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FOREWORD
BY CAMERON CROWE
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March 16, 1999
Dear Ben,
I'm writing to tell you that I will be late with the introduction to your book. Being a brilliant writer, reporter, and editor, you're familiar with all the usual excuses. In fact, you're an 
expert. "I'm not feeling well." "I don't have my lead yet." "1 need more interview material." 
"My tape recorder malfunctioned, and I have to reconstruct everything from memory." In all 
your stellar years as music editor at Rolling Stone, besides being one of their most treasured 
writers, you heard 'em all. Let's face it. It is impossible to bullshit you, so I'll just say it straight 
out. There is too much honor and responsibility in this. I can't just whip a few paragraphs off. l 
mean, this is no simple writing assignment, Ben. After all, it's you-my first real editor.
Do you remember when we first met? As a die-hard rock fan living in San Diego, I smuggled Rolling Stone into my house. My mother, a teacher, was a progressive thinker in so many 
ways... except one. Rock and roll was not welcome in our home. It was, she said, a waste of 
brain cells. My first chosen profession, based on loving the movie To Kill a Mockingbird, was to 
be a lawyer. I wanted to beAtticus Finch, a proud and noble crusader, a pillar of the community. Oh, did this make my family happy. Then rock and roll slipped into my world, courtesy of a 
rockin' sister who had returned from a visit to San Francisco with a copy of Big Brother and the 
Holding Company's Cheap Thrills. I started buying records on the sly. I read your articles in 
Rolling Stone, not even realizing you were responsible for assigning and shaping all the other 
music profiles too. I wanted to interview Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young. I wanted to be you. I 
began writing about music for my high school paper, and a local underground publication 
called The Door.
It was dark at that concert in Los Angeles. The Rolling Stones, The Forum, the 1973 concert for 
Nicaraguan relief. You and Annie Leibovitz were on tour with the band for that great cover 
story, the one with Mick in the Hawaiian shirt. (Hope it's included in this collection) We were 
introduced by Bobbi Cowan, rock publicist extraordinaire, and one of the many with whom you 
had a pleasantly adversarial relationship. The Rolling Stones were about to go onstage, and the 
lights had dimmed. You didn't see that I was 15 years old. Because of your name, like many 
others, I had built up an exotic and Salingeresque persona in my mind. But then, there you 
were. Affable, yet utterly professional. We spoke briefly; l told you I was a freelance writer from 
San Diego. You asked if I had any interviews in the can, anything I wanted to send you. I suggested the group Poco. You said to send you 750 words, and you also told me to send along some of my tearsheets. I didn't know what "tearsheets" meant, but I nodded. I knew it had to 
be good, and we shook hands again. The Rolling Stones were now taking the stage. Mick 
Jagger ripped into "Oh Carol," but all I was thinking was I just got an assignment for Rolling 
Stone from Ben Fong-Torres.


I sent you the story on Poco, and a few days later followed up with a phone call. "It's 
Cameron Crowe from San Diego."
"Crazy," you said.
"Was the story okay?"
You shuffled through some papers. "It's fine." It was that simple. My first story for Rolling 
Stone. Though I'd written a piece or two for Lester Bangs at Creem magazine, this is when my 
career as a professional writer began to take off. More assignments followed, including a longer 
feature on the group Yes. It was during this phase that you called my home, and my sister 
answered. You spoke with her for a few minutes. You asked her how old I was, and she was only 
too willing to reveal the precious information I did not want to share with you. "Oh, he's 16 
years old," she told you. You printed it in the magazine. It was embarrassing to be a journalistic novelty.... What the hell, it's twenty-six years later, I can tell the truth: I loved it. I still run 
into people who remember the magazine in those early days, such was the personal connection between your readers and the pieces you wrote and edited. They still remember me as the 
kid writer who was 16. It's your fault, Ben. It's all your fault. My mother, who still can't believe 
she allowed me to tour with the Allman Brothers Band and Led Zeppelin and David Bowieall assignments you gave me-is still in mourning that I never went to law school. It's your 
fault, and rarely has a month gone by that I didn't privately thank you for it. But how can I put 
that in an introduction to your collected book of writings?
A long time ago, staying at your home in San Francisco, struggling with my first full-length 
feature, you gave me a piece of advice: Be informative, but also be personal. Write as if you 
were writing a letter to a friend. And so I have. Thank you, Ben.
Love,
Cameron from San Diego
Cameron Crowe spent many years as a Rolling Stone staff writer, and is now a screenwriter and director 
whose credits include Jerry Maguire and Fast Times at Ridgemont High.
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[image: ]t was November 1967 when my two college roommates-buddies who worked on the 
edges of the rock scene, doing audio, video, and lighting work-came across the first issue 
of Rolling Stone. It was a bracing find, a new high, and it jumped around from one set of 
hands to another in our flat in San Francisco.
For one thing, it came from San Francisco. But with its correspondents in London, New York, 
and Los Angeles, it was clearly out to be a national publication. It didn't appear to be either a 
newspaper or a magazine, but a hybrid. It was printed on newsprint, in black and white, with a 
single splash of color on the Rolling Stone logo. It didn't even open like a magazine. It was quarter-folded (a term I'd learn from reading, later, about the publication)-that is, folded twice. The 
first issues didn't have covers, but a newspaper-styled front page with several stories.
Those stories were about rock and roll, written in a style that was knowing, critical, goodhumored, and hip-neither fawning, like teen and fan magazines, nor crude and condescending, like so much of the mainstream press (when it deigned to cover rock and roll).
And, careful to avoid being lumped in with the underground papers of the day, the magazine eschewed psychedelic lettering, emulating instead the classic typefaces and layouts of The 
New York Times, the London Sunday Times, and Ramparts, a magazine where Rolling Stone's 
founding editor, Jann Wenner, had worked briefly. Wenner, who'd also written for the campus 
paper at U.C. Berkeley, set professional copyediting and proofreading standards from the first.
But he also took care not to take either rock and roll or his own creation too seriously. 
(Rolling Stone's first premium for new subscribers was a roach clip, its wood handle customlathed by the art director.)
I had covered the emerging rock scene for the Daily Gater, the campus paper at San 
Francisco State, where I was a reporter, a columnist, and, finally, the editor. In the mid-sixties, 
our campus pulsed with music. Our annual folk festivals, long infused with gospel, country, and 
blues, were beginning to rock. Musicians like Dan Hicks (later of the Hot Licks) were registered 
students. And then there were the visitors. One day, it might be Big Brother and the Holding 
Company, with their new lead singer from Texas, setting up a public address system in the art 
gallery and running through a few tunes. Another day, Grace Slick and her first band, Great 
Society, would play a lunchtime concert in front of the men's gym.
My roommates thought I was a natural candidate to write for Rolling Stone. Especially 
since, in early 1968, I was unhappily ensconced in a job writing bits and pieces for a local television station. One of my roommates, Abe, was road manager for several pop acts, including 
Peter, Paul & Mary and Jimi Hendrix, and one day in February, he told me about a free concert in a nearby park. Some friends of his in the Siegal-Schwall Blues Band were playing, he said, 
and the show was to promote a movie Dick Clark was making about the Haight-Ashbury.


Dick Clark and hippies? "Rolling Stone! " I thought. I phoned the office, offered the news 
tip-amazingly, no one there had heard about the concert-and got the assignment.
I saw Rolling Stone's offices for the first time when I delivered my report. They were in a 
part of town unknown to most San Franciscans. It was sometimes referred to as "South of 
Market," a region of warehouses, wholesale outlets, and heavy industry. Rolling Stone's publisher, Jann Wenner, had scored free rent in a loft above a printing plant. But as I entered 
through the lobby and walked along the back wall and up the wooden steps to the loft, ink and 
gigantic rolls of paper weren't the prevailing smell in the air.
The magazine was just across the alley from a slaughterhouse. That would explain the 
increasing popularity of incense around the offices.
Rolling Stone had a bare-bones staff: Jann, one other editor, an art director, and a secretary. I handed in my report, looked around a moment, and left.
My story appeared in March, in the issue dated April 6, 1968. Actually, it wasn't even a 
story. It was just a few paragraphs and ran in a column called "Flashes." I got five dollars and 
no byline. I had no complaints.
A week later, KMPX, an FM radio station that had been taken over by a band of creative 
hipsters in the spring of 1967, struck. It was the first "hippie strike," as the papers put it. Rolling 
Stone, of course, had to cover it. I called to volunteer to help on the story, making sure to say 
that I'd worked on FM radio in town. They teamed me up with a staff writer, but after our first 
story he left Rolling Stone. As the strike dragged over several months, it became my beat.
[image: ]In my room, amidst clipboards and albums, in 1972.




Covering a long and emotional labor strike called by hippie radio revolutionaries was 
exhilarating, but the $10 and $20 checks I received were not.
So I joined the telephone company, where I wrote for the employee magazine. In my spare 
time, I was a rock reporter. After helping out on the KMPX story, I wrote short pieces on Gordon 
Lightfoot and record producer Erik Jacobsen, then got my first assignment for a full-length artist 
profile: of songwriter Dino Valente, the composer of the hippie anthem "Get Together."
Although I learned some valuable lessons at the phone company (mainly, that I didn't want to stay there for long), it was Rolling Stone that gave me a continuing education 
in journalism.
Even though his magazine was less than a year old, it was clear that Jann knew what he 
wanted. Even in that rent-free loft, with its view of The San Francisco Screw Company across 
the street, Jann managed to impart a sense of style, of Victorian chic-hip, but clean and orderly. Similarly, he knew how he wanted Rolling Stone stories to be done.
After assigning me the profile of Dino Valente, Jann called me into his office.
"Don't just ask him questions," he said, the certainty in his voice belying his twenty-one 
years. He turned to his antique oak desk and grabbed a couple of magazines. They were issues 
of the New Yorker. "Lookit these," he said, handing them over. "This is the kind of detail, 
description, and reporting I want in our profiles."
I went home, just managed to get through one of the magazine's lengthier articles, and 
ventured out to Valente's houseboat in Sausalito. I took in his scene-freshly showered, he sat 
shirtless over a cup of tea and a slice of pie served by three-three!-beautiful chicks-and 
wrote it up.
Before I got my first byline for a feature story, however, my name had to weather a challenge from Jann. When he first saw it on a KMPX story, he went to John Burks, his savvy new 
managing editor.
"So what is it with his name?" he asked. "Is it like a pen name? If it's not real, let's have 
him pick one or the other. No one will believe this is a real name."
"No," said John. "It's the real deal." John knew me from SF State and had heard the story 
behind my name. My father, named Fong, had bought the name Torres in the twenties, when 
Chinese weren't being allowed into the U.S.; that way he could slip through as a Filipino. 
"Besides," said John, "it's the greatest byline in the world. People are gonna be saying, 
'Where's this guy coming from?' and be lured into it! "
Jann relented, and my first feature ran over two glorious pages in the issue dated 
February 1, 1969.
Thanks to a liberal boss at Pacific Telephone, I was able to take the occasional day offto fly to Reno to write about Creedence Clearwater Revival, or to go interview a young singer 
and songwriter, Joni Mitchell, at her home in Laurel Canyon. I visited with her, met her 
boyfriend, a charming Englishman named Graham Nash, and admired a painting of hers, 
propped on a grand piano, that would become the cover art for her second album.


