
14 Record Mirror, October 28, 1978 

"MASTERS ON their 
mettle. A triumph not often 
equalled, even in the world 
of rock hyperbole." (Derek 
Jewell reviewing a Yes 
concert In the Sunday 
Times, 1977.) 
"The Sunday supplement school of 
rock ... relying on ... maximum 
pomposity. maximum pretension, 
maximum elaboration, all 
covering up minimum 
inspiration." (Sheila Prophet 
reviewing Tormato' In Record 
Mirror, 1978,) 

"YES. BUT IS IT ART?"said the 
Cynic to the Convert., 

His companion said nothing, 
unformed words floating gently 
and noislessly from halfopen lips. 
The time was evening The place 
was the Los Angeles Forum, tier 
518. The occasion was a concert 
by the "British progressive rock 
group Yes", nearing the end of 
their tenth anniversary tour. 

"Would you believe rock on a 
church organ," the Convert 
Countered eventually "A triumph 
of symphonic sound in a basketball 
stadium?" It was sufficient 
comment. For a long while 
afterwards neither spoke, There 
was no need. No desire. 

Around them a crowd of some 
18,000 - "die-hard Yes fans, every 
one of'them", thought the convert 
to himself - sat, stood,shouted. 
Every opening riff, every 
recognisable chord, brought forth 
a bellow of recognition. Instant 
and ecstatic. 

For one of the multitude the 
whoops and hollers, so instant, so 
soon, were an irritant. "Christ", 
snapped the Cynic. "They must all 
be on mandles .. , or their brains 
have gone! What's going on here? 
What's really happening? 

"All these kids, and they are 
only kids - suntanned little 
hippies from the Valley, They 
must be stoned! They must get off 
on anything, man!" His 
companion, wisely be felt, 
remained silent. The music was , 

already loud enough. 
Another hot dog trek, the last of 

many and the first of many more, 
began to the row in front of them. 
Two angular figures in blue 
T-shirts ('Tormatour' T-shirts, 
naturally) clambered across six 
pairs of feet, pausing only 
momentarily to throw their arms 
aloft as another thundering 
conclusion rent the air from the 
direction of the circular stage. 

Burning sparks from a 
well -chewed reefer fluttered down 
into the row behind. 

"YOOOARGH," screamed the 
Convert, excited for the first time. 
"Amazing. It's going to be a great 
show...." Already he recognised 
songs from 'Going For The One', a 
new song from 'Tormatti , 
thingummy - God he'd heard It so 
often! - Irotn,'Time And A 
Word', 

Under the spotlights the quintet 
played. 
guitars. A caangular d figur 

figures 
ntrollln 

bank of keyboards, Another g 
matchstalk controlling an 
enormous sparkling drum kit. And 
a hirsute ruffian in the middle. 
shuffling around the suspended' 
microphone. Almost as they 
watched the stage began to ' 

move., .. 
"Well, what about the 

roundabout?" the Cynic asked. 
Beseechingly he felt. 

"The song you mean?" his 
companion enquired. 

-No you fool. I mean the stage. 
Therevolving stage!" 

For a moment their two minds 
were one, their gazes locked in 
admiration as the enormous dais 
began to trundle round. Above it. 
suspended banks of speakers 
broadcast the fruits of the artists' 
endeavours. Below tt a dedicated 
sound crew - locked In for 
two -and -a -half hours with only a 
custom built drinks cabinet to keep 
them company - sweated in the 
confines of their working 
environment. 

(One night in New York the 
motor, which drives the stage 
around at a steady one mile per 
hour four times every hour. broke 
down. It's rumoured that the 
roadies were actually required to 
push the "dismantled In minutes" 
beast -...albeit at a slightly 
slower pace t ) 

The Convert spoke first 
Yes In the round. y'see. They've 
taken this "revolutionary" stage 
(he paused at the obvious pun that 
even Jon Anderson had been 
drawn to on Its first outing) and 
played on it all over America - to 
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STEVE HOWE: Still rotating. 
audiences of upwards of 15,000 
people each time! 

"Nearly a million people in all, 
and they've all seen allot the 
band." 

He sucked In breath and waited. 
The motions began again, this 
time Rick Wakeman's back, 
enfolded In a silver and blue suit 
and betopped with a blue and 
silver cape slowly passed their 
seats. 

Next stop - Chris Squire. 
. The stage -a gigantic 
enterprise by any standards - 
was an excellent spectacle. The 
Yes American tour schedule was 
built around It, the band only 
playing gigs that could 
accommodate such an ambitious 
structure. 

