really,
andit'll be out the first week in September.
We're choosing which songs touse. It'llbe
called /t's Only Rock 'n Roll, and the title is
self-explanatory.

“The albumis avery mixed bag - there's
evenabossanova,acouple of slow ones,
some ballads, a Caribbeantune... Well, you'll
hearit.It'salot different from the last one,
anyway. We're aware of what's goingonin
therestofrock, sure,butit'snotarace.”

How did Mick feel about artists who stage
comebacksinrock? “It'sgreatto seeEric
back again, andthe new Georgie Fame LPis
good. It's hard, really. You
should never get out of it.
Youshould always stayin
there. That's what | aim to
do. There’snever been
alongperiodwhenwe
haven't made records.
We've not missed a year
sincewe startedin1963.”

But hadn't Mick ever felt sickened by the
whole rock business, and wanted to quit?
“No, no. | canhandle all the angles. Some
people are pressurised, but | don’t feel like
that. lf youget the feelingyou can’t take it
any more, thenyoushouldget out. tdon't
feelany pressures and I'm going to stay.”

But why keep atit, after all this time? “It’s
stillexciting and there's alot of energyin the
music business. And there’s alot of music
going on. That's why | want tostay init. I'm
not onthe road all the time, and | just take life

asitcomes. | neverlook atthe future, because
noone canseeit-soit’s pointless.| have to
think for now, and I'min control of that.

“If the Rolling Stones put out asingle, it
doesn't necessarily meanit willbe ahit.
We've got to be prepared for failures. We
could be failures in some places and notin
others. You can make movies that are not
particularly successful,but they canbe
enjoyable, andit’s all experience.

“It's funny with films. Even the biggest
actor can die and the film can lose money, but
he'lljust go on to the next picture. No you
can'ttalk about my filmcareer -itwasnota
career,justaninterlude. But they were great
to do. Performance was not promoted,
because the company didn't like the film.I've
never talked to James Fox [Mick’s co-star]
aboutit, but he's never done afilmsince.

I never saw the film myself.”

If Mick was not willing to be drawn on
movies, he spoke out vigorously about the
books that have purportedto tell hislife
story. He was cool, but not unemotional.

“They were mostly fictional, written by
people thathad never met me, and wrote
them based on rumours or theirimagination.
JMarks’ book you've got toread. It's pretty
bad. | never met the guy and yet he's written
some complete rubbish that's just a figment
of his imagination. It's just people wanting to
make abit of breadand | don’t want to see
another book about me again. The less the
better.But | can't do anything about them,
because they are very careful not tolibel you

“ldon’t want to getinvolvedin the
legalities, because what do you get out of it?
Justfor anexample, Anthony Scaduto wrote
aboutme and Brian Jones having a sword
fight which he's glamourised and just didn’t
happen. It sounds very romantic, me and
Brian jumping about, fighting with swords,
butitdidn’t occur. I've got no time for that
kind of biography. It's not very nice - in fact
it's quite vicious.

“It's all pretty sick, really, pretty bad.
lexpect he'llbe writing abook on John
Lennonnext.” Chris Welch

MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY
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July13,1974:after shows
inVancouverand
Seattle, CSNYheadline
anall-day event-with
TheBand,Joe Walshand

others-atthe Oakland
Coliseum, California




MELODY MAKER

ILEHIGH STADIUM, as the name implies, is 1,760
yards high. That’sa mile above sea level, but even
so itsits atthe foot of the Rocky Mountains, which
are the backbone of the United Statesin much the
same way as the Pennines are the backbone of
England. The only differenceis thesize.

Coloradoisoneof America's mostaesthetically pleasing states. Fresh
waterspringsrundown the mountains and freshairisinabundance.In
thesummerthesunshinesalotand in the winter Denver, the state
capital, becomesaski resort.

Itseemed appropriate that my trip to Denver was towatch the seventh
stop-offby Crosby, Stills, Nash & Youngon their current tourof the USA.
AsNikCohn puts itin Rock Dreams, CSNY sing “highway songs, full of
lightandspace”, and thatadmirably sumsup Colorado.

Nomatterwhatelseoccursin 1974, the year will godownas theyear
whenthegiantsreturned to thestage. Firstit was Dylan, then Clapton
and nowCSNY, thesuperestofall American supergroups.

Quitewhyall these heavies have chosen the same year tomakea
comeback, nooneis quitesure, but theresult isa feast of music for the vast
followingall these artistscommand over here.

Ithasalsoresulted insome ofthe largest gross takingsin the history of
rock’n’roll. Dollarfigures from attendances havesoared, records
shattered all alongthe way. Manysuperstarswill be much, much richer
by theend of the summer. Stephen Stilis hasbeen quoted as saying that
thefirsttime CSN went out on theroad was for art, the second time for the
chicksand this, the third, for the dollars.

Quitehow truethatisI’'m notsure, but either way the CSNY tour will
becomethelargest-grossingtourinthe historyofrock’n'roil.

Graham Nash insistsotherwise. “We’re doingit for the music, man,
becauseallofusknow that none ofuscan make as good music together as
wecanapart,” hetold mein his Denver hotel. Nash, thinand wiry, spoke
so passionately that1 couldn’thelp butbelieve him.

Eitherway, the CSNY tour, accordingto a press handout, will
encompass22citiesand 27 performances beforean estimated audience
of 1.1 million people. The average ticket priceis $7.25 (about £3), so it
doesn’tneed a mathsdegree towork out that eachmemberofthe band
will walk away with afine sum of moneyattheend of itall. And while I'm
writingthismore concertsarebeingadded, so the potential grossincome
isreally quitestaggering.

Fouryears have passedsince
CSNY performed together. Inthe
meantimetherehavebeen solo tours
byStills and Young, anda duo tourby
Nashand Crosby. Alltheseattracted
sizeableaudiences, especially
Young, soitcomesasnosurpriseto
learn that the CSNY concertsareall
atbaseballarenasholdingup to
60,000 people. By English standards,
that'safestivalanight.

The four players onstageseemto
joyously celebrate theirreunion. At
thefirst showinSeattleitwas, byall
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JAM WEST

CROSBY STILLS
NASH & YOUNG

accounts,anemotional experience for all of them whichresulted in their
playingforfour-and-a-halfhoursand running through almost their
entire catalogue. They ended up doing 40 songs and Crosby’s voicejust
aboutpackedup.

Nowit'sbeen trimmed tothree hours, whichisstilla lot of music, but
there’sstill the feeling that they could go on all night. In Denver there was
al2o'clock curfew, andbutforthisI’'msure we'd have had another hour.

Theinternalargumentsin this group have become rock folkiore over
the past threeyears. Each onegroused because they thought they were
beingupstaged by another, and the bickeringbetween Stillsand Young
seemed toindicate that CSNY wasno more.

Ittook Elliot Roberts (manager of Crosby, Nash and Young) tomake the
move, firstensuring that each artisthad the summer free, then booking
thestadiumswith theassistance of BillGrahamand then packing the
bandoffto Young’sranch near San Francisco foramonth’s rehearsal.

Ofthefour, Youngstill remains thelonerfigure, choosingto travel in his
own caravan by road from show toshow instead of in the planewith the
restof the band. Each night he packs up his guitar, wife, baby son and dog
and hitstheroad.

After the Denver show I asked Crosby what had happened to the elusive
Neil... “He'stwomiles outoftown by nowand so high on the show that
nothingcantouchhim,” hereplied. “He’s out there so happy. Hecame
anddid whathehad to dofor threehoursand knows he did it well.
Nothingcanmakea man happier thanthat.”

Youngremains quietand somehow aloof, disappearing into the night
and notreappearinguntilafew hours before the nextstop. He'shad his
hairtrimmed and most of the time he hides behind reflective sunglasses.
Indeed the Loner.

For Stiils, the Denver show held special significance. He lives ahout two
hours' driveawayfrom the town, uponaranchinthe mountain,andthe
crowd (there were 61,000 at Mile High Stadium) gave him aspecial
welcome. Hisblond hair is cut short, and he’s neverseen without a
footballjersey with alarge digiton the front. The Stills uniform.

Crosby and Nash remain chums. If Youngis the composing talentand
Stillstheinstrumentalist, then Crosby and Nash between them provide
thevocal ability to putover the material asit wasintended to be workel.

“I can’twrite songslike Neil, but  know his songs are so good that I just
havetosingthem,” Croshytold me. “And I know that because they’re so
goodlcansingthemasgood asI'lleversing.”

Stillsseems tobe the perfectionist of thegroup; he gets annoyed if
thesoundisn't perfect, while the
othersseem happy ifthe audience
are happy. “Hey, English,” he
shouted atme after theshow.
“Whatdayathink?”

I'told himIenjoyed it, especially
someofhis lead-guitar work. His job
inthebandisthatoflead guitarist: he
takes 90 per centoftheguitarsolos
and he’s proud of hiswork. Laterin
theeveninghehadafierceargument
with Nashabout the qualityof the
monitorspeakersand it took Elliot
Robertstodragthemapart.

Crosbyand Nash are the most
enthused, Nash especially. He
seemed as highasakiteafterthe
concert, rushinghereand thereand
refusingtostop talkingtoanyone
who'dlisten. With some difficulty
Igot him away from the crowdfor 15
minutestotalk. “It wasadramatic
wantto play musictogetheragain.
Arealneed, man,” hereplied when
lasked point blank what motivated
themtoreunite.

“We'dalldoneourindividual trip
and made ourindividual statements
forwhatever reasons we had. We'd
gotthatout ofoursystemand then
Ithinkwerealised aboutayearago
thatwehadareally fuckinghotband
ifwe wanted and we cou!d really
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make this hot music. We missed eachother, y'’know. Wemissed that
bounce off. When there's four of yer up there and there’s Stephen at one
sideand Neil at the otherand me and David in the middle. Just watching
them converse witheach other. That'sit, y'’know. That'sit.

“Didyou hear thatconversation they had when Stephen was onclavinet
and Neil on guitar? Mmmmmm. So spacey. Theyre great musicians,
man. Youcan'tdenyit. They got me high six times tonight in the show. Six
times!justflashedout.”

Theshowvaries from nighttonight, and they’re capable of playing
somesix hours of materialif theywant. “We justdecide how we canbest
handle the collective energies of 50,000 people or however many there
are,” gasped Nash. “That changes suddenly every nightand we have to
changesuddenly too. When we talk toeach other at theend of every song,
twothingsaregoingdown. Firstwe’ll discuss thelastsong, and if Steve
didasolo that wasneatwe’ll tell him. Then we’ll ask each other how we
feel about the nextsong.

“Canyouimaginewhatit'sliketobeapartofareally hotband and then
not play for four years because we didn'tfeel that musical honesty? Now
wefeelitonstage, | meanthisisaband. There are seven peopleinit, but
it'saband, arealband.

“Did you see any bad vibes? Do you think we couldfakeit that good? 'm
notinto thisvibe trip, but [know thatwe're more considerate of each
other’s feelings, we giveeach other alittle more space, we'll take
suggestionsand not close 'em offimmediatelylikeused to happen, and
that'sbecause everyone'sreally secure inwho theyare individually.

“Tome, havingbeeninvolvedintheoriginal tripand now thisone, it's
better. I think before we didn’t feel solid enough inside ourselves to be
totallycomfortableall the time. Now that we've grown upalittle, now
that we've proven thatwecanall move people individually, weknowwe
want to beaband. Youheard it for yourself.

“Like tonight, when we did ‘Sugar Mountain’, we stopped playingand
heard 60,000 people singbackat us. Doyouknowwhatarushthatis?
Phew!There's
somethingdifferent
aboutthisband.” Nash
can'tsaywhetherthe

Love the one Y

= o T e
e 7
£ HOSTA ees 0.V _arloinal brotherly a"...‘"—-v z

Augustn,1974:
backstageatRich
Stadium, Orchard
Park,New York-
(I-r)GrahamNash,
Stephen Stills,
Crosby,Neil Young

regroupingis permanentor not. “It'salwaysbeen this way. If we get off,
we'll play music together. Now we feel we'll continueitaslongasit feels
thisgood. Let’scontinueitwhileit’shappening.

“We never write together, but we play together. Say, Neil willcome up or
Stephen willcomeup withasongandifitflashesuswe’lldo it. If we decide
welove thesongenough to participate, we'll give ourbest to the song.”

Nash says he is passionatelylookingforward to playingin England in
September, and confirms thatthe band will be there regardless of the
costintransportingthem (and the 64 people who are required on the
road with them): “1 personallybelieve European people havekepta faith
inusthathasbeen undying. Theybelieve we'restill there and they're
right. Wearestill here. [ can’t wait until we get to Wembley.

“IlwenttoEnglandrecentlyand atthetimelknew that whatyousaw
tonight was goingto happen, but people have heard so often that we're
goingtoget back together that1 didn't come on strong aboutitin England.

“Iknew it was going tobe greatmusic, butldidn’treally putanyof the
fireintoitbecause they've beenlet downbefore. But now I have
somethingsolid.Icanliookyouintheeyeandsay, ‘Man, that wasagreat
showandlwaspartofit.””

And the money? Nash's eyes narrowed. “The thing most people thought
when we were getting back togetherwas the enormity of the finances of it
all. Everybodywastalkingabout thelargest ever grosses and whatnot
andIstarted togetreal paranoid. If people think we're onlyin thisfor the
money, then they're fuckingwrong. That ain’thappening, man. Noway.

“We play for three hoursevery nightatleast, and at the firstshow we
played for four-and-a-halfhours. Thatwasanamazingshow, man,an
amazingshow. We puteverythingintoitand we’re totallywasted after
everyshow and | gettotally pissed off when peopleinsinuate that we're
onlyin it for the money. Man, we could have made millions over thelast
fouryears, believe me. Butwe didn'tbecause wedidn'tfeellikeit. We
didn'tfeel like playingtogether and if we’reinit for the money, you tell me
whywedidn’tgo outand play overthelast five yearsanyway.” »

©JOEL BERNSTEIN
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Nash knew he’d made his point. “I guess I'm just rapping too much because I'm
soexcited. I'm justoutinspace every night. Do you know we did three songs we
hadn’trehearsed tonight. We did Neil’s‘Old Man’, and playing thatfor the first
timein front {60,000 peopleis absurd. “But wedid it. We'realways walkingon
thisincredible tightrope.”

Thetightrope that CSNY walked in Denverwas hitched up earlierin theday,
with Jesse Colin Youngreceivingarousingovation at theopeningact while
thousandswerestill filing into the arena, most of them deliriously happy tobe
outinthesunlisteningto musicandanticipatingthe headliners.

The Denveraudience, unlikea New York audience, seemed tocheer
everything:intheBigApple, the “show uswhatyoucando then” attitude
aboundseverywhere.

The Beach Boys followed Young, playing their usual set of ancient hits that
havestood the test of time inexplicably well. New manager Jim Guercio wason
bassguitar, butthechangeseemed to matterlittle: The Beach Boys will always
sound thesame, and theirflowingharmoniesseemed ideal in the Coloradosun.

At9pm,after three-quarters of an hour’s delay, Crosby, Stills, Nash & Youing
appeared (oastandingovation, somethingthey've got used to by now. The four
principalsmove to thefront, Stills to the left and Young o theright, with Crosby
andNashin the centre bobbingbetween mics and occasionally sharing.

Theyopenedwith Stills’ “Love The One You're With”. The show isdivided into
two halves, witha I5-minutebreak between. The first half, the longest, opens
withanelectricsetandswitchestoacoustic. Thesecond halfisatlelectric.

Each principal getsanopportunitytosolo,andall the time thecombinations
of musiciansarechanging. Sometimesit’s just Nash and Crosby toget her,
sometimes Youngon his own, sometimes Crosby, Stills and Nash wit hout
Young, andsometimesali four. The numbers whereall four play and sing
togetherare undoubtedly the highlights.

Croshy’s“Wooden Ships”, with Youngat thegrand piano, followed “Love
TheOne”, and next Nash wentoverto thekeyboard for “Immigration Man”,
Stillstaking theguitarsolo. Anew Neil Youngsong, “Traces”, followed with
YoungplayingahugeGretsch White Falconguitarand Stills takinganother
guitarbreak.

Crosby stepped up next for “Almost Cut My Hair”, screaming out thevocals
above the combined backing. For thissong, Nash stepped over to the organ, but
againitwasStills’ guitar that carried the weight.

Young'’s turn came next with “Cowgirl In TheSand” and theelectricset ended
with allfourjoining together for “Pre-Road Downs”.

Thisearlysection wasreallyan aperitiffor what wasto follow. Nash hurriedly
explained that there would beaslight detay and they'd be back to play some
acoustic music. Five minutes later an assortmentofacoustic guitars (about
adozen) weresetup around twostootsand four mics.

Surprisingly, it was Young whoappeared first tosing “Only L.ove Can Break
YourHeart” plus “Old Man” with noaccompaniment at all. Then Crosbycame
outalonewithanewsongcalled “For Free",and Nash followed with iwosongs
atthepiano, “SimpleMan”and “Prison Song”. For thelatter he was joined by
the whole band, whostayed in place for Young’s “Sugar Mountain”, one of the
highlightsof the night.

Stills was next to the fore with “Change Partners”, sung by the whole band, and
“Questions”, which he played alone. The acousticset finished with “Suite: Judy
BlueEyes”. All four tore into the song, and although some of the harmonies were
occasionallyalittle off-key, theyhandled thisdifficult piece with assurance.

The break wascutshort because of the curfew and the second halfopened
only 10minuteslater with Croshysinging “Long Time Coming”. Next it was
Youngwith“Don’t Be Denied” and then Stills witha newsongcalled “First
Things First”, on which he played the congas.

Crosbycameinwith “Déja Vu”before Young played a couple of new songs,
“Revolution Blues” and “Pushed [t Over The End". It was duringthis part of the
showthat Stillsand Young were given more
spacetosolo. Theshowended with “Ohio",
agreat crowd favourite, but theyreturned for
oneencore, alengthyversion of “CarryOn”,
which proved equallypopular.

Theband were driven awaysuddenlywhen
itended,and onehourlater Neil Young was
happilydriving towards Texas for the next
concert. Stillsdidn’tmakeithome to his
ranch, buthad disappeared by the morning.

Crosbywent outwalkingin the mountains
and Nash enjoyed ahealthy English breakfast
ofbaconand eggs beforescouringthe Denver
bookshops for rareeditions. [t's his latest
hobby. CiirisCharlesworth ®
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Actively dangerous
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Neil Young REPRISE

Right now, Neil Youngisin kind of aninvidious position. On
The Beachis his equivalent of Lennon’s Plastic Ono Band
albuminterms of being areactionto and rejection of his
earlier work, but whereas Lennon’s change was both
gradual (starting, really, from Help!) and includedinits
course pieces like “Lucy In The Sky With Diamonds”,
Young has made his artistic stock-in-trade the
investigation of personal pain from the very beginning.

Andthat’s the catch, really. In our July 20issue, Steve
Clarke attacked On The Beachas too negative too self-
pitying: “It's a downerinthat depressionis the mood which
most of the album evokes.” Steve's a devotee of Neil
Young. Probably knows the man's work in twice the careful
detail that | do.I'mnot a Young devotee. | could never
totally accept his employment of self-pity as a creative
focus. Sometimes | feltita shade dishonest or
manufactured(eg, “Tell Me Why"); other times the whole
thing got just alittle too deliciously lush (eg, “When You
DancelCanReally Love”), like Leonard Cohen. A sugared
pilljust the correct distance into commerciality to be still
believable. And that could be the main reason why the
majority of Neil Youngfans won't get into On The Beach.
The pillis no longer sugared - either by sweet melody or by
garlands of posies. Young has, quite simply, welched on
the deal. Which, in turn, suggests he’s Woken Up.

On The Beachisn't, as previously interpreted, the fag-
end of Neil Young's romance with rejection, but actually
aquite positive piece of work in the Merciless Realism
bracket of Lennon's primal period. How else to account for
thereportedly totally revived Young now touring the
States with CSNY, { don’t know - butit's now up tome to
provide the documentary evidence from the albumiitself.
Analbum that seems clearly to be Neil Young's best so far.

Steve, in his original review, suggested that On The
Beachwas the result of Young's supposed disenchantment
with studio recording. He'd done Time Fades Away “live”
and Journey Through The Past was arag-bag of “live” cuts
and studio outtakes; On The Beach was his first serious
studio effort since Harvestin1972. The
suppositionis that Young was
postponing theinevitable because

he knew he couldn’t cutit any more.
ALBUMS The “postponement” guessis
probably fairly accurate andit
supportsboth cases. Iif he had no
faithin himself any more, he'd hold
off-andif he didn’t quite know
whathe was about to say,he'd hold
off just the same.

It’s still supposition,
though. On the other hand,
if we've “supposed”so far,
we might aswellkeep on
supposing. Suppose Neil
Young was getting towards
his wits’ end, what with all
that's expected of him and
fatigue and drugs and
directionlessness-made-a-
virtue and all. Supposeit
was time tomake anew
album and he had the

materialready, just like he



had six times before, but somehow
didn’tbelievein it any more - didn't
believe himself, didn’t believe his
audience were picking out what he
regarded asimportantinhis songs. He's
stymied and he’s goingdown fast. Then
something happens that Opens His
Eyes.Someone says something to him,
something happens - whatever.He
suddenly realises where heis and what
he's doing. Perspective. Reality. He
writesa new bunch of songs fast. Out
comes On The Beach. The precise
nature of the occurrence which changed
Young'shead, willbe looked at later. For
now, let's keep that supposition in mind
andbeginlooking at the album.

“Walk On" walks the album on. Gently
rocking, very “live” sound, but very
cleartoo. At once we get perspective:
“Iremember the goodold days...". And
straight after we get the reality available
fromthat vantage point: “Sooner or later
itallgets real/ Walk on.”

Say the person he's talking to here is his
currentlady, Carrie Snodgress, and the
“them” in questionis Young's audience.
Ze piecesbegin tofit together, nein?
Alyrical bitterness about “the man” (and
youcantake it straight as Big Business or
bend ittowards the Drug Connection)is
reiterated constantly, from his showbiz/
high society aspectin“For The
Turnstiles” (“Singing songs for pimps
with tailors/Who charge 10 dollars at the
door”)toindustrialist magnatesin
“Revolution Blues”. It's hard to say
whether “Revolution Blues”is meant to
be seenfrom Young's point of view or
fromthat of a persona. Manifestly he doesn't
live “inatrailer at the edge of town” or
possess “25rifles just to keep the population
down".Manson's lot, maybe - or, more
relevantly, the SLA. But not our Neil.

Onthe other hand, he evidently identifies
strongly with that outlaw-avenger attitude,
evenifhe'slaughing about it while he's pulling
triggersinhishead. The mode s prime '65
Dylan. Militant psychotic-surreal.

“For The Turnstiles” is about how everybody
gets nailed by the business of fame sooner or
later, underlinedinan
extraordinary closing verse
in which Youngseesall the
baseball stars “left to die on
their diamonds” (batting
bases) while “Inthe stands
the home crowd scatters/For
the turnstiles.”

Onside twowe getto the
real meat: the tale of Young's
personal experienceinthe last few yearsand
the story on which this whole interpretation
hangs. Insuccessive verses, Young finds
himself alone at a microphone afteraradio
interview andinterjects the image of being
“out here on the beach” where “the seagulls
are stillout of reach”;he resolves to get out
of town, head for the sticks with hisbus and
his friends, and follow the road, although
he doesn’t know where it ends - the song
closingwith arepeat of the solitary line
“The world turning/! hope it don't turn away”

The pill is no
longer sugared by
sweet melody or
garlands of posies

and abeautiful guitar solo overa slow fade.

“Motion Pictures”, dedicatedto his
girlfriend, Carrie, star of Diary Of A Mad
Housewife,isthe work ofamanwho had a
shrewd suspicion that The Business was doing
himin,and only just found out how. It covers
this ground with the impressive economy
which characterises the whole album: “All
those headlines, they just bore me now/I'm
deep inside myself, but I'll get out somehow/!'ll
bring a smile to your eyes.” Which hasin turn
beenarrived atvia a verse thatrepresents the
youngpolicy statement for
the past: “Well, all those
people, they think they've
got it made/But Iwouldn't
buy, sell, borrow, or trade/
Anything! have to be like
oneofthem/I'dratherstart
allover again.” Note the
echo of the lastline of
“Stage Fright” and the
deadly seriousness of the proposition.

Allthe loose strands are woven togetherin
the final track, “Ambulance Blues” -a
beautiful song, possibly Young's best ever.
Young picks an aged acoustic and blows
smeary harp, Ben Keithslaps abass thatkeeps
gettingits shoes caughtin the mud, Ralph
Molina pats hand-drums almost inaudibly, Joe
Yankee chinks an “electric tambourine”, and
Rusty Kershaw's violin sounds like the hillbilly
cousin of Robin Williamson's creaking gimbri.
It’sraining. Obsessively so.

Septemberiq,1924:
Neil Youngonstage
withCSNY at

] Wembley Stadium

Thelyrics openwithadirectreference to
the perspective outlined at the beginning ot
the album: “Back inthe old folkie days, the air
was magic whenwe played...”

The verse again,and a crucial one: “I guess
I'llcallit sickness gone/it's hard to say the
meaning of this song/An ambulance can only
goso fast/It's easy to get buried in the past/
When you try tomake a good thing last.”
Which supports the case for the Traumatic
Change Theory quite admirably. Now it's just
acase of: (a) What caused the change?; and
(b) What does the change involve? While
we're mulling what this character means,
Youngblows some more, now rather deflated
harp. Onlyitisn'tabreather. It's a Dramatic
Pause. Young slams back with the rebuttal
and aclear statement of where he's at now: “/
never knew a man couldtell so many lies/He
had adifferent story for every set of eyes/How
could he remember who he’s talking to/"Cos |
knowitain'tmeand!hopeitisntyou..”

That certainly doesn’t sound like the work of
adepressed, negative man tome. It sounds
extremely positive, actually - and note that
“Ambulance Blues”is the only track thus listed
whichisn't any kind of blues at all. There’s
scattered evidence for a Dylan experience in
many tracks from On The Beach, but the mere
important thingis that, though Dylan and
Youngmay have taken aparallel path recently,
Youngnow sounds actively dangerous,
whereas Dylan's just singing his own peculiar
gospe|. lanMacDonald
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“Iwas outof my head”

NME JULY 6

Charlton event that Eric Clapton gave the
firstindication he might have recently

cashedhis brainin for anew model. Towards
the later stages of the evening he could be
found wandering around backstage burbling
something along the lines of “Everybody
downto Ron Wood's house afterwards...
aparty, right?...ahouse towreck,” withan
almost frightening lack of restraint.

Asmightthereforebe expected, afew
hours later, Wood's house had taken on some
aspects of disarray with bottles everywhere,
acouple of faded female gatecrashers
literally crashedinto an available corner and
various chauffeurs/drivers playing snooker
inthe billiard room with a disinterested “seen
itallbefore” attitude. Only Ron Wood's lady
seemed exclusively in control as she ushered
guestsinand out withcommendable patience
and good heart. Over the previous two
months she had become experiencedin
dealing with similar situations.

I T WAS ON the evening of therecent
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Meanwhile, downin the basement studio,
Wood and Clapton, together with Keith
Richards, wereindeed producing some music,
but the inevitable conclusionto be drawn was
thatif the evening's proceedings were any
guide it would take until Armageddon for Ron
Wood'ssolo album tobe completed.

Asitturned out, he'd already finished it,
recording 22 tracks over aperiod of two
months in his home studio, during which his
house had almostbecome ahaven for any
musicianataloose endorstrandedintown
for the night. After starting off with a basic
lineup of Mick Taylor, lan McLagan, Andy
Newmark (drums) and Willy Weeks (bass), the
finished article now alsoincludes assorted
contributions from Mick Jagger, Rod Stewart,
Keith Richards and George Harrison, to name
butafew. Also, it appears the wayward night
with Clapton was hardly representative of the
real atmosphere of therecordings, evenif it
requiredadegree of leadership and discipline
onRon Wood's part.

“The last thing | wanted was ajam...
everybody sitting around playing E for two
days. Itdidhappen sometimes, like if lhad
three drummersin and no drumkit or
something, but usually once everybody got
behind their instrumentsin the studio it was
deadserious. Inaway, everybody respected
the fact that |had no experience in the field of
leading, so the feeling was that | could sort of
practise on them.”

The night with Clapton was different
altogether. “l wasreally out of my head that
night and Eric wasreally violent and
boisterous,” herecalls. “When | heard what
he was saying at Charlton my heart sank and
Keith [Richards]and | came back really
quickly. Eric still turned up and we had a long
play, butit wasn't very productive.

“Instead he was goodin that | played him
the album and he made me sing all the words
downhisearand he'dbe making remarkslike,
*You can’t play that, or something. We just
had agood time. Also he'sreally inspirational

Kimond

[Harrison)], because
they'veallgotalot
of rootsinthe past

andcan connect
immediately with
anold number
orsomething.”

like Keith or George
, .
Ron's

House..
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The artists who eventually featured most
prominently on the album, apart from Wood,
are Keith Richards, who stayed at Chez Wood
during the sessions, and Newmark and
Weeks, who've always stuck close to funky
street, previously working with Donny
Hathaway and Sly Stone. Nevertheless, in
conversation with Wood so many other
namescropupit's hardtokeep themallin
perspective. Every now and againhe'llslipin
aremark like, “Yeah,McCartney wason
organthat night”, and withoutacomplete
tracklisting it’s hard to work out exactly who
played what and when onwhat number.

Interms of material, it's made up of Wood
originals and a few more familiar numbers like
“|Can’t Stand The Rain".“We've got areally
funky, dirty track to that,” says Woody.
“Although my singing would hardly compare
toMiss Peebles.” Thenthere's “If You Gotta
Make A Fool Of Somebody” and a Sly
Stoneish-style “Crotch Music”, with Richards
and Wood swapping guitar lines.

Last Saturday at least, Wood appeared
pleased with the results, sitting behind the
control desk in his studio picking a few lines
from his guitar in classic rock-star pose. Two
hours earlier he'd flown from the States, and
inhalfanhour's time was due ataFaces
rehearsalinpreparation for Buxton. Time
appearedatapremium, but despite his

schedule he looked remarkably spritely,
thanks partly to a two-day stopoverin
Bermuda.Ron Wood without his usual death-
white pallor andlooking as suntanned as a
lifeguardis anunusual sightindeed.

His motivations for making the album don't
appear torunterribly deep, other than thathe
had some songs ona cassette he wanted to
record properly,some time on hishands, and
a studio in his basement that he presumably
thought would be better used than allowed to
collectdust.

It has now led to the staging of two concerts
inLondon (July 13 and 14) featuring material
fromthe album, witha lineup that includes
Richards,McLagan, Newmark and Weeks.
Theinevitable conclusionis thatit’s one more
step towards that much-vaunted Faces break-
up that has stirred up somuch
gossipinrecent months.

“There's none of this ‘split’
thingin the air atall,” he said.
“There's just alot of chemistry
with everybody inthe band
right now, and this album and
showisagood outlet for Rod to
sing at Elton’s show, or Tetsuto
play with Stomu Yamash'ta, or
for the Small Faces toreunite
for acouple of gigs.

“Everybodyis letting off
steamindifferentdirections
andlooking forward to getting
together again. ltcan't do the
Faces any harm, especially if
yougetinarut with the music
paper-buying public who getto
know a group year after year.