The story appeared alongside a profile of Judy Collins in an issue that, to my surprise, had 
Mitchell on the cover. It was my first Rolling Stone cover, but it was a momentary high. 
Someone had left my byline off of the article.
Rolling Stone was still paying between $10 and $40 for stories, and I was content to straddle the corporate and the 
rock worlds until early 
April, when, on the stub of 
a $30 check for a Jethro 
Tull profile, Jann Wenner 
scribbled an unsigned 
"Call me soon."
[image: ]
I didn't even notice the message for a week or so, and when I called, it was a slightly miffed Jann who suggested we have lunch. We met at an outdoor seafood cafe near 
Rolling Stone.
After asking a few questions about my background, he offered me a job. He was as loose 
as the phone company had been rigid. "Just come in and, you know, do what you think needs 
to be done," he said. To me, it was a dream job. Rock and roll-and no more suits. I leaned 
back, squinted at the sun, and, trying to sound casual, asked about the salary. After all, I was 
just about to be raised to $730 a month at Pacific Telephone. But Jann knew what he had going, 
and he could read the interest in my face. He offered me $135 a week, and without bothering 
with the math, I accepted. It was May 1969.
Rolling Stone operated with only a couple of editors and an art director. They were by no 
means stereotypical hippies. The art director, Bob Kingsbury, was a bearded, older man-well 
over 30-who was a sculptor, and who'd never done any graphics design work until he was 
recruited by his brother-in-law, Jann Wenner. John Burks was a tall, bespectacled man with a 
Beatle haircut and a jazz jones, who left a job at Newsweek to sign up with this music paper. 
And proofreader Charles Perry, roommate of LSD legend Augustus Stanley Owsley, was semibald and wore, as a uniform, mustard-colored shirts and flowery ties. A lover of wine and dead 
languages, he'd never worked at a magazine before.
The informality of the office setup recalled my college paper. Only here, this small group 
of people were professionals, taking the best of journalistic traditions and rules, yet creating 
their own unique publication.
I took on the title of news editor, which made the first few pages of each issue my responsibility. I soon learned two things: first, the news was whatever interested us, whether it came 
over the phone, by mail, or through an experience the night before at a club, concert, or friend's 
house. Outside of our network, we relied on the British pop press, from which we liberally pilfered for the "Flashes" column.
Second, I discovered that titles were meaningless. Whatever we called ourselves, we did 
a multitude of jobs. We all wrote; we all edited; we all made assignments; we all pitched in with 
captions, headlines, and story ideas. We all worked around the clock, except for the accountant, who popped in once every couple 
of weeks to remind us that Rolling 
Stone was also a business. To the 
capitalistically impaired on the 
staff, those reminders-advertising 
rate cards, subscription ads, and 
advertisements about Rolling 
Stone in other publications-were 
always a surprise.


Sometimes, those efforts at 
increasing readership contained 
pleasant surprises.
[image: ]Goofing with Artie Garfunkel at KSAN.


In the mid-seventies, Jann 
commissioned readership surveys 
to determine what readers liked. In 
the 1976 survey, in the category 
"Favorite Rolling Stone Writers," I topped a list of two dozen regular bylines. Sixty-one percent of respondents named me as someone "you'd like to see more from." Others in the Top 
Ten, in order, were Hunter S. Thompson (54%), David Felton (51 %), Tim Cahill (44%), Tom 
Wolfe (42%), Cameron Crowe (40%), Chet Flippo (33%), Dave Marsh (31 %), Timothy Crouse 
(24%), and, in a three-way tie with 21 % each, Joe Klein, Ellen Willis, and Wenner himself. Jann 
scribbled several notes on the page, noting that 
Felton had a cover story in the current issue, asking whether Joe Eszterhas and occasional contributor Michael McClure had been listed, and drawing two exclamation points by Tom Wolfe's name. 
Wolfe, after all, popped up only on very special 
occasions.
[image: ]Rolling Stone's art department published the funniest and most vicious 
newsletter in the world.


Hunter and I flipped spots from a previous survey, issued in 1974, in which he was named the 
favorite writer by 26 percent of some 1,500 
respondents. I was named by 13 percent-half as 
much as Thompson, although I'd had four times as 
many bylines as he'd had in the twenty previous 
issues. Regardless of the 1976 ranking, I knew the 
score. Thompson was a star; I was a familiar byline. 
It was a long journey to familiar, however, and I'm getting ahead of myself.
After the highs, as a freelancer, with the Dino Valente article and a report on what we 
decided to declare the "third wave" of bands in the San Francisco rock scene (said "wave" 
consisting of bands ranging from Creedence Clearwater Revival and the metallic Blue Cheer to the countrified Mother Earth), I wrote mostly short, newsy pieces in my first months as an 
editor.


Perhaps because I'd been raised on Top 40 radio-that genre-blind format that essentially promised: If it's a hit, we'll play it-I was open to covering any and all kinds of music. From 
Joni Mitchell to Moby Grape; from the British band Jethro Tull to the gospel group, the Northern 
California State Youth Choir; from drug busts of Jimi Hendrix and the Jefferson Airplane to the 
death of Brian Jones-if it was rock and roll news, I was likely to be put on the story.
Those first months weren't exactly on-the-job training, since I'd written perhaps a 
dozen stories before getting hired. But I was still 
learning. Looking back, it's painfully obvious how 
much I still had to learn. Like many of us at Rolling 
Stone, I was guilty of attitudinizing, of tossing off all 
those lectures we'd had from our journalism profs 
about "objective journalism," and siding with ...well, 
our side. We were hipper-than-thou-and than you, 
too.
[image: ][image: ]


It was understandable; we were a downright phenomenon. Wenner had created the most unique new 
magazine, the most effectively targeted new publication since Hugh Hefner founded Playboy in 1955. Other, 
far more established, newspapers and magazines were 
training their spotlights on us. And, being young and 
full of spunk, we had fun with our notoriety and our 
perceived power. Before 1969 was over, several Rolling Stone staffers and conspirators had 
issued a hoax album, The 
Masked Marauders. Playing 
off the mini-trend of superstar 
jams, the album purported to 
be a bootleg of outtakes from 
a super-duper jam with Bob 
Dylan, Mick Jagger, various 
Beatles, and who knows who 
else.
[image: ]Just another birthday at the office, with (left) production nurse 
Cindy Erlich and associate editor Rich Wiseman.


And, so, at year's end, one 
of my articles was headlined: 
"Masked Marauders Expose 
Themselves." 
Yes, it was self-referential of us, but, hey-we'd become news.
Let me just clarify, here at square one, that I was not a rock critic. I was trained, at San 
Francisco State, to be a reporter and editor, and that's what I did at Rolling Stone. Of more than four hundred articles over twelve years, there were so few reviews that I remember them all: A 
Jackson 5 concert, a wild night with Van Morrison, and a Dylan album. In short, I did not crit. 
What I did was meet pop, rock, and R&B artists, engage them in conversation, and, through 
quotes and observations, tell their story.


This book is the flip side to my memoirs The Rice Room: Growing Up ChineseAmerican, further subtitled: "From Number Two Son to Rock 'N' Roll."
As the subtitles indicate, that book was the story of how I was born into a rigid Chinese 
culture and raised in a series of family restaurants, and of how I managed to break loose-into 
the sixties, into Rolling Stone magazine, into free-form FM rock radio, and far, far away from 
the doctor or lawyer's office my parents had hoped I would occupy.
Thirty-something years ago, a Chinese-American wasn't supposed to be in print or on the 
air. Hard as it may be to believe, Asian-American bylines and broadcasters were few and far, far 
between when I was going through high school in the early sixties. I had role models, sure, but 
they were people like Gary Owens, who did the morning show on a local Top 40 station before 
hitting Hollywood, and Steve Allen, the Renaissance man as comic entertainer.
I was fortunate to have chosen San Francisco State, where racial background was not a factor at either the campus daily or at the radio station. Call me deaf, dumb, and blind, but I enjoyed 
a similarly smooth ride into Rolling Stone and KSAN. If I could do the job, I had the job. And on 
the job, meeting with musicians, managers, publicists, concert promoters, and record company 
executives, I never sensed any surprise on their part as they discovered that the guy from Rolling 
Stone was Chinese. Far more often, I would hear that, from having heard my name on the phone, 
they expected a Latino ("Torres") or perhaps a Scandinavian ("Von Taurus," maybe?).
Of course, to be writing about pop, rock, and R&B music was to be traveling in relatively 
loose, liberal, and enlightened circles. But even when those circles extended into, say, the Deep 
South, there were no problems. That may be, in part, because musicians on tour move in a protected bubble.
We were, oftentimes, in our own world: private aircraft or buscraft taking us directly to an 
auditorium, then to a hotel, then back to the performance venue, then to a party perhaps, before 
the return to the hotel and the road. Still, in those moments of interaction with people in the 
audiences or on the streets, we were, by and large, seen not as black or white, yellow, red or 
brown. If anything, we were seen, and treated, as part of that massive and mysterious entertainment machine.
I like to think that we were just people.
In this book, I have tried to offer more than the typical compilation of articles. With The 
Rice Room as a takeoff point, I wanted my collection to include what I would call "memoir-ish 
narrative" between the articles. I wanted to give readers more than a setting of the scene. I 
wanted a larger backdrop. When I got assigned a piece on so-and-so, I wanted to say, here's 
what was going on in my life. Here's what was happening at Rolling Stone-this out-ofnowhere newspaper in San Francisco that had become a publishing phenomenon. Here's why 
we wanted this story. And here's how I went after it.


We must have been told how long our articles should be. I don't recall such instructions, 
however, and, looking over the various pieces for this book, I was stunned to learn that I'd occasionally strayed into Tom Wolfe, Joe Eszterhas, and Hunter S. Thompson territory, logging ten 
thousand words on, say, Santana-and having them all published. Whatever length a story 
went to, it was tightly edited. However, to be able to offer as many pieces as possible, I've done 
some judicious paring here and there, most often for space, but sometimes to make better (retrospective) sense, to correct factual or typographical errors, and, frankly, to hide some embarrassing over-, under-, and plain bad writing.
In my time at Rolling Stone, I wrote more than thirty cover stories, and, at various other 
magazines since, articles on Robin Williams, Sean Connery, Eddie Murphy, Linda Ronstadt, Steve 
Martin, and James Brown-to name a few-served as cover stories. But I didn't select the articles for this volume based solely on the prominence of the subject or of the story. These are, by 
and large, my favorite pieces out of several hundreds. Most of them are big, big names. But 
there are some that are here because they offered opportunities to peek behind the scenes at 
the people who drive the machine; to look at the machine itself. Some articles are short, a quick 
snapshot; others were built over several days or weeks of reporting.
One thing was constant: the deadline. No matter the time afforded for a story, it was never 
enough. As with all of us at Rolling Stone, and as with all of us in this line of work, I was always 
up against the wall, shuffling through notes and notebooks, pounding away at my poor old 
Royal manual typewriter, fending off interruptions with a glare and a bark.
But it was all part of the rush.
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always be Rolling Stone."
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loved your work since the early Rolling Stone days. I knew if I saw your name, I knew it would have 
something of substance. So you know very well that each thing is of importance. One has to be 
absolutely present."
I was stunned into speechlessness. Thank Buddha that Dr. Angelou could carry on our conversation.
My thanks, then, begin at the top of the Rolling Stone masthead and with Jann S. Wenner. I 
thank my first fellow staffers, including John Burks, Charles Perry, John Morthland, Robert Kingsbury, 
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Hill, Andrew Bailey, "Big" John Crowell, Judy Lawrence, Lila Hughes, Melinda Bergman, Patti 
Hafferkamp, Valerie Kosorek, Vicki Rosen, Nancy Haigh, Laurie Goodchild, Mick Stevens, and David 
"Banjo" Leishman.
I recall, with appreciation and affection, my editorial assistants, Nancy Kilmartin, Leslie Strauss, 
Faybeth Diamond, Cynthia Bowman, and Darlene Pond. Cynthia was such a dynamo that I hired her 
despite her inability to type. I wound up typing her letters-and doing so happily.