It is being brought (as you read 
this, already has been) to 
Wembley Arena this week. Bolt by 
bolt, wheel by wheel (and of 
course board by board). Yes are' 
then talking about taking it to 
Braid! 

The Convert continued to relish 
the rotations. "A constantly 
changing panoply,"he thought. "A 
new facet of the band every 15 
minutes. A really different 
approach - no -one's ever made it 
work before. 

"So much better than 
bombardment and binoculars," He 
smiled. No wonder Jon Anderson 
had been upset when one reviewer 
described the stage as resembling 
a wedding cake! Bloomin' cheek. 
Big top rock circus and that's all 
he can think of ! 

He settled into a new song, 
Anderson Introducing MISTER 
Steve Howe, as he'd introduced 
MISTER Chris Squire previously, 

The Cynic kept his dark thoughts 
to himself. The Big Top was one 
thing .. , he checked. The usage 
floating through his mind wasn't of 
a Circus. but of a fairground. One 
of those "attractions" that goes 
round and round with gaily painted 
horses rising and falling to the 
strains of a steam organ Children 
and grannies alike clutching the 
worn necks of their monts, 
straining over the top of the hoopla 
stall, dipping to the level of the 
bystanders -a blur of smiling 
faces. 

"They probably see us like 
that," the Cynic concluded 
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gloomily as a mightily collective 
Y000argh" erupted from tier 5e. 

He wondered If any of the crowd 
had ever seen an English 
fairground. Probably not, he 
decided. Another song over. 

Funnily enough the songa 
weren't as long as the cynic had 
imagined. The framework was 
taut and recognisable, the 
musicianship undoubtedly superb. 
Once or twice he even felt rhythm 
coursing through his rockaboogie 
veins. 

They had something, his better 
self exhorted. He must have 
nodded off for a brief instant, for 
the next he knew his friend was on 
his feet shouting, emulating those 
he could just make out on the 
other side of the auditorium. 

"They're Playing songs from all 
the albums, the Convert beamed 
triumphantly. "I've been a fan fo'r 
years and there are ones here I've 
never heard live before!'. 

He had the look, the Cyroc 
thought, of a man uplifted. The 
Convert went with every tortuous 
turn in the score, saluted every 
embellishment of theme, hurrahed 
the cementing symphonic sweeps 
from the battery of keyboards 
twiddled. cosseted and 
occasionally hammered by Rick 
Wakeman. 

The Cynic was reading the' 
letters on the silver cape. 

Yet it was certainly something 
he'd never seen before. And, if he 
was quite honest with himself, 
something he'd never even 
dreamed about. His thoughts ran 
riot. Here. he felt, was discipline 
and progression, held somehow 
within a rock framework. A mesh 
of sound that owed nothing to 
sustained synthesisation - the 
shorthand Of studio (nagrliflcance - nothing to eerie technology 
(dimly the memories of plinked 
and plunked albums of 
interminable monotony came and 
went), nothing to the outrageous 
solo efforts from any of the five 
musicians who came. stopped, and 
15 minutes later went again. 

Solos there were though - he 
remembered an unearthly bass, a 
Spanish gutter, much later a 
splendid organ romp All preceded 
by MISTER (if not the crack of a 
ringmaster's whip). But all 
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seemed Involved: an Intense 
mixture of sound - occasionally 
he felt for its own sake but the 
licence was there to be used - and 
rhythm. 

The thoughts were inescapable 
and he hated himself for thinking 
them. Sound pictures? Directed by 
a ringmaster? Anderson played his 
role to perfection on his central 
podium, delivering a parched 
"counter -tenor" against all the 
odds 

Often high-pitched and clear 
daubing of lyrics and phrases, , 

occasionally an eerie, hollow 
opposite to the fiery 
instrumentation In control, 
leading his fourheaded Medusa 
into musical battle. Charging 
exhilaratingly across uncharted 
oceans... 

At that moment a frisbee - with 
the uncompromising momentum of 
a flying object - hit him squarely 
in the back of his head. Jolted 
back to reality he dismissed the 
preceding thoughts as swiftly as 
he'd brushed the ash from his 
trousers only minutes earlier. 

What could he have been 
thinking of? 

He curled the object artfully into 
the dark, gratified that arms 
reached for it several hundred feet 
away. 

The Convert glanced at the 
Cynic. If he'd noticed any change 
In his companion's behaviour he 
made no comment. He was happy. 
Aggressive and ethereal together, 
the scope of what he'd heard and 
beheld had already reached him,. 
Grace and guts. he might have 
said if a comment had been 
requested from his left, It wasn't. 
He was moved anyway. 