“Thebest fromthe Facesis
yet to come. We've hadsome
great times already, of course,
but unfortunately we've maybe
never quite come over on
record, which has caused afew frustrations
for usin the past. With this album there's
none of that kind of pressure anyway. I'm
not trying to compete with Phil Spector or
Richard Perry, just limiting myself to eight-
track surroundings.”

Sowas there a conscious effort to get away
from a Stewart/Faces album?

“Not really,because | thought it would be
differentanyway because
| was taking the helm. If any
of us did the same, it'd
obviously sound different.

“I'd always had this thing
with Andy Newmark saying
he'dbeonitifl ever made
analbum.Thenwhenlwas
with the groupin Japan
and Australia something
clicked. I suddenly opened
up for some reasonand
realised | had enoughideasto start working
on.lwas really proud of my playing then; | just
wanted to keepinthe groove.

“I mentioneditto a few people and the
thing startedrolling. People kept asking me
‘What day do we start?’ Mick Taylor put alotin
atthe beginning, ‘cos before lknew Willy's
whereabouts Mick was going to play guitar,
and | was going to play bass. Like, I'd got sick
of the bass after Beck, but the feeling grew

“Before you knew
it you had a track
with a name on
without anybody
thinking about it”

RONNIE WOOD

for it again, and after keeping my handinon
Rod'salbums | thoughtI'dlike to get atit again
and see if my approach had changed.

“Oncel had the firstlineup | was all set to
go,thenMac was keen to play and Keith
becameinvolved. He came back after a drink
one night and ended up stayinghere and
really getting enthused. 1 never thought he
would, because | never thought he would do
any work for anyone else, y'know with his time
well spent with the Stones. But at that time
Anitawasin Switzerland and Mick [Jagger]
was doing alot of the Stones' vocals atIsland,
so Keith was atabitofaloose end,inlimbo
between here andIsland.”

Wood has always expressed admiration for
the Richards guitar technique, and socially
they obviously hit it off. All this doesn't
necessarilymean that all runs smoothly inthe
studio: “I must admit | worried a bit at the start
because of the time | thought he took in
recording. Like, on any Stones’sessions |'ve
beentotheyalwaysseemto be there for days
onone number,and that frightened me abit.
1thought | was going to have to build myselfin
alot more studio time. Asit turned out he was
amazingly together. He didn't hangme up at
alltime-wise, and the enthusiasm he putinto it
gave me a good kick up the ass now and again.

“Rodalso helpedalot. He was still geared
to a studio mood after finishing his ownalbum,
andrather than feature his voice he gave me
pointers for my ownsinging andjoinedin the
chorus. Ireally had to jumpin at the deep end
with my singing anyway, notbeinga vocalist as
such.Rodand Jagger openedme up alot and
Itried to put myself inthe position where |
didn't have time to think about it

“It could all get really silly some nights,
though. Like Rod suggested | tried the old
Jimmy Reed number ‘Ain't That Loving You
Baby’,and he was sayingit was dead easy and
I couldn’t fall of f at any of the corners, so we'd
record that. Then Keith would arrive and say,
‘You can't play it like that, it changesinthe
wrong place’,because he used to analyse all
these old blues records inside out. Then'd
think I'd have torecord it again, but by that
time | would have anideafor atrack andit’d
get overlooked.”

Wood's studioitself isreally a fairly modest
affair, if quite homely, with a plush red carpet
and assorted objetsd’art
onthe walls. Accordingto
Wood, the fact that it was
in his studio, in his home,
quelled any possible
clashes of ego among the
various visiting luminaries.

“If I'drecordedinany
of the known studiosin
AmericaorLondonit'd
have allbeenbig
announcements like, ‘Eric
Clapton's here, what can we dub him on?’
Instead, everybody justfellin...and fell out...
ofthe doorreally. Before you knew it you
had a track with a name on without anybody
thinking aboutit. It was all just friendly vibes.”

So, finally, doesitconcernhimifit sells?

“Notat all. If it just sells to my family and to
acouple of friends | canbribe to buy it,it'll be
OK.There'snoprevious solo effort toliveup to
onany level,so there’s no worries.” James Johnson
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“One
ken tooth,

- everyone
thinks voure
After a court visi, a V]_ ]‘aJ]_IluoJ

opens up about

Brian, Mick and “the

best-kept secret in
the Rolling Stones”. NME

And dru s‘.‘) Keith T'SABALMY monoxide breeze that blows off the Thames across from Cheyne Walk.
g J There's ayellow GPO truck slewed up on the pavement across from Keef's front door

discusses a recent withtwo guysinoveralls making marathon work of stripping bits of wire with pliers.

Somewhere between thereand here—Atlantic’somni-carpeted West End smoked-
I

a ointment in glasslabyrinths-the man s, you mightsay, in transit. This, ifone is tolend credence to
pp thepopularised Richards persona, beingno mean feat.

SWitzel'land “"‘ Yourconfidant, havingarrived early, is dropping cubes in anticipation. The Big K's newest
J exploit,asrelayed tohimin thecabcomingover, havingbeen thedrawingofaknife during

9 H arecentaltercation.
you re gOIng to Skiplightly, then.
get wasted 7 he Stillfeel the cops breathingon you, Keith?
9 “Oh ho-dol, baby-1see these phoney workmen outside my front door every day; I'm movin'
conﬁdes “get veryshortly. Mickan’ Ifeel it—but it doesn’tbother us particularly. Imean, afiereveryraid one
9 justimprovesone'ssecurity systems, yaknow?” Alackadaisical smirkand aquick glanceright at
wasted elegantly 9 Spanish Tony,atall, chisel-faced Aramis king withimmaculate grey sprayed hair, expensively
N cutdenims,shades anda Hawaii Five-Owhiffof neat and silent ruthlessness.

Yeah, buthowabout thelatest one, the gun bust?

“Aw, that sagaended in Marlborough Street Magistrates Court withavery sensible magistrate
whosaw the way the wind wasblowin’ fromour friendsat Scotland Yardand —-uh-was
reasonable enough tounderstand that - er-because | had to plead guilty because from
everythingfoundinmyhouse, technically [ wasguilty..." »

D

MICHAEL PUTLAND
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Ithappened lastyear. The copsblewin
onKeithand Pallenbergand afriend and
thisgunand thiswhole pantechnicon of
medicinecabinet marvels!

Therearelike—uh-15chargesand
witheveryonelhad tosay ‘guilty’-but
then I cameout withmy mitigation,
whichwasfantasticbecauseitreally
showed the copsup for what they were.
Theyeventriedtostringinthisold Belgian shotgun thatwasbuiltin, ah,
1899 orsomething-obviously one of those fowlin’ piecesafather'd give
hissonwhenhewas 12 or 11 orsomething. And the police tried their
damnedesttotell this 'ere magistrate that this weapon was a sawn-off
shotgun. From thatmoment the magistratesaw what was happening.
Thatl’d walked into my house which I'd rented toa lot of people who'd
beenveryclumsyand notcleaned up after themselves.”

Thepersonto his left nodssagely; this youngguywith longblack hair
thatlooksasifit'sbeenboot-polished, and
apairofPeter Fondamail-ordershades partially
obscuringamoulderingMother’s Pride
complexion. Richardslater claimshearrived
on hisdoorstep to presenthim with tapes of
hisgroup, Cyanide. So here heis hittinginto
theJack Daniel’slike arecently qualified
Southern barfly.

“Actually,” says Richards, in his personable
nasal tones, “itwasavery nicegun, thenew
model revolverwithahammer guard. 1t'd
beensentto mebyabodyguardonour’72tour
of America, whofeltthat 1should never be
without one-‘You're neveralonewithaSmith
&Wesson.”
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“It was a very
nice gun...
sent to me by a
bodyguard on
our 72 tour”

interviewee. Anyone who's viewed the oft-quoted Robert

Greenfield Rolling Stoneinterview will, if they have any kind
of taste, have marvelled at: (a) his turn of phrase; (b) his humour
prancingabout beneath the dry, absorbent facade. Greenfield covered
italt-as Anthony Scaduto, wholifted mighty chunks for the bones of
hisbook Mick Jagger is well aware. This, too, seemed like some kind of
legitimate jousting point, anyway, as Himself appears to have been
doing quite a few press things recently, most of which seem toramble
on aboutthe belated critical laurels bestowed on Exileand a bit of junk
about the newalbum.

Thereal questions you'dlike to poseare: (a) How many timesayear
doeshe have hisblood changed?; (b) Whatis the composition of the
cocktail menu of congestants that supposedly necessitate this?; (c) What
inthehellhappened to his teeth? (vizThe Charcoal Smile); (d) The
validity ofsome of the more outrageousfracas he’ssupposed to have been
involvedin;and (e) Whyeach partofhisbodyappears to function from
someseveralunconnected informationcentres
~thus, forexample, givinghim thelope of a
clumsily handled marionette as yet perfected
onlyby Nick Kent... and that after years of study.

Over to Scaduto, though, even though he
probablydoesn't deserveit. Therearecertain
allegationsin thebook-bothdirectand
indirect -that Keith mightwant to respond to
iffornootherreasonthatawhole bunch of
people’re gonnareadit,andlike most things
inprint, believeit.

“ltappears to me,” Keefsayslanguidly, “that
Anthony [Anthony???) got Mariannevery, very
out of it for afewdays and wrotedown
everythingshecaredtomemoriseand-uh

C ONTRARYTOPOPULARIlegend, Richards isonesharp




embellish. ‘Embellished Memories’ I'd callit.
Ihaven'tread it, butsurel'dlovetohear’em
—atleastit'dsavemereadingthecrap...”

Righto, squire. Well, firstly, Scaduto hints
thatinthebeginning-whenMickhad
started doingtheodd one-offwith Alexis
Korner's Blues Incorporated - Keith waskind
ofexcluded on account of this uncouth yobbo
image-thatwhathewasintoatthetimewas
alittle-uh-rough.

Like theveryfirsttime whenKeithand
Jagger got up togetherwiththebandand tore
througharavaged version of Berry's “Around
AndAround”:

“When their single number was completed
theyreceived a polite bit of applause from some
and astonysilence from many. Cyril (Davies,
co-leaderand singer harpist with the band)
joined them. ‘Good voiceyou got,he said to
Jagger. He pointedly ignored Keith. Dick Taylor,
sitting itoutasa member of theaudience, felt
strongly that everyonein the place had hated
Keith'sdisruptive Chuck Berry routineand
wereanxious todismiss himasamererocker. ..

“Jagger swilled some beer down his throat
and said nothing. He was so overwhelmed by
theexcitementof his first publicappearance
that hecould notsay a word or even consider
thedreadful audienceresponseto Keith's
playing. Jagger had madeit. Hed played in
frontofa hundred peopleand he was certain
hedpulleditoff...”

And subsequently he claims:

“Amongsome members of Blues Incorporated
and their wives, crew and associates, there was
astrongfeelingthatjagger had abandoned
Little Boy Blue And The Blue Boys, that he had
broken up thegroup by becomingasingerin
Alexsband. Keith most of all appeared
stranded by Jagger, Keith was always tagging
alongat Jagger'sside, the friend with the guitar
who watched from a table out front but was never permitted to play because
hewasarocker...”

“It’s aninterestin’ twist,” says Richards,
smilingcontemplatively. “I never wanted to play
with Blues Incorporated and they neverwanted
meto playwith them. The truestory about that
isthat Mick, myself, Dick Taylor from the old
Pretty Things and another guitarist who's now
anofficial with the Labour Party, Bob Beckwith,
met Brianin thisclub thatAlexis was playing.
We'dsitin fora couple of numbersand a few
weekend dates, deb dates that Alexis copped
occasionallythrough-uh-kissing thehem of
somelady-in-waiting.

“Mickwould beinvited along on some of these
datestosingjustbecause he wasabit of afreak
then and theyloved theresponse... gettingall
these chinless wonders comin’ up: ‘Ay seay,
cheppie, can yew play ‘Mooon Rivah'?’ -to Alexis
and Cyril Davies, can youimagine? But I never
had any desire tojoin thatband:thatband drove
me crazy, quite honestly. I thoughtit was just
avery, very amateurish attemptbyalotof
middle-aged old men, yaknow?

“The only period he [Scaduto] touches on with
anykind of sensitivityis when there was this
period of twomonthsin 62 where Mick was
doingquite afew gigs with Blues Incorporated to
theexclusion of rehearsalswith theembryonic
Rolling Stones. Brian particularly was feeling
that Mick was justafteras much bread as hecould
get—uh, two pound ten aweek-and becausehe

June1974:the Stones
=(I-r)Mick Taylor,Mick
Jagger, KeithRichards,
Charlie Watts andBill
Wyman-shootingthe
videofor”It'sOnly
Rock'nRoll(ButiLike
It)"inLondon

“Mick and I
had known
each other
slnce we were
five years old”

KEITH RICHARDS

[Brian] was astickler for rehearsals he felt that to acertain extent Mick
wasdesertingus-which was, to anyrational person, rathersilly, because
the Stones weren’t workingatall.

“TobehonestI can’tremember that far back, butactually I probably
playedreallydiabolically then-butlwasstill abetter guitar player than
Alexisever was.I mean, I loveAlexisand thekind of musichelays down,
he’sreally good atit, but the kind of music we were gettinginto then—
well, he wasn't 100 per cent behindit. He was tryin’ to force somethin’
thatwasn't reallyin him. It got to the point where after three or four weeks
we'dgodownandMick'd say, ‘Let’s do “Roll Over Beethoven”, and Alexis
would suddenly plungeoneof his metal thumb picks throughhis strings
andsay, ' Ohsorry, old chap,I think’'vebusted astring-youjustcarryon’,
becauseheknew hecouldn’tkeep upwith thatkind of beat, yaknow?”

There was nokind of classbarrier betweenthe threeof you? I mean,
Brian and Mick both came frommiddle-classhomesand youwere
workingclass. Scaduto, to an extent seems to playon this. ..

“No.That’s... that's beautiful. Anthony’s surpassed himself there-
Ididn’t think 'e’d get down to thatone. Mickand  had known each other
since we were five yearsold. Welivedin the same street. lt wasn't until
five orsixyearslater that people realised that those things didn’t matter.
In those days itwas more of an inverted snobbery; it could be used
against you. One was presumed to come from the lowest part oftown
and play the guitar too; grammar school people were considered tobe
pansiesand twerps.”

Andthe suggestion that Brian wasa purist and that his disillusionment
stemmed from theband moving away from the original sound?

“Brian wasnevera purist. Heused tolike to pretend he was, whenit
was convenient. Which wasgreat. It was agreat trickhe had. In actual
fact, Brianused toplaysax with a Cheltenham rock’n’rollband called
The Ramrods who used to do all Duane Eddy stuff-and that was his
claimtofame.”

Andtheclaimthat thevery firststudio cuts (at IBC studios with Glyn
Johns) were considered by Brian and therestof you to be superior to the
restof theinitialcommercial releases?

“We thought they weregood for a firsteffort, butthat was largely down
to Glyn, whowas an experienced engineer. They werelinked tousvia the
Cheam crowd when we weredoingall theselittle pub shows,” hesays.
“Ratherlike you'redoin’ now,” headds, addressing the remark to Senor
Cyanide, who meanwhile hasbeen tryingtolook desperately rugged
whilstwiping himselfout with bourbon, losing out with gauchelittle
gestures like knocking the bottle over and spilling the contents of the
ashtrayover the plateof cold cuts.

“Don’ttrust nobody,” headvises, “and don’t
signnothin’” Thekid nods.

Brian's disenchantment, hesays, returningto
theoriginal point,aroseout ofanincidentin
Liverpool towards the end of '63 when theband
found outhe'd beenlayingit on theirmanager
ofthetime (theirfirst), EricEaston, thathe was
theleader and was thusentitled to the peeling
offof anextrafiveraweek. Theband, with
forceful aplomb, immediately redistributed
thisadditional wealth.

Next?

“Brian playedaspecial rolein the band,

a musician’s musician who seemed to be
everywhereatonce,” Scaduto writes, foaminga
little at the nib, “whose functionwithin the band
wasto useallthe instruments he had mastered to
create theringing harmonics thatgaveto the
Stones’ musica textureand embroideryand
made them theso-called Greatest Rock'n’Roll
Band In The World. Brian's music was of such
abeautythat it brought the Stones together in
the beginningand held the group together like
gluethrough thetrip to superstardom.”

Amuch-contested point. Nicoseemed to
partlyagree (sodid Steve Marriottin arecent
conversation) but, c’'mon, he wasn't that good,
surely? Justanother case of Scaduto reinforcing
hisargument?

“TobefairtoBrian...” Richardsacceptsa
cigaretteand pours himself anotherdrink, »
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“because he’sdead | cansay, ‘Oh, Brian was a fantastic musician’, but it
wasn’ttrue. Brian wasn'tagreat musician. He didhavea certain feel for
certainthings, but then everybodyin theband hasthat forcertain things
t0o.And therewasa nicebitofchemistry thereforawhile which
unfortunatelydidn’tstay. Brian wastheleast capable of coping with
teenybopperstardom and it madehim so depressed thateventually he
becamealiability, and especiallybecause of the pressurewe-asahband

-were under. Also Mickand |, after Andrew had got us intowriting—
which we'd never dreamtof doing. After the first couple got to Number
Oneitincreased Brian’santagonism towards us.

Scaduto, at this point, shiftsintofifth and putshis foot down; he suggests
that Andrew, Keith and Mick formed akind of exclusive triumvirate for
working up new Stones material. At one point he even has Bill
complainingaboutit. “Brian,” hesays, “felt that Jaggerand Keith had been
engineeringhis isolation from thegroup inan atrempt todrive himout.”

“Nottrue,” says Richards. “Brian asfar as [ know never wroteasingle
finishedsongin’islife; he wrote bitsand pieces but he never presented
them tous. No doubt he spent hours, weeks, workingon things-but his
paranoiawassogreat that he could neverbring himselfto present it to us.

“Billwroteand wedidgive’imachance-on
Satanic Majesties—which we even putout asa
single,goddamn. BillWymanistheonlycatin
the Stones to havesingles out under hisown
name, yaknow? We bent overbackwardsto
encourage people towrite. We really donot
wantto havetotaketheresponsibility of
comingup each time with new material
we'rereally workingon Mick Taylor now
because think he could be agreatwriter.”

Could you not haveapproached Brian, though

-encouraged him?

“Idid. Around ’66 1 had achange of heart
because the pressure dropped off as we stopped
touring; forthe nextyearBrian and [ became
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“Brian wasn’t

a great
musician. He
did have a

certain feel”

firmfriendsagain-Iwaslivingwith himand Anitafortwoyears. The
thingthatblew it was when we went down to Morocco and he was pulling
thishard-man numberknocking offMoroccan whores—uh -and being
absolutelydisgustin’andeverything, solsaid, ‘C'mon, baby, 'mtakin’
youhome',soweleftand that was theend of Brianand me as friends.

“Overthatyear I'd developed averystrongfriendship.I’d managedto
break down alot of barriers, but you see Brian always had to have an
enemy, healways hadanimaginaryfoe. He was abit of aDon Quixote,
Isuppose. Brian would always manipulate people into thesesituations
of provingyour friendship tohim bydoing something dastardlyto the
other person.

“Allltriedto do with Brian wasbring’immoreinto the groove, because
hewasn’treallydoinganythingany more-he wasn’t contributing
anythingtothegroup.Alllwanted todowas bringhimbackintothe
mainstreamagain, but Brian used that fact tocreate a vendettaagainst
Mick, becauseBrian alwayswantedtobe... like thiswhole thingof*Who
do thechickslike the most?’ thatstarted with himback in’63.

“I'msurethat goeson with Sladeand The Sweet now.”

Well, that’sMrStrussedup and deep-fried. One of the things [ picked
upfromscanningold Jaggerinterviews-
particularly those of MessrsKentand Carr-was
thatJaggerappearstoexhibit this tiny twinkle
of condescension towardsRichards’ perhaps
moretightlydefined R&B origins—-andin
particular his oft-toutedlove for early Chuck
Berry. Like the question-and-answerthingCarr
performed with Jagger this yearin which he
(Carr)leads through with thestatement: “He
[Richards] still plays Chuck Berry”, to which
Jaggerissupposedtohave chuckled and
replied, “Yeah-but I tryand forget about that.”

Therearealso hazy second-hand reports of
minorirritationsbetween thetwoinrecording
Goats Head Soup. Takingit acouple of stages

Richards, August1974:
“Mickisveryconscious
ofnotwantingtobe
associtated with
anythingthat mightbe
considered‘aldhat™




¥ December 8,1969:

Richardsand

il AnitaPallenberg
relaxathome-
3Cheyne Walk,
Chelsea,London ;

L\

further, youcancastback to the beginnings of
thebandand Jagger’s reputed concern for
“makingit” almostas asolo-act-within-the-act,
and then projectinto the futurewherewefind the 7
manapparentlyachievinghisambitionsinthis ~
alleged socialite stancewhich, youmightrecall, f
involved the inclusion of such superluminaries
asTruman Capote, Warhol and token aristocracy
intheformof Princess Lee Radziwillon the '72

US tour (consider, too, theband’s-and in
particular)agger’s-involvement with the
Ormsby-Gores. “Lady Jane” wassupposedly
writtenfor Jane Ormsby-Gore.)

Richards, notunnaturally, slursoffinawell-
disguisedsidestep: '

“Mick,” hesays, “playsgameswithevery
interview because Mick alwayshas hisguard up.
Mickisalso very conscious, to my mind, of not
wanting tobeassociated with anythingthat
mightbe considered ‘old hat’. Hedoesn'tlisten
toChuck Berryany more, butthenldon't play
like Chuck Berry any more unless Mick comes
upwithasongthatcallsfor thattreatment, and
thenI'llloveitand blow it outlike that, yaknow?

“But Chuck Berryis by nomeans theonlyguitar
playerldig. There’s... there'sahell ofalot of
others, from James Burton to—ah - (draws breath,
exhales sharply, shrugs) there’s millions of ‘em,
goddamn, and'arfof themyou never ‘eard of "

Atwhich pointhelaunchedintoaturgid
discourseon guitar players from MacGayden
toE Clapton, whom herefersto as “achubby
bearded lad who will no doubt changeinto some
otherformwithin the nextyearorso”. (He confesses toworrying about
the BigC's “current condescendingattitude torock'n’roll”.)

MrCyanide, meanwhile, haslost hisreinscompletely. The tape is
punctuated by thesound of glass colliding with glassand ashort treatise
onliquorin which Cblows ameasure of cool by referring to Budweiser as
“Boodwizer” duringthe BigK’s praisingof Vunderverks of Kentucky.

“Boodwizer'snice,” says thekid.

“Yeah, but that’sreal Milwaukee commercialstuff,” says Richards
languidly. “You actually go downin Kentucky, Louisville, and they’ve got
bourbonsthat makeOld Grandad and Jack Daniel's look like Schweppes
bitterlemon... There’sonecalled —ah—Rebel Yelland that's—ah -
dynamite shit.”

Ibet, but—ah-well, Keith, whatis this stuff about youand -ah-these
blood changesin Switzerland?

Rod Lynton, Atlantic press officer, inhales audibly and gesticulates that
thisis a faux-pas. “What?" says Richards, grinning through that charred
dentalbombsite. “That’s beautiful. I love that. I've heard about that thing
andl'dlovetodoitjustbecause I'm sure thateating motorway food for 10
yearshas done myblood nogoodatall. TheonlytimeI'veeverbeento
Switzerlandis to ski.”

Motorway food? Richards on skis? Richardslooksasifhe’son skis just
walking down the street. Imean, c’'mon... Well, try somelightrelief. Is it
truethat Jagger wasinfluenced by Little Feat's Sailin’Shoesin the
recordingof Exile,then?

“I'llletyouintoasecret.I'venever
heard Little Feat, although I've
heard ofthem.I'mactuallyquite,
ah,ignorantofalotofthingsthatgo
on, mainlybecauseI'mforced tolive
inthesewooden hutsin the forest
forquitealongpartoftheyear,ya
know, in Switzerland. Youdon’t
reallygettohear alot of soul music
inSwitzerland.”

Spot the deliberateerror, folks.

Isittrue, then, thatyouhurledan
ashtrayat thealtar whenMickand
Bianca got married?

“Uh-wellatonepointldid 'eave
arather 'efty piece of metalata

“Bill has
probably one
of the biggest s

bladders in
existence”

policeman; they didn’t know mefrom Adam.
I'ad togetinsomehow...”
Andyourinvolvementin the'65 Urination Bust
(theStones hit the headlines havingbeen caught
onenighttakingaleak againstagasstationwall.
Theythoughtitwas closed. Itwasn’t.)
“No, thatwas Brianand Bill. I finished mine

ThethingwithBillis—and thisisoneof
thebest keptsecretsintheRolling Stones—that
hehas probably got one of the biggest bladders
inhumanexistence. When thatguy getsoutof
acartotakeapeeyouknowyouaren’tgoingto
movefor 15minutes. | meanit’snotthefirst
timeit's'appenedto’im...

“InAmericaone nightwe pullupinthelimo-
this Cadillaclimo. Bill wantsa pee. Everyone’sgonna haveacup of coffee.
Bill'sused toit, he's way behind this treeorsomethin’. Hehasafag, readsa
paper or somethin’—and hesees this policeman coming. He’s powerless,
right? And this policeman comes up with historch blazingon this
member whichisstillgushingawaylike afireman’shose... and, well,
what could’e do? All 'e cansayis, ‘Well, putitaway and wipeit when
you've finished’ I thinkeven he was horrified... Tomy knowledge, Bill
has never done oneinunderfive minutes.”

Aquickie-then dartfor theshrubbery. Umm... Keith how about this
claim that you are about tobecome The Next Pigpen?

“Well... Imean, I gave updrugs whenthedoctor told me I had six
monthstolive... Imean—ifyou’re gonnaget wasted, get wasted elegantly.

“Nowthethingis,” hesays, fiddlingwith theshattered remains of a pre-
molar so thatasmall piece comes away between his fingers (helooksat it
querulously), “I'm terrified of dentists. You've only got to 'ave one broken
tooth foreveryone to think you'reavillain—butI'll surprise youall next
year. | promise you. I'm just waiting for this new technique to come out -
there wasa pointwherel could groove onitbut—ah -last month another
chunkfell offand sincethen it’s fallen outtafavour with me.” Pere Erskine

Extracts from Mick Jagger by Anthony Scaduto reprinted by kind Z
permissionof WH Allen
andColLtd.

You're never
alone 000
with a

4y Adithony Scaduo, who | vpomd w @ F-

- g e | e ahored
A balmy ‘”""“““"‘““‘" iedmighty chumas for Pt s whole>
]""“‘“”‘ beecee| 8 amndmwn Tk fag 'l:;:h'wr-



L JULY - SEPTRMBER

“Very strange

happenings” 1

The lesser-spotted discusses his career
to date: art school, studio sessions, even his magickal
enthusiasms. , however, remain his

all-consuming occupation. “When you’ve written
anumber,” he says, “it’s the beginning, not the end.”
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MELODY MAKER

IMMY PAGE SAYS he'd sooner listen to Moroccan music

than the Top 20, but the day that music stops sending

shivers down his spineis the time he’ll know that music

isn’t for him-"And 1 tellyou, that day is along way off.”

Healso says: “The musical situation isinfinite. It doesn’t

matterifsomeonelikes the New York Dollsand thinks Joni
Mitchell'srubbish, it doesn't matterat all; it's just one personal opinion,
Providingone doesn’tstartrammingitdown somebodyelse’s throat
andbecomingapundit.” Pause, addingto hisinterviewer, “the ball'sin
yourcourt.”

Thismakes MrPage seemaveryfair-minded and tolerant person, which
he probably isalthough hisreputationsuggests someone with askinas
thinand sensitiveas membranes. I recall, forinstance, the time when he
and other members of Led Zeppelin poured beer over theeditorofa
newspaper whose critichad inturn poured scorn over their latest album.

Andintruthhe has not been happywithsome of the critiques offered by
this paperin the past, tothe point that hisaversiontojournalists has
everywhere beenmarked. “It’s harder tointerview Jimmy Page than Elvis
Presley,” aPR man confided several weeks ago.
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Buthereweare, sittingin his manager’s old office off Oxford Street,
London, eatingkebabs offacoffee table - celebrating, so tospeak, the
downfallofthe Greek regime. And Mr Page, who had not been
interviewed by MM formore than three years, was being as nice as pie
the facealmost cherubic, the voice boyish and somewhat gleeful, though
withan edgeofpetulancetoitwhen he felt suspicious of the questions.

Hestillremembers, for example, Nik Cohn’s Sunday Timescolour
supplement storyon him of a decade ago, when he was a session guitarist:
“We don’tcallhim Cohn,” hesays deadpan, “wecallhim Con, ‘cosI didn’t
sayanyofthat. Hejustinterpreted what hewanted tosay; he'san
opportunist.” Avaguely disgusted look. “That was myfirst encounter
with journalism.”

Undaunted, however, by this reminiscence, over to me with the ball
restinginmycourt and lookingforan opening, ladmitted to him that
Iwasn't toofondof the group'siyrics.

‘| see. Which ones?” he demanded. Those on Houses Of The Holyfor one.
Sodidn’tIlikeanyofthem, he asked? Not particularly. Well, he muses
tentatively, that was Plant's departmenton thefifth; from the fourth LP
hedidn’twritelyrics. On the fourth LP he'd thought thelyrics were fine,
because they wereobjective. On Houses Of The Holyit had become
more... subjective.

Weleftitat that. Fifteen love. But then
Itried apassingshot down his backhand
side: howdid it feel being one of the
foundingfathers, with Jeff Beck, of heavy
metal and/orpunkrock?

“Isthat punkrock orspunkrock?” he
asked uncertainly. Pause. “Well, | dunno.’
Sounding mystified and vaguely upset.
‘Father’—what’s that mean? Me and Beck?
Well... Iwasn'tit. Noone's ever come up
with thatonebefore. | dunno whatyoucall
punkrock; actuallyl mean, therewasa
record thatcame outin the States just after

WholeLotta Love’ called ‘American
Woman, which was adirectsteal. Tellme
whatitisexactly.”

lattempted toexplain. Something
aboutan emphasisonvolumeandriffing,
manicfuzz-toneand inarticulate lyrics:
areactionagainst rock musicasart. Mr
Page considered carefully. “Let me say one
thingfirst: you're sayingmaking musicis
anartform.

Well... “You'rethinkingofgroupslike
Yes there, aren’t you?” Asamatteroffact,
Iwasn’t."Well,” he pressed on. “don’t
particularly hate them. I think Yesmust get
excitedduringtheirrehearsals, but that
oncethething’srecorded it mustbereally
painful, because they’ve got to play it note
fornote. Theyhavearelevancebecause
they'rebridgingaparticulargap, forit’s
notonethatlespeciallylike, although
Iknow I candoit-1had towhenlwas
playingsession work, tolive within the
confines ofsomething. Butlcouldn’tdo
thesame thingeverynight.

“Now punkrock”-hesat back
contemplatively- “I've neverheard the
termbefore, quite honestly. I've heard of
‘heavy’, and Iremember thedays goneby
when we were equated with Black Sabbath,
Grand Funk and Deep Purple, but we're
nowhere nearanyofthose.