Many of us went from Rolling Stone to even greater heights. Sarah Lazin, who began as an editorial assistant, is now one of the best literary agents in the business. She eased me into the difficult 
world of books, and has been a comfort as well as a champion and friend.
I thank my postcollege roommates, Tom Gericke, Doug Leighton, and Abe Jacob, with whom I 
shared those first issues of Rolling Stone. At the magazine, I often fended off publicists, but many of 
them became friends who paved the way to good stories and good times. They included Bob Gibson, 
Gary Stromberg, Bobbi Cowan, Patti Faralla, Judy Paynter, Bob Levinson, Linda Gray, Paul Wasserman, 
Paul Bloch, Michelle Marx, Vicki Rose, and the marvelous Paula Batson.
Despite my fears, I did have a life, and a career, after Rolling Stone. For that, I thank, among 
others, Walter Anderson, the editor of Parade magazine, Keith Bellows, who sent me to the South of 
France to hang with Michael Douglas, and Claire Harrison, who led me to the San Francisco 
Chronicle. For fun on television and radio, I thank Bob Zagone, the first director of Evening Magazine; 
Charles Jennings, who took me to China and turned me into a TV writer; Thom O'Hair, Jerry Graham, 
Wes "Scoop" Nisker, Edward Bear, Tom and Raechel Donahue, Dusty Street, Stefan Ponek, Bonnie 
Simmons, Bob McClay, and so many others at KSAN; Dave Logan, the first program director of the 
rock and roll version of KFOG, and Claire Greene and Adlai Alexander of Fog City Radio on KQED.
For overall fun and games, I thank Bob, Candace, Celeste and Justine Barnes; Jane Brown and 
Steve Voss; Holly George-Warren and her husband Robert Warren; Jaan Uhelzski and her husband 
Matthew Kaufman, who turned my Jim Morrison interview into a CD, and Kathi Kamen Goldmark, 
who, through her Stranger Than Fiction CD of authors trying to be rockers, unleashed my impressions 
of Elvis and Dylan (in a duet!) onto an unsuspecting world. I honed those-and other-voices at the 
Yet Wah restaurant in San Francisco, where the audience members are the stars. Except, of course, 
for me. I'm just a reporter.
I thank Matt Kelsey, editorial director at Miller Freeman Books, which published my previous 
book, The Hits Just Keep on Coming: The History of Top 40 Radio, for his support and direction. To put 
thirty-something articles into my computer, I called on technology-the OmniPage Pro optical character recognition program by Caere-and on one fine human being, Katie Zarling. To make it more 
than words and pictures, I was fortunate to have the services, once more, of designers Dodie 
Shoemaker and Peter Grame. At Miller Freeman, I got additional help from editors Dorothy Cox and 
Carolyn Keating, along with Jan Hughes, Jay Kahn, and marketing wizard Corinna Cornejo.
I love my family. I know you're required to, but even if I wasn't, I'd love them-especially my 
mother (who still hopes I'll grow up to be a doctor), Sarah, Dave, Lea, Jason, Shirley, Tina, and Burton. 
More than anyone else, I love Dianne, who lived through most of the articles in this book, and through 
this most recent rush to a deadline with her usual grace, patience, and support. Her sisters Robin and 
Eileen, and their husbands, Chuck Ward and Richard Powers, have been equally wonderful.
And, finally, my thanks to all the artists who lit the world with their talent, and who let me into 
their worlds. Your work, and my memories of our time together, will not fade away.
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EuerUbodff Is a Star:
TRAVELS WITH SLY STONE
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[image: ]was freaked. On the outside, you couldn't tell. I was always good with a straight face, 
and I had learned, at the San Francisco State newspaper, to comport myself like a journalist, to look and act with a cool dispassion and detachment. Buddha help us if we ever 
displayed emotion. But really, I was freaked. It was 1970, and I had flown to Los Angeles to 
interview Sly Stone. I'd been raised to be a good Chinese son, to strap on a white collar, marry 
a good Chinese girl, raise a nice Chinese family, and, above all, make my parents proud. But I'd 
left the phone company, where they were showing off gold watches after my first month 
there-This, son, is what you could have someday!-and joined this long-haired rock and roll 
rag. I wasted no time letting my hair down, and began cultivating what would become, at its 
peak, a wisp of a moustache. I was dating both white and Asian women, as I had since college, but now, I was seeing more than one at a time and needless to say, I was smoking dope.
Going home on occasional weekends to Oakland, and out to the family restaurant in 
Hayward, I told my parents nothing about my work, other than to say that I was at a music 
magazine. They would hear about the exact nature of this particular magazine soon enough, I 
figured. Although it wasn't quite as stable as, say, the phone company, Rolling Stone looked 
to have legs. For one thing, other publications were writing about us. "Rolling Stone Gathers Youth," the Washington Post headlined in the spring of 1969. More importantly, we began 
gathering readers and, subsequently, advertisers.


By early 1970, we'd hired on additional editorial staffers, and, budget willing, we were 
more free to travel. So my first trip for Rolling Stone-at least my first one since the visit 
with Joni Mitchell in Laurel Canyon in April 1969-would be to Los Angeles.
These were the days of $14 fares for flights on an extremely friendly airline, PSA, to the 
little airport in Burbank. While I would make that commute many times in my first years with 
Rolling Stone, this time, I was writing a cover story. Joni had been a cover, but I never 
thought of that piece as any great achievement (and in retrospect, was grateful that my 
byline had been left off). Soon after joining the magazine as an editor and writer, I had written the first of what would be a long-running series of reports on the Jefferson Airplane (and, 
later, the Starship). I also covered a fierce showdown between concert promoter Bill Graham 
and the groups of artists who provided light shows for concerts at the Fillmore, the Avalon, 
and other venues. The meeting; at which Graham announced that he was quitting the business (it was the first of several such announcements over the years) even drew a reporter 
from Time magazine. And in December 1969, I did a feature on Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young. 
Those were big stories, but the Airplane story appeared in the same issue as a Rolling Stone 
interview with Jim Morrison; Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young played second fiddle to cover boy 
Mick Jagger; and Bill Graham was not considered cover material. Although that article ran on 
page one, the cover featured Joe Cocker. But now, we'd decided to put Sly & the Family Stone 
on the cover. And I had asked for and drawn the assignment.
Sly had been a favorite of mine since he was a DJ on two local R&B stations. He'd gone 
on to become the house producer for a record label run by two kingpin Top 40 disc jockeys"Big Daddy" Tom Donahue and Bob Mitchell. (The label, Autumn, was home to the Beau 
Brummels, whose bass player, Ron Meagher, had been a high school classmate of mine.) Now 
Sly was atop the charts himself with "Everyday People," "Hot Fun in the Summertime," and 
"Thank You (Falettinme Be Mice Elf Agin)." Blurring the lines between black and white music,
Sly would influence musicians and music far beyond what we could know in 1970, and 
he was a glib, flashy writer, producer, and performer. In short, he was a perfect cover.
I'd just had my 25th birthday when I went sliding with Sly, and, as was required of any 
good young citizen of San Francisco, I'd gotten high. But I'd yet to experience the real thing. 
Sly Stone-who was casually, yet carefully sifting a large amount of white, powdery substance from one bowl into another; top of the pops, and on top of his game-was the real 
thing.
SLY I S DRESSED U P NICE TONIGHT-in a royal violet dinnercoat-length leather jacket with collars big enough to be a cape. A violet silk shirt. Violet leather pants. Furfringed boots. Walking tall.
But tonight there's no concert, no TV show, no Family Stone. Sly's at the Johnny 
On the Spot rehearsal studios out on the 5400 block of Santa Monica Boulevard. He's 
here, with friend Buddy Miles and secretary Stephanie in tow, to look over prospects for a band he's putting together for his new record label, Stone Flower. He's advertised that 
he's looking for a guitar, a bass, and a keyboard player.


The first arrivals, a dozen or so young men, are standing around the foyer while 
Sly checks out the available amps and speakers.
Sly calls the first guy into the small practice room, furnished with chairs, a huge 
speaker and an electric organ. He sets the pattern, showing right away not just who, 
but what he is.
"Okay, man," he says, his bassy, radio-schooled voice smooth and soothing: "This 
is like not an audition, you know; just play some stuff and let me hear you. Just do what 
you want and we'll join in and see how you sound. Know what I mean?"
If the auditioner is an organist, Sly listens for a few bars, then slides in with a layer 
of bass, and if things get moving, Buddy will pick up a guitar. If it's a guitarist, or a 
bassist, Sly will jump behind the organ, pumping easily, happily behind the player.
And after each one finishes, he'll have Stephanie take down his phone number, 
and he'll say: "Okay, we'll call you tomorrow; Friday latest. And I mean that. You know. 
Whatever happens, we'll be in touch, man."
Sly runs across some good musicians tonight. He's exchanged only a couple of 
thumbs-down looks with Buddy, quiet like a Buddha in a corner chair. But he's happiest with a straight-looking youth with a Wayne Newton haircut and a country manner. The kid mumbles, "I sing," while adjusting his guitar, then moves, feet tapping 
lightly, into the first chords of "Proud Mary." Sly perks up, big smile, listens a bit, and 
joins in, clapping his hands, rocking his body back and forth on his chair, singing out 
a harmony line on the chorus. 'Aw, yeah!" he says at the end. "Hey, man. that's great. 
Can you play another number?" Sly will take his phone number down, and Stephanie 
will have to call him and say he's not right for the group Sly's got in mind. But for the 
moment, it's Sly's kind of music.
It's getting smokier outside, in the lobby, but it's getting cooler, too. People are sitting along the hallway, scrunched up like school kids doing an air raid drill. The word is 
getting out: Sly Stone, this famous cat, this high school gang leader turned whiz kid 
record producer turned number-one DJ turned gold record rock and roll star-he's in 
there just joking and playing and having a good time, and he's wanting all of us to do 
the same.
It's 1:15 in the morning now at the ABC-TV studios in Hollywood, in Studio C, two 
buildings past where the middle American freaks were screeching their way through a 
taping that evening of Let's Make a Deal. At the top of the stairway to the balcony of 
Studio C, Ken Fritz, producer of Music Scene, is still shaking his head, telling Sly's manager how of all the shows he'd done that season, the one just finished was the finest. 
"This was a moment." A few feet away, behind his dressing room door, Sly is looking 
exhausted, letting his costume fall off him. But the rest of his family, the rest of his 
band, is already regaining their breath, and their energy revitalizes Sly.
So now a quick ride in his low-slung yellow and black'36 Cord back to the offices 
of his Stone Flower Productions on Vine Street, across from the circular tower that 
houses Capitol Records. The Cord is a one-seater, with one huge fluffy pillow serving as 
seating for any passengers. It's a beauty, spitting out the sounds of street-proud power 
in idle, invariably making other drivers at intersections roll down their windows to yell 
at Sly how much they dig his automobile.


Up the back stairs from the garage, and the troupe-Sly, manager/partner David 
Kapralik, secretary Stephanie, a couple of girl friends-slides into the back office-Sly's 
quarters. Upright tape recorder in an ornate wooden cabinet; electric piano set up nearby; guitar against part of the refrigerator. And the desk-the desk covered by a full-length 
stretch of violet fur. But that's Sly, the Mr. Flash of rock and roll. For the Music Scene shot, 
he had on a gold velvet shirt cut off at midriff, with long black fringes brushing against 
leopard-skin pants. Tall black fur boots. And masked against that head bursting with hair, 
those huge violet-tinted goggle/shades he wears in the Woodstock film.
And Sly's Family-all six of them every bit as done up as Sly himself, sister Rose in 
yellow satin pantsuit, gold chain cap, and silver hair: brother Freddy in a light violet 
shirt and black coveralls; bass man Larry Graham regal in a black musketeer outfitcavalier hat, flowing cape, brushed velvet pants.
Sly puts a long wooden pipe in motion around the warm, darkened office, and now 
he lets out a low, bassy laugh about that television show. Accustomed to working for 
concert crowds of anywhere from 5,000 to 20.000 (and 400,000 in the Woodstock 
mud), Sly & the Family Stone found themselves facing a tired gathering of maybe 100 
die-hard kids in the studio by the time they got the call. at half past midnight. Even 
Leslie Uggams and Merv Griffin gave him bigger crowds to work with.
T H F. TA P I N G S HAD B G G N GOING O N, on and off, since around 8, and two hundred fifty 
people, maybe a quarter of them blacks, had been there at the beginning. But after four 
hours of harsh Kleig lights, repeated takes of lame comedy sketches, and some music 
from Buffy Sainte-Marie and Bo Diddley, but mostly technical stops and starts, people 
began to trickle out. So there are maybe one hundred left, and Ken Fritz is worried that 
Sly won't be able to come across, and Sly comes onto the mike and right out tells the 
kids that the instrumental track they're going to use has already been recorded, done 
the night before over at Columbia, so that the TV show doesn't have to worry about 
mixing, and the kids let out a groan, not hearing what Sly had just said, anticipating a 
lip-sync trip, so they turn their attention to the clothes. "Well, they gonna lip-sync, but 
would you check out Sly's outasite threads?"
And Sly, a vision in black and pink and fringes, sits at his organ, looks around, a 
boxer in his corner ready for the bell. And lined up behind him, the Family, fussing over 
a piano, sax, trumpet, bass, guitar. and drums that won't be recorded. All of a sudden, 
four stomps on the black fur boots, and Sly & the Family Stone are into "Higher"Cynthia, pale, with her high, rouged Indian cheekbones, holding her horn high, away 
from her, screeching her clarion call; her cousin Larry Graham crooning his melodic 
bass reply, then Freddy, the middleman between Larry's bottom and Sly's elephant 
roar, carrying it down the line to his brother Sly. Sister Rosie is counterpointing him, a 
serious musician at work on the piano. By now they're all stomping, saxophonist Jerry 
Martini pumping his hips along with his instrument: his cousin Greg Errico flailing 
away at drums above and behind him. Sly is itching to leave his chair, and he jumps 
out, laughing, clapping hands, roaring coarsely, stamping the stage floor like a tribal 
chief, thoroughly digging the music he'd spent four hours putting together, in at least 
two dozen takes, the night before.
And that's just the first minute of the medley. Short count even as the first tune 
ends, and Sly is wah-wah-ing: "Don't call me Nigger, Whitey; don't call me Whitey, Nigger!" This is the tune Kapralik has been nervous and excited about all day; he'd heard 
that execs at ABC had heard about plans to include the song in the medley and were 
ready to come down on it, and Kapralik, the elfish little dropout from Columbia Records' 
executive ranks, was rubbing his hands together, spoiling for a fight.


