
Wakeman. Sounds as if she was his favorite,
which is only fair, since the writers of all those
incredibly dull plays on this subject have
seemed intent on making a pet of Anne Bol-
eyn - or at least that was always my impres-
sion before I either walked out, turned off the
television, stopped reading, or fell asleep.
Maybe . . . maybe Rick has a thing for Cathy
Howard . . . ummm? Well, that, too, has pos-
sibilities. How about a concept album on the
vicissitudes of being in love with a girl who
lost her head - in the Tower of London?

They're right. They're absolutely right.
There'll always be an England. N.C.

DIONNE WARWICKE: Just Being Myself.
Dionne Warwicke (vocals); orchestra. You're
Gonna Need Me; Come Back: You Are the
Heart of Me; and five others. WARNER BROS.
BS 2658 $5.98.

Performance: " . . . one more time"
Recording: Starshine

Alluring, sexually vital, and distinctive as
ever, Dionne Warwicke demonstrates that
she hasn't merely found her groove but of late
is digging herself into a rut. The title "Just
Being Myself" sums it up accurately-that is,
if you take into account that being herself
always seems to mean being one in a group of
three. Until now it's been primarily a Bach-
arach-David-Warwicke world for her. That
collaboration has been an unqualified com-
mercial success and more often than not an
artistic one. This new album is another tripar-
tite effort with Brian Holland and Lamont
Dozier writing all but two of the songs, func-
tioning as producers, and recording it at the
Holland -Dozier Studios in Detroit.

Warwicke is indisputably the star, so much
so that her material has been written and ar-
ranged as a latticework of vehicles rather than
as independent entities. She sounds in her
usual great shape, but after two or three
tracks "it begins to seem you've heard that
song before" as the album wilts into a series
of star curtain calls, eventually becoming
over -rehearsed reprises. A singer of War-
wicke's proved talent ought to feel secure
enough by now to take more chances. At the
moment she is still frozen into the pattern of
her past successes. The production, arrang-
ing, and backing are elegant and super -pro-
fessional but also slightly glacial. P.R.

WILDERNESS ROAD: Sold for Prevention of
Disease Only. Wilderness Road (vocals and
instrumentals). Pot of Gold; Rock Garden;
A.M.A.; The Gospel; Reno: Bored; Long
Winter; The Authentic British Blues. REPRISE
MS 2125 $5.98. 0 M8 2125 $6.98, © M5
2125 $6.98.

Performance Good
Recording: Good

Back to the problem of the comedy -rock
record: it's doubtful it can be done successful-
ly unless somebody revises the form or in-
vents a stable one. So far, comedy -rock prac-
titioners either parody specific songs or write
comedy/satire lyrics and set them to rock
musical form. (Sha Na Na, who burlesque a
whole era by the studied intensity of their per-
formances, are in a class by themselves.) And
then, of course, there is the unintentional
kind, great examples of which are the delight-
fully ghastly Those Oldies but Goodies by
Little Caesar and the Romans (circa 1961)

Sony's Ferrite and Ferrite recording heads let
you record all of the baritone flute. All of the
tenor sax. That's because this unique Sony
development controls the width of the gap
over which your tape passes during recording
to the exact tolerance necessary for truly fine
sound reproduction. When you record with
Sony quality engineered Ferrite and Ferrite
heads, your playbacks have all the high and
low frequencies of the original sound.

What's more Sony's Ferrite and Ferrite
heads are cleaner, stronger and more durable
than ordinary heads. The edges of Sony's
Ferrite and Ferrite heads are virtually chip
resistant. No pits and cracks to distort the
sound and collect dust. And Sony's Ferrite and
Ferrite heads reduce eddy -current losses to
the very minimum.

Experience the performance break-
through of Sony's Ferrite and Ferrite head
tape recorders. In reel-to-reel choose either the

and the clumsy Angel Baby by Rosie and the
Originals.

Most of Wilderness Road's material is
comedy/satire lyrics set to rock music and
performed as a "straight" group would per-
form a "straight" song. Only on two songs do
they drop all the pretense: The Gospel and
The Authentic British Blues. (Two members
of the group are veterans of Chicago's Second
City, a crackerjack cabaret satire group that
produced Nichols and May, Shelley Berman,
and others.) The Gospel is a slam at Bible
Belt radio preachers, an overworked target.
The Authentic British Blues, however, does
contain some shining moments. Set at a typi-
cal "live" concert with a Pavlovian audience,
the "blues band" opens up with a Gilbert and
Sullivan -type song, backed by a Baroque
string quartet: "Play the blues? We are the
blues!/The boys in the ensemble have really
paid their dues." A quick dissolve to the mid-
dle of the concert (now with guitars and
drums) where the singer snivels a twelve-
bar lyric of compelling idiocy and then an-
nounces "I'm gonna talk to you!" It's so in-
credibly accurate it makes you wince. But the
brightest gem on this album is yet to come.
Someone attempts to take a solo on harmon-
ica, blows two wails, and then mutters in pain,
"Oh, my lips!"

Good as it is, this one cut doesn't justify the
album, most of which is okay but not what it
could have been. Wilderness Road appears to
be trying to straddle the line between per-
forming satire and just playing music (Long
Winter, for instance, is a standard rock/
country song). They'll have to opt for one
or the other, and I certainly hope it's satire
they finally decide on. J.V.

Don't lose your
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