“We'retotallydifferent. I mean, ‘Stairway
ToHeaven'isn't anumber that Grand Funk
would comeup with. Still, I'veonly ever
heard one Grand Funk number, onthe
radio, sol dunno.1dunno.” Helooked
genuinelypuzzled. Whatabout the
criticism that Zeppelin took what Cream
had and coarsened it?

February14,1974:Page
atRoyHarper&Friends’
Valentine’sDay Concert
attheRainbow Theatre,
FinsburyPark,London



“No, I've never read that, either. But whatever Cream had, itdestroyed
them; ithasn'tdestroyed us.” A touch defiant, horderingon annoyed.
“Whatareyousaying, anyway? Thatthey extended numbersand
jammed on things? The Yardbirds were doing that before the Cream
wereeven formed!”

Thatelement of theriff, mind you. “Yeah, we play on riffs, but they’re not
always asstraightforward as theymightappear. Forinstance, ‘Black Dog’
I'dlike toseeanother band play therifftothat, accurately. There’sriffs

andriffs.” Quiteso.

Jimmy Page becomes positively protective on thesubject of hisband.
Because, hesays, he’s always been totally committed to Led Zeppetin
“aslalwayswill be, Ishould think”-he’sturned down lots of offers to
produceotherartists, Freddie Kingamongthem. Also, he’sinordinately
proud that the group isstill together, touring consistently, after sixyears,
whenazillion others have foldedin themeantime-anattitude that
permeates the Zeppelin camp but seems to breed aswell amild paranoia
aboutoutsidereactionstothem.

Hecan'tforget that twoyearsago all the press—so he says—wanted to
knowwhen the band wasgoingtosplit up. Theyhad nothingelse to print,
hesuggests. Furthermore, unlike agreat manyother musicians within
aband, whosimplygo outand makesolo albums, thereis apparentlyno
conflictbetween the public’s expectationsof himand hisown desireas
amusician to develop. He never, ever writes material thatisn’t Zeppelin,
hesays, althoughincreasingly these days he’s thinkingharmonically, ie
harmonies with theveryodd chords, which seems some way away from
“Communication Breakdown”.

Still, rememberingthe old days of twin guitardom with Beck, he thinks
sometimeshe’s missingasecond guitar onstage. There’sanumberonthe
newalbum called “Ten Years Gone” which he’s worked all outathome
and haseight guitars goingat one point. Howdo they dothat onstage, he
asks himself. Thenreflects aloud: “We've always managed to get over
these things. The most exciting aspect of the band is that when you've
written anumberandit’sbeen recorded, it’sonly the beginning, not the
end; thenumberisinthebud, andit’s goingto blossom onstage. Whether
onelikestheband or not, that's definitelya fact about us.”

Hehas another theory about Zeppelin: thatits personal chemistry
mustn’tbetamperedwith,and ifyou interrupt the teamwork it changes
thewhole concept. For thisreason hewon't, as  suggested tohim, be
producinghis good friend Roy Harper, who will probably be joining Zep's
label, Swansong, butretaininghismanager,
Peter Jenner,and John Leckie as producers.

Zeppelin once wrote a songabout Harper,
“Hats Off To Harper”,and Pageappeared with
Harperat thelatter's soloconcertatthe
Rainbow on February 14 (“We maybe played
afewwrongnotes here and there, butwhatthe
hell! The spiritof the thing was great”). He got
into Harper, he says, from thefirst LP,
Sophisticated Beggar—which hereceived from
afriend who was arepresentative for Strike
Records, Harper'slabel then-and heliked the
way Harperspatouthislyrics.

Sowhen he saw him at the Bath Festival
in 1969, heimmediatelyasked himtoplay
“Blackpool” and thefriendship sprangup from
there. Itwas anotherof those tragediesthatanalbumlike
Stormcock should bereleased and received “noreal push
whatsoeverfrom EMI”,andonand onandonwiththeLPs
thatcame outafter thatand wereequatlyasgood. Buthe's
always been “pro-Roy".

Iwondered about Page’sown beginnings. Of course, it
wasvirtually folklorenowthatfor threeyearsin the early
’60s he’d been a top session guitarist; there wasonly heand
BigJim Sullivanamongthesessioners, we'reled to
understand, who could come up with therequired rock
licks. And he did afew jazzsessions too, with such as Tubby
Hayesand Mark Murphy.

He used to be paid seven quid forathree-hour session.
Thenit went up tonine. In theend he couldn’t wait to pack
itin. Thediscipline had been very good, butitultimatety
becameveryrestrictive,and hedidn'twanttoenduplike
alotofthoseblokesappeared to be. Maybe they weren't,
headdsunconvincingly, quite what he thought they were,

het, sceurately. There's rifte
and ‘rifts.” Quite so.

Uvely  protective

subject of Ma bnnd. .l:_uu_—. be says — wan

“Bollocks! I
played on the
Kinks LLP and

some of the

singles, too”

Jimeny Page becomes po
on

LED ZEPPELIN

butallthesame, he couldsee himself becominganine-till-ten man, or
whatever thehourswere.

Thenagain, it was mid-'60s and the Stax sound was movingin. Guitar
solos weren’tin vogue any more. It was Steve Copperriffsand thesaxes
were taking over. He just got fed up. He wasn’t playing properly any more.
Soin 1965hejoined The Yardbirds.

Nobodyhad asked him; he'dvolunteered, although there'd been offers
in the past. Bassist Paul Samwell-Smith hadleft, and he “knew Geoffrey
well”, so he’sjust upped and joined, out of boredom, chiefly. It lasted until
thesummer of '68and then he began to think about Zeppelin.

But thesessionshad had their productive, or at least historically
interesting, moments. [twas during the session period, forinstance, that
he'd picked up onapplyingaviolin bowto the guitar string. Aviolinist had
suggested it: “Itoldhim, ‘You'reoutof yourmind.’ButThad ago,andit
worked, so I started to developit. | didn’treallygetachancetogetintoit
untill wasinThe Yardbirds.” Hetried torecall: “l did doiton one session
record, butl don’t remember what it was now.”

Whocould herecall playingfor? Well, there'd certainly been the early
Kinksrecords, despite what Ray Davies had said abouthim only playing
tambourine. “That’s bollocks! I played onawholeLPandon someof the
singles, too. I played second guitarmostly, but 1 did do certainlicks that
appeared as well. [twas no big deal, though. They made the bigdeal out of
it.lwasn’tshoutingoverit.”

Forsomereason he could also recollect sessions with Carter-Lewis &
the Southerners—who wentontobecome The lvy League—with Viv
Princeondrums.Andaradio broadcast with them (butnolivegigs).
Butinthebeginning, before thesessions, it was Neil Christian & the
Crusaders, and himnotyet 16 andstill atschool. Imagineit: Neiland
youngJimmyand theresthad onceactually played atsome Jewish
festival—they'd booked Christian & the Crusaders! Mr Pagelaughs
gleefully, asifit were some Just Williamm prank.

Anyhow, hewaswiththem untiloneday hecollapsed and gaveitup.
Only 15, and thenightson theroad took their toll-hekept getting
glandular fever—and when hewasabout 18itfinally hithim. Plusanon-
medical factor: the Berryand Diddleystuffthey were doing was not being
unanimouslyreceived. Soheblew it outand wenttoartschool. Mostof it
spentatSutton-which was nearhishometownof Epsom—togetherwitha
shortspellat Croydon. Thus hejoined the longline ofartschool guitarists:
Richard, Clapton, Townshend, Beck, Davies, ad infinitum, ad nauseum.
Onlythingwashehittheguitarandstuck to
harmonica, so his fellow students wouldn'’t
expecthimtoplayin thelunch hour. Could he,
linterrupted, remember hisfirstguitar?

Yes, hecould. It wasa Spanish, probablyareal
one, but steel-strung, which someone had given
his parents for him; and thenafter that he'd had
aHofner.Infact, hesupposed thereasonhe’d
becomeaguitaristwasthatitwastheonlything
not taught atschool, where he’d studiously
learned howtobearebel. Artschool, which
lasted for 18 months, was much better; a perfect
education forlearningwhyhewasrebelling.

No, actually, thatwasn't quite true. At Sutton
he'd developed arealinterest, hesays, inthe »
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Pre-Raphaelites, and from then
on, art nouveau, of which he has
acollectionin hishousedownin
Sussex. Buthefinally discovered
hewasgoingtobeabetter
musicianthanartist,and here
lay therub. He quit, and went
jammingaroundontheearly
Londonscene, oftenat the
Marquee, where Cyril Davies
wasaneminence.

Even nowherates that
particular London eraabove the
Merseyside explosion, and
certainly believes early Stones
eclipsedearly Beatles. He
remembers thefirst London gig
of The Beatles, at Leyton Baths,
and theydiedadeath; he's
emphatic. Hewaswith the
Crusadersat that time, but
preparingtojackitin,soit’s
quiteclearinhismind.

“Theyweren'tany better than
anyofthe London-based bands
atall. Itwastheirsongwriting
that came through, whenthey
stopped doing ‘Hey, Mr
Postman’and thingslike that.
Butiteven happenedinLondon,
notupinthenorth.

“Theblues came through,
andit’sthebluesyourelateto
thelaterstuff, the Hendrixes
and theCreamsandall that
more than The Beatles' stuff.
Butyou canrelate The Beatles
tothe psychedelicera. That's
whyldon'tthink The Beatles
reallybecameimportant
until Revolver.”

Notwithstandingall this
excitement in thecapital, young
Page optedforsession work,
because, he says, bluesand the
sortofrock heliked had no
chancethenofgettinginthe
charts. Itwasavery crafty
number. BigJim Sullivan had
three timesas muchwork as he

could handle, so Page nipped in. Oneassumeshe wasfeeling the
insecurity of thetimes. Since that Marquee period, atanyrate, he's never
beenoneforjustjammingaround, even duringthe heyday of the British
blues when musicians weregoingto clubswith theirguitars. OK, but how

didhedefinehimselfasaguitaris(?

Hepermitshimselfa modestsmile. “Terrible. Really sloppy. I'm just
totally uneducated. Anitliterate guitarist, really. But it doesn’t makeany
difference, because every now and thensomethinggood will come

through. I'm notaschooled guitarist, by any
means. And I don’tread - except for the musical
equivalent ofaseven-year-old. But that's howit
wasonthesessions:iftherewasanybitlwasn't
quitesure about, by the time they were ready to
countinl'dgotitoff.”

Isaid that tomehe hadagood senseofthe
dynamicsofrhythm... “Dynamics, yeah, but
that'ssomethingelse. | would put that more on
anemotional plane”... but that Beck had a more
fluidstyle. He shook his head slowly.

“Whenyousee Beckand he’sgood-andl
know he'sanerratic player - then he’s the best.
But there’sno guarantee you'regonnaseehim
athisbest, that's thetrouble. I just know that you
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"There'sritfsandriffs":
LedZeppelin-(c/wise
fromtop)JohnBonham,
JimmyPage, JohnPaul
JonesandRobertPlant

canseeBeck and therewouldn’tbeanyoneelse (o touch him. Maybe I'm
attemptingto be more consistent.

Duane Allman? “Well, the tragedy of Duane Allman was that he died at
thepointhe wasreally startingto lift off. 1 wasn’t too knocked out with

himatthebeginning, buthewasgettingbetterand betterashewent on.”

Important

until Revolver

2

Page, of course, cut Eric Clapton for Immediate with “Telephone Blues”
and “Witch Doctor”, though therecordings, he says, weren't compiled
underhisjurisdiction; but Clapton, he thinks, wasdefinitely the first one

“I don’t think
The Beatles
really became

(o “really get theessence”

Or maybe it was Geoff Bradford, theblues
guitarist who used to play at the London
blues/folk club the Roundhouse, in thelate
'50sand early'60s. He's not so sure, but it was
possiblyClapton - thefirstoneanywayto
successfully take from the Americans theart
of finger tremelo, whileallaroundhim
guitarists were concentratingon bottleneck
slide. Hewasaninnovator.

And Hendrix?

Pageactuailybeams: “Oh-hewasout of this
galaxy,hereallywas. | puthisstuffonstilland
it'sjustsoadvanced of anythingelse,inmy
estimation. Absolutely brilliant.”



And to think that he never ever played with him, only methimonceand
saw him play just on film-Pennebaker’s Monterey Pop Festival-and that
inGerman! It-thefilm, thatis-reduced himto tearsall the same. He
addssuddenly: “Butfunnily enough1did happen toseeasection from
Rainbow Bridge, and the contrast between thatand theenthusiasm of the
other-ohboy, whatachange!Hejustlooks sofed up, asifhe'sbeen
hustled intosomething he just doesn'twant todo.”

Pause. “You know, I think Chris Welch’sconcept of Hendrixis a bit of f
thebeam, People always wanted tosee himcavorting about the stage
doinghisblack Elvis Presley bit,and couldn't take him when he didn't.
Idon'tsee thatatall. He'swrongthere.

“It'sashame he got suchahammering from
the press. That time, during the economics of
rock, | remember itso clearly! [twasthe time
when we moreorlessbegan, doingourearly
tour dates, and he’d done a date for $100,000 or
somethingverylarge,and therewasall thisbig
thingaboutit. From that pointon, he went
through thatthing of not being sureof his
identityand goingthrough theall-black group,
and then choppingand changing. Hedidn’t
quiteknow wherehe was.” He stopped,
thoughtfully. “ButI've afeeling thatjustat the
end there, he'd sorteditall outwithin himself.”

Imentioned Robin Trower.

“Yeah.” He was noncommittal. “It’s nice. But,
y'know, that'sjust onelittle aspect of Hendrix’sstyle.”

Hewenton tosaythathehadn'thad any particular guitar hero, he'd
liked so manydifferentstyles. Perhaps Paco Pefiafor flamenco, Otis Rush
forblues, and James Burtoninthe rock'n’rollarea-he didso hatetomake
categories, though.

TTHIS POINT Mr Page was beginningto lookaalittle
Adisgruntled aboutall these references to his past, afactborne

out at the end of our last conversation when he commented
that the less of the past the better. Perhaps it made himfeel old.

Solstarted in, therefore, on thesubject of Aleister Crowley, the
sex-magician, that “dreadful young man” who purportedtobe the
reincarnated spiritof Eliphas Levi. Page has awide collection of Crowley’s
porn-magicbooks, and occupiesas well the Beast's one-timehome onthe
shoresof Loch Ness, Boleskine House, where during Crowley'stime there
thelodgekeeper is said to have gone mad from witnessing “semi-
materialised demons” (read Confessions Of Aleister Crowley).

Pageexclaimed: “Oh, you've been reading the Sunday Express” (which
was untrue). “Listen, they only putthat nonsensein because they werein
competition with Mick Jagger'srevelationsin the News Of The World.”

Infact the place, which he'd had four years now, was being restored, and
“someabsurdlittte man” had toldhim he could help identifyacertain
staircase and had gone up there; the nextthinghe was aware of was
this... article. Yes, Crowley had lived there. He'd called himself the Laird
OfBoleskine and used towaitin the bushes and attack people with all his
friendsdressed upinHighland regalia.

He'd been fuli of theatre. As for the lodgekeeper, that was hothing.
Thehouse wasbuiltonthesiteofakirk, dating possibly from the 10th
century, thathad been burned down with allits congregation. From that
point on there'd always been “very, very strange happenings there”.
Crowley’s presence had justbeenasmall partofit.

There had been suicides there, bankruptcies, allkinds of unfortunate
occurrences. Ahuge swindle had occurred therein the 1960sinvolving
George Sanders, theactor, the theme of which was that one spentapound
andinvested ina piglet, which wasinturnfattenedupandsold ata
marketforalargereturn.

What happened wasthatone of thedirectors took offtoFrance withall
the money-andclose toamillion pounds had apparentlybeeninvested.
They'd built some of the piggery at Boleskine already, but the whole
enterprise wassuddenly discoveredtobeaswindle.

Page broke off. Sanders’ dying words, he reminded me, had been that
“thewhole worldisa cesspit”. Heseemed to think it was relevant.

Anyhow, so now he'd had a preservation order puton the building
because the pig people had destroyed a part. Nobody else had wanted it; it
wasinsuchastate of decay when he foundit,andhehadn’t originally
intended tobuy, only it was so fascinating. I supposed there wereall kinds
oflocal traditions and superstitions.

“Crowley
was the
- undiscovered
genius of the
20th century”

LED ZEPPELIN

“Superstitions, yeah. Still there. Unbelievable.” He drew the word out.
“Butit’s notanunfriendly place whenyou walk intoit. Itjust seemsto
have this thing...

“Yousee, peoplearen’tused to total quiet, and that’s whatitis there.
Therewas this guy who shot himself-described in thelocalscandal
paperasa‘two-bottle-a-day man’. A retired colonel, used to institutional
lifeand barracksbackground, people marchingupanddown-and
suddenly he'ssittingthere in peace and quiet, with hissister. .. it probably
justgotonhis nerves.

“Butlwon'tgetintoall that. AllI'msayingisthatit'sareallyinteresting
house, and a perfect place to go when onestarts
gettingwound up by theclock.”

And Crowley, wasn'theacharlatan, as
mostconsidered?

Aswiftrejoinder. “No, I thinkhewas
undiscovered genius of the20thcentury.” Page
begantolookrather forbidding.

“I'msaying no more about him. Y’k now, Pete
Townshend always mentions Meher Baba, but
ljustdon'twantto goabout tellingeverybody
anything about Crowley. That'sall I'm saying.”

Why, I persisted?

“Fromwhat!'veread,” hereplied shortly,
“and I haven'tjustread one ortwobooks, I've
donealotof research—and asfarasthe paper’s
sensationalism goesitdoesn’tbearany
relevance to the man whatsoever. No, don’tdo any spouting.”

End ofthat conversation. But not wholly divorced from thesubjectis the
fact that he’s been working, athome, on ascore for Kenneth Anger’s film,
Lucifer Rising, alotof which, he says, has been shotin Cairo.

“Intwilight,” headds. “Dawningofthe New Age, you know; Lucifer
beingthe Light-Bearer and not Satan, asin Christian terms.”

Hebecameinterested indistinction. “Let’sface it, when the Church
started it was out to eliminate any sort of... not just pagan gods, but
anything that wasstandinginitsway. Youknow theatrocities of the
Church. The power of the Church today, aswell.I mean, even though
it'scrumbling, thank God, they’restillknockingdown Chelseaand
buggeringthingsup.” He wasreferring to church-ownedlandin that
particularborough. What elsehad he been working on?

Well, there was afilm of the band, shot mostlyin the States during their
lasttour, and the newalbum, adouble-“There's quite a lot oflong
numberson it.” They'd hoped the album wasgoingto be outin
September, but no way now; itand the filmkeptcutting acrosseach other.

The film wasadocumentary?

“Ohno, onlyin thatit documentsamoment in time. It'sa musical.
Fantasy sections areincluded as well-some tongue-in-cheek, others
moreserious.”

Thebiton Bonzo, apparently, wasallaction-dynamitestuff, with
rollingdrums, dragsters —thatkind of thing. But thatsection had been
donebyadirector whom they'd since replaced - “He'd go the priorities
abit mixed up, andhe missed alot of stuffas well.” So they’d broughtin
anAustralian, Peter Clifton, who'd worked with the Stones, Floydand
Hendrix, hebelieved.

Thefilm, hesaid, would define the characters of each member of the
band: “You know, actually present the more humanside of Zeppelin,
because nobodyreally seems to knowthat muchaboutus asfar as
offstage goes.”

1saidthatto meZeppelin always appeared asfour Dervishes, looning
through the American continent raping women and plunderinghotels.

Thewhirling Dervish! He screamed withlaughter. Actually, he mused
after thelaughter had subsided, theirlast tour had beenreally tame. But
theirreputations far exceeded them, to the pointwhere they were banned
from the Speakeasy for others’ actions.

Butlivingout ofasuitcase, you know, inevitably brought on road fever,
and that’s when thedamage was done. Everybodyhad beenthrough that
madness, from rock musicians to the Rugby Lions.

And the present?

Well, his personal plans were to get every energy going into Swansong;
he'd givenus arun for our money. And thealbumand thefilmtrack, of
course. “And thenIthinkI'llstart mysearch foran angel withabroken
wing.” Hesmiled his cherubic smile.

Whatdidthatmean?

“Whatitsays,” he answered mysteriously. Michael Watts ®
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“['ve got

A new album. UFQ
sightings. Hanging
with Elton and Harry
Nilsson. How does
have

time to record, much
less contemplate a
Beatles reunion?
“Pm going to be an
ex-Beatle for the
rest of my life,” he
says. “I might as
well enjoy it.”
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MELODY MAKER

NTHE RECORD Plant studiosin New
York, John Lennonis putting the
finishing touches to his next album.
Reachinga track called “Scared”, he
suddenly decides there’s something
missing. “Sound effects! Let’sgeta
creaking door! Or a dog barking. No-wolves
howling. It'd sound great if we could kick it of f
withalonelysortofcry from a wolf...”
Amessengerleavesandwithin 15minutesis
back with twoalbums. From The Chilling
ThrillingSounds Of The Haunted House, John
listens to the eeriecreakingdoor, and decides
thatboththisand thesound of thunderand
lightningcrashes areoverstated. Hemoveson
impatiently to the second album, The Music
And Language Of The Wolves.
“Great, that’sit. Putthatatthestartof ‘Scared’
then,” hetellsan engineer.
Threehourslater,and we arelisteningto
the playback of the track with the howling
wolfthrowninatthestartof“Scared.” It's
thefirsttime Johnhad heard thenewalbum
playedright through. He'sapprehensive, but
thewolfgimmick hasclearlyknockedhimout,
andplacedasitisatthestartof thetrack, it's
awinningmove.
Hesmiles, forhe seemstorealise that here
isanalbum thatwill pleaseeven the cynics
who bashed Mind Games. it'sabeautiful »

erspective
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JohnLennon
photographedin
Hell'sKitchen,

New York City
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\
March23,1974:Lennonandhis
Yoko Ono-approvedpartnerMay
Pangatthe CenturyPlazaHotel,
LA.They'reatabenefitconcertfor
theactor Jim Stacey, wholostan
armandalegwhenhismotorbike
washitbyadrunkdriver

production, completed in sixweeks’ studio
work-“That'sfast. I'vebeen workingatthe
speedoflight”-and it’sdueoutin America
and Britain onSeptember 16. The album is
called Walls And Bridges. Why?

“Wallsyouwalkintoandbridgesyoucan
crossover. Deep stuff, huh?”

Threeyearsafterhis self-imposed exilein
theUS, JohnLennonisasunblemisheda
characterasyou'd expecttofindinamanwho
hasbeen through more personal changes
thanamad chameleon. He’sbeen through
asevere de-Beatling process, to the point
where now he canreflect on the pastand he
enjoystalkingabouttheold days. Yet for all the mellowingofthis erratic
genius, there arestill flashes of wryor scathing wit that will forever
makehimunmistakeable. Lennon has neverbeen known to provide
questionerswitha stock response.

He’s 34 next month andratheraware of hisage. Older, wiser, but with
norealchangeofstance. Hisidealsare the same as theywere, buthe
haslearned moretoleranceof people, if not of the system. And as it has
been evident through the years, whateveritis that’sneeded tobe a fully
qualifiedrock’n’roller, then John Lennon hasit. A tortured lifeand
abrainlike awaterfall, two rocky marriages,
grit,aloud mouth, remorseafterhisdrunken
behaviour-it'ssurelyall theverystuffrock stars
are made of.

Thishad beenahard dayfor John. “Notice
'vegotmesuiton?'ve been tocourtthis
morningforanotherroundin theritual”
(hislongfight to get agreen card which will
allowhimfreeaccessto the States, for residence
orvisits). “It'scrazy, y’know, ifthey weren’t

making it so
makingitso hard for me tostay here, I'd be off. hard to Stay
They'rejust MAKING mediginand win. That’s . 5
- whatI'mlike, ayoungkid.fsomeonesaysyou h I d b ff
; can’'tdosomething, ljust wanttodoit. Probably ere, e O

assoonastheysaylcanstay,I'llgo.”

“If they
werent
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Lennonisbeingrefusedagreen card bythe
US government because he wasconvicted of
possessingdrugsin Britain. But the great
groundswell of American opinionisin favour
ofgrantinghim permission tostay. The
turbulenceofalifelikethis, livingina country
whichofficiallysays, “Getout,” has naturally
worked wellon Lennon'sartisticsense. We
walked outside Studio Cwhile the engineers
sortedout histapes,and Johnsatdownto
contemplatethe day’s courtroom show, and
the pressand TV cameras that met him on his
exitfromthe court.

“Funny thing, | almost enjoyedit. Justlike
the old days, cameras and questionsand
things. It'squite good for me—the more
unsettled [am, the better [ likeit. When [ feel
settleddown, there’s nothingto say, can’t write
aword. I need to be on edgetowork.”

He’simpressed with how well he’s put his
newalbum together.

“I'got the musiciansdown here two days
before recording forsome run-throughs, and it
madea colossal difference. Who'son it? Well
EltonJohncameinandsang
ononeand played pianoon
another. There’s Jim Keltner,
Klaus Voormann, Nicky
Hopkins, KenAsher who
produced Paul Williams, and
JesseEd Davis, onguitar. The
percussion guyis Arthur
Jenkin, and there’s the horn
section: Bobby Keys, Steve
Madaio, Howard Johnson
and Frankieand Ronnieand
thestringsection, and Harry
Nilsson. Hesings withme on

Old DirtRoad".

“Elton wasgreat.[like him
and whathedoes. Hecamein
hereon hisway to Caribou
andsaid he wasgoingtodo
‘Lucy InThe Sky With
Diamonds’ for his next single.
Christ, he pours the stuffout.
He’sworking now on his
album that’scomingout next
May!lwentdowntoLAand

thentoCaribouandsangon hissongcalled ‘One Day AtA Time'. It turned
outsogood thathesaid he might put thatand ‘Lucy...’ outas adouble
A-side,butlcan’tseeourtrack beating‘Lucy...”

Johniswearinganeatbrown suitand hislapel bears abadge givento
himbyaceshopperElton. It'samotifofanopensandwich with halfan
applebetween breadslices,and Lennonisamusedat the people who
keepaskinghim for the hidden meaning.

“It’s just Elton who found itand gave it to me. It’s just nothing, but you
knowwhat they’relike - peoplekeep saying daftthingslike theyalways

did, like: 'Doyou own halfof Apple, then?”

Wetalked oftheimminent Beatlesfans’
convention in New York, for which hundreds
of people aregoingfromall over the world to
atwo-dayfestival of talks and films and selling
of Beatlebits and piecesat the Commodore
Hotel. Do you regret being a Beatle and having
tolivewith it forever, John?

“No, no, no,” heanswered and he meantit.
'mgoingtobe an ex-Beatle for the rest of my
life,so [ might as well enjoyit, and I'mjust
gettingroundtobeingable tostand back and
seewhat happened. Acoupleofyearsagol
might have given everybody the impression
Thateitall, but that wasthen. [wastalking



when | wasstraightout of therapy and I'd been mentally stripped
bare and I justwanted to shoot my mouthofftoclearitallaway. Now
it'sdifferent.

“When Islagged offtheBeatle thingin the papers, itwaslike divorce
pangs, and me being me it was blast thisand fuck that, and it was justlike
the old days in the MM, you know, ‘Lennon Blasts Hollies’ on the back
page. Youknow, I'vealwayshad abitofamouthandI'vegottoliveupto
it. Daily Mirror: ‘Lennon beats up local D] at Paul’s21st birthday party".
Then wehad that fight that Paul and me had through the MM, but it was
allaperiod I hadtogothrough.

“Now, we'veallgotitoutandit’s cool. Ican see The Beatles from anew
pointofview. Can’tremember much of what happened, little bitshere
andthere, butI'vestarted takinganinterestin whatwenton while I was
inthatfish tank. Itmusthave beenincredible!I’'minto collecting
memorabiliaas well. Elton came in with these gifts, likestills fromthe
YellowSubmarinedrawings and they're great. He gave me these four
dolls.Ithought, ‘Christ, what's this, an ex-Beatle collecting Beatledolls?’
Butwhynot?It’s history, man, history!

“lwent throughaphaseofhatingall those
yearsand havingtosmilewhenldidn'twantto
smile, but thatwas thelifel chose,andnowI'm
out ofit, it'sgreat tolook back on it, man. Great!

“Iwas thinkingonly recently—why haven't
leverconsidered the good timesinstead of
moaningabout whatwe had togo through? And
Paul was here and we spenttwoorthreenights
together talking about the olddays and itwas
cool, seeingwhat each other remembered from
Hamburgand Liverpool.

“Soy’see, all thathappened whenIblew my
mouth off was thatitwas an abscessbursting,
except thatmineasusualburstin public.

“When wedid atour as The Beatles, we hated it
andloved it. There were great nights andlousy nights. One of the things
about the therapyl went through afewyears agoisthat itcleansyou by
forcing you to getrid of the negativesinyourhead. It wasn'tall that pie
and cookies beinga Beatle, there were highs and lows, but the trouble is
peoplejust wanted bigmouth Lennon toshoutabout the lows. Sol madea
quick trip to uncover the hidden stones of my mind, and alot of the bats
flew and someofthem are going to have tostay. I've got perspective now,
that’safact.”

alessbalanced Lennon, the newone mightcomeasan
unnervingexperience. But outre-entry to Studio C proved that,
above all, his musicis intact and even richer from the years of turmoil.

“Thisisan unconceptalbum.I'll never makeaconceptalbum. Ijust
like records,” said John, and the engineer played back araunchy
instrumental track called “Beefy Jerky” [sic] whichJohn named as aspoof
on Booker T’s “Green Onions”. Half an hour passesand atlast the record is
ready fora complete play-through, ready forJohn to decide
ontheorderoftracks.

“Thisisalways oneof the hardest parts of it forme,” John
says. “Getting them in sequence for correct contrast isvital.
“Like withyou and the MM~-ifyoudon’tput thisarticleon
theright page, like the front page, then it’s all lost. Well, with
these songs, they've gottobein therightorder.”

Thealbum hason it “Number Nine Dream”/ “Beef
Jerky”/“Scared” -with agreat tuneand thesounds of crying
wolves before theseimmortal words: “Youdon't have to
worry!In heavenor helllJust dance to themusic/ Youdo it so
well...” - “Bless You"/“Surprise Surprise (Sweet Bird Of
Paradox)” with Elton on vocal/“Nobody Loves You When
You're Down And Out” (norelation to the Bessie Smith
classicbutequally spinechilling, amajestic track)/ “Going
DownOn Love"/“Whatever Gets You Through The Night”
(withElton on piano)/ “Steel And Glass"/ “What You
Got"/“Old Dirt Road” (with Harry Nilsson onvocal
and co-writer).
Toppingitoff
isashortburst
of“YaYa”
featuringJohn'’s

TO SOME OF us who have enjoyed the irrational madness of
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Ten years

“When I
slagged off the
Beatle thing,
it was like
divorce pangs”

JOHN LENNON

11-year-old son Julianon drums. Julian was visitinghis father in New York
and dropped by tolend ahand, and they chose this old Lee Dorsey track.

There’s abeautiful, singingguitarbreak by Jesse Ed Davis on “Nobody
Loves You When You're Down And Out”, and as the standout track it will
closethe album. Lennonlistenedintently to all the songs and wetotalled
theplayingtimeto42 minutes, 32 seconds.