To give ABC no chance to get at the group before taping time, Kapralik stalled giving Music Scene the lyrics for the tunes Sly'd do until the day of the show: then Sly 
showed up as late as he could, missing the 3:30 rehearsal call with the explanation 
that he had to see an ear doctor. Now he's singing, and black kids in the audience are 
doing the lip-syncing, singing along with a tune that had made the soul charts last 
summer. The Family Stone shifts gears and coasts into "Hot Fun in the Summertime," 
a lazy essay about how they spent their vacation.
Then screech-this time it's Rose, crying from behind the piano: "Say! Get on 
out-and dance to the music!" The song that did it for this band, and the small, bouncing audience is straining to get it on. But this is TV: Sly's done a perfect take, and the 
mikes fall silent.
But Sly doesn't like to see an audience restrained; at concerts he hates to see the 
uniformed rent-a-cops forming an armed bridge between his Family and the audience. He even has a clause in his concert contracts prohibiting armed cops. Both his 
songs and his between-songs raps are filled with exhortations for people to get out of 
their seats and move. "I don't care if they rush the stage," he had said before the 
Music Scene taping. "We love it. Even on TV, if they rush us and they can't see us on 
camera, I don't care."
Sly calls for a retake, this time inviting the people to dance. His staff and other 
friends, unabashed yell-leaders at the sidelines just outside the camera cables, scurry 
around the outer edges of the crowd, trying to find people to start the dancing when 
the time comes. Everyone's up, sending the camera on the crane swooping back and 
up, filling all three camera monitors with bobbing heads and bodies.
THERE WAS A B 0 U T THE same size crowd around when Sly & the Family Stone first 
surfaced, back just a couple of years, in early 1967. The scene was the Winchester 
Cathedral, a teen and after-hours club in Redwood City, down the Peninsula an hour 
from San Francisco. The Cathedral is one of those all-night pubs serving blue-collar 
suburb towns like Hayward, San Jose, and, in the heart of the electronics industry on 
the Peninsula, Redwood City.
Freddy recalls, "We'd play places like Frenchy's in Hayward and the Losers' in San 
Jose six nights a week, then on weekends drive to the Winchester to play all night." 
Three months into the gestation, they began to pick up believers. One, a college student 
named Bill Lacy, began to offer himself as a chauffeur to Sly, picking him up from his 
radio station gig at KDIA in Oakland, then driving him to North Beach or to whichever bar the band was playing that night, then back to Sly's place on Ocean Avenue in the 
residential Sunset District. It was just a thing to do, Lacy said, once you got to know the 
music and Sly.
At this moment, in 1967, there's a San Francisco scene going, with the first 
Family Dog and the original Fillmore Auditorium thriving. Actually, two scenes-the 
hip/dope/rock/ballroom scene, and the East Bay teen/drag strip/beer/bike scene, with 
dances, featuring combos, at clubhouses and memorial halls. A night in the big town meant a sojourn to North Beach to mingle with the illiterate. You heard about one 
scene on KMPX-FM, the other on KYA.


Sly, his own man, worked the suburban scene, 2 to 5 A.M. every weekend for five 
months. No matter. Almost three years before the "San Francisco Sound," Sly had produced the very first rock and roll hits out of the city. At the age of 19, Sly Stone produced the Beau Brummels' string of hits-"Laugh Laugh," "Just a Little," and "Still in 
Love with You Baby" for Tom Donahue's Autumn Records.
Soul music is a hot commodity in the music industry now, in 1967. Aretha 
Franklin has shot out of nowhere and become Lady Soul to Otis the prince, Ray 
Charles the genius, and James Brown the king. Memphis is having a banner year, led 
by Otis, Sam and Dave, Booker T., and Carla Thomas. And Motown is as prosperous as 
ever.
Sly is not a part of this, either. But the arrangements he is working out, in front of 
the white crowds, will eventually win out, and when Atlantic and Stax cool, it'll be Sly 
& the Family Stone up front, putting out sounds that the Temptations, among many 
others, will imitate outright. But the Temptations, among many others, can't play with 
their voices, with instruments, with studios, and with musical theories the way Sly 
does. For seven or eight years, now, the Tempts have had one of the best bassos around 
in Melvin Franklin, but he's only come out strong since Sly made high (Rosie)/low 
(Larry) contrasts part of his trademark.
SLY & THE FAMILY STONE are finishing up "Sex Machine" now; the studio is darkened, and only Greg "Hand Feet" Errico, the drummer, is at work, pounding out the 
final drum solo. With a headset strapped on and eyes closed, Greg has finished piledriv- 
ing and slowed down to a plod. Slowly, a heavy door is pushed open, and in sneak all 
the other members of the Family, up behind Greg. And just as he lets the sticks fall for 
the last time, Freddy yanks his headphones off and the brothers chant: 
"Time...." 
Sly's music will drive "acid rock" critics running for their record collections, so 
that they can draw comparisons between him and jelly Roll Morton, and John 
Coltrane and Otis Redding. That Lambert/Hendricks/Ross scat; that horn sectionthat's jazz; that sing-along, dance-along melody and beat-that's Top 40, soul; that 
polish, that production, that arrangement. Here's all those San Francisco bands 
talking about going to Marin County and gettin' it together, and here's Sly taking 
care of business, whipping through the back door and beating them all up the 
charts.
And that showmanship-that onstage flash of colors: choreographed spontaneity and spontaneous choreography. Two things have become standard at Sly & the 
Family Stone concerts: After one song-or, on a slow night, after two or three numbers-the audience is up off their seats, often on top of their seats, dancing. Last fall, 
Kapralik took out full-page ads in the trades apologizing to a Cleveland auditorium 
manager for thousands of stuffed seats stomped nearly to shreds. It was a timely-and 
needed-warning for all future bookers of the band.
When Sly introduces "I Want to Take You Higher" with a request for the audience 
to flash the peace sign at the word "higher!" he sets the stage for one of those moments 
in time when an audience becomes a community.


And Sly's words: messages that take cliches and make them work, stated viewpoints that will serve as vanguards for the Impressions, for Gladys Knight & the Pips, 
and for all the others now singing out for the black man's freedom.
In early 1967, Sly is not a part of the soul scene. But his only concern now is to 
make that comeback. He'd been playing since-well, since he was 4, twenty-one years 
ago with the rest of the Stewart family in Vallejo-but professionally since the early 
sixties, mostly with a group called Joe Piazza and the Continentals. Sometimes he'd 
have a band of his own, and they'd play in the go-go clubs that then dominated North 
Beach. Often Sly'd be playing rock and roll dances, at places like the American Legion 
Hall. That's where he met Tom Donahue, in 19 64.
"I told him I had some songs," Sly said, and Donahue, just departed, along with 
partner Bob Mitchell, from a DJ job at KYA, told Sly he had a record company.
"He was very obviously a talented musician," Donahue recalled, "and he had 
some good ideas on arranging." Donahue and partner Mitchell, on the other hand, 
knew nothing about arranging or producing, let alone running a record company. "So 
we all tried to learn together!"
Sly became staff producer for Autumn Records. One of his first compositions, with 
Donahue pitching in on lyrics, was "C'mon and Swim" for Bobby Freeman. Autumn 
and Sly hit the British invasion next. They found a five-man band beating around in 
San Mateo, another Peninsula town. They were called the Beau Brummels. One of the 
lads was named Dec Mulligan, just off the boat, still smelling of shamrocks. Another, 
Ron Meagher, was from Oakland High School. But they were good musicians and had 
uncommonly long hair for a bunch of Bay Area guys in 1964. With Ron Elliot and Sal 
Valentino writing the songs and young Sly working the controls of the three-track 
machine and board at Coast Recorders, the Brummels made it.
Sly went on to produce about 90 percent of Autumn's output, which included hits 
by such groups as the Vejtables, the Tikis, and the Mojo Men. Sly tried to cut a few 
records under his own name-"Sly and the Mojo Men"-but didn't like them enough 
to release them.
Despite the successes, Donahue and Mitchell soon became easy suckers in the 
record industry's rough game of hide-the-profits. Autumn had the numbers on the 
charts, but somehow a lot of the money got lost on the way from the record shops back 
to the record company. Sly would soon be back on the streets.
One more shot, however: Autumn had reached out to one of the first of the head 
bands in town-a scraggly group led by an ex-model with the improbable name of 
Grace Slick. For Autumn, the Great Society would record one single ("Somebody to 
Love" b/w "Free Advice"). The producer, of course, was Sly Stone. But Sly didn't get 
along with the Great Society, Donahue said. It took something like 286 takes to get one 
single hit.
"There was a sense of paranoia on the part of the Great Society about the level of 
their musicianship," Donahue said. "But they also had a hipper-than-thou sort of 
thing." Except for Grace, who seemed to Donahue "too far ahead of the others," the 
Society crumbled soon afterward, and it seemed like the end for Sly, too.
SLY S T O N E WA S B o R N Sylvester Stewart. In the fifth grade, in Mr. Edwards' class, a 
classmate went up to the blackboard to spell out Sylvester's name. He wrote: "Slyvester Stewart." His first record was "On the Battlefield for My Lord," done years 
before he hit the fifth grade. He and his brothers and sisters were singing as the 
Stewart Four. Sly was five years old, and he already had good control of both drums 
and guitar.