The splendour and the solos 
mounted and passed. Anderson, 
almost mediaevally dressed in 
smock and bizarre slippers, at one 
point appeared with a diminutive 
harp. 

The Cynic groaned, The Convert 
made his lusty contribution to the 
?OOOARGH' from Tier 518. 

Then there was 'Save The 
Whale' -a splendid "rock" song 
with admirable sentiment. Once 
again the concepts bombarded the 
Cynic's hardened cranium 
Classical? No. Jazz -like? No. 
Symphonic? Not really. "A bright 
palette of sound and instrumental 

colour?" Maybe. Ambitious new 
music from masters of 
progression? He gagged at the 
thought and shelved his 
conclusion. He'd wait until the 
encore... . 

Yes are ten years old this tour, 
the Cynic reflected. What started 
off as "good vocals well backed" 
has turned Into the band being 
"willing to spend ten hours a day 
on a minute of music". Which has 
led many to describe them as 
"cerebral" if not worse, And as if 
on a seesaw their fans jump on one 
end sending their detractors ever 
higher into the ether. Or at least 
that was the way the Cynic had 
originally seen It. 

He wanted body, he got 
esoterics. He wanted books, he got 
virtuoso progression. He might, 
just might, have been wrong. That 
much he admitted to himself Yes, 
his Companion reminded him, had 
sold 30 million LP's In their time. 
They Were an Institution. 

He found them Interesting, at 
times stimulating. He wondered 
morosely tf their performance 
varied from night to night - If 
strains of "ordinariness" crept 
Into the fierce tnettlesomeness of 
their playing. Probably not, he 
decided, 

After a judicious break, a 
dimming of the lights and the 
beginnings of an almighty roar the 
'soundaround' returns. For 
'Roundabout', With a minimum of 
display the band exit on a relaxing 
fanfare, leaving the stage - It 
almost appears as if for the first 
time - together. The first front 
evident outside the music, 

Even in the vastness of the 
Forum -a basketball stadium by 
any other name - they'd been 
piercing, acute and at times .. . 

Intimate. 
TheCynic recovered first: "I 

have to confess that I've never 
seen a concert like that before," 
he said a trifle tartly. "Their 
uncompromising Invention 
actually seems to work! I mean 
this voice rose a pitch) it 
actually gets to people! They love 
It!" 

He was suddenly reminded that 
the Forum had been illuminated 
by hand-held lighters before the 
show even began. 

"Do they do that every UmeZ' 
His fervour returned, memories 
banished. "All that, all that.. 
cosmic claptrap! It's now here! I 
couldn't sit through that again. not 
If you paid me...." 

The Convert smiled heüutlfully. 
"It's a fusing of the unique 

Inventiveness of five musicians,a 
combined single presentation that 
Is one of the pioneering, 
unmistakeable voices In 
contemporary music," he said. 
He'd read it somewhere (perhaps 
in a newspaper, perhaps on the 
back of an album) but he felt he 
had to defend his experience. 

"Music you can really listen 
to.. .." He felt he'd won. 

Later they went to a party given 
In Yes' honour. They found Yea 
were real people who smiled at 
record company executives, who 
liked their families, their 
girlfriends and their privacy. They 
saw Yes being presented with rather impressive motorcycles in 
honour of having attained rather 
Impressive record sales in the 
parish of the West ('oast of the United States. 

And then the night, or maybe 
San Francisco, Claimed them. 
They heard later that the band had 
been spattered with water pistols, fireworks and cream cakes on the last night of their tour. Perhaps 
they were a rock group after all, 
the Cynic thought to himself. 

The Cynic and the Convert went 
home and listened to 'Tormato'. 
Once again the Cynic noticed that 
the album had more songs on It 

, than he had perhaps anticipated. 
That they were all different. That 
some of them he could actually 
listen to ... eventually. 

The Convert fell asleep, as 
oblivious to the sounds lapping 
round his drooping head as any 
forgotten shoreline Is to the waves 
transgressing Its barrier. 

"I'd like to get to Wembley," he 
mumbled incoherently, "see it all 
over again-_ ..' 

The Cynic rubbed the ketchup 
stain on his trousers thoughtfully 
before flipping the album over "I'd like to interview Urea guys 
sometime," he thought to himself. 
His last waking thoughts of 
brightly painted horses rising and 
falling and of organ pipes hissing 
tunefully as the mounts meetly 
rotated. 
And in his dreams the crowd 

roared their approval. 