“Great-I’veonly gotjustover twominutes tocut. Notrouble.1 was
reallyworried that it wouldbe toolong, and I justlikealbums, not triples
ordoublealbums. One album’slongenough formetodowhatlcan.”

Theengineerssaid the record was a beauty, John collected thetapesto
gohome and place themin order, and we were outinto the hot New York
nightairat9.30.

AXI!'WE'RE OFF to John’sflat, and it strikes meas abizarre

contrast with the police-protected limousine rides we shared

10 years ago in various parts of the world, when Beatlemania
ruled. Do you get cabs often in New York, John?

“Yeah, all the time. I used to get paranoid
aboutgoingout, butthenlfoundoutall the
paranoiawasin myownhead -nobody cares
much. There’s no hassles here in New York; I get
‘'emall thetime. Notin Californiaso much-
they’restilllookingforstarsthere.”

One cabbiesaid to John: “Hey, aren’t you
John Lennon?” and Lennonreplied: “l wish
Ihad his money.”

Helooksaround at the flickering city lights
asourcabdrivesoff, and tellsmewhatitis
aboutaggressive New York thathefindsso
compelling: “It’sallhere. It'sjust alive. There’s
abuzzhere, andllike the wayyoucando
anything or getanything youwantatany time.
I’'sALIVE, y’know. It’s where the world’s atjust
now and Iwanttobehere. mean, years agoit was Rome, andifl'd been
around thenI'd have wanted tobe there when it wasfalling.

“New York may well be falling right now - it sometimes feelslike it—but
1knowit’s theright place at thistime. 1 thinkifl couldn’tlive here 'd have
to makeit Paris. I love the French; they’reso bloody rude. But New York’s
right—we’ll gethome now and have the TV onand cable TV filmsfor hours
and hours. Better thanthe BBC Light Orchestra, eh?

“Oh, and Christ, then there was Watergate! Any country that produces
thathas got tobe number one. I satwatchingeverybitofiton TV and
couldn’tbelieveit. When they keptasking questions and the guykept
replying, ‘Thatisinoperative. Everythingthey wereasked thatwas meant
tomake 'emtell the truth, they said, ‘Thatisinoperative.’ I'mgonnatry it
when they startaskingme hard questions. ‘Sorry, but that’s inoperative.”

Johncherished the fact thathe had remembered thiscrucial line.
“Yeah,” he whispered, “I'vegottaremember that! Inoperative!”

Justbefore we arrived atJohn's flat, he told of his split with Yoko. “Yoko
andl, wehad thislittle... thing. She’sstilllivinginour house, butI've »
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movedintothisflat.istilllove her, but we're twoartists and we found it
hardliving together. We'llsee what happens. I still speak to heron the
phone most days. She phoned me from London the other dayand said,
‘Hey, it's nice here. Remember theautumn with all the leaves? It s nice.
Isaid, ‘Whatareyoutryingtosay, Yoko? lknow it’snice, butare you trying
tounsettlemein New York? It’s nice here - remember this noise?””

black kittens, named Major and Minor. John's friend May Pang

isthere, and in yet another time-warp, the record playing is
The Beatlessinging “How Do You Do 1t?”. They made it before “Love
Me Do,” John explains, but decided on “Love Me Do" as their first EMI
single and gave “How Do You Do"asasongto Gerry & The Pacemakers.
Soundsoddly primitive.

Onthewayupintheelevator, Lennon had warned methat hehad a
strangeexperiencetorelate. Beingofsound mind and judgement, he
had, theother day, seen aflyingsaucerwhilestanding naked on his roof.
“Yes, tknow whatyou'rethinking. 'mascrazyas my publicityalways
said [ was?But no. Listen. Thisis true.”

Hethendescribed how he wasstanding, starkers, by thewindow
leadingon to theroofwhen the oval-shaped object started flying from left
toright. Hehad called May, who confirmed that he was not seeing things,
andtheysawared lightontopoftheflyingsaucer. They rushed inside,
phoned thecops, and policesaid others had reported asighting, too.

Johnand Maygot their telescope out, took pictures, and after about 20
minutes theobject disappeared over the East Riverand behind the
United Nations building,over which it might be supposed the “visitors”
werecarryingoutsomesortofresearch.

ldidn’tsay muchand Lennon threw hishands up indespair. “Theyall
think'mpotty. ft wasthere. | didn'rbelieveit, either. It was THERE.” May
nodded. Andyou'd not been smokingor drinking, l asked?

“No, God's honest truth.  onlydo that at weekends or when I see
HarryNilsson.”

Johnwastiredand hungry afteranon-eatingday in which he had been
incourt, held apressconference, and then completed hisalbum. But he
wasstill visibly “up”in mood and wanted to do things, talk, play records,
watch TV, eat. Hechanged outof his “courtsuit” into casualsand lay on
thebed of thespartan,one-roomed flat.

Well, here comes the million-dollar question the world keeps asking.
AreThe Beatles ever goingtoreform, John?

“No,"” hesaid quickly. “Whatfor? We diditall. Christ, wecan'teven get
thefour of ustogether fora meeting, let alone play! The other month,
Pauland Ringoand me metinLA, and we wanted George there but they
wouldn'tlethiminatthattime. Hestillhad some troublegettinginand
outoftheStatesbecause ofhisbust years ago.

“Sothere were threeofusand everybody says, ‘Beatles getting back, hey
hey!” We can'teven MEET, man!’

Whyhadthey wanted to meet?

“Tosettleall themoneything. Weall agreed how to doit; nowit’sup to
thelawyerstosort itoutand tellus whether what
weagreed is practical. That’sall. We justwant to
makesureweall getpaid. Whatafuckingmess.

Allfourex-Beatles, he said, were destined for
alifeofupsand downsin battles withauthority.
“We'rein, thenwe'reout. It'smyturnwhilel
fight New York tobe out. George will be OK soon

he’sdoingatourof America [theone with Ravi
Shankarintheautumn]and he’llbeOK fora
while. You know, people’llwant hisautograph
andthey'llsmileathimandsoit’llbe OK.

“ltgoeslike that forall of us. Inwaves. Y'’know
whensomecritics panned Mind Games they
werereallyknocking Some Time In New York
Ciry, reviewingmeand Yoko, who they've
alwayshated. Well, Mind Gameswasn't the best
albumin the world, butitwentgold!Andit wasn't
allbad. Hey, I'm hungry. Let'sget somefoodin.”

Photographer Bob Gruen hasarrived now,and
aChinesedinnerisagreed upon. Bob phonesa
restaurantcalled Jade East,and withinabout half
anhourthesplendid mealhasarrived. Lennon, a
true mediafreak, hasapplied himselftowatching
TV,and whizzes through thechannels quicklyall

: RRIVALAT JOHN'S penthouseflat, to be greeted by whiteand
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“Mind Games
wasn’t the
best album in
the world, but
it went gold!”

thetimewith the hand controlswhilehe’s lyingon the bed
andeating.

It's easy tosee what itisabout New York TV that John loves.
It’sall there:umpteen channelsall pouringout good
material, musicallyand otherwise. Duringthe night, we
flicked from channel tochannelandsawact afteract
includingThe Hues Corporation, The Temptations, O'Jays,
Flash Cadillac, whose old-fashioned rock theatrics made
Johnlaughoutloud (rare), and theact John kept wantingto
see, Chris Jagger.

“l'must beawful,”said Johnwhen Jagger junior eventually
hitthescreen. “Livingwith beinga Jagger for the rest of your
lifeandtryingtomakeitasanact. He’s OK, though.” Chris’
bandandhis playingwereindeed good, though the mouth
shapeand postures demanded comparison with Mick.
“Mustbeawful,” Johnkeptrepeating.

Buthehasthechoiceofchanginghisnameifhedidn’t want
tocashinonwhohewas, [ said. Like Mike McGear did.

“Ah,”John countered, “but ifhe did that he probably
wouldn’tgetabookingin thefirst place.”

Lennonisveryanxioustosee his TVappearanceoutsidethe
courtroom, filmedearlier that day. Watching Lennon watch
himselfon TV wasweird. Ashelayon thebed munching
Chinesebeefand mixed veg, watching himselfon TV coming
outofcourt, hesaid: “Nowthatseemsasaneyoungmanto
me. Should definitely beallowed in tostay in New York.

HisTVnewsclipwasreallyquiteamusingand his
performancerated fivestars. Journalistsasked him lots of
questions:

“What theoddsareofyouwinningthefight tostayin New
York, John?”

“Ninety-ninetoonein favour.”

“Why?”

“Becausel'moverconfident,asusual.”

“Whydoyouwanttostayin New York?”

“Becauseit’sNICE here, ILIKEit here. Don't you?”

“What'swrongwith Britain, then?” asked a British reporter.

“Nothing’swrongwith Britain-typically British question! If
theygave meagreencard, lcangoandseeitagain, visitmyfamily,” (Earlier
intheevening there weresigns that John had becomean enthusiastic
father,showingmewith affectionapictureofhisson Julianand recounting
howhehad taken him round New York showing himthe billboards.)

WhentheTVclipisover, Johnamplifieson hisneed to get that green
card fromthe USgovernment.

“I'snot thetax-you payonlyalittleless here then you doin Britain. Ifit
wasthemoney'dmoveto Switzerland. Iwant o beable to movearcund.
LA, Paris, London, New York-1likechange. I'dlike to go to South America,
that'ssomewhere I've never been to. New York is now, that’s because it's in
theair. I'vegot nothingagainst England -no, make that Britain. I've
heardit'sinabitofamess now, butitwasstill
pretty healthy when Ileftit,sodon't let them
comeallthat‘leavingthesinkingship’stuff. It
wasafloatwhen Ileft! Anyway, there'sstill great
musiccomingout of Britain.”

TheTVnewscastended withJohngivingthe
two- fingered peacesign and saying: “Amnesty.
Amnesty!” Hecame over well, and he seemed
quite happyabout his performance. “First time
I'veseenmyselfonTVfor threeyears.”

Hislawyer, incidentally, believes that Lennon
canstayin New York for two years fightingthe
deportationorder.

E TALK OF the Beatles fans’ festival
planned for New York,and the
possibilityofhisattendance, or

about sendingalife-size dummy of himself. He
intends to send a few things along as mementoes,
and he wants May to go and buy him afew things,
too, ashiscollectionofBeatles paraphernaliaisn’t
asstrongashewould like. Bootlegs, forexample.
Lennon hasafew Beatle bootlegs, and though he
sees them as arough deal for the record business,




he loves them as a fan. “Keeps the industry onitstoes, | think. The one
of The Beatlesin Sweden, [ think itwas—it’s better than some of the
Beatles records, in parts.”

Thetwo-dayBeatle fans’ convention, heldtomark the 10thanniversary
oftheirinvasion of America, really fascinates John. Appleis sending two
films never before seen in America— Magical Mystery Tour and The Beatles
At Shea Stadium—that The Beatles madefor TV.

Butas forall four Beatles going (o the Beatlefest - no. “Sometimes,” said
John, “I think it would be nice for us to do somethinglike that, butwhen
you can’teven getall four of us together, for ameeting, whatchanceis
there?It’slikeahangover from the '60s: the Blue Meanies arestill trying
tobeat up Sergeant Pepper. They don’t seem to wantus to be happyor
together. The other draggy thingis thatassoon as one or two of us meets,
peoplesayit’saBeatles reunion and they’re allbrokeorsomething and
theyneed the moneyand they say we hate each other!

Lennon hasbeen livingin New York for threeyears, occasionallydriving
to Los Angeles and seeing, as he puts it,ahundred different countries en
route. “Americaisso different fromsstate tostate, [ can'tgetbored,” he
continued. “I'dlike toseeChina-all overtheworld, in fact, butall that's
outandIcan'tleave here until I win the court case. Somuch to DO here.
Istill haven’tseen Elvis. | had tickets once, but | was on the wrong coast.
Crazy.I'd liketosee the Stones, Bowie and Elton - but I get nervous of
going to these shows when I think of standing around backstages
sprinkled with groupiesand all the terrible hangers-on. Theonly time
I'd willingly doabackstage numberisif somebodyIliked said he wanted
meto beseen theretohelphim.I'dgo throughitforafriend.”

Thatadmission seemed to typify the new-found softness of Lennon.
Duringhiswilder years, he'dhardlyadmit to having afriend, still less
ownupto caringfor one. John has more heart now.

Ontohis flickering TV then came one David Peel, with whose group,
The Lower East Side, Lennon had been linkedonrecordand in person
threeyears ago. Peel isanold-fashioned champion of the underground,
andhewasin blisteringlyarticulate mood ashespoutedtoaTV
interviewer about how the undergroundshould carryoninits campaign
to overthrow the rock establishment and the musicindustry.

Nov28,1974:Lennonperforms

live for the final time ever after
agrecingtoappearatEltonJohn's
Thanksgiving Day concertif their
duet”“Whatever Gets You ThruThe
Night"reachedUSNumberOne

“The Beatleswere and are pigs,” Peel snorted. “They took our money..."

John muttered: “Well gimme mine.” Peel’s speech, full of hy perboleand
sweeping, wild generalisations about the baddies of music’s big business.
wasentertainingto Lennon, whosaid he'd heard itall before and wasn'tit
ashame that the personalities of the underground had always been their
own biggest enemies?

OnTVnextcameagroupcalled Television, and Lennon sat fairly
transfixed. Television are so bad they're good. They can barely play their
instrumentsand theyare very short of money; they're youngand dressed
inrags. Butthey have aspiritthat'sirresistible, andJohn immediately
identified them as a parallel with The Beatles in their Hamburgdays.

“Yeah, I can relate to them, theyre exactly as we were. Skintand loving
every minute. They soundterriblebut they’re OK!”

Andthen, obviously theirtatty dress: “Hey, they’ve outdone Bowie!
Bowie went crazy and they've gone the other way.”

Er, no, John. It’sjust that they haven’tany loot and they can't afford
anythingbetter! “Oh.” Heliked their name, too.

Photographer Bob Gruen, who takes the MM'’s New York pictures, and
seems an ardent Lennonologist, shows John some colour snaps for John
tochoose for his newalbum sleeve. Lennon, whom weshouldrecallasan
artcollege enthusiast, is obsessive about picturesand TVand drawing,
and heinspected the dozensof colour shots of his face carefully. “Christ,
is thatwhat I look like? No wonder America’s tryingtoget rid of me!”

May gets ginger beer from thekitchen, and it transpires that they had
found astore which sold it, butonly after averylong search. “It’'snot so
good as English, butit’lldo,” says John.

Andafteryears of having British friends flying into New York with afew
black puddings, John has now found that these rare delicacies, too, can be
boughtin New York. “Any countryoutside England -sorry, Britain—that
letsyou buy black puddings has got to bea winner, right?”

“You shouldn’teat them,” said May. “They make you fat.”

“Hey, yeah, I've gottawatch that,” said John.

“Yes,” I'said.

“Doyou mind? That'sall we need —a headline like ‘Former Beatle

GrowingFat’.” RayColeman ®
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Blue-eyed soul

MM OCT 12

Philadelphia’s Sigma Sound Studios - home
of the hottestsoul producers in the world,
Gamble & Huff.

Bowiebooked thestucdio for two weeks just
beforehestarted the West Coast part ofhis
Diamond Dogs tour of America

AndtheresultisBowie'sfirst soulalbum
provisionallycalled “Somebody Up There Likes
Me”", outin the New Year. Later thismonth
however, Bowieisreleasinganotheralbum,
simptycalled David Live, which wasrecorded
duringtheearlypartofhis UStour.

ThePhiladelphiaalbum, produced by Tony
Visconti, features avocal back-up chorus, led by
AvaCherry (pictured here with Bowie).

Thealbumincludesanew version of “John, I'm
OnlyDancing”, together with “It's Gonna Be Me",
“The YoungAmerican”, “Right!” and the possible
titletrack, “Somebody Up There Likes Me” - all of
them new.

Bowieoriginallywanted touse MFSB, the
Gamble & Huffhouseband, for the album. But
they had othercommitmentsat that time, so
Bowiesettled foraband which included Carlos
Alomar (guitar), Willie Weeks (bass guitar), Andy
Newmark (drums), Larry Washington (congas),
David Sanborn (saxophone), Mike Garson
(piano) and a back-up chorus with AvaCherry,
RobinAlomarand Luther Vandross.

Thesessions were produced by Tony Visconti
whoisalsoresponsible for Bowie's David Live
album, dueforreleaseat the end of thismonth.

B LUE-EYED SOUL!THIS is David Bowie in
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Augustn-23,1974:
BowiewithAvaCherry,
hisbackingsingerand

girlfriend, at SigmaSound
Studios, Philadelphia
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"VE BEEN AROUND. And believe me,

I Ithought I'dseenitall. 1 mean, after you've
walched Stacia disrobe onstage ata
Hawkwind gigyou haveseenitall.

Soperhapsyou’llappreciate thatin my
profession, I'm not easily shocked. Lord
knows, ittakesalot-a helluvalot-tosicken
me, but theapparition of George Melly
gleefully crooning, “Empty Bed Blues” while
dressed asa nunwassomethingljustcouldn’t
handle. Orsol thought.

Thatwasuntill becametransfixed by the
unholysight ofaninnocent Bob Harris defiled
intodrinking the Devil'sown brew froma
bottlebeingheld to hislipsbyayoung, fresh-
faced novice who, beneath
hervestments, later
revealed that she was
wearingabsolutely nothing
butsheer black nylons held
upbyanequallyblack lace
suspender-belt.

Thiswastobeone
of themanyhorrific
manifestations that wereto
chillmetothemarrowonthisevil nightin
Chislehurst Caves. Hallowe’en-one of the
four Witches’ Sabbaths-stems froma pagan
beliefthat on this specific night the Dead
rise toroamamongus. AllSouls Night (asit
isalso called) wasthe time when the Devil’s
advocates-arrivingintwo privately
hired coaches-came
todisturbthesleepy
hamlet thatsurrounds
ChislehurstCaves.

Menacing, cigar-chewing
monksdispensed food and
drink, professional
entertainersatefire,
swallowed swords, jumped
barefooton broken glass,
decapitated unsuspecting
onlookersorbehavedina
remarkablysillymanner
while BobKerr's Whoopee
Band and John Chilton’s
Feetwarmers provided

PA PHOTOS

Bo what thow wilt
Bt know bp this sumimnons
n the night of the Full Atoon
of Nst October, 1974

Ted Zeppelin

reqnest rour presence
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Balioween Pary

to telebrare
sman Song Record
hirst 31.%. album celea

The Prette Things

"
Chusleburst Caves.
Chistehurst, Kent

Celebrations will commenee
a g p.m

Sinan Song Rerords
pistributed bp Atlaniie Records

“Aren’t you going
to give me a clap?”’
asked a statuesque

nun, stood naked

primitivedevilrhythms. [t wassin-drenched
music thatwasto fire the bloodof manyalion-
hearted English squireand drive sane men to
the vergeof madness, [ tell you.

Aswild-eyedrevellersgatheredarounda
candle-litaltar—upon which blonde, naked
virginsreclined—thefactthat thisorgywas
beinglaid on toinaugurate Swan Song
Recordswas forgotten—as “honoured guests”
Led Zeppelin, Bad Company, The Pretty
Things, Maggie Bell and Roy Harper were
jostled inanattempt togaze upon many of the
youngnunsfranticallydisplaying their dirty
habits.Onedidn’'tdare toeven begintohazard
aguessastowhatordertheybelongedtoas
theyflungtheirgarments
asideingayabandon. It
wasdisgusting, [ tellyou.

“Youdon’tlooklike
Audrey Hepburn,”shouted
anexcited onlooker. “Well,
aren’tyougoingtogive me
aclap?”asked astatuesque
nun asshe stood before us
naked. “Darling,” replied
awag, “iflhadit, I'dgladly giveittoyou.”

Asthebewitching hourapproached (and my
sensesreeled), thesoireebecame even more
bizarre. During George Melly'srecital, anaked
lady coveredinjelly, grapesandfruit was
carried onstage inanopen coffin.

As the macabre Mellyleered into a version of
“It Must Be Jelly 'Cause Jam Don’t Shake Like
That”, thedivested damsel began throwing
handfulsofgrapesandjellyattheaudience-
then, to herhorror, the revolting spectators
retaliated and adisgustingjelly and fruitfight
ensued. Virtuallyno oneescaped unmarked.

Justwhen I thoughtthings couldn’tget any
worse, | wasconfronted bya dewy-eyed young
nunwho, afteraskingmetolight hercigarette,
inquired if] would like tobuyaticket for the
Monks Ball. Itold herldidn’t godancing.
Shereplied, “It’snotadance, it’saraffle.”

Imademyexcusesandleft. Actually,
the music
wasn'tbad.
RoyCarr

MICK TAYLOR has ket Son
the Rolline  Stuncs. the .-'.n

“Weare
most sorry
heisgoing”

NME DEC 21

ICKTAYLORHAS left the
Rolling Stones, the band he
joinedin1969 asreplacement

for Brian Jones, and has joined a new

outfit currently being formed by Jack Bruce.
The Stones, at present recording as a four-
piece in Munich, will engage a new guitarist
intime for amajor tour of AmericainMay.

News of Taylor's departure broke wheniit
became apparent that he was not working
withthe bandin Munich. Reports from
Germany last week suggested that he had
beensacked, but Jagger quickly squashed
these rumoursin astatement saying: “After
five years, Mick wishesa change of scene
and wants the opportunity totry out new
ventures, new endeavours. While we are all
most sorry that he is going, we wish him
great success and much happiness.”

It was widely believed that Taylor had
becomerestless due to the Stones’ lengthy
periods of inactivity, but on Monday of this
week Taylor put out a statement saying:
“Thelast five years withthe Stones have
beenvery exciting,and proved to be amost
inspiring period.{...] 1 have nothing but
admiration for the group, but | feel now is
the time to move onand do something new.”

The “something new" to which he
referred proved to be membership of the
new Jack Bruce band. Alsoin the lineup are
noted US composer and keyboard player
CarlaBley, who has worked with Bruce on
many occasions, notably on the Escalator
Over The Hill album - and pianist Max
Middleton, who was mostrecently in Jeff
Beck's group. A drummer has stilltobe
signed, butinthe meantime the four
confirmed members are working outideas
inaLondonrecording studio.

The Rolling Stones are to undertake an
extensive US concert tourin May, and NME
understands that selected concertsin
Europe are alsoin the pipeline for next year.

The Stones’ 1975 tour will be a “new-
concept show”, said Mick Jagger this week.
“We shallbe playing very few old numbers
andthe act will mainly be a showcase for
new material.”

Meanwhile, the Stones continue their
recording sessionsin Munich as a four-
piece. No stand-in musician hasbeen
broughtinto replace Mick Taylor, and
Jaggerand Keith Richards are playing all
the guitar parts between them.

Anattempt was made tosecure the
services of Ron Wood, but he was involved
inthe Faces’ British tour.

»



“Some guy gave me the third degree..

NME DEC7

OOK HIS TIME, McCartney, announcing
-|- the fact, but last month Geoff Brittonand

Jimmy McCulloch were both officially
confirmed as new members of Wings.
Strange, really. McCulloch had been
rumoured to have been with the band for
months, and, though there was evidence that
he had worked with Macca, nooneinthe
McCartney organisation could be drawn
into corroborating the story. Britton also, it
had been suggested, wasa partof the new
Wings set-up.

Still, it’s fact ratherthan speculation now.
And though McCulloch s still contracted to
the Robert Stigwood Organisation (because of
earlier associations with Blue), he’snow
confirmed as a working member of the band.

McCulloch’sled asomewhat chequered
career:at 13 he was main featureinaband
named One InA Million; later heworked with
Thunderclap Newman, John Mayall, Stone
The Crowsand Blue.

Britton, on the other hand, iscomparatively
unknown, despite having worked with East Of
Edenand Wild Angels. He'salso quitea
goldmine,anaturalin the best possibleway-
delightedhe'sworkingwithWingsandadab
handat thismediacommunications business.
Howdid hecometobe picked for Wings?

“Icouldn’tfaceit

LTON JOHNHAS decided not to quit Britain
E after alllIt hadbeen widely expected that,due to

excessive taxation in this country, thathe would
become aUSresident in1975. But Elton arrived back in
Britain, following his extensive Americantour, with the
news that he is “staying put” here. He said: “| thought
seriously about stayingin the States, but | soon had to
acceptthereality - that | simply couldn’t face it. Anyway,
I've now made enough money to live happily inBritain,

whatever the taxman may take fromme.”

“Well, sweetheart, itwasafluke that1
happenedtoasksomeonethereiftheyknewif
McCartney had gotanewdrummer...”

Brittonisakeep-fitfanatic-whenhe’snot
drumminghe’srunninground theblock or
teachingkarate.In fact, last weekend he turned
outas part of the English team who met Japan
inakarate championship in North London.

“Soanyway, | phoned upthe McCartney
officeand this guy gives methethird degree
and putsmeonalist. Getanother phone call,
adateand time,and 1 goalong. Well, they’ve
gotabigrollcall, names, credits,and myspot
wasafterthelunchbreak. Gotthereand there
werefivesessionguyson
thestageanditwasreally
programmed, likesorting
outtheboys fromthe men,
because the musicthey
were playingwasn’tjust
rock-itcovered the whole
spectrum.

Afew days later, Britton receivedanother call
tellinghim he was onashortlist offiveand
would heliketogobackand thistimegetto
playwith Wings.

“So, suddenly, 1'd gone fromnochanceto 25
per centchance. Anyway, had thisaudition,
met the boys for thefirst time.

99 NMEDEC14

“There were five
session guys on
the stage”

Itis now expected that, as aresult of his decision,
Elton will undertake a British tour fairly early next year
- although nothing has yet been set up. A tour had been
pencilledin for himin January, to follow his five days at
London Hammersmith Odeon{December 20-24),but
this was scrapped when it appeared thathe would be =
spendingmost of his time in America. r

A spokesman for Rocket Records said this
week: “We are now hopeful that something
willsoon be set up for Elton around Britain.”

Few days passed -another
phonecall.Sceneis: comefor the

day, practisewiththemall, gofordinner. Now
we'redowntotwo people.

Sol'montrial, right? Theyaregoingtosuss me
out. Solgoalongonthe Monday, everybody is
charmingtomebut nobodygivesawaya thing.
1 goaway ontheMonday nightand Tuesday
goesby, and 1knowthe other guyis seeingthem
ontheTuesday. Coupleofdaysgobyandthen
Paulphonesandtellsmel'vegotthegig.”

Even now, the way Brittontellsit, he’sstill
keptonhistoes. “Well, this grouphas gotagood
drummer inhim (hepoints to McCulloch),
Denny'snotabad drummer, Paul'sagood
drummerandeven Lindacanhaveabashat
the drums. Sotheyaliknow what I'm doingand
how I'mdoingit,andif 'm doingitwell.”

Contractually, McCullochisstilltied to
Stigwood. But, hesays, “l hope within the next
coupleofweekstobefree.
I'vereally been with Wings
foraboutninemonthsbutit
wasn'tannounced before,
probably becausethey
anticipated hassles. Butnow
Wings have decided todrop
allthatcontract business.’

Dropallthecontract business?

Britton: “There was talk of contractsin the
beginning, but we decided it was betterif
nothingwas contracted. Ifyou’reareal pro
andyou'vegotatourbooked, youdon't phone
upandsay, ‘I'mnotgoing’, that'sjust noton.”
Julie Webb

Y,

ND/G

MICHAEL PUT

1 stay put
in Britain’
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ROBERT WYATT

“I'mnot

oncerned
with

whining”

Post-accident,

unveils his album
Rock Bottom, and a
chart hit, “Daydream
Believer”. “The
accident didn’tin
fact haunt me or have
half the effect on me
that people might
suppose,” he says.
“You’ve got to think
of something to sing.”

REX FEATURES

NME

HERE'S SOMETHING EXTRA special about
greensuede boots. Acertain devil-may-care
attitude, a touch of fearless dandyism
combined with asenseofthe earthyand an
instinct for style that just don’t quit.
Robert Wyatt weareth green boots. They go
very nicely with the blue plastic stopwatch around his neck.
Nick Mason, very famous drummer and producer deluxe,
peerseloquently through the plate-glass barrier between the
zhop floor and ground control at CBS studios. On the other
side, Gary Windo (fetchingly ceilinged by alittle white cap)
and Mongezi Fezaare addingthe hornlines to Mr Wyatt’s
Next Teenage Smasheroonie.
“Great,” opines Wyatt from his mobilecommand post at the
doorward end of the console.
“Itdoesabit, doesn'tit?” replies Mason.
Wyattgroanselaborately. “Youand your Pink Floyd
in-jokes.”

was aggressively

petulant, Wyatt'sis 1 , d R b t
bitsof percussion I p y '
(includingabass-drum P 7 8

whomped by hand) Wy att at rp m

Thesongisanother golden great from thesizzlin’'60s,
ChrisAndrews’ “YesterdayMan”, Where Andrews’ original
wistfullysurreal. He
performsonassorted
and whatsoundslike
aharmonium, but »




playsaround the beat while themain &
rhythmic push comesfrom Windo s °
andFeza. o€

Amodestlyclad youngmanwithan
airofamiablevaguenessthatinstantly
pegshimasamemberof HenryCow
wandersin, identifieshimselfbythe
highlyimprobable nameof John Greaves,
overdubsa positive humdinger of
abassline, inquires howlongit takes
togetfrom hereto Liverpool Street, and
wandersoutagain.

“Yeah, but could Pan's People danceto
it?” inquires Windo.

Itlooksasifthey may have to, because
afteraminorfracaswith Top Of The Pops’
resident plenipotentiary Robin Nash,
Wyattwill probably not begracing theirstudios
forsomelittletimeto come.

Itseems that Nash considered Wyatt's
appearingin hiswheelchairto be somewhat
“distasteful”,bothtotheaudienceandtothe
productionteam. Wyatt retorted, withample
justification, thatifbeingin awheelchair didn't
hang himup, he saw noreason whyit should
offend anybodyelse. Exeunt fumingin opposite
directions.

Meanwhile, there'sagroovylittle dittyentitled
“Sonia” togo on the B-side, and for thisone
Wyattwhipsitoutonaspecially prepared
Mellotron programmed with sound ettects,
tuned percussion, voices, xylophonesand awhole circus of other
foolishnesses. Ashe getstowork on the track (which atready features him
on pianoand percussion), jaws sagand peoplerunseriousrisks of falling
offtheir chairs.

“Hecould doashowbyhimselfwith twoorthreeof those,” murmurs his
wifeAltie.

“Canweheartheotheroneagain?” asks Windo.

Masonspinsaroundin hischair, face frozenin well-simulated disgust.
“Whatdoyouthinkthisis?” heasksicily. “Ableedin’ discotheque or
something?”

Asthestudiodisintegratesonce moreintocacklesofbrain-damaged
hilarity, wefade outinto adifferent time phase: two weeks previously in
Twickenham, playground of the Elder Deities. We'll give Wyatt one
paragraph'sstartto makeit backtohisresidencein timetoadmit the
writer.

OK, Robert-go!

HILEWE'REWAITING, let'sslingin a few thoughts on

Mr Wyatt'salbum Rock Bottom, which is being received

inthe nation's record stores with the proverbial storm of
indifference. Firstof all it'san easy album to listen toand a hard one to
cometotermswith. (Jeez, twoclausesendingin prepositions. If my
English teacher could see me now.)