By late 1967, when he gathered the Family Stone together for the first time, Sly 
had mastered more than a dozen instruments and the whole recording process.
In the studio, Sly is the obvious chief, the arranger and producer who directs the 
engineer and conducts the Family Stone. Total control. But he's never more than an 
older brother to anyone. Over the control room PA, you can hear him, guiding, 
explaining: "See if you could put some more bottom on your bass, 'cause when you 
hit the fuzz without the bottom it's like a guitar.. .And Freddy, it sounds like your guitar's got no middle-[Freddy strums]-See, it sounds too thin." Talking, Sly drums on 
a binder nearby. "Greg, are your skins real tight on your snares? You need something 
heavy on it. Don't let them go, Stephanie." Sly's spotted across the heavy plate glass 
his secretary pulling the reins on two of the Family Stone's immense stable of pet 
dogs.
As far as Sly's concerned, the dogs are part of the group's happiness, so he lets a 
lot of himself be dominated by the animals. In the dressing room at ABC, the only reading matter around is The Treasury of Dogs.
Over and over again, Sly runs the group through a track, the backing track 
they'll use the next day on Music Scene. On breaks, the Family Stone jumps into conversations about either cars or dogs. Tonight, it's dogs. At last count, there were about 
twenty-eight dogs associated with Sly & the Family Stone, Sly accounting for five of 
them, Freddy and Larry with three each, Jerry, Rose, and Cynthia a pair each, and 
Greg with one.
The Family: dogs, clothes, cars, and bikes. Sly surrounds himself with life, with 
the things and the people he loves. Kapralik, his manager and partner in Stone Flower 
Productions, is one of them.
He looks like a character out of Batman; a bug-eyed gremlin with a track record 
twelve years long and wide enough to take in Andy Williams, Paul Revere & the 
Raiders, Peaches & Herb, and Simon & Garfunkel. He was responsible for signing them 
up for Columbia and Epic Records. Kapralik is also credited with discovering Barbra 
Streisand as well as Sly Stone.
Kapralik is behind and on top of almost anything that has to do with Sly & the 
Family Stone. As manager, he is on tour with the group and, more enthusiastic than 
the most devoted mother or flack, he is constantly, constantly talking about what 
makes Sly the "superterrific" cat he is.
SLY I S SITTING AT A TABLE in his temporary apartment in Hollywood-he'll soon be 
settling into a new home in Coldwater Canyon-and it's coming onto 2 A.M., and he 
finally wants to talk, really talk. He's restless, nodding almost, perfunctorily while 
Kapralik tells him how earlier that day he'd said no to an appearance on the Playboy 
After Dark TV show, "for the same reason we'll never do a `Greatest Hits' album," and 
for the same reason we'll never hear Sly singing for Coca-Cola. And Sly puts out a typical Sly statement, a kind of philosophy that reveals better than almost anything else 
what Sly is all about.


"We just want to do the right things. Not for money.. .if it's the money that will satisfy you more than not doing something you don't want to do, then do it. But we will 
never sell out. For any reason. To death. Anything like that. Anything like that, man.
'Anything like that."
Sly can look animalistic sometimes. When he put out his first LP, he looked no farther-out than, say, Arthur Lee. Pretty flashy, but not uncommonly so. Rather Northern 
Californian, if you'd known he was from Vallejo. Hair still close to the roots. Since his 
hits, and concerts and TV shows, he's looked by turn ferocious, babyish, pompous, joyous. Sometimes handsome, devilishly; onstage on the rampage, he can look moonfaced-crinkly eyes, outsized shades, muttonchops, nose and mouth all blended into a 
voodoo mask topped with overflowing hair, attacking you, with song, through white 
walls of teeth.
This morning he's just mellow, mellowed by the work on the TV show that 
ended just an hour and a half before; mellowed by a stop at his office for a celebratory peace pipe; mellowed by his manager, his Jewish, showbiz veteran counterpart; 
by his beautiful woman Debbie. Kapralik is his mirror, working like a magic prism to 
bring out all sides of Sly's reflections. Debbie rounds out, punctuates, his points. Sly 
is sometimes so simple, so absolutely crystal-clear, so final, that Debbie is needed to 
smooth out the abruptness.
See, all Sly wants, all that makes him happy, is what's right. He cannot define 
what's right. He's said it through songs: Dancing is right. Togetherness is right. Getting 
higher is right. Family is right. Music is right.
Now he's telling you school is wrong, or at least it was wrong for him. "Black" or 
"soul" or "R&B" radio is wrong. But it's all very personal, and definitions can only 
come out of anecdotes and recollections.
"Like, high school was terrible. It was boring for me 'cause either I was too smart, 
or too dumb to realize what I could learn. I was in race riots when I was in high school 
in Vallejo, five hundred people in the student body carrying on, and that was more 
exciting than anything else.
"There wasn't enough challenge. In English 1A, it was such a drag that by the end 
of the semester I forgot what I learned."
But the one high point about his schooling remains a high point in his life. This 
happened at Solano College, a junior college in his hometown.
"My theory instructor-I'd learn more from him than from listening to anybody. 
David Froelich was his name. I don't know a whole lot about him, but know he's 
right.... He was the kind of person who never washed his hair, but it was always clean. 
White and beautiful and long and healthy. He was cool. He had a crazy walk. Now that 
I look back, he was-whew! I gotta find him and pull some more of that out of him."
Froelich would like to see Sly, too. The professor, a jazz pianist who pulled pop, jazz, 
and classical music together for his lectures, is now head of the music department at 
Solano and it's been oh, four years since Sylvester Stewart sat in his 1A & 1B classes, 
learning notes, how to build chords, for music.
"He couldn't understand how school could be relevant," he remembered. "But he 
had a good attitude on life. He never thought he wouldn't make it."
Sly was at Solano (then called Vallejo Junior College) for three semesters, on and 
off. While there, he sang in the college choir; away from school, he'd spent three months at the Chris Borden School of Modern Broadcasting in downtown San 
Francisco. He got a job at KSOL ("Super Soul," with an echo, of course), and on weekends he was getting his Family together.


With his royalties from Autumn Records, he'd purchased a house in Daly City for 
his parents. His father, who now serves as road manager for the Family Stone, would 
go to Sly's school to attend any musical program Sly was on.
"There are two aspects to Sly that you have to consider," says Donahue, one of the 
true sages of the San Francisco scene. "First there's that tight relationship with the 
Family. And second-well, there are a lot of musicians who are dummies. But Slyhe's got it all covered. About the only self-destructive thing about him that I could 
recall was a Don Quixote thing-you know, he was riding off in all directions."
Turn on the car radio, and you hear the big voice: "Hi; Sly." And the little voice: 
"Hi-i, Sly...I wanna dedicate to my sister Velma, to all the queens of soul in room oneoh-four, and to you and yours." 'All right, sister," punch, "Hi-i, Sly.... 'And all the time 
there's a tape loop, boop-boop, Aretha chugging "Chain of Fools," and Sly does three 
solid minutes of dedications, as musical, as tight, as produced as anything he'd air.
In his first radio job, at KSOL, he brought in a piano and sang "Happy Birthday" 
to listeners. "Just radio," he'd say. "I played Dylan, Lord Buckley, the Beatles. Every 
night I tried something else. I really didn't know what was going on. Everything was 
just on instinct. You know, if there was an Ex-Lax commercial, I'd play the sound of a 
toilet flushing. It would've been boring otherwise."
People used to dig listening to Sly from 6 to 9 P.M. on KDIA, then switch to KYA 
for Tommy Saunders, then being called "the Terry Southern of radio" by Ralph J. 
Gleason in the Chronicle. Then they'd hang on for Russ "The Moose" Syracuse and his 
all-night flight. AM radio never sounded better.
"But Sly was always itching to move," said Bill Doubleday, KDIA general manager 
and program director in Sly's days there. "He didn't want a full-time job; he wanted time 
for his band. Finally, around Christmas of '67 he went to Las Vegas, and that did it."
Sly was itchy-but not because of hyperactivity with his band.
"In radio," he says, "I found out about a lot of things I don't like. Like, I think there 
shouldn't be 'black radio.' Just radio. Everybody be a part of everything. I didn't look at 
my job in terms of black."
Still, Sly was getting such high ratings that station managers simply couldn't hassle him about the revolutionary things he was doing. He started at KSOL, then took off 
to tour with Sly & the Family Stone. Then a return to radio, to the bigger black station, 
KDIA in Oakland, when the band didn't jell immediately. It was rough. Sly writes about 
it, relives it, on his first album. There was no positiveness, no affirmation then. Even 
with the Epic Records contract, and with star-maker David Kapralik by his side, Sly was 
unsure.
When Sly is asked to pinpoint a watershed in his life, for a particular time when 
his creative forces felt free enough to really be unleashed, he says: "When I started to 
become successful."
"Dance to the Music," the title song from his second album, earned Sly Stone a 
platform. His third album was Life. Now he was experimenting, talking. "You Don't 
Have to Die Before You Live." A little Sly humor with "Jane Is a Groupee." A vision of 
the future, in "Love City." Songs like "Fun" and "Into My Own Thing."


"There was more affirmation," Kapralik says, "a growing consolidation of his 
image as a winner."
And, finally, Stand, and "Hot Fun in the Summertime," an instant number-one 
single, and, currently, the four-minute "Thank You." The official title, in Stone/ghetto 
vernacular, is "Thank You (Falettinme Be Mice Elf Agin)." Saying thanks for letting 
him be creatively free, for accepting him on his own terms.
Now he's finishing up an album, the most optimistic of all, with Sly Stone having 
gauged his power around the country. He'll call it The Incredible and Unpredictable Sly & 
the Family Stone. It's a line out of one of Epic's publicity releases last year.
You must remember that Sly Stone, writing songs about blacks and whites, 
isn't just using rhetoric he learned in the schools. The only thing he learned in 
school-outside of music theory from David Froelich-was that you learn your 
stuff in the streets. Sly and his family went to church together, sang in the choir 
together, lived in Vallejo, which Sly calls "like a Watts, only with more whites," for 
twenty years together. But Sly was also a street cat, a fighting man wrestling his 
way through his teens.
"There are a lot of black people who understand reality," he says, "but the ones 
who do all the talking are usually the people like Leslie Uggams, who seems like kind of 
a white/black person-or H. Rap Brown, a black/black person-and all the people 
between-you never hear about them. I don't know what to call them. Either everything's fair or nothing's fair.... You can't scream that because you are a color, you are 
anything. You are black-you are black, that's all. You are among people who've been 
mistreated a lot. But it doesn't necessarily mean a white person next door is responsible. His grandfather may have killed yours, but he himself may love you. It's simple. 
The majority-maybe they're not advertising themselves; maybe they're not saying 
anything interesting."
Sly & the Family Stone are what the press insist on calling "an interracial band." 
The idea that Jerry Martini and cousin Greg Errico are white somehow delights 
them.
"Jerry's white because he's not any other color; Larry's black because he's not 
white. You know what I mean?"
He'd known Martini since high school days, and Jerry, who plays accordion, 
piano, and clarinet in addition to the saxophone, was having about as much luck with 
Bay Area bands as Sly when he dropped by KDIA to visit. He hooked up with the Family 
Stone soon after. Errico had picked up a job with a band called the VIPs in 1966 when 
the VIP drummer was sick. Freddy Stone had just joined that band, and six months 
later, when Freddy got the call from brother Sly, Errico simply fit in.
Sly discovered Larry, who sings bass as well as he plays it, in a club. Graham had 
his own family scene going. He played organ and bass with his mother, a pianist whose 
band played jazz and standards in clubs around the Bay Area.
Cynthia Robinson, the stylish horn player, also knew Sly from high school days. "I 
was in an inspirational all-faith church choir in Sacramento," said Cynthia, who 
played brass instruments in the school marching band. "We just ran into each other 
again when I came to Oakland and he was a DJ."
So Sly's Family Stone is firmly rooted in California, in the church, and in 
church music.


"See," Sly is saying, "the concept was to be able to conceive all kinds of music. 
Whatever was contemporary, and not necessarily in terms of being commercialwhatever meant whatever now. Like today, things like censorship, and the black people/white people thing. That's on my mind. So we just like to perform the things that 
are on our mind."
SLY I S I N HIS DRESSING ROOM at ABC-TV, carefully adjusting an ornate silver 
bracelet on his wrist, checking, hitching up, checking his velvet pants, his vest, his 
boots, his makeup. His talk is abrupt, almost half-hearted, and he squeezes his answer 
into succinct bites.
"I started playing music, instruments, when I was very young. Everybody else had 
swimming pools; we had drumsticks."
"I learned a little in a lot of places."
After the TV session, as the clock winds its way past 3 o'clock, beyond conscious consideration, Sly loosens up. And it is, he will say around 5, the first time 
he's really talked.
Sly Stone, for one thing, is worried about what comes next. "I mean, what can we 
do-what that wouldn't hurt Stone Flower?" he asks, his mouth open, asking for an 
answer. "The record company wants another LP by February. Well, we could do some 
good songs, but that would be just another LP. Now you expect a group to come out 
with another LP and another." [Sly's head moves in a rhythmic repetitive circular motion] 
"There's got to be more to it. But what else can you do? The only thing that sounds 
interesting is something that ties in with a play that finishes what an LP starts to say, 
and the LP will be important on account of the play.
"Dance tracks are just nice, cool but nothing. Something should be done."
The soliloquy continues:
"Maybe it's impossible. What can you put on vinyl or acetate or plastic. Not just 
something like a funny-shaped LP cover. Gotta be something it says or does. Maybe 
melt the LP and turn it into something. Like hash you can smoke."
A scientist reaching for a new formula. And very frustrated, in a way, because he's 
not sure he's got all the ingredients.
"I worry about my not reading. About whether I'm valid."
Sly doesn't trust the press; he doesn't seek publicity of any sort. But if he's going 
to write plays and go far beyond music, he's got to absorb some of the concepts, the history of theater. So he's forcing himself through this book, The Art of Writing. But man, 
he doesn't know...
Sly is still at his table, and now it's 5 o'clock in the morning. Surrounded by coffee 
cups and a healthy amount of unmentionables, he has worked out a little platform for 
himself this morning. The voice is still booming-"I will be a part of it, in the near 
future, something in the written media that will have contact with people. But before 
that, I've got to appreciate the potency of the written media."
At this point, it's music, exclusively.
"In music, there's notes-a C chord makes you go `ahh'...a minor chord makes 
you sad. A C-major implies happiness. Something changes every minute.
"I mean, I've never heard of anybody getting their minds blown by written media. 
You don't really know where the idea comes from.


"But music, I can pinpoint it, who did it. Right or wrong. But in literature, unless 
I know the person, you read it once or twice and that's it. But you can listen to an 
album over and over until it wears out. It really seems like music and that's it."
Kapralik fairly propels himself out of his sofa with a scream, tearing Sly's logic apart, 
quoting poets, philosophers, Rimbaud, Baudelaire, Socrates, Plato. And Sly answers:
"I read dog books, a book on Africa. I've tried to read but the only thing I want to 
read is on stuff I care about.. .like writing plays. I don't care about Rimbaud.
"I used to be ashamed to mention that I didn't read anything. In school I didn't 
read. I really don't understand what's in a book."
But what about the impact of the written word? The effect of a statement, say, 
about Sly himself, calling him an Uncle Tom or a black fascist?
"But it's so easy to say those words. I don't care. If anybody's hip at all, they know 
all you need is a flash to say those things. And so far in my life, anybody that's together hasn't said that about me.
"I believe a lot of people are misled by books. People I respect always say, `Some 
asshole said this or that. That cat doesn't know what he's writing about.' The press is: 
If you're nice to them, they're nice to you...it's stupid."
Kapralik leans forward and, as always, wraps it up.
"I don't think Sly Stone has ever or will ever live anything vicariously," he says. 
"He is a prime force, a prime mover himself and will never sit back reflectively and 
experience through print, theater, or anything else. He is a penultimate pragmatist. He 
lives by his sheer own personal experience."
Debbie punctuates it: "You're a street person," winking at Sly. He is nodding, 
happy again.
-March 19, 1970
Rolling Stone
Trying to keep up-and stay up-with Sly Stone was exhausting, and I had no problem with 
handing the baton to other writers as Stone's star continued to rise-and then began its fall. 
In fact, much of Rolling Stone's subsequent coverage of this gifted musician had to do with 
his erratic behavior; his inability to show up for concerts on time ...or at all. Within a few 
years, his antics, including a lavish wedding at Madison Square Garden made him something 
of an industry joke-especially when the marriage ended after only a few months. Soon 
enough, the Family Stone broke up, his record label dropped him, he got new deals, then frittered them away. One of his problems was drugs, and one year in the mid-eighties, when Sly 
Stone had pretty much dropped off the rock radar screen, I heard about him again. Because 
of yet another drug bust, he was placed under the "courtesy supervision" of the Adult 
Probation Department in San Francisco. His probation officer? My wife, Dianne. However, she 
told me in an exclusive interview, she never met him. He spent most of his time in Los 
Angeles, trying to get a recording and himself together. Yet for all that he had done in and for 
popular music, Sly & the Family Stone were inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 
1993. For the induction ceremony at the Waldorf-Astoria in New York City, Sly showed up.
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Ikij, Janis Is Feeling Great
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[image: ]ith the publication of the Sly & the Family Stone article, I had my first cover story 
under my oversized leather belt. By now, in the spring of 1970, I'd been at 
Rolling Stone for almost a year. I'd written about sixty articles, most of them 
short and published without a byline. Since we were cranking out four or five pieces each 
issue, it didn't look right to have the same names popping up on every page, so we often 
went without.
One such story came about after I received a phone call from Janis Joplin one night in 
April. It was around midnight, and I was in the basement offices of a Chinatown newspaper. 
Perhaps I should explain.
Having settled in at Rolling Stone, I was contacted by Gordon Lew, the publisher of 
East-West, the bilingual Chinese-American weekly. He needed to jazz up the English side of 
the paper, and wanted a more youthful perspective on Chinatown and other social issues. I 
came in with Exacto knives blazing, writing and editing articles and designing and laying out 
pages, working with next to no budget, charitable contributors, and artwork clipped out of 
other publications.
With a full-time job, I could only give East-West one or two long nights a week.


One of those nights, the phone rang. Ken Wong, an editor and columnist, answered, 
then turned to me. "It's Janis Joplin. It must be for you." I had called her a day or so before, 
and hadn't really expected an answer. She and Rolling Stone had a tumultuous relationship. 
Here she was, a San Franciscan by way of Port Arthur, Texas, and she couldn't get decent 
press from the one rock paper that should've been behind her. Instead, we'd run a review 
with the headline: "Janis Joplin: The Judy Garland of Rock?"
She'd been reduced to tears by some of our articles, I was told. Now, having left her 
original band, Big Brother and the Holding Company, she had gotten a new group together 
and was ready to make an album.
Despite the late hour, she'd tracked me down to this subterranean Chinatown office, and, 
perhaps because of the hour, she was in a great mood, raving not only about her new band 
and the music they were rehearsing, but also about her new tattoo and recent vacation.
J A N I S J O P L I N HAS A NEW BAND TOGETHER, and, from all signs, has gotten herself 
together, too. In fact: "Man, I feel so fucking great that I thought I'd put a flower 
around my wrist." So she broke away from rehearsals with her new band at her home 
in Larkspur (in Marin County), went across the Golden Gate Bridge, and trucked 
down to a tattoo parlor near the Greyhound bus depot downtown to get herself a permanent bracelet.
It's a beautiful tattoo, according to reports from girlfriends and Janis herself. It's a 
baroque bracelet of hearts and flowers, ending with a green, red, and yellow flower 
that falls from the lower wrist into the hand itself. `A lot of my Capricorn girlfriends 
have tattoos," Janis said. "It's fuckin' beautiful."
(Janis actually got two tattoos, but she isn't saying where the other one is. Suffice 
it to say that it's a little heart laced near Janis' own.)
As for the band: The new ensemble, replacing Main Squeeze (which was the 
remotely known name of the band that came after Big Brother left), has five members: 
two old; three new; some country; mostly blues. Staying on from Main Squeeze are 
Brad Campbell, bass, and John Till, who replaced Sam Andrews on guitar. New members are Richard Bell on piano, formerly of Ronnie Hawkins' band; Ken Pearson on 
organ (he worked on the Jesse Winchester LP); and Clark Pierson on drums. Janis 
found Pierson at the Galaxie, a North Beach titpub.
They've been practicing at Janis' new home in Larkspur and, as Janis reports: "I'm 
super-gassed. They're fuckin' professionals," which is not to say, she emphasizes, that 
her previous backups were shitty.
Without the brass section she had with Snooky Flowers and Main Squeeze, Janis 
is moving, she said, toward a country/ blues sound. "I'm very hesitant to use `country' 
as a label," she said. "It's more like pretty down blues, more down than R&B, with a little slide guitar. And we've got loud electric funky country blues."
"The last time," Miss Joplin said, "it was really quick, getting a band together. 
"This time we're just playing and not worrying about dates."
Before settling down into her new house, Janis had spent several weeks in South 
America, getting her head clogged and cleared at the same time. The clogging came in 
Rio de Janeiro, whose police make U.S. cops look like baby-sitters.


"It's vicious, man. If you've got long hair they can drag you off and never let you 
out. `There's no judicial system at all there. The cops rape people, put dogs to guys' 
balls. And people think we've got it bad...."
Up the Brazilian coast, Salvador was completely different. "No cops. In fact, 
there was nothing there, no entertainment. So it ended up for three nights with me 
and my friends going to this big whorehouse that had this four-piece band. And I 
sang with them."
Janis Joplin is sounding and feeling good. "I've got my head back," she said.
-May 28, 1970
Rolling Stone
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The Jachson 5:
THE MEN DON'T KNOW, 

BUT THE LITTLE GIRLS UNDERSTAND
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[image: ]II of us at Rolling Stone had ranged widely in our musical tastes. We came from jazz 
and R&B, folk and country, pop and rock. The merging of all of these forms, and 
more, made perfect sense to us. Maybe it was the drugs, or the liberal times. 
Anything went, in music as well as in fashion, language, behavior, and politics.
Perhaps, as one book about Rolling Stone noted, it was my background in radio that led 
to my diverse musical interests-in particular, that all-encompassing format known as Top 
40. Perhaps it was my job of covering whatever we deemed to be the news. Whatever the 
reason, I was all over the musical map, ranging from Moby Grape to the gospel group that 
hit with "Oh, Happy Day," from fake Zombies to real supergroups like Crosby, Stills & Nash.
In the issue covering the death of Janis Joplin, I interviewed one of the musicians 
who'd been working with her, the blues singer and composer Nick Gravenites. I also drove 
up to her house in Larkspur, in Marin County, to take a few notes and file a memo for whoever was writing the obituary. The report ran, intact, as the conclusion of our obituary. In the 
same issue, I profiled the great guitarist Ry Cooder, wrote news items about former Lovin' Spoonful John Sebastian, the Beach Boys, and Peter, Paul & Mary. I also tossed in a few hundred words on an attack Vice President Spiro Agnew had unleashed on the Jefferson 
Airplane song "White Rabbit." The issue before, I'd profiled the underappreciated pop singer 
and songwriter Jackie DeShannon. The issue after, I had the cover with the greatly appreciated Grace Slick.


It didn't matter whether my subject was "Oh, Happy Day," the gospel phenomenon 
from the Northern California State Youth Choir, or Grand Funk Railroad, or Paul Simon. If it 
was music, I could dig it. Which explains how I came to be assigned such acts as Three Dog 
Night and Bread, Olivia Newton-John and Neil Diamond. If other editors shied away from 
them as "too pop," too commercial, too weird, or too anything, I'd get the call.
[image: ]
But, often as not, I'd make the call for myself, and at Rolling Stone I got a chance to 
put my affection for Motown music into words. The first pieces weren't so great-I had to 
write an obituary of Tammi Terrell in the spring of 1970, and I vaguely recall a short item 
headlined "Diana Ross's Dogs Offed." Things picked up with a report on one of Motown's 
finest groups, the Temptations, as they opened up the "Motown Sound" to include social 
commentary and outright protest.
And then, just as soul music seemed set to boil over in anger, along came the Jackson 
5. They broke through on Top 40 and R&B radio. As FM rock stations began to take note of 
these phenoms from Gary, Indiana, we began considering them at Rolling Stone. "Too pop," 
we said. "Too commercial."
I knew I'd soon be packing to tour with the Jackson 5.
THE TAXI D R I V E R kept the cab moving in straight lines, despite 50 mph winds. 
Street lamps and signs, strung across intersections, danced like diapers on a stormy 
clothesline. Welcome to Columbus, Ohio. The cabbie was in an obliging good mood, 
even stopping the meter at $2.80-the usual fare for a ride from Port Columbus airport to the Sheraton-to do a little sightseeing, driving through the rich part of 
town, the high-rise senior citizens' apartment towers, and, a block away, the "colored section."