AslanMacDonald pointedoutin hisoriginal review of the album, rock-
star-as-paraplegic is awhole different ballgameto the flood of spiritual
hypochondriacs currentlylayingtheirbummerson paying customers,
especially when Wyatrhas trinmphed over his particular slice of
adversity, leavingothers (like John Lennon, Lou Reed and pre-Beach
Neil Young) staggering under comparatively featherweight burdens.

tdon’twantto pullanysanctimonious Oxfam there’s-a-lesson-to-be-
learned-by-all-of-usroutines, but nevertheless, the point does have to be
made. Not todwell overlong, either, on the fact that the musicand lyrics
areaprimevindication ofthe theoryoflateral thinkingasapplied torock
music (ie, many of theconventional criteria of what constitirtes a “good
rocklyric” ora “good rock melody” are effortlessly short-circuited).

There, now. I've goneon forfive paragraphswhen [ only meant towrite
one, and poor old Robert’s waiting forme two weeks ago in Twickenham
-sointothe convenientlylocated time/spacereducer (cleverly disguised
asanordinary Londontaxi)and...

Loandbehold, here weareat the Wyatt residence, alarge, airy house

-reputedly donated byadmirerJulie Christie-and here's Mr Wyatt
himseltto open the door.
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“Everybody’s
got an equally
good voice. It’s
just a question

of using it”

Robert Wiagg
ROCK BOTTON]

a = Theliving-roomwindowis

o adorned with aCommunist

b5 sticker (youjustknew that he

& wasadirty Red, didn‘tyou? Now
he'll definitely never get back
on Top Of The Pops). Beaming
andkaftan-draped, heskids
aroundthekitchenorganising
coffee (“We don'thave any
sugar, soiscondensed milk
altright?Youdon'tlook likea
hippy, otherwise I'd offeryou
honey”), before transferring the
discussion to the Principal Living
Area,which, heclaims, “hasa
totallyspurious and extremely
temporaryairoftidiness”,

He producesareminderlist for himselfof
thingsthat hespecificallywanted totalk about.
Aremark madeby the authortotheetfect that
heneverlistenstotheradiobecausehelikesto
programmehisown listening sparks Wvatt off
ononeofhisready-made topics.

“Butthelogical extension of that iswhy not
getapianosothat thenyoucan programme
yourownnotes. It'slikesinging-everybody
thinksthatit'sacase ofsome people havea
voice and some people haven't. Everybody’s
gotanequallygood voice. Just like everybody's
gotiwoarmsand twolegs. It's just amatter of
usingit.

“Peoplewhoget praised for doingit are the people whoactually bother.
I'sincrediblecheek, actually. There’snothingeasier than puttingon
layerafter layer ofanyinstrument thatyou tind lying around.”

Take that, Mike Oldfield. Still, that does presuppose that you can
actually ptay thegoddamn thingsin thefirst place.

“No, notassumingthat you can playit. In fact, Dave MacRae had a much
hardertime putting down Mellotron than1did, because he knows much
moreabout possibilities. 'm so delighted if | can get anote which sounds
nicethatldon'tgettoo flash withit. Dave can doso much thatit’salmost
adrawback. The people who make the best rock recordsare the people
who can’treally play that well atall.”

“Itmustbevery tantalising forsomeonelike Keith Jarrett, because he
candosomuch.It’slikeanathlete: there’ssuch arealjoyin doingit. His
fingersaresofast that hisbrain can't keep up half the time.

“Peoplewithafantasticamountof facility havea hard timecontrolling
itforaspecific musical event. Infact,amazingsoloiststend to play
difterentversions of Their Solo in everything they play. Jazz guitarists
haveamuchhardertime playingsolosthat arerelevant toa particular
tunethan, say, George tlarrison would, who can't move that fast. Thisis
my theory, whichismytheoryandwhich belongs to me.

“Nowwhatelseisonmylist... there'sa few things thai I'd kick myself for
ifldidn’tmention. Oneof whichisthe growing antipathy among NME
readers-and writers—towards boringold snobs left over from flower-
power, suchas myselfbeinggiven precedence aver... No, not precedence,
but... taking musicaway from the people orsomething... 1f I'm wrongl'll
apologise... actually, [ think famwrong.

“Anyway, |'djustliketosay that | heard Noddy Holder this morning, and
Ithinkhe'soneofthebestsingersI'veeverheard. He'soneof theonly
singersI'veeverheard who's consistently doneamazing vocalson
everythingsincethefirstrecord his group did. I think he'san absolutely. ..
tantasticsinger.

“Now, whatelsedolthink?”

What else does he think?

Heavenstoalbatross, gentlereader, the foregoing represents about
fourminutesofafour-hourconversation. The ideas-per-minute quotient
ofaWyatt conversation rivalsthat of Groucho Marx in his prime. You'd
need a“Wyatt Remembers”-type paperback to dojustice toitall.

Anyway, let mejustslinginafewrandom excerpts fromour
extravarapperama:

“Oh, anotherthing that[thinkis... see, Alfieliked the Sparkssingle
straightoffan’ldidn'tand shesuggested thatalotof blokes miss the point
thatrock'sbased on. Allusblokesclaim Mick Jagger, or whoever it might



be, as oursort of malehero, but in fact the basicreason thatalot of these
geezers get famous s becausethey'resexsymbolsforgirls.
“The malerock fan takesover in termsof who’s supposed to begoodand
whoisn't-and [ waswonderingabout this tendency towards sourness on
the partofaliblokeswhen theytatk about rock'n'roll and the disillusion

that they feelaboutrock'n'roll.

“It'sbecause theydon'tliketoadmit that alargenumber of the heroes
actuallybecame heroes not as earthy rock-music-for-the-people people,
butsimply because an incredible number of girls fancied them.

“I reckon you ought to have Elkie Brooks and Lyndsey De Pauland
people doingsinglesreviews, becauseas farascan rememberit'sbeen
allblokes doing'em. Alot of singles are to dowith malesex objects, soit's

veryodd thatit’slargelymen writingaboutit.
‘Two more minutes and counting...

orso back. Gonnadoany more?

/_\ NOTHER BIT, MAINLY about that Drury Lane gig of amonth

“No.lknewitwasgonnabequitegood, because LaurieAllan,
Hugh Hopper and Dave Stewart are basicallymydream rhythmsection.
I feltthat no matter howbad it was, those people and Fred Frithand soon

wouldbeable to pull somethingoutofthe hat.

“There's some misleading things put outabout me, actually, aboutmy
dislike of live performances. All I'm talkingabout is meand what suits me.
“Igetthingstogether inlive performances that [ wouldn’t get together
normallyand there's certainty acertain magictoitifit'’s workingright

butthesheercostand the whole organisation of gettingalive group
workingand the solid responsibilities of getting other people paid
there'sjustso many things thatcan go wrongthat the percentagesare

allagainstyou.

“But peoplelike me aren’t basically quick thinkersand we work best

without people...staringatus.

“I've got asort of composer mentality-not that lactually do much
composing. IfI wasn’t watchingtelly I'dbecomposing most of thetime,

and thisishowmybrain operates.

“performanceissomethingelsealtogether. Performanceistakingon
peoplewho'vecomeoutforaliftafter their day, so that theyfeelgood
foracoupleofhours, and there's thereforea temptation to get
into theexciting bits. Whereas most of the musicllikeis..
prettyboring, actually! Performinglive gives you acheap-

thrillsconsciousness.”

Ontothealbum,anditsgraphicdepiction of Wyart'slife
before, duringand after theaccident.

“Theaccidentdidn'tinfacthaunt meorin fact have haif
the effect on me that people mightsuppose. It was ausefui
bunch of symbols of what! thinklife’slike anyway, but
even then'm notreally concerned withwhining.

“You'vegot tothinkof
somethingtosing,and
somethingthatcomesoff
thetonguequiteeasily,
soobviouslyyoudrawon
what'saroundyou, just
likeapersonwho'’s going
outtosketch. Thesketch
isjust thesketch.

“Whattheyare
interestedinis their
control of theirfingers.
Thesubject that they use
isreallyquiteincidental.
I'sjustoneof thetools,
partof thestimulating
stuffthatsets things off.
Nothingtodowiththe
quality of whatcomes
out.Itdoesn’t matterifat
theendyou know
nothingmoreabout ;
housesortrees. The =l
wordsare just toolsfor
meto make pleasant-
soundingsongsoutof.”
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"Opportunity knocks!”

NME SEPT 14

due to startat8.30,Drury

Lane had started to clogup
with earnest-looking hippies
nearly two hours before the
event. It all adds to the sense of
occasion, buttheregrettably
prosaic explanation was that
someone had neglected to
inscribe the precise time of
showing oneither the tickets
orthe ads.Soitgoes.

Things kicked off with a brief
monologue by the newlywed
JohnPeel, clad in his most glam
rock outfit. He intoned for a
few moments and then vacated
the stage to Ivor Cutlerand
Phyllis April King, who
provided a highly amusing
interlude of deadpanpoesies
and brief songs, which were
received with great merriment
by the assembled company.

Soitgoes. After adiscreet
intermission, Peel cartwheeled
dynamically back onto the
stage to enunciate, “For
Robert Wyatt of Twickenham,
Opportunity Knocks!”

Mr Wyatt perambulated
rapidly to a strategic
areabetweenasmall
mixer (“These
knobs don’t
actually do
anything - they
justgive me
somethingto do
with my hands”) and
akeyboard set-up (“At
rehearsals ! couldn’t
findapositionfrom
where | could play
these, so l probably
won'’t play them. Still,
they look good”).

Heranthrougha
good-naturedly
rickety version of
Hugh Hopper's
“Dedicated To You,
But YouWeren't
Listening”, backed up
by Hopper himself on
bass, Laurie Allanon
drums, Fred Frithon
violinand Dave
Stewartonkeyboards,
the firsttrickles of the
mighty wave of super-
stars that was soon to
swamp the stage.

Most of the material

EVEN THOUGH THE gig was

DAVE STEwART  (rom Watt'sRock
HUGH HOPPER  Bottomfoundits way

into the front half of

36 B

s

the set(andincase youneed
tobere-told, it'sawondrous
albumindeed). Towards the end
of “ALast Straw”, a diffident
youngmanwandered on,
played abit of synthesizer and
wandered off. [t wasn't untilhe
reappeared half anhour later,
with a Gibson SG strapped
around him, that the audience
sussed that this dynamicfigure
wasin fact none other than Mike
Oldfield, the man with Britain's
two best-selling albums to his
name, one of which had been
blasted through the PA during
the intermissions. However, it
wasundoubtedly Wyatt's show,
despite the superstars who
wandered on and off - y’know,
yer Nick Masons, Gary Windos,
thatbunch.

Swaying in his wheelchair
playing ghost drums, fiddling
with the dials of his mixer with
one hand, clutching a mic with
the other and his eyes
squeezed tight shut, he was
unquestionably the focal point
of the proceedings, and folks,
he's singin’ better thanever.

Unfortunately Julie Tippett’s
contribution to the festivities
rather derailed things. After
joiningWyatt and coinone
song, she wasleft alone tootling
merrily onarecorderand
humminginto it occasionally.

This was followed by two
songs at de piano, performed
extremely nervously,and a
number with Wyatt, Windo and
trumpeter MongeziFeza,
which could well have been
called “Dedicated To You But
YouRan Out Of The Room
Screaming for Aspirin”.Ms
Tippett's voiceis still as
compelling as ever, but her
stiff, uncertain piano playing
and the lugubriousness of her
songs provided arather dead
areain the middle of the set,
which eventually climaxed with
athoroughly berserk version of
“I'm A Believer” with some
singularly dirty rhythm guitar
from Oldfield.

Generally, the show veered
fromthe sublime to the
ridiculous, with the sublime
firmlyinthe lead. Eighty per
centofitwas very fineindeed,
andthe more gigs Robert
Wyatt feels like undertaking
the better. Wheel meet again.
Charles Shaar Murray
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GETTY

070pER-DEVKHBER

MELODY MAKER

NTHE CURRENT era, when groups and artists come
and go with alarmingregularity, the continuing
success of the Pink Floyd is a peculiar state of affairs.
For the Floyd arerock’s hermits, and rareindeed s it
for them to emerge from their caves to tour or make
records. It’s well over a year since theylast played in
thiscountryand theironly bow to alive audience during that
timewasashortFrench outingin June. They didn’t even tour
the States to reap the rewards obviously in the offing following
thesuccess of Dark Side Of The Moon.

It’sagood 18 monthssince thatalbum wasreleased, and by
the way Floydian mattersare shapingup, it’ll be another six
monthsbefore their nextrecord reaches theshops. Throughout
thisperiod of lengthyinactivitynoword isheard from the
Floyd.Therearenosoloalbumsforthcoming.

Theykeep their privatelives very much tothemselves,and
littleiseven forthcomingaboutthe musical thoughtsof Messrs
Waters, Wright, Mason and Gilmour, other than the fact that
they dislikebeing probed.

RogerWaters' love of football iswellknown. Heisalso pretty
fanaticalabout golfand thoroughly enjoysagame of
squash. Nick Mason spends many ahappy hour messing
aboutinboatsand wasrecently seenon Top Of The Pops
playinghisdrumsbehind Robert Wyatton “I'mA
Believer”. Dave Gilmour likesriding motorbikesand
enjoysalifeinthecountry, veryoccasionally turning
uptoplaywithalocalband whenthe moodtakeshim.

But Rick Wright, the keyboard virtuoso, remains
acomplete mystery,afaceguaranteedtowarrant
notaspark of recognition should he chooseto board
aLondonbusorcreepsilentlyintothestallsof the
Rainbow Theatrein theunlikelyevent that he wantsto
catch anup-and-comingact. Hisefforts with the Floyd
earnedhimtenth placein the keyboardssection ofthisyear’s
MMpoll, a position hardly worthy of the talent he displays on stage
withthegroup.

Accordingtotheexcellent programme available on the current
PinkFloyd UK tour, Wrightis picturedas aglamour-seeking playboy,
surrounded by Hugh Hefner, Charlton Heston and a bevy of naked girls.
Ineffect, though, nothingcouldbe further from the truth. Wrightisa
happily married manwholivesin Cambridgeand spends most of his
un-Floydiantimepotteringabout in hishomestudio.

ltwas, then, withsomereluctance that heagreed tobe interviewedin
the Caledonian Hotel in Glasgow following the opening of the band’s tour
last week. Settling down with a packet of Piccadilly tipped cigarettesand
strongcoffee, he nevertheless proved afine spokesman for the Floyd.

We beganbytalkingabout the three newpieces thegroup are
performingon thetour. “Raving And Drooling”, it turns out, waswritten
by Watersabout two monthsago; “Shine On You Crazy Diamond” was
writtenabout the same time and worked on during rehearsals at Elstree;
and “Gotta BeCrazy” began asaGilmourriff. Roger Waterswroteall the
lyrics,and none of the songs have beenrecordedyet.

“Wealways like to write numbers, goon the road with them and record
themlater,” said Rick. “We did this with Dark Side Of The Moon and we
thinkit’seasily the best way to goabout it. Anumber changes so much
when we doitlive overalongperiod; ‘ShineOn’ haschangeda lot since
westarted already.

“lcan’tthink ofany otherbands that work this way. Usually bands
record songs and then play them, butwe feel thatif you do afew tours
withanumber, thenthat numberimproves immensely.

“Wewill probablyrecord them after the tour. There’s enough material in
the threesongs foranalbum, but Idon't know yet. We may dosomething
elseas well which we haven'tactually played yet. Thereare thingslam
workingon in mystudio that Iwould liketo put on the nextalbum.”

AnewFloyd albumcanbeexpected in March. The timebetween
Christmasand thenwill be spentinthe studio and next year thegroup
willembark on two US tours, their first for two years.

‘It'll bea two-yeargap between Dark Sideand the nextone,and that’s
toolonginmyopinion,” said Rick. “We have never been a prolificgroup
intermsofrecords. Weaverage about one ayearover our whole career.
It'snotapolicy toworklike that-it’sjust the wayithappens.

Produced
Pink Fioy
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“Wehaveadealwith therecord company that makes
usdoabout seven albumsinfiveyears, whichisone
albumayearand maybeacouple offilmscores. It’svery easy
tomake that deal.
Theimmense success of Dark Side hastaken theband by surprise,
althoughtheyallfeltit would dowell at the timeit wasreleased.

“It'sbeenin the English chartseversinceit wasreleased, whichis quite
amazing,” said Rick. “Weallfelt it would doat least as well asthe other
albums, but notquiteaswellasitdid.

“Altour albums have done wellin this country, but Dark Sidewas
NumberOneinthe USand we never dreamed it would do that. It was
probably the easiest album tosellin that it was the easiest tolisten to, but
it'ssuccess hasobviously put somekind of pressure on us,and that is
whattodo next.

“Wehavealways tried to bringoutsomethingdifferent with our next
release, and itwould be veryeasy nowtocarryon with the same formula
as Dark Side, which alot of peoplewould do. It'schanged me in many ways
becauseit’sbroughtinalotof moneyand one feelsvery securewhen you
cansellanalbum for twoyears. Butit hasn’t changed myattitude to music.

‘Even thoughitwassosuccessful, it wasmade in thesame wayasall
ourotheralbums,andtheonlycriteriawe have about releasingmusic
iswhether welikeitornot. It was not adeliberateattempt tomakea
commercialatbum, itjusthappenedthat way. Lots of people probabl
thought weallsatdown and discussedit like that, butit wasn't the case at
all. Weknewithadalot more melodythan previous Floyd albums, and
therewasaconceptthatranall through it. The music waseasier to
absorb, and havinggirls singingaway added acommercial touch that
noneofourotherrecordshad.

Rick has noideahow many copies Dark Sidehasactuallysold, butit’s
wellinto themillions. Around 700,000 copieshave been boughtin this
country,andat least three times thatamount have beensold in the US.

“Ineverknowabout thingslikesales,” said Rick. “l know that it wasthe
firstgold record we had in Americaandsinceit'srelease our other albums
have picked up in salesover there. We have madealotof new fansasa
result, because itwas the first time we everhadan AMairplay in America.

Money’ was played on AM radio, and foralot of people it was the first
timethey'dheard us.

“lliketothink thishasn’t puta pressure on usin termsofwhat we write
next, but forawhole year we neverdid anything. Weallsataround and got
heavilyintoourreasons for beingand our group. We gotintoa bad period




"We'veimproved
immensely since Syd
left”: Rick Wrightat
the Birmingham
Hippodrome,
December1974

whenwedidn’tdoanythingatallcreatively. Weall still enjoy playing
Dark Sideand anytime oneofus didn’tenjoy it, we wouldn'tdoitagain,
ever.Thefirst time weplayed itat the Rainbow, it was totally different
fromtoday, butit’sremained virtually the samesince werecordedit.

“There’s asoloin‘Money’ which variesaccordingto how Davefeels, and
‘Any Colour You Like’ is justimprovisations, but variouspartsare very
arranged andit'salmost likeascore.”

Theaccompanyingfilmisn't Rick’s territory, but he feels there’s still
room forimprovementin thevisual aspects oftheirshow. “It washard
work for Roger, Nick and Arthur Max, the sound engineer, butit’sstill not
right. Ithink wearestill at theexperimentalstagein finding out what
visuals workand which don't-evenafter all theseyears.

“It'ssoeasytohaveafilmthatisdistracting, and of course, I've never
anyideawhat the effectof the film is-I'm always on stage playing. People
alwaysexpect theFloyd to come up with somethingdifferent, newand
better whenit comestovisuals,andit's very
difficult tokeep thinking of newideas.

PINK FLOYD

When we first performed Dark Sideit washeavierand harsher
thanitisnow. As we get to know asongbetter, we tend to play
itquieter.

“Did yourealise that ‘Shine On You Crazy Diamond'’ isabout
Syd (Barrett]? We don't see much of him now since he leftand
we'redefinitely adifferentband since hisday. Thank God we're
notthesame.l know thatit’s very fashionableto like Syd these
days, but I think we have improved immensely since he left,
especiallylive. He wasa brilliant songwriter and he wasfantastic
on Piper,buthewasinthewrongstate to playany music.

“lamallfor people tryingtokeep hisnamegoing, but... he
hasn’twritten anythingforyears. His two solo albums show the
way he was going. The firstalbum wasbetter than the second,
and since then noonehasbeen able to gethimintoastudio.”

Rick seemed anxious to change the subject fromhis former
colleague, solinquired whyitwastheFloyd playedlive so
infrequently.

“Weall differin opinions about how much we should playlive.
Daveand I wouldlike to do more live work, but Roger and Nick
arehappywiththewayitis.

“It’ssuchaheadache goingon theroad, and all of us except
Daveare married withkids.1 believeit's veryimportant thatlam
agood fatherandl amaround with mychildren.

“Welimit ourselvesto three-week toursand this hassaved us
from going mad. I feel that if we worked for weeks and weeks on
theroadall the time we wouldn’tbe producing such good music.

“Bands who work liveall the timedo it purely for the money,
Ithink. No band canreally enjoy playing one-nighters week
after week, so itmust beafinancial rather thanamusical motive.

“Lastyear, apart froma French tour, wedidn'tgoouton the
road atall,and wehadaNumber One albuminthe States. We
couldhave gone overthen and made afortune, but we would
have madeourselves mad at the same time. We will probably do
two three-week toursofthe US next yearand takea two-month break
in-between. But even so, I don’tthink we have played enoughrecently.
You get tothepoint where you don’t play and then you lose the whole
reason forbeinginabandinthefirstplace—andthat, afterall, isto goout
and makemusic for people.

“Ilwouldliketoreachasituation where we devotesixmonthsinayearto
theFloyd and sixmonthstowhatever we like. If for one of us this meant
goingon theroad, thenhecould play withanotherband,andI think we
might bereaching thatstage now.

“Therearemany things] wouldliketo do whichwould notinvolvethe
Floyd, and thisattitude could well save the Floydin thelongrun.
Everyone ofus wantsto doother things, butat themoment wedon’thave
thetime.

“Ifeel thiswould bea good idea. Any bandisa compromise between
fourindividuals, butacompromise forawholeyearisn’tagoodthing.
It'sonly timethat has prevented us doingsolo
projects, andifl had sixmonths away from the

“The projector for the film wasincredibly ¢ Dave had to group ] would certainty make analbum of my
expensive and we gotanew mixingdesk too, own. The othersfeel thesame way.

which wasalso expensive. Buyingthose will

“Icouldn’tvisualisegoingout withmyown

probably mean we lose money on this tour, but h ave the bandon theroad, but 1would probablydoafilm

thatdoesn’t matter because we'll recoup iton
later tours. We can never make moneyin

score or maybe produce another artist. | know
Iwouldliketotryplayingwith other musicians

England with25in the crew. R/‘/ Ords StUCk forachange.”

“We havegotanew guy mixingthesoundand

Conversation switched to thelow-key

heisused toworkinginastudio. Lastnightwas On the top Of approach thegroup has towards the media, and

thefirst timehe’s worked withalivebandand
that’s why thefirsthalfofthe concert wasn’t

Rick agreed thatthis wasadeliberate policy.
“Weare not trying tosellourselves, just the

° ° ,)
right. The second halfwas easier because he'd h]_ S gu]_ta,r music. Right from the start we adopted this

gottoknowusandtheboard by then.

“Wespenttwo weeksrehearsingat Elstree
beforethis tour, butin the end we couldn’tspend one whole day playing
becauseof problemsfitting the new system together. Also it demanded
alotofattention getting the notes for the firsthalfof the show, which we
hadn't played much before this tour. Dave had tohave the wordsof the
songsstuckonto the topofhisguitar.”

Icommented that I thought the three new songs were harsher, heavier
numbers than the Floyd usually played and Rick agreed.

“Yes, it'sthe way the numbershave beenwrittenand it’s the way we
played them. Wealways play heavier when wedon’tknow songs sowell.

policy. Wehave never had apublicity agentand
we'venever found one necessary. Wedon’tgoto
alltheinpartiesandwedon'tgotothe ‘in’ clubsin London.
“Peopledon'trecognise usonthestreets,and eveniftheydiditwouldn’t
be aproblem. Thatkind of thinghas changed sincel moved out of London
to Cambridge where people don’tknowanythingabout the Floyd.
“Sometimes I getpeople tramping through my gardenand askingforan
autograph because they’ve heard I'minapop group, but they don’tknow
whatthe Floyd do. They probably think we're like Gary Glitter.
“It’'saverynicesituationtobein. Rod Stewarthasthekind of
personality thatencouragesall the fan worship, butwe don’t. We'rejust »
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Footageof Edward
Heath,whoresigned
asprime minister

inMarch1974,is

projectedbenind
thebandduring Dark
Side's"BrainDamage”

not thatkind ofband. Incidentally,
[think Rod Stewart makes great
musictoo.

“Ilike allsorts of music myself.
Ilisten to myold favouritesand|
listen to records that peoplebringto
meiflrespect theirtaste.lignorethe
way pop is going. [have completely lost touch with the singles charts.
Idon’tlisten towhatis being played on the radio, | don’t watch Top Of The
Popsand [ don’twatch TheOld Grey Whistle Test.

“ldon’tevenknowhow the rock businessis going, except that I think
the bubble will burst fairly soon. It’salready burst in the States, where Joe
Publichas decided he’s not goingto pay such enormous ticket pricesany
more.]don’tagree with these huge shows in frontof tens of thousands of
people. Wembley Empire Pool s the biggest place you can play before you
lose the effect.”

And how longcould Pink Floyd lastasaband?

“ltcouldlast forever,” hesaid. “There’s noreason why it shouldn’t, but
thenwecould haveafight tonightand splitup tomorrow. Ifwe carry out
thatideaofbeingagroup forsixmonthsand individuals for the next six
months, then there’snoreason whywe can’tcarry onforalongtime.

Asagroup westill have much to doand much to dotogether. We
probably do things much better with each other than weever could with
anyoneelse.

“Wearebasically happy with the situationat thistime. Roger isvery
keenonsports, which suitshis competitivespirit,and Nick iskeen on
sailing,and that’sanother thingthat helps ussurvive.

“We're notundergroundany more, despite what people say. At the
UFOitwasunderground, but you can’t be underground when yousell
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outeveryconcerthalland youralbum goesto Number One.
No, the Pink Floyd can’tclaim to be undergroundany
more.” Chris Charlesworih

NME

n AVID GILMOURIS almost by accident probably
)the most proficient musician in the Floyd
-t without, in terms of his guitar work, ever
imposinganykind of “personality” on the group. Past
historyreveals his styleand approach asbeing, tosay the
least, malleable.

Gilmourjoined theband in’67 as replacement for Syd
Barrett. They'dall known each other from the band’s
embryonic Cambridgedays. Prior to this Gilmour had been
giggingin Franceand was, on hisownadmission, afairly
stock rock guitarist whose rootsextended nofurther than
HankMarvin.

“Atthetime,” reports the Floyd’s then co-manager, Pete
Jenner, “Dave was doingvery effective take-offs of Hendrix-
styleguitarplaying. Sothe bandsaid, ‘Playlike Syd Barrett.”

The familiar slideand echo-boxes were purely of Syd’s
invention. Subsequently, inaninterview conducted last
year, Gilmourstated thathisjoiningsuchan apparently
disparate unitas the Floyd wasin nowayanythingmore
thanaminorwrenchforhim. Which s possibly whyhe
findsitsoeasy tofitin with such other apparently disparate
elementsas Unicorn, Sutherland Brothers, Quiverand
RoyHarper. Hence the term “malleability” mayalsoimply
(a) alack of personality in musicalstyleand therefore (b)
asuspicionofan “it'sonlyagig” philosophy.

Inaway, youcould say that Gilmour was ageezer who
struck lucky-which iswhy, I'vealways felt,
he'sregarded theband-and hisrolewithin
it—withacertaintingeofcynicism.

It'salmost asif the Floyd, havingloafed
about half-seriouslyin thebeginningas
“TheArchitectural Abdabs”, garnered their
personafrom Barrettandwhen hedropped
out, forwantofanythingbettertodo, clung
ontothe momentum he provided. Until
inamanner of speaking-successcrept up
frombehind and goosed them.

Sometimein-between, of course, they
musthaverealised, that they were On To
AGood Thing. TheFloyd are nothingif
not shrewd. More, even, than Brian Eno,
they’re wellaware of the benefits of
concoctingalow-profile Emperor’s New
Clothes’syndrome-whichiswhy, I'd
guess, Roger Waters makes nolittle show
onstage of hisapparent disdain for their audiences. And why too (you'll
havenoticed) that the band do few interviews, and when they do, tryand
avoid discussingtheintrinsicgrits of theirmusictoomuch..

Theylike, you see, for youtomake yourowndeductions—and with
intellectual paranoiain theascendant (possibly asaresult of The Rise Of
The Reefer) how can theyfail? Thus confronted, Gilmour’sattitude
remainsuniformly laissez-faire.

“Cynical?” he says querulously. “So, | mean, last nightonstage was just
sohungup.Becauseitwasn't very good.

Atone point-the night before the Thursday gig- thefirst of their
Wembley gigs-he'draised hiseyebrowsasif tosay, “Let’s packitin and
pissoffhome.” But nowit's Friday morning and we're camped downin
thebedroom of hisrecently renovated Notting Hill townhouse.

Concertlicksfirst, please Dave. How about the gaps between numbers

Rogerstalling over lighting acigarette with his “well, wecan do this,
we'reartists” attitude?

‘Ohyeah. Butldon'trealiythink that'swhatit’sdownto.It’sjust... ah.
[dunno... Rogerlikessmokingcigarettes. He can’'t get through agig
withoutafewstraights.” Heis, however, more than willingtoadmit that
Thursday night's gig was “probably the worst we've done on the whole
tour. Thefirsthalf..." he continueslanguidly“.. when that wasn’t very
gooditdidn'tparticularlyworry mebecausethey'reall new thingsand




we're not doingthem very well yet. But we have done them betterthan
that. 1 thought the second halfwould clickinto placebecauseithas done
onacoupleofother nightswhen the firsthaifwasn't good.”

Thestandard of musicianship was verylow - forexample, Rick Wright's
soloon theendof “UsAndThem”, which didn'tapproximateto the
recorded version in anyway. Yes?

“In thefirst half... thesound wasn’tverygood and the vocal mics were
pretty terrible-which makesit thatmuch hardertosingand that much
hardertowork.Andalsoit didn'tsound asif therewasanybassand
drums. Unlessthere’sabitofthat‘coompl’, youcan'treallygetoff... It
wasjustoneof those nights where you bumblearoundand don't really get
anything together. [tsounded ragged all thewaythrough. ltdoesn’t worry
meparticularly;itjusthappenssometimes. Justchemistryreally, innit?”

Mmmm. Well, OK, was theaudience's response anaccurate one, then?

“Ithink theyenjoyedit reasonably-butl thinkalot of peopledidn’t
really think it was verygood. There’sa difference between goinghomeand
thinkingit was pretty good and goinghome and thinking ‘wow’. And 1
knowwe doget that pretty often. More nights than not Iknow that most of
the people there are goingtogo home andsay, ‘Whatagroove!’ [ think they
probablywant to convince themselves that they did havea groove just so
thattheydon'tthinktheyhitonabad one... and wasted their money.”

Right. Ontothe BigPicture. The band hasreached alevel now-with
Moon-where, inevitably, when you're ata party, someone will putiton
and everyone will say, ‘leepers, THEFLOYD!' - almostasaconditioned
reflex, ie, whatever-the-Floyd-do-is-hallowed. How doyou feel about it?