"Here's where you can get a piece of tail for ten bucks," he explained, "anything 
you want." He slowed down as we passed the bars and grills-clean, actually, with the 
grime either covered by snow or blown away. "Here's where they had that riot a few 
years back," he said grimly. "I just thought you'd like to see this, since you're a writer 
and all." Silence. I brought up football, to get the talk going again, and his mind 
must've registered Kent State, or its aftermath, the disruptions at nearby Ohio State. 
He grunted and dismissed Ohio's high football ranking last season. We'd arrived at 
the hotel already anyway. He looked over his seat and explained how Ohio is regulated by the State Liquor Control. Stores are closed after 9, and it was past midnight. "If 
there's anything you want, I can get it for you. Or just ask any of the cab drivers. We'll 
be right here." Thanks, I said.
"Oh," and he took out a billfold and flashed a color photo of a "colored" woman. 
"I can get this for you, too. She's a nice one."
MAYOR RICHARD G O R D o N HATCHER takes his place before a lectern in the Council 
chambers of Gary, Indiana. The mayor is waiting for the film crew to get their lights 
placed, and for the buzz to die down a little. It is Jackson 5 Day this January 31st in 
Elbert Gary's little old city; in Music Man town, soul music rules. They were going to 
helicopter the Jackson 5 in and parade them to their old house at 23rd and Jackson 
Streets, and the mayor was going to rename the street "Jackson 5 Street" for the week, 
and even lay a cornerstone in front of the house where Joe and Kathy Jackson raised 
their family of nine.
And then there'd be the ceremonies at City Hall. But snow, 40 mph winds, and 
zero-degree weather made it so that, all of a sudden, we're at City Hall. It had taken 
about ten minutes to fill the room, some two hundred Christmas-dressed kids towing 
parents and guardians up from the libraryish lobby into this high-ceilinged chamber. 
And now a dozen teenagers enter through a special door, to the tables the councilmen 
usually use for meetings. They sit in a neat row behind the mayor, in front of the Gary 
banner: CITY ON THE MOVE. City of steel-US Steel-and waterway transportation, 
and trucking, and rail; of a past of graft and corruption, and of plentiful black labor. 
And, now, a black mayor.
The city emblem, on the flag and on the podium, is a bucket of hot metal being 
poured onto the globe, like gravy onto a mashed potato.
Hatcher is running for re-election in this 5 5 percent black city; he is popular, but 
running hard, anyway, and the J-5 are here to help, with two benefit shows today and 
tonight. They were in Columbus for two shows the day before. They and the mayor are 
old buddies, according to all the stories in Soul magazine. The Jackson kids all played 
youth league baseball, and Hatcher, as a city official who loved kids, supported various teams. It was at a campaign benefit concert for candidate Hatcher-where the 
Jackson 5 performed-where Hatcher introduced the boys to Diana Ross; Diana 
rushed the word to Berry Gordy, and that's how Motown landed them and moved 
them into an immense home in the Hollywood hills, into the top hierarchy of soul, 
pop, and-if you must-bubblegum music.
Mayor Hatcher takes just a minute to say why we're all here today, and the kids, 
straining away from mothers, brothers, and sisters, are cheering with each mention of 
the J-5. A three-second, high-pitched, fast-dipping YAAAyyy, just like at the concerts.


"Behind me here are the winners of the Jackson 5 poster contest and essay contest," the Mayor says. "Each winning student will receive a prize that I am sure millions of young Americans would love to have. They will be able to have their pictures 
taken with the Jackson 5." Mayor Hatcher's even sounding like a Boss Soul DJ. A 
heartfelt OOOooohhh swells up and wafts up to the Mayor.
There's real envy in these two hundred little faces.
Just before the Jackson 5 walked in, the kids were angling for the best view from 
their pew-seats in the spectator section of the council room, sitting on patient parents' laps, standing, leaning against the back of the row in front, some of them with 
Instamatics poised. A couple of girls in the second row figure out I'm press, languorously taking up a couple of front-row spaces in the press pew, and there is a deluge of hellos to deliver to the J-5: Rebecca for Jermaine, Rochelle Williams and Sheryl 
for Michael, Sheryl also for Tito, and Margo for Marlon.
The ones they love enter, dressed in suits and sports jackets, mod but moderately 
so, looking pretty much straight ahead to the Mayor.
"Lookit them in their suits ...Oooh...."
First, as promised, they take pictures of the brothers with the contest winners, 
and, just like in a high school assembly, the winners take turns introducing themselves and their schools. Partisan cheers go up as each one passes by. "...and I'm from 
Roosevelt High." "Right on!" They shake hands with each of the J-5. Tito and Michael 
exchange power shakes with some of the winners-the ones who offer their hands for 
that grip. They're at home. Their father, Joe Jackson, misty eyed at the heroes' reception, says a short thank-you. Another cheer; the kids consider him a hero, too. "Lay it 
on, Jackson, lay it on!"
The Jackson 5 go through it all with consummate grace. They accept a flag that 
has flown atop the state capitol, a gift from a congressman. They get a plaque from 
Indiana University, for inspiring "hope for the young." Mayor Hatcher himself presents plaqued keys to his city, so proud, today, "that the Jackson 5 has carried the 
name of Gary throughout the country and the world, and made it a name to be 
proud of."
Each of the Jackson 5 steps up for a few words. Tito sums it up: "We're glad to be 
home. There's no place like home."
BACKSTAGE AT VETERAN MEMORIAL AUDITORIUM in Columbus, Ohio, maybe fifteen seconds before the call to go onstage, and Michael Jackson is making a request to 
Tito, who's diddling away on his electric guitar, still plugged into the portable amp. 
"Play Brenda and the Tabulations' song," he pleads. Tito, his serious face defiant 
beyond its 17 years, continues on the blues riff he's found, way down at the bottom 
of the neck. Jermaine, on bass, is playing along, singing in falsetto:
It's a sha-a-ame...the way you hurt me,
Sha-a-ame... ooh-ooh-ooh....
Michael seems restless. He's posed with his brothers for the local black paper, and 
he's done his vocal exercises, hitting the high notes in little burps while Jermaine is 
matching him on bass guitar. Now he's hungry again as 9:30 P.M. approaches, and 
he asks Jack Nance, the road manager, for some food-especially a hot dog. Too late 
by a second; a man steps into the room and calls, "Let's go." Out in the corridor, you can hear cousins Ronnie Rancifer and Johnny Jackson on electric piano and drums 
driving into the first of a dozen repeating bars to introduce "Stand." Time to face four 
thousand shrieks, and there is this remarkable lack of tension. The Jackson 5 could be 
paperboys going off to do their routes. Before the first show, Michael poked around 
the dull, well-lit room in his stage outfit-part Afro sharp, part nursery school, 
orange top with little green turtles as the design, and a toga-style shoulder cape. He 
drummed sticks onto a copy of Rolling Stone on the table facing the mirror, pouring a 
steady rain of wood onto James Taylor's glaring face, until Marlon grabbed the magazine. He poked around some more; reminded cousin Ronnie to remember his cue list 
of songs; watched people come and go. He is not a center of attention.


"Let's go," and by the time the cousins hit the "Stand" riff for the twelfth time, 
the Jackson 5 are up the ramp, past the columns of curtains and the first wave of 
screams, and lined up-tall Jackie in the center, Tito and Jermaine, behind their guitars, alongside, and Marlon and Michael on the wingtips. On a count, each puts one 
hand on the left hip, the other hand lightly cupping the right ear, and gets the right 
leg stomping, high step style-all, of course, in unison, until Michael breaks away to 
take the mike and put his own voice above the screams.
ONE TALK WITH JOE JACKSON and you're sprung back two musical generations, 
back past the beginnings of rhythm and blues, to Chicago in 19 51, when bebop and 
blues were the music staples of the black man. In the forties, white musicians had 
turned jazz into a tepid "swing"; the answer, in the black urban areas, was "hard" 
bebop, mixing the hard-edged city blues style, reflecting the migration of Negroes to 
the North and Midwest, with the big band sound popular in the Southwest-in 
Kansas City, St. Louis, and Oklahoma.
Joe Jackson was one of the migrant blacks, settling into a steel town to work and 
raise a family. He worked as a crane operator, "but I always wanted to be in entertainment." On weekends, he sang and played guitar with one of the many groups that 
called themselves the Falcons. "It was a local group out of Chicago, around 1951," he 
said. "We played mostly colleges and things-bars. It was a blues thing, which is what 
everybody was getting into."
But he had to keep working to support his growing family. "The boys would listen to the things we were trying to do, at rehearsals, and there were always instruments laying around. If you're around something a lot, you're gonna take part in it." 
Soon, Mr. Jackson faded away from the Falcons scene and turned the house over to his 
sons' music. "We went overboard. My wife and I would fight, because I invested in 
new instruments that cost so much. When a woman's a good mother and finds all the 
money going into instruments, she doesn't like it."
Things worked out, obviously. As Bob Jones, a publicist at Motown, explained, 
"The average black family living off a menial job can be as well off as a middle-class 
white family. You eat collard greens and chitlings, and you can take a penny and 
stretch it out."
Papa Joe went out and scouted other groups, bringing back ideas on how to 
choreograph his sons. "It always looked good; the little ones on the side and the tall 
one in the center. And their voices blend well because of the family thing. There's a 
basic tone quality that's common to all of them." 


First, it was the three oldest sons, with Jermaine singing lead. Two sisters, 
Maureen (the oldest of the Jackson children) and Latoya, played violin and clarinet 
(the instrument Mrs. Jackson played) outside the group.
Shortly after Marlon and Michael joined, the group won a talent show at 
Roosevelt High and, the next two years, won regional talent competitions. And the 
rest is in Soul magazine.
(Oh, yes-there's Randy, 8, who plays congas and is just about ready to make it 
the Jackson 6. And Janet, 4, in the wings, still learning words.)
What happens at Motown, in the studios? Motown acts usually won't talk about 
record production, as if some conspiracy transpires in secret rooms in Detroit and 
Hollywood. Few people know who actually decides what songs, what producers, what 
musicians make up "The Sound of Young America."
I mean, when I heard the first several Jackson 5 singles on the radio-"I Want 
You Back," `ABC," and "One More Chance"-I had thought, crazy: Diana Ross and 
the Family Stone. All the albums are gems. On the first, Michael turns Smokey's 
"Who's Loving You" into a noodly little blues number; on the second, he leaves his 
band and orchestra behind on the Stevie Wonder tune "Don't Know Why I Love You." 
Michael is causing heartbreaks while the Osmonds are still learning the ABCs of 
white-skinned soul. And all the albums are planned, Motown's publicist says, with 
the black market in mind. "We try and have at least two hits on every album." The 
third album includes "I'll Be There" and "Mama's Pearl," which was remixed for its 
release as a single. Now, Michael's in the studios with his producer, working on his 
tracks for the next album.
From what Joe Jackson says, the deal with the Jackson 5 apparently works like 
this: He has raised, trained, and furnished them; Motown will now do the rest. For 
example: "What is your role in the studio?" "My role is getting the boys out to the studios. I'm the legal guardian. They listen to me 100 percent." There is, however, a road 
manager from Dick Clark Productions and a young Motown employee, Suzanne 
DePasse, handling choreography and the selection of stage numbers.
"Who writes the songs?" "I've written some songs, the boys have written some." 
But none of them have yet been recorded, and many of the tunes on the three albums 
(not counting the Christmas record) are by "The Corporation," who are credited as 
arrangers and producers, along with Hal Davis. Who're they? "The Corporation," 
Jackson says, "is the company itself-people, producers within Motown. They're 
called `the clan' back in Detroit."
Here in the suite the Jackson 5 are using for a parlor at their hotel in Columbus, 
the most noise is being made by several men, white men. A couple of them are playing cards. Joe Jackson, watching the card game, remains quiet, except to help herd his 
sons over to talk.
They do interviews like most boys get their hair cut, worried if they move their 
mouth the wrong way they'll get nicked. But they are as amiable as they are bashful.
Jackie, 19, talks about going into business school with an eye to "maybe take care 
of the financial part of the group someday." For now, "all I do is enjoy what I do 
onstage. It's something like a hobby."
Tito, 17, is more into music (Jackie dropped out of a high school music course 
and is learning to read charts now from Jermaine, Tito, and cousin Ronnie). "In the studios, I sing bass and play some lead guitar, and I'm going into music theory." In 
school, he learned to play the violin, bass fiddle, and saxophone. And he can play 
some piano, too. Tito listens to Hendrix and B.B. King records. "Ever since I started 
playing guitar, about three years ago. And I have one B.B. King record about as old as 
me. It's my father's."