“It'sadrag.”

It'salmostasifthe band could put outa doublealbum of Rogertuning
hisbassandit'dsell.

“I'm sure there would be people who'd react thatway-butI'msuresales
figureswould reflectabad albumin theend. ButI don’tmean that 100 per
cent.I'msurethatifwe putoutanalbumofpuretripe it would sell vastly
more thanlotsand lots of other bands' records. Butinrelation toour
sales, abad record would sell badly. Ithas donein the past.

Withwhat?

“Well, Atom Heart Mother.1'd say that was the worst record we’ve made.
Ididn’tlikeitand I don’tlikeitmuch now.I'mnot verykeenon
Ummagummaeither.”

Well, howabout Moon? Did its musical content really merit its universal
popularity -orwasit the Floyd album that coincided with the peak of
interestin theband?

“Quite possibly. You mayberight. Butit certainlywasavery good
all-round... uh... package. Everythingaboutit was verywell done. It was
one continuousidea. It was recorded well, it was pretty well mixed, had
agood coverandallthatsort of stuff.

“ButI've always felt, right from the word Go, that the musical side of it
wasn't thathotinsomeparts. AndIstill feel that. Some parts area bit
weak. We'dhavealyrical idea but norealidea of amusical piece to put to
it, sowe'd just make somethingupand takethefirst thingthatcame-
rather than beingcritical about the musicalside asit was heingdone. But
thensome of those bits gotknocked out during the months we were
playingiton stage before werecorded it. The original travel section we
played for monthsonstageand evenrecorded it
beforedecidingtoscrapitandstartagain.”

Yes. But getting back tothis bland acceptance
thing... surelytheband is toblame? On stage
the musicisalmost movingtowardsakind of
Automation Rock, towards akind of non-
participatory, non-thinking music-whereall
theaudience hastodoiswalkin,sitdownand
watchitallexplodingin frontof them.In terms
of presentation you could be gettingto the point
whereyou walk onstage, throwa fewswitches
and walkout. Willitcometo that?

“Oh, I don'tthinkso, no.ldon’t think that the
audience have averygreatparticipationinwhat
wedobutldon’tthinkthat’sabad thing
necessarily.”

Don'tyou thinkitpromotes Bland
Acceptance?

“No. Listen,” he says (perhapsbeginning
logetalittleriled), “we still have to get off.

I mean, youknow what thedifferenceis
betweenagoodgigandabadgig.Andit’s

“T’he musical
side of Dark
Side... some

partsare a
bit weak”

PINK FLOYD

not mechanical. We're quite capable of blowingagigand we'realso
capableofdoingagreatgig.”

Butinthemainit tendstoglut thelistener'sfaculties, promotinga
glazed “OK, feed it tome" attitude (which, taken toitsfullestextent,

I mightadd, is positivelysomnambulist. I personally noted four people
soundasleepin myrow.)

“Youthinkso?” hereplies (perhapsstallingalittle). “I thinkit'sup to
them.Ithink they'refreeto takeitanyway theywant. Alotof peopledon’t,
though. We had someone the othernight who must'veknown that we're
football fanswhowasshouting, ‘Cyyyomon you Floyd!!!" justlike they do
ontheNorthBank.”

The new materialsounded a bit recycled - like some of the more
tangiblestuffon Moon. Does that mean you're having troublesorting out
newideas?

“Umm,yeah.ldon'tknow... uh... ‘RavingAnd Drooling' - themiddie
oneofthethree-soundsabit recycled to me, but they're not there yet.
I'mnotverykeenon thatoneatthe moment... but,I dunno, these things
getworked intoshape. | know that one or two of them aregonnasound
greatrecorded. | think thelast one, ‘Gotta Be Crazy', is very differentto
alotof stuffwe've done, but I don’tthink the words goright at the
moment.] mean, thesingingthing's been worked out abittoo quickly.
Rogerwrote the wordstofitoveracertain partand I'm notsure thatwe
didit quite theright way.”

But howcanyou equate doingsomethinglike “GottaBe Crazy” -or
“Money"”, even - from therelatively secure position you'rein asaband?

“Well, ‘Money’ isobviouslyasatireon... money. And itisa self-satire.
Obviously. It's easy to tell that, because alot of the lyricsrelate specifically
tothings that variousofushavedone, but Imean, I don't think we'reas
capitalistas... I thinkitmocksus, the songsays that we're more than we
are,infact.Itjustkeepsusawareofitall.

“‘You GottaBeCrazy' is about business pressurereally. It does relate
tous-1'msure-you'll have toask Rogerreally, hewroteit. Theway|
understand the wordsis thatl guessyou have toharden yourselfup to-
uh-youknow, Makeltin thisworld... ifthat'swhat you call Making]t..."”

Theother thingabout the new material is that it sounds “safe”. It's
yearssince theband hastakenanymusicalrisks, which foragroup that
claimsits main appeal is that it “soundsdifferent” fromanyother, is
alittleincongruous.

“Ahwell,” repliesMrG. “I think that'salldown towhatyouwant todo.1
mean, I certainlydon'twanttodoalotofthingswedid earlieron. 'mjust
interested in actually writing music and getting the musicdone thatwedo.”

Ahem.

“.. Youknow, I think thateveryone’sinterests have gone more towards
thatsort of thingratherthansomeoftheold rubbish that we used todo.
Likeweused to doanencore where we'd just go on and not decide what
weweregoingtodountilwe'dstarted...”

How longago was that?

“Oh, four yearsago, at least. But I don'treally want to go through that
thingof doing fiveloads of rubbishandjust oncegettingsomethingthat’s
prettygood and new. Orgettingahalf-hournumber withabout three
minutesof worthwhile musiconit.”

Butdon’tyouthinkthatifyou'd have kepton
progressing from theoriginal improvising
basisthat by nowyou could'veachieveda
personal empathy thatwould alleviate most of
those duff patches?

“ldon’tknow. Iteally don'tknow... I'vejustgot
memoriesof standingonstagefartingabout,
plonkingawayonstuffandfeelingterribly
embarrassed forlong periods of time-and
lookingacrossateveryoneelserealising that
theywereall obviously feelingthesame way.

“Maybe guaranteeingthatwhatyou playis
somethingthatyou'llenjoy s ‘playingsafe’. But
Idon’tthink we’vegotanintentional play-safe
policy.” PeterErskine ®
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QUEEN

“We're as

REX FEATURES

poncey
as ever’

— NMENOVEMBER 2 —

UNNY HOW TIMES change. Seemslike only yesterday
that people were taking the mickey out of Queen. Of
course, there weresome whoreckoned theyhad a
genuine talent which would come to the fore, but for
many they were merely aflashin the pan.

Two hitalbumsand twohit singleslater, theband can
afford asmirk at the expense of their journalisticdetractors. This week
Queenbegan theirsecond major tour of Britain. Last timeround they
were justbreaking“SevenSeas Of Rhye” - this time the new album Sheer
Heart Attackwill befeatured, but strangely enough not theirsingle
“KillerQueen”,sincetheirlead singer FreddieMercurydeemsit “not
necessaryto add to what wearegoingtodoonstage”.

It was Mercury, youmay remember, who was so sublimely confident
about theband’schanceof success-and he hasn’tchanged. Queen [Imay
have gonesilver, but he reckons “it’ll go platinum” beforelong. Four
monthsago, youmight havesneered—-now it’s about timeyoulistened.

Theturningpointfor theband s really the new single. “A double A-side,
though no-oneseemstorealiseitbecause theykeep playing ‘Killer
Queen’,” interjectsMercury. It'saturning pointin that it sounds nothing
like the noisy heavy metal sound towhich weare accustomed from Queen,
thusjustifyingtheirearlier claim of “versatility”. It'smore of amixture of
Beach Boys, early Beatles and 1920s musichall. Quaite naice, actually.

Says Mercury: “Peopleareused to hard-rock, energy music from
Queen, yet withthissingleyou almost expect Noel Coward tosingit. It’s
oneofthose'bowler hat, black suspenderbelt’ numbers—not that Coward
wouldwearthat.” »




FreddieMercuryon
stagein19748s Queen
broadentheir sound
withthirdalbum
SheerHeart Attack
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Andyou?“Oh no, dear, just anice black number.”

Itisapparent thatsuccess (in anyshape or form) has notaltered
Mercury, whostill insists on using the suffix “dear” at theend of his
sentences. Heisalsostillvery much hungup on maintaining the “star”
image. For astart he never carries much moneyaround with him. It’s not
that he’s poverty-stricken or even mean-just thatit's difficult tokeep
cashinyourshoes.Astarto thelast, he wears pocketless trousersand
keepshisfinancesclosetohisfeet.

“Ihate pocketsintrousers,” hestresses. “By the way, | do not weara
hose. My hose is myown. NoCoke bottle, nothingstuffed down there.”

Ofcourse, Freddie. However, stickingrigidly to thestarimage hasits
drawbacks. Satintrousersaren’t thatdurable (“Isplita pairlast week”)
andvelvetand sequinshave anastyhabitof dullingin the rain. Still, they
create the desired effect of getting people tostare. Mercurystilladores
thestares, ofcourse-he’sinsisted allalonghe’sastarandthinks he
should dressaccordingly. But forall the high camp, he’s got some grey
matterinthathead ofhis. It was, after all, Mercurywho wrotesixofthe 13
cutson thenewalbum, and beingartisticallyinclined, it was he who
provided the ideafor thealbumsleeve.

“God, the agornywe went through to have the picturestaken, dear. Can
youimaginetryingtoconvince the othersto cover themselvesin Vaseline
and then haveahose of water turned onthem?”

Sheeragony, Freddie. Theend result is four membersof theband
lookingdecidedly un-regal, tanned and healthy,and as drenched as if
they've beensweatingfor aweek.

“Everyone was expecting somesort of cover. A Queen [l cover, really,
butthisis completely new. It’s not that we'rechangingaltogether -it'sjust
aphaseweare going through.”

Butwon’t Queen devoteesbe atrifle worried by this newimage?

“Theywillloveit. We'restillas poncey as ever. We'restill the dandies we
started out to be. We're just showing people we’re not merely aload of
poofs, thatwearecapable of other things.”

The album, asdetailed above, boasts 13 tracks
~most of them a mere three minutesinlength.

“Notacollection of singles, dear ~although we
mightdrawanotherone off later for asingle. I'm
notabsolutely sureabout that, though. No, not
allthe numberslast for ages. There were justso
many songswewanted todo.And it makesa
changeto haveshortnumbers. It’sso varied that
wewereabletogo toextremes. [only had about
twoweeks towrite my songs, so we’ve been
working [expletivedeleted] hard.”

Itshould be noted that the BBC seem to have
taken “KillerQueen” to their collective bosom,
since they've been floggingit to death.
Iwonderif theywould besokeenifthey
realised the truestory behind thesingle.

Mercuryelucidates: “It'saboutahigh-
classcallgirl. 'mtryingtosaythat
classypeople can be whoresaswell.

That’swhat thesongisabout, though I'd
prefer people to put theirinterpretation
uponit-toreadintoit what theylike.”

TheBritish touris theirfirstlive
manifestationsincetheirill-fated
Americanbonanza, when they played

“Some girls
hissed, “You
devil. They
think were
really nasty”

supportto Mott The Hoopleand returned early after guitarist Brian May
contracted hepatitis. Asif that wasn'tbad enough, Maywas later
informed thathe had an ulcer. Currently hesstillhas acertainairoffrailty
surrounding him, butclaimstobefeeling “better than ever”.

Mercuryadvises: “Brian has got tolook after himselfin future. Weall
wanttomakesuresomethinglike that never happensagain.Sohe’ll have
toeat theright things and steer clear ofhamburgers.”

Mostinopportune, one would have thought, quitting their first US tour
halfway through. Mercury, however, is confident as everof the band’s
chancesinAmerica.

“Wedid what we had to do, anyway. Sure, awhole tour would have
helped usabit more, but there’s nosuch thingas ‘'welostourchance'. [
stillbelieve that the time isrightfor usthereand we're goingback pretty
soon. Wereallydid it - 'cos when we came back you should have seen the
write-ups. Theywere beautiful and theyjust want us to comeback as
soonaswecan. Theyarejust waitingon new product.”

One particular review from the USsticks outin Mercury’s mind since it
was, inasense,onapersonallevel.

“Weplayedatheatrein New York with Mottand this particular chick
-well, theynoticeeverythingdowntothe pimple on yourarse, dear-
wrote thatshenoticed that when [did a costume changel changed even
myshoes and socks. Shealso added she wasso close she could tell what
religion Iwas, and that [ wasn’t wearinganyknickers. Shealso pointed
outthatlanHunterhad knickerson. lan’sgoingtodie..."

Indeed. Sincethe American marketistakingsuchaninterestin
Queen, itappears Japanis not very far behind. Queen Iwas recently
votedalbumoftheyearand allmembersofthe band came up highlyin
the musicians’ awards.

“Quiteachangeforacountrywhich hasoflatebeenapparently
obsessed with thelikes of ELP and Yes. We're planningtogotoJapan in
thenewyear,” states Mercury. “Can’t wait, actually. All those geisha
girls..." helaughs, “and boys.”

Seems the Japanese market have twigged
quiteearly-even now theysend presentstothe
band.AtEMI, Mercuryreceived aJapanese
woodencomb: “Foryour birthday. Please come
oversoon”.

Before the British tour, the main priority has
beenrehearsing. This time round, the sound
should substantiallyimprove, since they will be
playinglarger venues than before, whichare
moresuited to their vast sound system.

“We'rejust hopingtohaveawhaleoftime. We
aregoingtohavetoputacrossall threealbums.
Therepertoire willbe built around them. But
the mainthingisto putacrosstheenergy of the
band and hopefully the versatility. I'd
hatetojust dohardrockall the time,
dear. Itshould be good because we've
gotbetterlights, bettereverything.”

Partof thisinterview was
conductedinalocal hostelry which
soldliquor. Beforehand, Mercury
seemed a bit nervous, about what
kind ofestablishmentitwas.

“Isitworking-class?” heasked, in
whatsounded likean elitistmanner.
No, itwasn’t particularly rough.
Evenso, peopledid tend tostare
when he entered.

“lloveit, really,” hecommented,
lookingdistinctly uncomfortable
tryingtoavoid thestares ofan old
man nearby, whose eyes were
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“No, not really. I've had people try to pick me up onceor twice, but
I'mnotintendingto change into jeans because of it. I tried that afew
weeks ago and peoplel knew remarked on thatfar morethan mysatin
orvelvet.”

Somehow [ haveenough confidencein Mercurytofeel thathe could
carry offanyoccasion with typicalaplomb. Justashorttime agohe found
himselfinasomewhatembarrassingsituation and miraculously
escaped. Butlet himexplainthat:

“We'd had a hecticday at Top Of The Pops and our promotion man
EricHallinvited us outforameal. Unfortunately the othersin the band
couldn’tcome as they had to go back to thestudio. Anyway,  had rather
alottodrinkandl seem torememberatsome pointin theeveningthat
someone removed myshoesandsocks and hungthem onalampshade.

ThenIsaid somethingalongthelinesof, ‘Well, if you're goingto take

everythingoffIshallremove mytrousers...

Picturethis. Ourhero, halfunderhis table atarather trendy
nightspot with trousers akimbo, when the bigwhite chief of the
establishmentapproaches.

“Ithought he was going to throw me out, butinstead he said, ‘I hear
you've gotagolddisc.’ He meant tosay silver. And then he presented me
withabottle of champagne.”

NowifMercury canhandleasituation likethatwith suchstyle, think
howeasyitis forhim togeteveryoneelse convinced heisatruestar.
Julie Webb

QueenonTop Of The Pops
in1974-possiblybeforea
vislttoarestaurantwhere
Mercurywillbe presented
withabottle of champagne
afterremovinghistrousers

MELODY MAKER

¢ P EOPLETHINKI’M an ogre at times. Some girls hissed atme
inthestreet... ‘Youdevil’ They think we'rereally nasty. But
that's only on stage. Offstage, well 'm certainly not an ogre.”
Freddie Mercury is astar, nevertheless. The first real rock supremo
since Robert Plant or Rod Stewart.

Exudingelan, arrogance and stagecraft, he hasemerged at the head of
Queentoclaim his crown. And step aside all yewho scoffor mock, for
Queenare trundlingahead with inexorable momentum.

Freddie was shoutingat mein the deserted bar ofa Liverpool hotel
at 11am on Saturday. No-he wasn’texpressinganger at recent MM
criticisms of theband. Hewas just tryingtomake himselfheard above
thenoiseof awomansuckingata carpetfull of cigarette ash with her
Holiday Innvacuum cleaner.

“Oh my dear, she’scomingthis way,” Freddie sighed as the din grew
louder. Fastidious, elegant, hemaintained an eventemper, despite the
ravages ofiast night’s celebrations. Manybottles of champagnehad been
consumed in the aftermath of ariotousreception for the boys at
Liverpool'sstately, if somewhat battered, Empire.

Inevitably, thoughtshad turned to another group oflongago, who
causedsimilarscenes asthey trod those hallowed boards. Oddly enough,
Brian May, Queen’s fleet-fingered lead guitarist, uses AC30 amplifiers,
justlike The Beatles. »
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ButQueen's musicisfromthe’70s - not the '60s.
Cleverlyarranged, carefully timed, delivered with
maximumefforttocreatethegreatestimpact, it
worksonayoungand receptiveaudiencelikea
bombshell. Forget eight-year-oldsscreamingat
TheOsmonds. Theirbigbrothersandsistersare
learning how toyell again.

“Yes, 1 likeanaudiencetorespondtike that,”
Freddie wassaying. “Maybewe’d like them tosit
downandlisten tosomeof the songs, but 1 get
alot more from them when they'regoingwild,
anditbrings moreout of me.”

Queenareastrange, refreshingbunch. They
arein that happy positioninaband’shistory,
when the firstwave of excitementand successis
breakingover them. Eventsare movingrapidly.
Singlesand albumhitsin Britain. Americais
withintheirgraspandbeckoningseductively.

Yet theirimage may have served to confuse and sow seeds of suspicion.

Likeanybandachievingsuccesstoo uickly for the media'sliking, they
areunderfire, although they seem more disappointed with thecritics
thanhostile. The wholesituation is an exact replicaof Led Zeppelin back
in 1969, when they werefirst deluged with self-righteous cries of abuse.

Perhaps Queen have gone about the business of formingasuccessful
groupwithtoomuchskillandintelligence. Andyet they cannot be
blamed forwantingtoavoid the mistakes of their forebears. They have
theexample of the past 10 yearsof triumph andfailure in the world of rock
music tostudy,and theyhave profited from the examination.

Like manyof Britain's mostsignificantrock talents, Queenarecollegians
whohave abandoned their degreecourses for thelure of showbiz. Freddie
Mercuryinfacthasadegreeingraphicart. Roger Meddows-Taylor, their
drummer, studied dentistryand hasa degree in biology. Brian May,
incredibly, isaninfra-red astronomer,and could becomea doctorifhe
completed his studies. When Concorde raced thesuntostudyaneclipse,
hewasinlinetojoin theteamofscientists onboard.

JohnDeacon, theirbassguitarist,hasadegreeinelectronics. Ifeverthe
band’sstageequipment presentsaproblem, then theroadies are tempted
tocallon himforexpertadvice.

Theiramiable, efficient American manager, Jack Nelson, issomewhat
inawe of them. “Freddie designed the group’slogo, y’know, and he never
eventold me. Ifyoulook, you'llsee it encompasses the four astrological
signsof thegroup. Freddie'saVirgo.”

Jackhas managed the bandsince theyfirstemerged from London’s
TridentStudios. “TheygotoJapan afterthey’ve been to the Statesin April.
It'sfunny, theyare thenumber-onegroupin Japan, above Jethro Tull, Yes
and ELP,and even Deep Purple, and they used toowr Japan. But they've
neverseen Queenyet-it'sall through the Queen Ilalbum.”

Meanwhile the vacuum cleanerroared in ever-decreasingcircles. “I'm
feelingless thansparklingthis morning,” said Freddie, who admitted

-
Quecnint974:(l-r)
FreddieMercury,
JohnDeacon,Roger
TaylorandBrianMay

“To be frank,
I'm not that
keen on the

music press”
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thatthe concerthad been exhausting, even before
thechampagnetookitstoll.

Sheer Heart Attack, their third album, just released,
hadalready received a dose of press abuse. How did
Mercuryreact?

“Thealbumisveryvaried, wetook it to
extremes, [suppose, butweareveryinterested
instudiotechniques and wanted to use what
wasavailable. Welearntalotabouttechnique
while wewere makingthe first two albums. Of
course there hasbeensomecriticism,and the
constructivecriticism has beenvery goodfor us.

“But, tobefrank, 'mnot thatkeenon the
British music press, and they've been pretty
unfairtous. Ifeel thatup-and-coming
journalists, by and large, put themselves above
theartists. They've certainly beenundera
misconceptionaboutus. We've been called

asupermarkethype. Butif youseeus up onastage, that'swhat we'reall
about. Wearebasically arockband. All thelightsand alt the
paraphernaliaareontytheretoenhance what wedo.

“Ithink wearegood writers—and we want to play good music, no matter
how much of a slagging we get. The music is the most important factor.
Thisisourfirstheadlinetour, and the buzzhasgotaround, withoutany
support from themedia. [ suppose theyliketofind theirownbands,and
we'vebeen too quick for them.

“Yousee, when westarted out, we wanted to try for the best - the best
management, the best record deal, we didn’'t wantany compromise, and
wedidn'twantiogetrippedoff. Sofar, it has paid off. InAmerica, we've
broken theicealready. Asyou know, westarted atour there last year,
supporting Mott The Hoople, but Brian wastaken ill and we had tocome
back. Butwehada Top 30 album hit there, we've undertaken ahuge
project, butit’sallgood fun.”

How long did Queen spendin planning their project of world
domination?“You make it sound so preconceived!” Freddie protested.
Mercifully thecleaningdevice wailed toahalt, and helped dampen
athreatened Mercurial outburst.

“Believe it or not -itwasspontaneous! It grew and grew, and remember,
wehadallbeeninvarious bands before, so we had plenty ofexperience of
what nortodo, and not be flabbergasted by thefirst rosy offer. That'show
much planningwentintoit. Thisisn't overnight success, youknow; we've
been going for fouryears! We just got the right people to work forus, and
theright company,andit’staken alongtime.

“Andyet we've beenaccused ofbeinga hype, compared to bands
we've never even heard of, and thenfinally told thatwedidn'teven
writeourownsongs. Thathurt. Right from thestart we have been writing
ourownsongs, and that was the whole point -tocome up withsome
originalsongs.

“Inthiscountry, togainrespectinashort while seems very difficult,
andthepapersliketofeel they haveyouintheir
grasp. Well-weslipped out of theirgrasp.”

However, Freddieis thefirst toadmit that
therecanbedissent within thegroup,aswell
aswithout.

“Wetend to work well under pressure. Butdo
werow? Oh mydear, we're the bitchiestband on
earth. You'llhave tospend a couple of days with
us. We'reat each other's throars. Butif we didn’c
disagree we'd just beyes men, and we doget the

eamintheend.” Chris Weich »
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bedlamisprevalentinside the Empire,

longbefore Queen emit a hint of activity
behind the sombre barrier of the safety
curtain. Hustler have come and gone, and now
the audience are hungry for action. Bad
reviews? Supermarket rock? Thousands of
Queen’s Liverpool supporters look
suspiciously asifthey couldn’t care neither jot
nor tittle. They whistle and chant and clap
with all the precision of the football terraces.

The ancient cry of “Wally!" still heardin
northernterritories echoes around the faded
giltdecor. Jack Nelsonisintriguedby the cry,
wondersif Wally are alocal group and wants to
signthem, untilinformed Bob Harris already
has astakeinthereal thing. Mersey accents
boom over the PA: “We do apologise for
the technical hitch - it's to do with the PA
system and we are assured the show will
startintwo, three or four minutes.

More whistles, as tough-lookinglads
in white trousers and combat jackets
with ELP and Jethro Tull emblazoned on
the back pass beer bottles and conduct
the audience with cheeky gestures. It's allin
fun andthe only mild aggro comes when the
Queen’s entourage from London try toclaim
their seats near the front. “Fuck off!” directs
one youth as PR Tony Brainsby pleads for his
seat. “Allthese seats are taken,up to that
gentlemanthere,” says Tony, pointing at me.

Ribald laughter from the watchingsstalls,
andrepeatedcries of, “Ooh - gentleman!”
Grousing, the seat pirates eventually
relinquish their hold, with dark mutterings of,
“Alright, but we'll see you outside.”

The battle wasin vain, for as the party took
their seats, the safely curtain went up, and the
audience rushed forward. Instantly the house
lights went up again and the curtainjerked
uncertainly down. A nervous man with face
ashen of hue appeared at the side of the stage
cladinincongruous eveningdress, asifhe
were the master of ceremonies and this was
old-tyme music hall.

“There is no way we are going to start...” he
began.“Allyou have to dois enjoy the show...”
But there was a way. Somebody turned a
blinding spotlight on the managerial figure,
andhe retired defeated, as the curtain halted
inmid-descent and began ajerky upward
movement. Within seconds most of the
audience were standingup togaze
desperately at the darkened empty stage,
andthere they were - shadowy figures
bounding towards the waiting
instruments. The lights blazed,
andthere was evil Fred, clad all
in white, the archetypal demon
rock singer, pouting and
snarling: “Queenis back.
What do you think of that?”

A tumultuous roar indicated

THE GIG: AN atmosphere approaching
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that the mob were well
disposed totheidea.

It was difficult to assess the early part of the
band's performance because the fans, with
that wonderful selfishness of clamorous
youth, decided to stand on their seats, their
bodies screening both sight and sound. As
aguest, | was not tooworried
onmy account, but felt sorry
for the kids at the back who
had paid their cash.

Retiring to the back of the
theatre, and givingup the
hard-won seats, we watched
the scenes of tumult,
includingaboy oncrutches,
perhapsunable tosee, but
desperately waving his steel
supportsinsupplication. The
band's strategy and appeal beganto take
shape as they tore through such dramatic
pieces as “Now I'm Here", “Ogre Battle",
“Father To Son” and “White Queen” from the
second album.

Roger's drumsare the band’s workhorse,
punchinghome the arrangements, and
mixing a sophisticated technique with violent
attack. Roger says his favourite drummeris
JohnBonham.Brianis afervent, emotional
guitarist, whois like a Ronno figure to
Freddie,andis obviously a
gifted musician. The onstage
attentionis judiciously divided
betweenthem, and when May
takes asolo on hishomemade
guitar, Mercury leaves the
stage,only toreturnina
stunning new costume.

There was evil
Fred, pouting and
snarling: “Queen
is back. What do

you think of that?”

® December8,1974:
Queenatthe
Congresgebouwin

TheHague,Holland

Into amedley now, and apart fromtheir
slickness and Freddie's dynamic presence,
the extra power of almost choral vocal
harmoniesis appreciated, something that few
bands with a central lead singer can achieve.
The camper aspects of Queen are displayed
in“Leroy Brown", agay, Dixieland tune that
Freddieinsistsisinspired by
The Pointer Sisters. Then
their first hit,“Seven Seas
Of Rhye”,and alunatic
tempo on“Stone Cold
Crazy”, “Liar” and the finale
from*“Lap Of The Gods".

Dryicebegantoenvelop
thestage,andasredlight
glowed through the fog,
group and audience tookon
aneerie aspect, likeascene
from some Wagnerian forest,asarmswaved
like youngsaplingsinanight breeze. Thenan
explosion of white light, and two red flares
burnover adeserted stage. Queenhave
gone, signalling a desperate roar of “MORE!”
After some three minutes, the band
respondedto the insistent demand “We want
Queen”, Wally having been long forgotten.
Into “Big Spender”, with its slow, measured
pace,and finally “Modern Times Rock'n'Roll”,
an apt anthem for agroup of our times.

The band are still developing, and their
mixture of heavy rock and glamorous display
might seem curious. But as Queen makes its
royal tour of the land, the effect on their
subjectistoinspire unmitigated loyalty. And
amidst predictions of gloom for the British
rock scene, it is a healthy and encouraging
spectacle. Chris Welch
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HY HAVE YOU decided to callita
day?lsthe experimentover?
Yes, and for threereasons. The

firstis thatit representsachangeinthe world.
Second, where lonce considered being part of
abandlike Crimsontobe the best liberal
educationayoungman could receive, | now
know thatisn't so. And third, the energies
involvedin the particular lifestyle ofthe band
andinthe musicarenolonger of value to the
way llive.

But to go back to the first point, the change
inthe world. At the moment, we're going
through atransition fromthe, if youlike,
old world to the new. The old world is
characterised by what one contemporary
philosopher has termed “the dinosaur
civilisation”, large and unwieldy, without
much intelligence - just like the dinosaur.

Anexample ofthis would be, say, Americaor
any huge, worldwide power. Another would be
any large band with lots and lots of road
managers... Allthese units originally start out
toservice aneed, but younow have a situation
where, being creative, they have to create
needsinorder that they may continue to exist.
Inother words, they've become vampiric.

The interesting point is that anumber
of groups are still going when the musicians
involved arenolongerin charge ofthe
situation. With King Crimson, although
that situation hadn't yetbeenreached, it
could have developed that way within the
next six months...
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It wasbecominga dinosaur, then? No, It
would never have become a dinosaur. Butit
would have become a smaller versionofa
dinosaur. A mechanical situation would have
developed which would have been unwieldy.
Andthe band wouldn’thave been sufficiently
small,independent andintelligent enough to
existinthe new world.

Andthose, ofcourse, are the attributes of
the new world: small, mobile, independent
andintelligent units, whetherit's, ah... Instead
of acity, you'll get small, self-sufficient
communities, modernvillages. And instead of
King Crimson, you're now gettingme - a small,
independent, mobile andintelligent unit.

Butthe transition between the old and the
new has already begun. The old worldis, in
fact,dead and what we're seeing now is, if you
like, the death throes. The large units have
immenseresourcesandalotof power, albeit
power of anot very nice kind or quality, which
they willuse to maintain their existence.

The transition will reach its most marked
pointinthe years1990t01999. Within that
period there will be the greatest friction,
and unless there are people with a certain
education, we could see the complete collapse
of civilisation as we know it and aperiod of
devastation which could last, maybe, 300
years. It willbe comparable, perhaps, to the
collapse of the Minoan civilisation.

Butyouseemtobe conjuringfacts andfigure
out of thin air. How do you substantiate your

RobertFripp: “Instead
ofKingCrimson,you're
now gettingme -asmall,
independent, mobile
andintelligentunit”
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claims? | base all this, firstly, on a period of
livingin and experiencing, first hand, the
materialistic civilisation - I'm thinking of
Americaand workingin an organisation which
was, although notadinosaur, nevertheless
large. | saw in America enough evidence of the
breakdown of social and economic order to
know that something’s fundamentally wrong
anditcan'tbe reversed. Youdon't have tobe
very brightor perceptive torealise that,
frankly, the systemis breaking down. Life is
much too complex andinvolved to be
continuedinthe present way.

Ihave contactsin New York who are into a
very heavy economic and political situation
andthey put the year1990 as the date of the
crunch. Besides, it feels right to me.

Canwe goontoyoursecondreasonfor
bringing Crimso to an end? You were talking
abouta“liberaleducation”... Yes,inorder to
prepare myselffor this critical decade I need
toacquire certainskills and abilities. The
educationof King Crimsonhas taken me to this
particular point,butit can no longer educate
meinthe fashion|needtobe educated.
Instead ofKing Crimson, | now need, well...
that brings us to my third point, about the
energiesinvolvedin working witha band.
King Crimson was a democratic band, we
eachhad the power ofveto, and would
accommodate eachother.Butwe'd gotto the
point where we discovered we were working
together simply because we wouldn't be able



to finc musicians of that calibre
outsic e of the band. In other words,
iflwanted arock drummer | could
find a sumber of people to work
with. Butif | wanted adrummer,and
notjustarock drummer,I'm stuck.
There's Billand, maybe, Mike Giles
[amember of the original Crimso]
and perhaps two othersinEngland.
And where would I find abetter bass
playe-than John?

A European tour was suggested,
but!'d already decided the band was
comingtoanend. The tour would
have meant that the band was onthe
road bor another sixmonths, but I'm
notpreparedto keep secrets from
men |'m working with and life is too
valuasle for me to commit six
months to a situationin which I'm not
wholeheartedlyinvolved. Hence the decision
to end the band rapidly. The whole thing
wasn't discussed, as such, although | think
both Billand John were aware of my feelings.
The energiesinvolved weren'tright. Getting
onstage and having to fight the aggression of
5,000 people, to beat them down to the point
that they're listening... The band became very
adept at going on stage and smacking straight
through, but at the expense of creating
something of ahigher nature, if youlike.

To give youanidea of the work we've done
this year: from January to February we made
analbum, thenwent to Europe for atour, then
immediately off to America, back to Britain for
rehearsals and straight back to America for
another tour. After that, | had one full day off
inthe country before we started recording
Red. With thatkind of life there's alot of
things|'dlike to do, but can’t. There are my
responsibilities to the land, for instance, which
canonly be discharged by going out there and
working [Fripp owns acottage in Dorset].
Consequently youcannow see me up avery
large tree clasping two large

saws and a pair of secateurs.
lam also spending more
time learning,bothinavery
broadsense - for example,
lampractically inept at
anything more exciting
than changingathree-pin
plug -andinthe field of
musical electronics. |
would like to become self-
sufficient so that, not
only am| mobile, but I'm

alsoindependent. In other words,
Iwant to develop practical skills and,
in addition to this, there is amental
approachinvolvedinallthese things.

But whatare your musical plans?
Theyinvolve the creation of another
small,independent, mobile and
intelligentunit, whichis, of course, the
Fripp & Enosituation. We'll be going
ontheroadin November. Fripp &Eno
is,for me, the perfect example of all
the thingswe were talking about
earlier.It won't reach the mass of
peopleinthe way King Crimson did - |
hoped, you see, that Crimso would
reach everyone.

Interms of mostbands, of course,itwas
remarkably successful. Butin terms of the
higher echelon of bands like Yes and ELP, it
didn't make it. My approach, therefore, has
now changed and what Eno and I willtry to do
isinfluence a small number of people who will,
inturn,influence a great number.

I've always known that [ willnot be a
rock'n'roll star, the guitaridol that millions
of young guitarists learn their licks from. I'm
not prepared to getinvolved with that star
syndrome, if youlike...Eno and | willbe
creatingenergies different to King Crimson.
They'llbe far more subtle andindirect, but
they'll eventually be far more potent, they
will create more.

Why? Because | know they will. What can|
say? One doesn’t always have the choice, but
oneissometimes fortunate to have the chance
to do certain things. Side One of the Fripp &
Enoalbumisthefinestthinglhave ever done;
it ranks with the first King Crimson album.

ltwon't appeal to somany people, butover
the yearsitwillcome tobe regardedasa
classic,andin five years' time, people will
come to wonder how they could have missed
something of that quality. Eno and I will be
setting off, primarily in England and Europe...
We'llbe working in England at the end of
November and December.

it willbe of a far smaller and personal
nature, smaller halls andjust
the two of us. We'll be able
towork without agreat deal
of organisationor
preparation; it will be
personal;it will create the
rightkind of energies andit
willenable our lifestyles to
be civilised. It willgive usa
lot of time to ourselves and,
of course, it will enable us to do other things.

Such as? Another of my venturesis an album
with Robin Trower.Robinand I got onvery
wellin Americaandhe’s one of the very few
guitarists with spirit, an unerring ability to pick
what's right. His field is what many people
would consider to be narrow, but that's totally
irrelevant. Within that field he'simmaculate -
his feel and control are both superb.

And in addition to this, |have been offered
some productionwork. I'dalso like to say that
I'm now open to offers of production work;
thisis another thing about being mobile and
independent. People can actually phone me

“Rock’n’roll is not
a particularly
intellectual music,
nor very spiritual’”’

ROBERT FRIPP

up and offer me work. But | get nooffers at all
as aguitarist, and thisis another thing I'd like
toseehappen. I'mlooking forwardto people
asking me to play onrecords or on their gigs.

Will you be playing live with Robin Trower?!'d
love to do some gigs with Robin. But he has his
owntrio and it would be, ah, presumptuous...
butif Robin asked me to do a tour I'd say, ‘Yeah,
youbet.’No way could you keep me away.

But thereisafourth thinglwant tosee
develop: I'm going to give guitar lessons. | have
been pondering for some time the creation of
anew guitar technique which brings about a
changeinthe personality of the personwho's
going through the discipline.

| was tone deaf and had no sense of time
when|became a guitarist. And, looking back
overthe years, |'ve wondered what on earth
anunmusical, tone-deaf, timeless dummy
was doing becoming a professional musician.
Andl've found the answer: | needed music,
and musicneeded me. If youaccept that
I needed music, thenthisalsoinvolves
responsibilities. Because of what I received,

I have responsibilities, and | can discharge
these asaplayer.

My tuitioninvolves the creationof a
technique which enables the player tohave
the facility to move his hands to perform an
ideawhich has come from afeelinginside him.
In other words, it's a technique which works on
the level of the head, the hands and the heart...

Isn't this the essence of most musical forms?
Well,if you're talking about all harmonised and
balanced music, yes. If you wish to take the
rock’n'roll musician, for example, he plays very
largely from the hips. It doesn’tinvolve any
higher energies. Rock'n’rollis not a
particularly intellectual music, norisit,
essentially, very spiritual.

What I'minterested indoingis providing
therock’'n'roll musician with a technique that
will enable him to develop a vocabulary that
goesbeyondallthat. Butin order to explain
thisa little more we really have to gointo the
elements of music.

If youwere to takerock,jazz and
classical music, you have,
fundamental torock'n'roll
aphysical expression,
this very raunchy feel, but
withjazz youhave amuch
looser approach to things,
something which tends to
be very emotional. And
classical music demands
adiscipline which most
rock'n'roll musicians would find frightening.

Each of these kinds of music exist on
differentlevels. There's the particular kind of
feelingassociated with each of them, and
there's the separate vocabularies needed to
express those feelings.

What my guitar technique willdo is enable
musicians to move more freely from one form
of music to another since, inlearning the
technique, his personality will be putunder
sufficient stress that he will not only develop
emotionally and mentally, but the feelings
involved will change his personality. In other
words, it’s not so much a guitar technique as
away of life. Robert Partridge
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- .
BruceSpringsteen
andhisrecentlynamed
EStreetBandatthe - v o -
WarMemorial Theatre,
Trenton,New Jersey
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“Iwould
never

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN Che at

myselt”

— NOVEMBER 30 —

TRAINED TORRENTS that week in Texas, but the
outlook never seemed less fine. We were down there for
achristening, anyway, albeit alittlelate in the day.

Thebaby, you see, has longbeenbawlingfor our
attentions, and most of ushavebeen alittleslow tonotice.
And then, it'savery HUNGRY baby we havehere.

SoTexasitwas, thoughit could havebeen anywhere, because
Bruce Springsteen is some baby, all of 25 years old and pretty
seasoned as far as these things go; you figure he’ll have the crowds
ontop of their seatsanyplaceheturnsup.

Hewantsashot at thebigtitle, as theysay,andin turnagrowing
number of peoplewould like tosee him takethat crownwhich has
beenbobbing from head tokead of everyrock’n’rollchampin the
pasttwodecades.

In their minds he’s thelogical contender, the new golden boy of
rock'n’roll, who's finally emserged from the fastnesses of New Jersey
barsand campus hallsto bid for the public’s heart. »

ALLAN TANNENBAUM/GETTY
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TppER-DILMSER

Youtalktoalmostanybody in New York nowand what do they say?
“BruceSpringsteen!Oh, sure, he'sgreat, But, sugar, you've seen
NUTHIN'.You shouldabeen there rwo yearsagowhen he was playing at
the Student Prince in Asbury Park. THAT wasreally somethin’.”

Andsoon, blah,blah, blah, New Yorkersalways beinglike that after
theevent.

ButinTexas thatbig, LoneStarState broodingsouth-west on the map,
wherethe news takesawhiletofilter down, it’s hard 1o be blasé.
Especially when therainisfallingin gut-buckets.

“Springstein, you say? Jewish fella?” We-ell, no. Of Dutch origin,
actually;aCatholic, butwe'll let it pass.

I'snot their fault. Bruce Springsteen hasonlyjust begun to break big
anywhere, to touch thatvital psychic nerve ofamass audience which sets
theballrolling, andnoone canbe absolutelysure whyit’s happening
now, though those whao've seen him lately instinctivelyfeel his rapport
with the goddessof fortune.

Twoyears, however, when that benign spiritJohn Hammond signed
him toColumbia Records, the press mostly
snickered up theirsleeves about the “new Bob
Dylan”. Springsteen replied with hismanic-
euphoricgrin, andthen theywrotehimoffas
somekind of Dr Demento.

“Madmandrummers, bummersand Indians
inthesurnmerwitha teenagediplomar” - they
always picked up on that first, and wildly off,
linefromhisfirstalbum, Greetings From Asbury
Park, Nj,and dismissed therestasjunkin some
sortof summarytribunal.

Afterall, surelyyou had to be a nut, orgobbling
bennies, orsomemisdirected/informed Dytan
discipleto writelike that, didn’tyou?

Tohiscredit—or perhaps he wasjust oblivious
-Springsteen hungonin, sustained by kind
wordsfromworshippers who had seen him in hislong-haired, bar-band
daysbackinAsburyand thereabouts, plus newfans who were jolied
back by thefierce, jumpingcurrent ofhis personality, with its foggy
mumblingsandimpenetrabilia, the feisty stance of thestreet punk and
thoselyrics thatleaped at the innerear with theirroll-call of weird,
vibrant characters—Wild Billy, Crazy Janey, Rosalita, Weak Knee Willie
and thewholesteamyessence of Latinstreetlife that wafted out from the
kitchenof hisimagination.

Hestuck toit the onlywayamusician can -he kepton playingeven
thoughotherbands ook frightathimand wouldn't, increasingly, use
himasasupportincase they wereblown away-and adoubledifficulty
here, because he was opposed anyway to gigswith heavyrock actsand
theirattendant zombie audiences.

Finally, hehad ajob gettingbooked anvwhere outside New York and
New Jersey. Buthe didn'tseem unduly bothered because, ashe often
said, he'dassoon playto 15 peopleas 1,500 if the music was right.
Although thesecond album, The Wild, The Innocent And The E Street
Shufjle,sold more than thefirst, Springsteen had still not really registere:
asthemajorartist Columbiaand John Hammond had prophesied, and
Hammond-everybody always broughtthisup-had been theguy who
brought Dylan to the label adecade before.

ThepresenceoftheMinnesotaKiddid seeminalltruth to loom
uncomfortably overany young unfortunate who had aspirations, even
circumstantially, to thecrown.

Justbecause hewasnew, and he had the beard and thehair.... itwastoo
bad, it really was,and him not even Jewish. Springsteen, in fact, only
ownedafew Dylansingles-beingtooshytoask hisrecord company for
the catalogue-and he'd neverevenseen Dylan perform, since Bobby
hadn’tmadeittoAsburyhefore themotorcycle disaster.

Theystillsaidhe'd beeninfluenced by him-well, if you were healthy
atall, hereasoned, you'd better beinfluenced by him!

Andthen, inthe middleofthisyear, the numbersappeared o clickin
aperfect combination. Nolonger playing tochick peasand shell steaks
atMax'sKansas City, that downtown pitch for wide-eved tourists, he
and hisEStreet Band were booked in July into the posh Bottom Lineclub,
GreenwichVillage's finestand thekind of place where CBS president
Goddard Lieberson might feel more at home.

Inthespaceofacoupleofnights the boastof his producer/manager,
MikeAppel, that thisscruffykid with the perpetual grin was the “finest
actor/artistinthehistoryofrock'n'roll” could nolonger belaughed oft
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He becomes
a pool-hall
hustler, a ’50s
runaway,
floating cool...

ontherockgossip circuit, buthad tobefed foranalysisinto the
critical computer.
Atop-notch American rock critichad already come out with hisown
stripoftickertape proclaiming Springsteen as “the future of rock'n’roll”.
InNew York, at least nobodylaughed after that, nobodysaid it was
“Bellevuerock”any more. At concerts, girls threwred rosestohimin
aSpanishlovetryst, stagesbuckled from too manyvociferous feet.
Andalot of people began remarking, “Do yourememberthat time we
wentoutto New)ersey,and therewasthatband...?”

OBEFAIR, itwas certainly true that Springsteen’s performance
had developed in ayear since he was Upstairs at Max's.

AtNew York's Avery Fisher Hallin October, what once were
mannerisms had flowered intoa perfect synchromesh of rock n’roll
ballet-theatrics without thetricks, movementsand dances assimilated
fromold '60ssoulrevues, bitsofstage businesswith the drummerand
the black tenorist, agift for mimicry, and this big, dramatic whisper
that Springsteen employed asone weaponin
hisvocalarmoury-awhisper roughed out
hoarseandattractive, played offagainstan
acousticpianoandaviolinat certain sections
inhis performance.

More thanever, 100, it wasapparent that
hismusical roots wereembedded in the
thundering symphoniesof Spectorland,
securedespeciallyin thestyles of Spector’s
girliegroups: in the Crystals and Ronnieand
The Ronettes, several of thegirlsthemselves
from New Jersey, of course. One ofhis proudest
possessions, it later emerged, wasasigned
colour photograph of Ronnie Spector.

Springsteen'sheart, evidently, wasback there
inthe'50sand early '60s. His poeticintellect had
absorbed thesongwritingadvancesof the '60sand '70s—those knotty
problemsof metreand internal thyme-but heintuitively anticipated in
hisnewaudiences the response for that uncluttered, emotional freshness
embodiedinasonglike “Then He Kissed Me".

Thenumber, infact, with which he closed his Avery Hall show that night
was theold, joyfutrabble-rouser, Gary Bonds' “Quarter To Three”.

Inthosefew monthssince the Bottom Line performances his album
sales havestarted to pick up in America, especially those of his second
record, which has gone past the 80,000 mark. Still, thatisn'ttoo great; by
big-leaguestandardsit’seven afailure.

So the people who knowabout thesethings are forever badgeringhim
tobringinabig-time producer instead of Mike Appel, someone like
Richard Perry, maybe, or Bob Johnston, or... or Spector.

Springsteen says no, summoninga rueful smile for hiseldersand
betters. Heand Appel managed it OK together, as far as he's concerned.
Allhisrecordshad been commercial, he thought, and nosounds had
gonedownhedisagreed with.

Thoughthere’sasmellofburningsomewhere, he remainsveryloyal
toAppel, whileAppelannounces, in very precise tones, that his artist’s
“presenceonstagedwarfsanymusical attemptonvinyl. Anyalbumis
adisasterin comparison.”

Hisrecord company, meanwhile, bitesits nails and waits for the release
ofthethirdalbumintheearly partofnextyear.

Otherartists, maybe, will break hissongsfirst. David Bowie has
recorded "Growing Up”and “It’s Hard To Be ASaintIn TheCity",

The Hollies have done “4th Of July Asbury” and Allan Clark “If ] Were
ThePriest”.

ButSpringsteen doesn't want to be justafat cat on some publisher’s

shelf. He'slookingfor the mainaction.

FTHESEMUSICAL politics, however, the good people of
Austin, Texas, know nothing, though the name of Bruce
Springsteen is well remembered from a gig last year at the
Armadillo World Headquarters, abig, 2,000-capacity club that likes
tothink of itselfasa Fillmore in acity with pretensions to the cultural
cosiness of old-time San Francisco.
Austin, situated on the Coloradoriver in the Texan interior, ifthat's the |
phrase, plays home to Doug Sahm and the 40,000-student University Of
Texas, and once, indeed, to Charles Whitman, who from the top of atower
near themaindragrifled 18 people 1o death.



KinkyFriedman, another Texan,and a Jew to boot, wrotea catchy
ballad about it; that’s one way to achieve immortality. During the day
atravellingbandin this city mightoccupyitselflooking througha
number of thrift shops for old 45s and 78s on Dial, Duke/Peacock, Josie
andother, morearcanelabels.

Butatnightafter acloudburst thevisitor is greeted only with streets
drippingemptyand miserable, surfacesblack and shiny, with the neon
strips of hamburgerjointslittle more than cold comfort. Wefind
Springsteen lateat night in the Fun Arcade on Main Street, which iswhere
onewould haveexpected himarrivinginastrange town.

He'sliterallyrunning from game togame-from the pooltables, to the
pin football-at which the Tex-Mex kids areso adept - to Pong (the official
name for “television tennis”), and onto Air Hockey, atwo-player game
thatinvolvesslamminga puck betweengoalmouthsacrossanair-
cushioned tabletop.

He'sasmall guy, about fivefoot seven, with adeceptively rumpled,
sleepyface-deceptive becausehe’s winningatall these games. Tufts of
curlyhairgrow out from under agrey cloth “po’ boy” cap, hisskinis
sallow, and thebeardisscraggy.

Butwith hisrubbed jeans, beat-up leather jacket,and his hat tipped
raffishly overone eye, he becomes at second glance something quite
charismatic...apool-hallhustler, a '50s runaway, floating cool with his
hard-earned savvy, thekind of characterthat Kerouac would
immediately have recognised and setdown.

Apeculiarlyanachronisticairclingsto Springsteen. After observing
him a few momentsshootingpool and rattling up big scores with much

“Let’sgogetsome
hamburgers":
Springsteen
backstagein
Trenton,New Jersey,
November1974

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN

intensity, I startto think heshould’ve been abeat poet himself, hopping
onboxcars around America, sharingabottleof winewithol’ TiJeanand
the hobos out in theyardsand then writingdown hisfleeting sensations,
eachrush of thought, on scrapsof paper hestuffed about his clothes.

Thatwas another age, when electricguitars weren'tsocommon, but
Springsteen still gives off this heady whiff of pristine romance, of
nostalgia forawide-open America thatthis rock generation has never
known, someoutlaw quality ofadventuringthatcutsrightacrossall
thisbusinessof middle-class white boys leavingschool tosing black
men’s music.

Andagain, the well-thumbed line comes straight to mind, that nobody
evertaughthimhow toliveouton thestreet. Because healready knew,
knewinstinctively.

Onthe Thursday morning, when the New York Timescalls the Sheraton
InninAustin,Springsteen turnstothe manfrom CBSandasksifhe’s
reallygottodotheinterview.

“It'sonly 10 minutes of your life.”

“Butwhy?”

“Itcan helpyou. Theywantto do abigstory.”

Springsteen brightensat asudden thought. “You got the wheels, right?
OK, letsget outand play. Lets goget some hamburgers” -hisfavourite
food, sincefancy cuisine makes him uncomfortable.

Hetreats the CBS manto a hoarse, compulsive chuckle. His voice has
ahuskonitlikeakernel.

“Youreallyshould talkto him. Itis the New York Times.”

There’sa pausebefore he grumblesassent. “Aw, OK."

Springsteen avoidsinterviewsifhecan,
apparently not out of bolshevismorany
attempt toenvelop himselfin mystique, but

| becausehefindsithard toadjust tothebrittle
gameofquestionand answer, of careful
. probing, smartdeceptionsand double-
guessingsthataresupposed toelicitsome
approximationofthetruth.

Heistoorealto puthisfaithin theglamour
of headlines, too mindful of his privacy to
undervalue his personalfeelings at the sight of
anotebook ortaperecorder.

Thisattitudeisreally acorollaryofhisdislike
of rockstardom, which he professestofind as
meaningless as most rock stars are unappealing
to him. They're jokes, hoaxes, gyps, he’s fond of
saying, becauseeveryother personcanbeone
ifhe’swilling to surrenderhimselftoapublic-
relations man.

“They're just people who wanna crawl backin
thewomb,” he will say, “people who have buiit
theirownrealityand areafraid of reality itself.”
Beingarock star was lettingyourselfbe
controtled, and that way you cheated yourself.

Sono, hedoesn’tever wantto beabig, hyped-

| uprockstar, playingMadison SquareGarden,
where the kids need binoculars toseehim.
“I hope somebody shoots meoffstage,” hesays
- “iftheyeversee me there, becausethen'll
deserveit.” »

STEPHANIE CHERNIKOWSKI/REDFERNS/GETTY

g TURDAVINICHTEY



Theband, guyswho'vebeen outon theroad for someyears,
several of them spent with Springsteen, arelesssure of what's
involved. The organist, for one, Danny Federici, ataciturn,
sandy-haired manwhoalso played with Bruceinagroup called
Steel Millbackin theold Jersey days.

‘Idon’tknewwharto think ofthewhole thing,” hesays. “i don’t
evenknow whattothinkofthe way theaudiencesrespond. |
know Bruceisgood, | knowthat, but I don'treallyunderstand
whatitis,orhowtheyletitallout the waysome of the people do
forourconcerts.”

Still, it'sessentially Springsteen'sresponsibility. Hesupervises
themusic astotallyas he orchestrates theaudience'semotions,
andthe EStreetBand isagroupin which personal expression
hastobesublimatedin thecollectiveeffortinwhich there'sa
groupsound andinfrequent soloing, since one of Springsteen’s
musicalidealsisthe sound-mesh that Dylan achieved on his
electricalbums.

OnlyDanny, briefly, getsalarge slice of the spotlight, just asit
wasAlKooperalonewhowasallowed torise out of the mixon
Higlhway61.Springsteen has picked themall carefully. The
bassist, Garry W Tallent, has been with him since 71 when Bruce
ledanotherband of Jersey renown, Dr Zoom & The Sonic Boom.

The pianist, Roy Bittan, arrived in September after longtime
keyboardsman Davey Sancious became too idiosyncratic
withhis prepared piano pieces and iconoclastic Debussy style,
while the presentdrummer, Max Weinberg, was auditioned
around thesame time. He's a number-one pupil of Pretty Purdie,
and amongotheroccupations, an ex-Broadway pit player (The
MagicShowand Godspell), showbizexperience that Springsteen
particularlyutilisesin his rapid numberof time switches and
off-the-cuffroutines.

ButthemainmanisClarence Clemons, abig,imposingblack
tenorist, whowasafootball player with the Cleveland Browns
untilhegotaleginjury, and who once held downaspotasone of
James Brown'sFamous Flames. Clarencealso sings harmonies,
andhe’sakind offoil for Springsteen, this huge dude, standing
frontleft, settingoffthe diminutive singer - Clarence in hiswhite
suit, black shirtand hat, with theshades, counterpointingthis
skinny, hungry-lookingkid whe looks asifhe's beenleaningon fire
hydrantsallhis life. Theband isastight as the fingersonahand, all living
within 10 miles of each other in New Jersey, near the beach and not far
from AsburyPark, just so’srehearsals will be easier toarrange.

NTHURSDAY AT the Armadillo there are no visiting

dignitaries, but the audience is greater than the previous

evening's, acrowd of tall Texan gals and young longhairs in
dirty-cream cowboy hatscocked back on their heads, in their hands
huge pitchers of pale beer which theyslop in the glasses of whoever is
standingnear.

It’sacrowd thatwants to boogieand crack those emptycansofLone
Starbeerunder theirscuffed boot-heels in thislarge barn of ajoint, warm
butstillredolent oftherainy night outside.

Sothey’reunprepared and somewhat off-balance when Springsteen
walksoutinhisbartered duds withlittle, scholarly Roy, the pianist, and
Suki,whojusthappenstobe thewifeofhissound engineer, Louis Lehav,
andspenttimein theIsraeli Youth Ork - thisslight, tiny blonde, a heart-
stealerinrolled-up denimsand boots, a thumbnail sketch of charming,
fragilefemininity, who crooksa violin in hershoulder.

AndBruce, in hismuscle T-shirt with his hair
haloedby thelighting, a tender John Garfield
characterisation withone handfingering the
veinsinhisarm, eyes hooded inshades. Bruce
startsinon hisuptown dramaofaSpanish
Johnny,sad-eyed Romeofigure, looking for
asweetword from hisgirl,all thesoundsofthe
cityinthesong, withtheviolinlikeabreath of
nightwind across the West River.

And thecowpokes, evenifthey’reall maths
students most likely atuniversity, cease
theircrunchingand slurping. “And from
theshadows cameayounggirl’svoice, said,
Johnny,don’tcry’..." Springsteen whispering
over themicinalongmomentoftotal magnetic
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“I know Bruce
1s good, but
[ don’t really
understand
what it is”

November9,1974:
withtsraeliviolinist
SukiLahav-amember
ofthe EStreetBand
fromSept'74toMarch
'75-atthe Houston
MusicHall, Texas

concentration, untilon thelast piano note, asingle, delicate droplet, the
crowd bellowsout itshuge roar of roughapproval

Andfromthatinstant Springsteen hasthem, Austinand Texas, by the
horns, allouttoride theemotions off'em. He always performs thissingle
song, “IncidentOn57th Street”, as his opening number, and then brings
ontherestofhisband: Clemons, clutchinghis gleaminghorn; Garry
Tallent, vaguely Leon Russell with his flowing brown hair and beard;
Max’s face virtually obscured by the hovering cymbals; and Danny on
last, thesandymoustachewith its hint of truculence, sitting right across
thestage from Roy Bittan.

TheyeaseoutwiththefamiliarCrystalsoldie, altered naturallyto
‘Then She Kissed Me", and then Bruce’sown “Spirit In The Night
Clemonsand Tallenton the harmonies, arasping big-band sound,
Weinberg drivingand hoppingthemalong, Bruce skinny-leggingit
around thestage, and theaudience fully twitching now, caughtin the
spilloftheevent.

Themusicis truly overwhelming, awild, heady mixtureoflyrical
mosaicsrefracted throughawarmglow of nostalgia, memories of nights
spentlisteningtotheradio underthe bed covers, when music was
undilutedand young, thesame, almostforgotten stabof joy, but
undeniably '70s R&B, the music broughtclean
andwailingintothepresent timesand
suggestingateveryother turntheinfluence
ofjazzand Latinsounds.

Themeasureofitsexciting effect isits refusal
tobe pinned down, but formeatleast it touches
somesensitive chord, submerged deepinthe
rubbleofthesubconscious, that'sexhilarating
butalsodisturbing, becauseit's rarely exposed
socompletely.

Ilistento Springsteen like used to listen
to Dylan, John Lennon and Chuck Berry-as
thoughalifedependedonitand nomorecan
besaid thanthat.Justone impressive factor
about Bruce Springsteenis his encyclopaedic



knowledge of rock’n’rolland the intuitiveuse

towhich heputsit. surfboard factorywherehe and Tinker lived,
ut 1y ey

Eddie CochranbrushesshoulderswithThe
Crickets and Bo Diddley, Phil Spectorappears

BRUGE SPRINGSTEEN

Hewasinandout of various bands, even
makingnightlytripstotheCafe Wha?in
GreenwichVillage, buthisfirstimportant
group was Child. Danny Federici was another
member, Bruce was 18, and theband went off
sec ROwW  SEAT toSan Franciscoand cutafour-hour tape for
0D 2 Bill Graham's Fillmore Records-so good,

according to Federici, that Graham offered
their manager $2,000tosign, which wasn’t considered enough.

Theycamebackand changed theirname to Steel Mill, playing
heavyrock, and picked upareputation in Jersey towns, where
theycould play to twoand three thousand peoplea time for
$500and 50 per cent of the gate, even withoutarecordcompany.

He wrote alot more those days. Every weekend theband had
anew repertoire. And hewas intotheimage, sexy with his
shoulder-length hairand hisguitar stunglow, low down.

Until one nightitwasn’tenough any longer. They wereabig
localact, and yet one evening Brucewalks on stageand he
doesn’tfeel itany more, it’salmost asifhe were parodying
himself, and thereand thenhedecides tobustitup. It was hard
onFederici. His wife had justleft him and here was Bruce
sayingitwasall over. Hestill has this mental picture of himself
stuckin hishallwaywith hissuitcase, trying tofigure where to
gonext. The next twoyearshenever played withanyone unless
they paid him upfront, he felt so hurt.

AsforSpringsteen, he setup another band, DrZoom & The
Sonic Boom, which included Garry Tallentand practically
everyoneelse heknewwho could playaninstrument. Hewas
stillsearchingfor theright vehicle, and then hitched hisname
toa 10-piece band, loaded with hornsand R&Briffs, that
eventuallywhittleditself down toseven,and thentofive.

They had been friendly foratimewith Looking Glass,
seen how they hitthejackpot with “Brandy”,aNumberOne
Americansingle,and wondered whythey weren'thittingit,
with Brucewriting these great, colourful songs—and wondered
especially why Tinker, Springsteen’s manager from way back,
hadn’teverclinched thatrecord deal.

Avote wastaken,and onemorning
Springsteen wentsorrowfullyback tothe

and delivered theblackspot. The guy was
fixinghistruck, underneathit. Hedidn’tsay

alloverthe place, and inthelive version of a;nd I Ca;n See aword. Itwas through him that Springsteen

“Rosalita” hethrowsin aFour Topsriff.

metMikeAppel

On“Sandy” heeven uses Federicion tho Se dirty By the time we've all boarded the group bus

accordion, possibly inspired by The Beach Boys

that Fridaymorning, ready to leave rained-out

“God OnlyKnows”. But the noise and smells of Austin, arather unnervingchangehasswept
street lifecrowd inon him. Ishutmyeyesand | J e ‘/\/ Y Ork through the whole party.

|canseethosedirty New York yellow cabs,

Fiveorsixof usare wearinghatslike

nosinginwolfpacks downthe hotasphalton ll W b Springsteen’s, bought in town from the Texas
Eighth Avenue, thecharred stink of bagelsin the ye O Ca‘ S Hatterand pulled down lowoveroneearinthe

air. Manhattan or those tacky towns of New
Jersey, he hasn'twanderedfar fromeither.

“It'shard tobeasaint inthecity,” hesings with anedge of pride,a
sentiment chock-full of New York attitudinising. Tough cops, bar fights,
jukeboxes, pimps, alleyways, Harleys, greasers, filthy denims, circuses,
boardwalks, Spanish razorboys, trainsand tenements-thisis hisliterary
stompingground.

Springsteen, bornin Freehold, New Jersey, lives thesedaysinan
outlyingdistrict of Asbury called West End. Asbury Park isaseaside town
in Eastern New Jersey, witha population about 50 per cent black, and
crammed in the summerwith touristswho haven’tgot the money togoto
Atlantic Cityup the coast.

ltwas the usualstory. Hismother had bought himaguitar when he was
nine, buthe hadn't taken it seriously until he was 13, around thetail-end
of that golden age of rock'n’roll, and just before The Beatles arrived to
whipupeverywhitekid's latentfantasy of successin theadultworld.

Elvis, The Chiffons, Sam Cooke, The Shirelles, Chuck Berry, The Isley
Brothers-everynight he wenthome and put those babieson the record
player, seekingout that release promisedin the black grooves. Rock'n’roll,
heswore, waswhatkept him from goingnuts, butitwasthe genuine,
horny old stuffhe dug. The Beatles were pop, the Stones hestopped buying
after December’s Children. Somethingto do with the fancy production.

truestyle of the Depression era, so that we
resembleyoungOkies, orthe Little Rascals,
dependingonyourimagination.
Springsteen looks amused at his groupies, but he neversays aword.
From thispoint, leat her jackets, jeansand caps, beatup andlivedin,
becomeauniform. The

bus pulls outat midday

onits 200-miletrek to

CorpusChristi,atown

ontheGulf Of Mexico

which combines, oneis

led tounderstand, the

palm-treed pleasures

ofaresortwiththe

financialincome of | R

oilrefineries.
Justabove
Springsteen’sbunk,
He laughed when critics
called him ‘the new Dylan!
But he stuck to his guns

wherehe’scurledupin
ablanket,asinglered
rose hangs from the
roof, atribute castby »
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anadmirerat the Tower Theatre in
Philadelphia. But Bruceissuspendedin his
ownuneasylimbo,drained of steep by the
previoustwo days’ performances.
Hedreamshe'sbeing driven acrossarough
landscapeand up ahuge mountain, slowlyand
terrifyingly, because theinclineis vertical. And
itstops,and he’s poised, safety restingona
clenchedbreath, hisbody almostupsidedown,
jagged edgesbelow.
Whenheawakens, sweatyandanxious, to
carsspeeding byon the highway, hefishes
around foranexplanation of the dream. “And
the mountain wasnamed Success, right?”
grinsoneoftheparty.
Heexplainsthat duringaperformance he hastofulfil two needs, the
physicaland theemotional, and that sometimes you do one, sometimes
theother, butusually you fall shortonboth. Inside himself he envisions
theselitilegates, and throughout the performance he goes through each
oneuntilBOOM!-the bigrelease! Butalwaysthere's anotherone there,
alwaysjustone, and theintensity of the feelingburns in his stomach,
needingto bereleased, because performingisthe only thinghe ever does
inhislifeand hehastogoall the way withit.
£ Hisphilosophyis,youhave todrain yourself, yourband, and your
¢ audience, andinitsplacethe performer leaves somethi ngelse,an
indefinable something. Butforall partiesit’s the sense of release that’s
important. Musicissimply the modus operandi.

Because,” he willelaborate, “a movie, music, abook - whatever
everybody usesthesethings tosatisfyaneed. Creatingisarelease in
itself. Everything'sarelease.
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“A movie,
music, a book —
everybody uses
these things to
satisfy a need”

That'swhatit’saboutin society-yougotta
getreleased,” laughingat hisown intensity.

“That’swhateveryhodywants; that's why
theaudience come, man. They don’tcome to
say, 'Hey,you'regreat! or to bejived with rock
starsandstuff-they mightn’teven knowwhy
they come-butthey come toget release, 1o be
setfree.

“Thethink they’re gonnagetsomethingthey
need, andit’s gottabe more than justjump up
and downand ‘boogie, boogie!’

“Whathappensisthat people cheat
themselves and they don’tknow it. | would
never cheat myself. If you don’t cheat yourself,
youdon'tcheatanybody. You can never play
too much, forexample; there are never too manyencores.

‘Ifyoucan’tlet me doanencore, let mesmash achair orsomethin’.
Idon’tknowifthere’s ever enough of arelease. Maybeit comeswhen you
die, the Ultimate Release.

InCorpus Christithatnight, where he's topping the bill overold Sir
DouglasQuintetorganist Augie Meyers, the local cat from San Antonio
hedoesfourencores, even though there areonly300 people in the
1,700-seater RitzTheatre.

There'sbeen noairplay on him, noannouncements, noadvert ising.
Asaword of mouthhe’sawhisper down here in darkest Texas. .. but the
audienceisecstatic, goingtotallybananasin this bare, white-bricked
theatre that was built back in the 1920s as a vaudeville hall.

And Springsteen gushes, comingoff really high, saying, “No, man, it
doesn’tmatterhowmany are there. Sometimesit'seven better when
there’snotalot there. Youget offon yourselfand the band.



November30,1974:
onstageatthe Trenton
WarMemorialHall
withtenorsaxplayer
Clarence Clemons,
formerlyoneof James

Brown’sFamousFlames Heknows that nexttime he played here it
wouldbe full;butit’s unlikely there willbea
nexttime. For thisisan altogether grey, creepy
town. Several years agoa hurricaneblewin
from the Gulfand took Corpusawaywithit,
and though the physical scars have been
patched up, inspiritit'sonly one graduation
fromaghost town.

Somuch for sun-kissed beaches. The resort
has shutdown for winter, theairis clammy
with cold. So no one wasunhappy toleave that
alien town for Houston, a wide, expanding
sprawl ofacity, notunlike LosAngelesin its
centrelessarchitectural concept. Sitting, later,
inhis Houston hotel room, Springsteencan
look backon his Corpus performance and say,
“I'had agoodtime, butright nowitseemslikea
kind of avoid. It didn'tseem complete enough.”

Ifonly he could have doneafinalencore, he
broods, the show at the Houston Music Hall
mighthave come closeto the perfectemotional
dissolve thathe’sseeking. But the
management's fear of theunions prevented
them performingand he wanders off
dejectedlyasthe audience swarms out, upset
thathe’s notphysicallyspent, that there’s
energy leftwithnoplacetogo...

O LATE THIS Saturday evening, in
Houston's downtown Holiday Inn,

Bruce Springsteen is slowly shaking off
his post-performance blues and equalising
hisemotions. He’s saying that when he gets
back to New Jersey he hasto makealot of
changes in the band, to get more depth. He
feels he’s just on the perimeter of what he
should be doing.

But perhapsinside he’sremembering that
nightyears ago when he walked outonstage
and suddenly found he was only parodying
himself, thatithad become abore. He’sonly too
aware now of how he needs that shiny hit
record tosustain hismomentum, thatelusive
combustiblewhich will break openanother door for him, justas heonce
stepped through adoor that took himintorock’n’rolland offthe streets.

Andyet changeisallaroundhim. Hespendslong weeks ontheroad
now. He will seeless and less of Asbury Park, which though now
millionaires’ row, has been a bigsource of inspiration for hismusic.
He'srarely written on the road before, but he will have to adjust. His
consciousness is developing. Hehas towork itall out.

He’saguy who might have gone bad, or justbecome abum, but found
thislittle seed withinhimselfand learned what makesit grow, tili he’s
filled up inside with lots of different goodies. Everybody has it but most
people neverfigureitout. Springsteensays his father was one of those.
“And there areguys still out there, guys myage, guysalot older.”

Sowith this perspective he sees his function, hisrole, ifhehasanyat
all, as one of trying to show people some quality, some emotion, that
isreal, and the way he tellsit is lesspompous thanitsounds. Hesays,
“You've got to be able to seeyourself for what
youare,and not until thencanyouimproveon

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN

song!l putthaton, man,and I get blownaway, | get blown down thestreef,
‘costhere’s nohoax there-itwasreal, real as hell.”

Inhis ownsongs Springsteen tries for thatsame honesty, searching,
howeverwildly, for someclear picture of himself. “Idon’t know what I'm
writingfrom,” he says, “but the main thing I've always been worried
about was me. [ had to write about meall the time, everysong, ‘cosina
wayyou're tryingtofind out what that ‘me’is. That’swhy I choose where
Igrewup,and wherellive,and [ takesituations I'min,and people [ know
andtake 'em to the limits.”

Butin pursuingthisself-discovery, away from thestage he’s grown self-
contained, untouched by peopleinthefinal analysis. Although easyand
friendly, notabitaloof, he'sstillalonestar, movingon his own, independent
trajectory. He's into none of the musician’susual trips —-doping up,
drinkingand heavywomanising. The girls he meetson theroad he neves
turnsintogroupies, tobe discussed with appropriatelip-smacking noises
in the bus nextday. Dope was notevenimportant (o himasateenager.

“Peopledoitbecausetheirfriendsdoit,” heexplains carefully, “and at
the time Ididn’t haveanyfriendsin Asbury...lhad aguyl'dseeonceanda
whileandagirl, but outside of that there was nobody, | wasn'tin that
circle. Consequently, | was oblivioustoa lottasocial pressures andstuff
withinthescene, 'cosl wasontheoutside,on the outsidelookingin...
untilI started to play, and then people come close to you. Youdon’tgoto
them, theycome to you.”

He pauses, hishands rumpling through hishair. “Butby then it was too
late. [ wastotally involved in hatl was doin’,and [ had no need for
anythingelse, or foranybody. | was there,and that wasit, forme.”

Hegetsupand turnsthetelevision offand then he goesback to the bed,
where hesits cross-legged.

“Y’know, you have to beself-contained. That way you don’tget pushed
around. Itdepends on whatyou need. I eatloneliness, man. [ feed offit.
lliveonalotta’ differentlevels, y’know, because I've learned to cope with
people, whichis—becoolall the time.I can dothat, because... I've got too
much goingoninside tobe upset over things that are trivial tome.

“SoI'velearnedtoreallyflow with it on the surface. [ can roli with the
punches. It'sawayofgettingalong.”

Still, he’sin the ring now, moving up the rankings, with other managers
fasteningtheir beady eyes upon him. Suddenly it'sbecome abig deal,and
he needsali the help he can get. Heand Appel battleit outtogether,
managingonashoestring, until The Breakthrougharrives. Oneday he
wants to have that big pile of money, wants to hold amillion dollarsin his
hand, justtosee whatit'slike.

And come that day, he’s promised himselfhe'll rideinalimousineand
gotosome spiffy highsociety do, where they'llhave toannounce him.
Then -thinkingdutifully-there’s his motherwho’s worked every day
sinceshewas 17, and she’s old now. He'd like her tostop-hisold man, too.
Oh-there’sall kinds ofdreamswrapped up in that million bucks. But
mostlyheknows whathewants,andit’sto do withanattitude. “l wanna
beable tospiton thefloorwhenllike,” he sayswith passion. “l justdon’t
wannabecontrolled through theair, man. Iwannaspitin theair...”

In the early hours of Sunday morning, weconfrontourselvesata
celebration party held in Roberto’shome, alarge, wooden-frame building
setback from the road amidst thick, tall grass. Therain hasstopped
momentarily, butthe vegetationon the driveswishes heavily.

Insideit’sagreat melee, with peoplecrushed drunkenly together. Ice
rattlesinabigtubholdingcansofbeer. Overin one corner several people
playginrummyonabig, battered old table. There are cigarettes stubbed
outinthepotatosalad. The partyisonitslastlegs...

It'swell after 3am when Roberto, mad Chicano that heis, portentously

raises hishand and calls, in thunderous fashion,
forsilence. Asthe hubbub cutsout, hedraws

whatyouare and bewhat youwant tobe. But ¢ I Can)t deal Bruce tohimand makesalittle speech about

people throwitawayforahoax, the Big
American Hoax. Forme, [ can’t deal with lifein

howhonoured heisto havesucharisingstarin
hishome, he, Roberto. And while Springsteen

reference to governments and politics; thave to \/ \/ 1th llfe 1n lookssheepish, the guestsraise theircans of

deal withit onapersonal level.

beertohim forabriefdeep moment.Then

“Ifyoulook at Bob Dylan, that’swhathe was f t someonecoughsand thepartylimpstoitsclose.
doin’. “Blowin’In The Wind” was all right, but I re erence O Later, in the car back to the hotel, Springsteen

don'tlikeit halfasmuchas “IWantYou”, “Like A

says, “Doyouknow whathe gaveme?” And he

RollingStone” oranythingon Blonde On Blonde. govern[ | |ents pullsout of his pocket Roberto’sabsurd Lone

“‘Iwantyou’ -that'sit, that's theultimate

Ranger mask. Weallhaveagood laughat that,

statement you canmaketoanybody. Whatelse d 1 ks t Y 2 and then we head out for the nearesthamburger
canyousay? Andthat’sthegreatestlyricinthe a;n pO 1 1CS joint, because Bruceis feelingvery hungryby

song, those three words, in thewholedamn

now. Michael Watts
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“Goodnight!

NME OCTOBER 26

NE MIGHT HAVE thought the Faces
O wouldhave become alittle tired of

disrupting the world's hotels by now
-or, at least, that they would have developed
acertain dignity about the process.

Imagine yourself, therefore, in the foyer of
anestablishment known as the Helvetiain an
obscure Dutch town called Groningen. At
about midnight, Rod Stewartis squatting atop
the receptionist’s desk attempting to conduct
aface-to-face dialogue withthe guy behindit,
apparently working on the maxim that if you
shout loudly enough at foreigners they'll
understand you. Meanwhile, there's a
staircase to the right which, for a spell, proves
aratherhazardous passageway, since a chair
ortableisliable to come tumbling down from
the first floor at various irregular intervals.

The Faces' European tour hasbeen
underway for a couple of weeks now and any
prior decisions made by the band to curb
some of their more overt boisterousness
appear to have beenkickedin the ass. “Each of
theboysisreally all right on his own,” remarks
one of theroad crew, “but when they're
together this sort of hysteria develops.”
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Quite how one personally reacts to these
sort of incidents basically depends on
whether you sympathise with the on-the-road
partyinginthe cause of rock'n'roll or whether
you'd actually hoped to get anight's sleep.

Onthis occasion, the Faces after the gig
(and acouple of hours atalocal bar) set upon
asort of party whichconsisted of playing a
tape of the concert at full blast, followed by
some Chuck Berry and then asession of
repeatedly slamming doors - complete with
loud yells of “Goodnight!" to cheerily keep
awake any of the more bona fide guests.

Altogether, the tour hasn’t been quite
organised like the usual round-Europe trek.
On most occasions the band's private jet has
beenat the ready to whisk them back to
London after the various concerts. As one of
the band's associates remarked: “I think their
idealisto have aprivate jet waiting outside the
hall to take them home. One of 'em said the
other day, ‘Won'tit be great when Concorde
comesinto service? We can get home after
New York!' They're home-lovin’ boys, y'know.”

Infact, thisisreally the first time the Faces
have setoutonafull-scale tour of Europe,
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having previously concentrated their efforts
on Britain and the States. Consequently,
they're drawingmiddle-sized rather than
huge crowds.

Asthey somewhat forcefully indicate,
playing (whatinterms of the rock businessis)
afairly insignificant town like Groningen
doesn't exactly show them to their best
advantage.“I'mlooking forwardtoa
European tour, though,” remarked Rod
Stewartacouple of weeks previously. “It's
strange, really, that in five years we haven't
reallybeenover there.”

It does have itsdrawbacks, though: “ had
aninterview with a Frenchjournalist the other
day and | thought this'd be good, y'know...
new questions and all that, but the first thing
he said was, ‘Give me your history..."”

After battling with a BEA strike and
atwo-and-a-half-hour journey on Dutch rail,
the whole expedition took on an air of
pointlessness from quite early on. Originally it
hadbeen partly prompted by Rod Stewart’s
reported desire to conduct aseries of three
interviews for the NME, one with Ron Wood,
one with Charles Shaar Murray (“to see what
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October1974: Ronnic
WoodandRodStewart
oftheFacesonstagein
Copenhagen,Denmark

makes him tick”) and the other, perhaps, with
EltonJohn.lthad beenhoped to witness the
Rod Stewart-Ron Wood confrontation but it
was squashed by Stewart with, “Not tonight,
James, I'mfeeling abit fedup.”

The whole mood of the eveninghad been
setat dinner where, upon arrival, the party
appeared to be plungedinto abject gloom,
mulling over steaks and Blue Nun. Groningen
did not appear to be to anybody's taste. On
such occasions the standard formula appears
to be to move from depression to almost
enforced hilarity, to ensure some level of
good humour before they hit the stage.

lan McLagan conducted a fight with some
coathangers. Rod Stewart fell off his chair,
Ronnie Wood and Kenney Jones maintained
acertainrepose - while Tetsu(asis usually the
case) was subject to everybody’s humour...
“Stop talking, Tetsu,” was occasionally thrust
in his direction, after the somewhatsleepy
bass player had notbeenheard to uttera
sound for around 10 minutes.

Otherwise, amusement was mostly gained
by lobbing afew rolls at the head waiter,
naturally much to the amusement of the lower
echelons of female staff.

This particular evening was Sunday night,
and for Rod Stewartin particular, it was the
start of a fairly hectic week. He was scheduled

| “I\\\;\}m

to appearinCovent Garden, to
take partin some shots for his
forthcoming film, torecord the
Russell Harty show, to make a
couple of appearances on the
tour, and on Monday night, to be
backinScotland - “foraclan
meeting-buthow canlget
there if BEA are on strike?”

But the fact that his albumis
selling acceptably is some cause
for celebration, since, perhaps
surprisingly, he felt worried
about howit would be received.

“It's difficult to know where
I stand, especially in America.
For the last couple of years, I've
rather satback and watched everybody
else get on withit,observed fromthe
touchline soto speak. Like, it was strange
when|went over to the States amonth
agoto do some press.| feltlike astranger,
starting all over again. | phoned up the
president of the record company and said,
‘What's it like breaking a new artist? He
said, y’know, tongue in cheek, ‘We've
doneitbefore - we cando it again.”

If Stewart had experienced any worries
about comingback strongly - they now
appear to be quite overcome.

“I think about it - I'm quite aware that
everybodyisboundto find somebody
elseinthree years’time and | shall have to
start thinking about doing something
different,” he comments before pausing
and grinning... “No, actually I'm just being
diplomatic.I’'d really like to keep going as
long as possible. I'm gonna be the big
Three-O thisyear, but there are plenty of
guys making records that| could give a
good eight years to, from what | hear.”
Anyway, after alittle persuasionthe
band complete are ferried into the two
limousines, which are pointedin the
direction of the Groningen concert hall. The
placeitself turns out to have allthe ambience
of afall-out shelter, a fact that isn’t totally lost
ontheband.Kenney Jones arrives earlier,
however, and, as always appears the most
concernedabout the band.

“|t’'sbeenreally good so far up tonow.
| don’t know what it’ll be like tonight, but on
previous dates | think we've
come togetheralot. We
neededthebreak and we've
needed a few daysontour
tosort things outamong
ourselves. | think we're
ready to play England now.
We should be really good.”

After afairly spirited set
from Strider, the Faces
eventually hit the stage
to the strains of “The
Stripper” before falling into “It’s all Over
Now”. As they continue, it turns outtobe a
fairly standard Faces set. You almost know
what’sto come next: “Memphis”, “Too Bad",
“I'd Rather Go Blind", “Angel” and “Stay With
Me" are allincluded. But while it allmay be
familiar, and while the playingranges from the
ragged to the quite excellent, the bandsstill
possess that certainraunch and style whichis
quite oftenunderestimated. The Facesona

“Take an artist like
Turner... | mean,

I love his pictures,
but he never took
them seriously”

FAGES

bad night are still quite more entertaining
than the average band at their best.

Perhapstheir mainfaultisthatthey seem
determined now to concentrate onthe
loudest, most upfront material without
exhibiting any of the more underhand, slinky
power of their earlier days.

Actually they did put in two new numbers -
“|Can Feel The Fire” from Ron Wood's album
and “Sweet Little Rock'n’'Roller” from Smiler.
Yet more innovations are promised for the
English tour. They are received affectionately
if not rapturously, and back in the dressing
roomnobody regardsit as one of the greatest
gigs ever.

However, things appear sociable enough,
althoughit's Tetsu who appears the most
docile, carefully nursing abottle of Teacher’s
whisky. One attempts to enterinto
conversation, but although he's amiable, his
command of the English language is not
great. Mostly he appearsrather bemused by
the surrounding activities while confirming
he's cut down his drinking.

“Yeah...itused to be two bottles of thisa
day,” he gently waves the bottle of Teacher’s.
“Now |'ve got it down to one.”

He nevertheless claims there were no
difficultiesin slipping into the Faces routine:
“It was easy. Alllhad to do was play - play the
bass and play my part. Nobody said you must
dothisor that... It wasn'tlike that at all.

“I've never know a group like this before,
y'know,” he shakes hishead ashade. “It’s a
different sort of group. In everything...
everythingisthere whenyouwantit. Youdon't
have to do anything. Sometimes | think too
much, y'’know,” he waves his hands around to
try and grasp his exact meaning. “Sometimes
you wantto do somethingand youcandoit...
but you don’t have to, youknow what Imean?”

Soitwould appear thereisn’t much
solemnity about the proceedings. And
nobody seems to want it any other way.

“l can’t take rock that seriously,” says Rod
Stewart. “A lot of critics do - and give good
views onmusic. But look, take an artist like
Turner forinstance...Imean, | love his
pictures, but he never took them seriously. By
that| don’t mean | just want to walk onstage
any old how - the vibes | want to give off is to
cheer everybodyupandindoingsocheer
myself up. ltdoesn’t take
that muchanyway -I'm
generally quite ahappy
little soul.”

Altogether one still
recalls the offstage
incidents more than the
concertitself. Like it or not,
the Faces on tour | suppose
are stillaunique and rather
exhausting rock music
phenomenon,unequalled
by any imitators. To contrive to keep aparty
running through till around six in the morning
after hardly the most exhilarating of gigs must
be some sort of achievement.

By early next morning the hotelier onthe
door was wearing asomewhat strained
expression but still maintaining a certain good
humour. He also managed to comment in
halting English: “I think there willbe a large
bill to pay.” James Johnson

HISTORY OF ROCK 1974 | 143



THE HISTORY OF

ROCK

Missed any of our previous issues?
Get them at www.uncut.co.uk/store

THE HISTORY ©

kNONTHLVTRIP
THROLGH IC

A% = PINK FLOYD [ i%
STARRING... [ 11a's 1 % 4 ' » U “We've ulwaysf;riak ucult ”
‘ DAV|DBOW|E AR ¥z 7 - LED ZEPPELINI _r‘
“I’ve got massive phans’ g i = e DAVIDBOWIE| ,i'

| LED ZEPPELIN oy 2 = BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN
MOTT THE HOOPLE el =Y. ) ROLLING STONES

SIMON & GARFUNKEL v e N BOBDYLAN
BLACK SABBATHI ¥ . = I GRAM PARSONS
ROLLING STONES s i VAN MORRISON

GENESISIN ) \ e =
\4, 57y 8= MILES DAVIST )

LOU REED : _ NEIL YOUNG”™
| ROXY MUSIC' = L ; BOB MARLEY
T.REX . ™. 3

Ll BLACK SABBATH 8¢ vseem]
v S mEmTiy JOHN LENNON
¥ # 0o s to you - - ' '.
THEBEATLES BEACH 6 KEL ——r s
s T, E EL DEREK & THE DOMINOS ™ :C‘S
mv" DER i g 5 y 3 LEONARD COHEN
m_. = " aM | JONIMITCHELL mvnD nowu
ROLLH - A SANDY DENNY
REAM : 3
m:vc 1¥ = 3 HE | L il 1E 4 ELTON JOMHN ISAAC nAvEs .
THE WHO ..-4- B ETay ST = 4y . CSNY . | ]
. SIMON & GARFUNKEL ~ =t} | Free v THE ROLLING STOwES -
.pm 3K0I01 nuwmgﬁmw ] 1 i i
LK R SHANKAR | RANE . A ; [ aiaLL | Z6lTEE StADe

L -
VARDBIRDS SONNY & G SYDBARRETT | WHO| MILES DAVIS J(Mhﬁ




MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY

MM/NME JUN-DEC

St?Hes;
I gatnering moss
LU | haverecently
heard the Rolling
Stones' newsinglerelease,and
ithasfinallyconvinced me that
theyare the paper tigersof the
"70s. Gone are the days of
“JumpingJack Flash”, “1Can’t
GetNo Satisfaction” and even
the morerecent “Angie”; the
mossisgatheringastheStones
stoprolling.

Has thecreative talentof the
Jagger-Richards combodried up
atlast,asseen fromthelasttwo
offerings: “It’sOnly Rock 'n Roll
ButiLikelt”and thenew “Ain’t
Too Proud ToBeg”? They seemto
haveexhausted their Buddy Holly/
Chuck Berryrepertoirewhich
contributed to partoftheir
successin the'60s.

Arewetoseetheinfluencesof
differentwritersinanattempt to
halttheir waning popularity, as
theyare obviously nolonger able
to produce the old magic?

Mick Jaggeris nowaspent force
asfaras musicalcreativity is
concerned,ascanbeseen when
therecentrecordsare compared
withtheearlier goldendiscs.Are
theStonesrelyingontheir name
asformer kingsofrock’n’rollto try
and pull them through the void
intowhich theyhavesunk?The
StoneAgeisgone.

DAVID JONES, Water Lane,
Cobham,Surrey (MMDec7)

Stones: in fact, still rolling

lamsorryMr Jonesthinksthat
the Stones are aspent force (MM,
Dec?7).ltseemstome hehasnot
reallysaid whyhethinksthisis
so,buthas maderatheraharsh
judgement on hearingthe two
singlesdrawn from thealbum
It'sOnly Rock 'n Roll-the aibum
whichinfactshows thatthe Stones
areonceagainthe major forcein
rock’n’roll tobereckoned with.

Goneis thebland pop-songstyle
of “Angie” and thedirectionless,
uninspired album Goats Head
Soup;instead wehave theenergy
andrawness that the Stones’
musichas always contained
whenatitsbest.

Trackslike “IfYouCan’t Rock
Me”and “It'sOnly Rock 'nRoll”
showthatthearrogance and
strength of the Stones we used
toknowisstillthere, both as
musiciansand people. “Till The
Next Goodbye” farsurpasses

“Angie”initsroleasarocklove
song. Itisloose, spontaneousand
warmwhere “Angie” wascold,
calculated and colourless,and it
deservestosucceed.

“Time Waits For No-One”, with
itssuperbly batanced guitar work,
showsan insight and maturity
thatissurprisinginits beauty -
couldyouimagine theStones
writingthisin 19662

TheStones are progressing
and noamountof“waning
popularity” (theiralbumatNo 18
intheBritishcharts,andNo2in
theStates) on the part of Mr Jones,
oranybodyelse for that matter,
willstopit.

AROSLING,Newark Road, Lincoln
(MMDec21)

For Steve's a sparky
young fellow

Today I bought thealbumofthe
year. | feell cansay this without
expectingseveral letterssaying
Pmrubbish. Thealbumis Kimono
My Houseby Sparks. 1 boughtiton
thestrengthofthesingle. Every
track is brilliant-although I must
name “Equator”, “Complaints”,
“Amateur Hour” and “HereIn
Heaven” as the best tracks,and
inthat order.
STEVEMORRISSEY, 384Kings
Road, Stretford, Manchester

Migawd. Convictionoozes from
everysentenceliketheveryichor
oflifeitself from the metallife-
supportsystemsofthe Bronze
Giantof Fangorak.Theeyesof
MrMorrisseygleamwitha
missionaryzeal thatshamesinto
submission the cringing doubts
of those yet unconvinced. Me?
Idunne.lain’theard the thing
yet.S'poseit'sallright, though.
CSM(NME Jun1s)

They should work it out

It'sabout timesomebody told
Messrs Lennonand McCartney to

Readers’ letters

put theiregotisticbrainstogether
againand producesomething
worth listeningto. Having bought
Walis And Bridgesand Band On
TheRun, it'sfairly obvious that
botharelost withouteachother.

Let'sfaceit,nooneisevergoing
tomatch Lennon’s “Come
Together” orMcCartney’s “Hey
Jude”, butit's time these twoguys
realised that they’d dobetter to
stopslackingandstartwriting
somethinggood.

Alsoldon'tsee whyThe Beatles
don’t re-form. Theyoweitto their
public. Theyallseemtousethe
samemusicians, with the
exceptionof McCarmey, in
JimKeltner, Jim Horn, Jesse Ed
Daviesand Klaus Voorman.

Anotherreasonis that
Harrison’s work has been about
asinterestingas Leeds United
onaSaturday afternoon.
CTIPPLE, Crestfield Avenue,
Elland, Halifax (MMDec 21)

Home, home again..

lobject to Rick Wright's comment
inhisinterview last week in MM
whenhesaid: “...since moved
outofLondon toCambridge
where peopledon’tknow
anythingabouttheFloyd...".
1livenearCambridge and go
to the school which Roger Waters
and Syd Barrettwent to
{Cambridge High School For
Boys, now Hills Road Sixth-Form
College) andin our schoolnearly
allthe boysshould know Pink
Floyd because their musicis
played in our musiclessons
sometimes. Many of my friends
inthesixthformarededicated
Floyd fans, and Roger Watersand
Syd Barrett are even remembered
bysome of the masters.

Pink Floyd have never played
agiginCambridge, to my
memory, certainly notinrecent
years, so Rick Wrightexpects
recognition in the streets of
Cambridge, even thoughamong
10,000 university students there
must beafair proportion of Pink
Floyd fans.

Weareunfortunatein
Cambridge: we haven’tavenue
bigenough for Pink Floyd’s
show, nor have we a good
football club “where potentially
excitinggames” are played.
Butwearestill the town of
“Grantchester Meadows”
MCOWLEY, Twenty Pence Road,
Wilburton, Ely, Cambs (MM Dec7)
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Comng next..

in 1975

OTHAT WAS 1974. Hope you freaked completely.

Certainly, that’s not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NMEand Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythmsofadiversifyingscene; as the times changed, sodid
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave cometo assume mythicalstatus.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringingyou verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsinpopculture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Nextup, 1975!

LED ZEPPELIN

THE BAND COMMENCE another mammoth tour. Live shows are
witnessed in the USA and in England, while John Bonham (now
resembling a droog from A Clockwork Orange), and Robert Plant are
interviewed. The band also release their epic double album, Physical
Graffiti. "1t goes from one extreme 1o the other,” says Plant.

PATTI SMITH

INTRODUCING A MAJOR new force to emerge from the New York
poetry scene, “who bears a striking resemblance to Keith Richards”,
and who has just made a magnificent debut album: Horses, produced
by John Cale. “We went through hell,” says Patti. “We had nothing but
friction, butitwasalove-haterelationship and it worked.”

PETER GABRIEL

THE SINGER AND frontman quits Genesis. His plans? Stories, “video
projects” and the possibility of joininga commune-until it turns out to
be called Genesis, thatis. What of his old costumes? “I'll go down to the
village and frighten all the children,” he grinned. “Or busk the queues
outside the next Genesis gig!’

PLUS...

GIL SCOTT-HERON!
101ERS!

BOB MARLEY!

27 T0P!
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FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT

_THE HISTORY OF

Every month, we revisitlong-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1974.
“There’sarosein a fisted glovelAnd the eagle flies with the dove”

CSNY REFORMED, ANDLOVED
THEONES THEY WEREWITH

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN WOWED THE UNITED STATES
QUEEN REGALLY ROSE TO GREATNESS

...and KEITH RICHARDS, PINK FLOYD,
TIM BUCKLEY, LED ZEPPELIN and many more
shared everything with NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...
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e =3

- WWW.UNCUT.CO.UK