Tito shook his head slowly, like an old bluesman reminiscing, when I asked about 
the old days, seven years ago, when Michael first joined: "It was hard. Money was 
short. It was a drag."
Jermaine Jackson, 16, laughs easily, with an open face and smile. Right after the 
initial introductions, while everybody else was watching TV or playing the card game 
Tonk, he walked over, looked at my cassette recorder, and asked, "Wanna talk right 
now?" And he sat against the headboard of a bed and told about school-how he and 
his brothers go to a private school in Encino, five classrooms and twenty-nine students: how a tutor, assigned by the state board of education, follows them on their 
short tours to keep them doing schoolwork.
Jermaine played bass on a guitar before getting a bass guitar. "I started guitar at 
11, before we became professional. That's when I was 14." Next, Jermaine wants to 
learn piano. And he's writing songs-"all kinds; a lot of short songs. I've got some 
saved up... for when we go bankrupt."
I asked Jermaine to name me some of his favorite artists, people I wouldn't guess 
(like the Motown acts). He smiled. "Barbra Streisand...and Bread.. .Three Dog Night. I 
met them at the Forum when we were there."
Marlon, 13, is considered the quietest of the Jackson 5. On stage, Michael has the 
spotlight, but Marlon is as visible as any corner of a polished diamond. Those smooth 
moves he and his brothers execute while Michael works the front lines-left hand up, 
right arm and hand joining left, both arms slashed diagonally past the hip; a spin and 
a grab of the mike stand with one hand, taking it down to knee level and singing into 
it-Marlon looks the best at it. Vocally, his singing goes into the harmonic mix-he 
sings no leads-but once in a while, you hear him. After a rousing "coin' Back to 
Indiana," while the electric piano and drums and Michael swirl to a finish, Marlon 
stays at his mike and lets out three happy whoops.
Tito looks the toughest, so, over a sandwich at the coffee shop in Chicago's airport, I asked him about what the Jackson 5 were saying to kids-especially to black 
kids. Peace and freedom and unity, right? Or are you singing these songs just to entertain? Tito thought it over, worked an overload of lettuce into his mouth, and swallowed. "Just to entertain," he said.
Michael Jackson is 11 years old, 75 pounds. And he's sung lead on almost all the 
Jackson 5's songs-six hit singles in 1970: three gold albums (plus a Christmas LP 
that is sure to play forever) and two hit singles so far this year.
Michael is the chief child, the new model, the successor to James Brown and the 
Tempts and Sly, the cherubic incarnation of their sum: of all the spirit that is meant 
when Brown does his all-out dance-sweat-and-relate act, when the Miracles or the 
Tops line up, all dressed alike, and do their black-is-beautiful drill team maneuvers, 
tall, proud, and smiling, sounding like rivulets of soul. Or when Sly & the Family 
Stone, five blacks and two whites, all outfitted different but funkadelic, come on 
stomping, raising you up, by flashes, to a feeling of exhilaration and to some syner gistic sense-all of you there in your $5.50 seat section-of potential power and present glory. Color, flash, and a mayfield of messengers, drumming, pounding, screeching, blowing out the word.


The Jackson 5 are this and more: They are peers. Stars, untouchable in their 
sleek black Fleetwood Cadillacs that roar off behind police escorts after all their 
shows. Yet peers, backstage in Gary, Indiana, looking for old friends to drop by. One of 
them sheepishly walks in, and Marlon and Michael brighten. The friend is dressed OK, 
but he's not in pink top and Indian rainbow-print slacks with puffballs down to the 
bottom of the bell, like Marlon. He's checking Marlon out, stands back a little, you 
know, but Marlon just wants to find out about all the old friends from grammar 
school, and they talk a little, hands reach out, slap, slap, and the friend leaves with a 
power salute.
Eight 10-year-old kids in Columbus, Ohio, and Gary, Indiana, where we visited; 
in Los Angeles and San Francisco, where I work-they love and emulate the Jackson 
5. There's a bit of fantasy-the kind of gush white teenies direct at Bobby Sherman 
or David Cassidy (of the TV Partridge Family). But there isn't that real distance. It is a 
style of clothing, for one thing. Preteen blacks are blossoming out in Afros and fringed 
bells and Apple hats. And it is different from that Hollywood notion of fashion for fad's 
sake; hot pants for a hot minute. This is an approach to brothers and to others; in a 
way, a statement. It is a feeling of camaraderie, of the kind of spirit that bought 
Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young so close to so many last year; it is a feeling that, in white 
circles, might best be counterparted by Grand Funk and its "brotherhood" kind of 
magnetism.
It is in the posters that the kids in Gary drew and cut out and painted for the J-5 
contest. "You can make it if you try." "On Top with our Jackson 5." And it is in the 
songs-in the first album, "Stand" (There's a midget standing tall, and the giant beside 
him about to fall/Stand/stand/stand); in the second, "Make Way for the Young Folks." In 
the third, "I'm on your side, when things get rough and friends just can't be found, 
like a bridge over troubled water." On the Christmas album, along with the rousing "I 
Saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus," and the most soulful "Little Drummer Boy" ever, 
Michael sung an antiwar song, "Someday at Christmas."
Michael Jackson, round eyes, round dimples on a round face, under a round Afro, 
has placed himself on a couch in the hotel suite and looks up, to indicate he's ready 
to be interviewed. He's done his two shows, and he's been relaxing-playing cards, 
doing card tricks, and waiting for the inevitable pillow fight. So his brown eyes dart 
around now and then, watching for the first move.
Backstage in Columbus that day-and he must've heard this line a dozen 
times-when a columnist for the local black paper patted him paternally and tried: "I 
heard you were really a midget, man, that you're actually 30 years old," Mike gave 
him this side-swipe smile, like ha-ha, very original.
Michael began singing with his brothers when he turned 4. The first show 
"was a hospital we did. They had a big Santa Claus." Another early show was at the 
Big Top; it was a shopping center. "We were doing it free so the people could hear 
the music." Now, seven years later, Michael is playing drums and learning the 
piano. And, in the Motown studios in Hollywood, backed vocally by his brothers 
and instrumentally by the usual full crew of Motown session men, he sings lead. "It takes me about two hours to do one whole song," he says. "I do my part first, then 
they do theirs."


The first songs Michael remembers singing were the Drifters' "Under the 
Boardwalk" and the Isley Brothers' "Twist and Shout," both from 1961. Today, on 
stage, Michael does a talk bit about how he feels the blues. It is not convincing; the 
Jackson 5 are not great actors just yet. But, with their median age still 15, they have 
paid dues. "Before Motown," Mike recalled, "we used to do five shows a night for theaters" and clubs around Chicago and Gary where their youth was no barrier, doing 
the circuit with groups like the Emotions and the Chi-Lites. The Jacksons also worked 
in Missouri and Wisconsin, and even in Arizona once. They got there by bus.
Michael soon perfected a James Brown imitation and made it his routine. "It was 
amazing," says Suzanne DePasse, who plans and coordinates the J-5's stage show. "He 
had it down to a T"-every twist, turn, jerk, and thrust. "And I had to work to get him 
away from a lot of it."
Mike is a skilled mimic. He watches TV cartoons and can sketch profiles; now he 
wants to take art in college. "Also I'd like to be an actor, like the kinds of things Sidney 
Poitier does." And when I told Michael he was a good blues singer, he laughed. "I 
learned by ear."
By the time Diana Ross introduced the Jackson 5 to her world-at the Daisy discotheque in Beverly Hills in September 1969-the group was reported to have "a 
repertoire that ranges from Ray Charles to Liberace." Soul magazine didn't elaborate, 
but Michael, talking about his favorite kind of music, made it sound almost plausible. 
"I like classical music," he said, "and soft listening music. Sometimes I sit and listen to 
soft stuff like Johnny Mathis. I like Ray Charles. And most of the time, I listen to Three 
Dog Night."
And what about the screaming audiences? The Jackson 5 did their first major 
tour last fall, hitting the big arenas, in Boston, Cincinnati, and New York. They set 
an attendance record by drawing 12,275 to a show in Greensboro, North Carolina. 
They had a majestic triumph in home territory-at the Chicago Amphitheatre 
before 19,570.
Kids fainted in Cincinnati and Boston, rushing through fences and human barriers to reach the stage. Michael Jackson, the understanding diplomat: "If it weren't 
for the screaming, it wouldn't be exciting. The kids help us by being the way they are."
"I'D LIKE TO TALK TO YOU ALL TONIGHT about the blues. Yeah, the blues." Mike's 
brothers are standing around pretending like this is the first time they've heard this, 
and do a mocking-the-kid-brother routine. "Don't nobody have the blues like I do," 
says Michael. "I may be young, but I know what it's all about." He tells about this girl 
he met at school-in the sandbox. "We toasted our love during milk break." (The 
brothers snicker; Marlon walks off from the group disbelieving, shaking his 
head)...'And then I said to her...."
A slam of the drums, and Michael oomphs up a crotch-thrust, the head goes 
down, and when it comes up again, he's crooning: "When I... " broken up into about 
ten syllables altogether, the first words of Smokey Robinson's fifties song, "Who's 
Loving You." And the brothers are an A-framed unit behind him, hands behind their 
buttocks like the Miracles, doing steps in place and weaving a perfect vocal backing.


Marlon, two years older and two inches taller, is a superb dancer: confident and 
workmanlike in his younger brother's shadow.
Jackie has grown to a bit over 5'10 ", and looks not unlike Sly onstage, an Indiancostumed stone among pebbles. Sometimes he looks out of place, his high cheekbones 
drawing his soft features into a just-about-adult face.
Tito is sturdy, serious, an Ali in demeanor, with a developing bass voice and a 
developing skill at lead guitar. With tinted shades and brown suede apple hat on, 
Toriano (the given name means "bull") rarely looks up and out to the audience to 
acknowledge all the Tito fans.
Jermaine plays strong bass on his Fender jazz model, and has sung lead on several tunes, including the single, "I Found that Girl," but now he's worried a little 
'cause his voice is changing. At 16, he's the perfect idol figure for those who can't seriously get into 11-year-old Mike.
Now Michael's to the end of his woes, and he stretches it out, microphone tipped 
over his mouth: "Who-o-o-o-o...Is loving you," the "you" broken down and up into six 
parts. Then a James Brown spin and another pump of the still-forming pelvis while 
Marlon, Jermaine, and Jackie are just completing their spins, and they're ready to sing 
"Darling Dear." The show moves fast, from "Stand" right into the hits-"One More 
Chance" and `ABC," then a Traffic song they credit to Three Dog Night-"Feelin' All 
Right," which gives Tito a chance to move out on lead guitar; then the blues; then, 
usually, another nine or ten numbers.
If the J-5 show lacks anything, it's surprises. Whatever happens, you can tell it's 
been worked out in long rehearsal sessions at home in the Hollywood hills or at 
Motown: Cousin Ronnie Rancifer stepping out to show off his funky chicken; 
Jermaine being directed by Jackie to sing a song to a particular girl in the audience: 
"That one there, in the red dress," and Jermaine does a job on her, serenading, "Won't 
you take me with you...." Or the singularly excellent dance routine for "Walk on By." 
And the song salute to Gary, "Goin' Back to Indiana," met by power salutes by the preteens in Gary, at the West Side High gym. Fans stand up, here and there, to their full 
four or five foot heights and scream; girls soul-slap with each other to celebrate eyecontact with one of the Five; everywhere, kids are holding hands tightly in their 
excitement. But there is no mass movement, no jumping atop chairs and flooding of 
aisles, articulations of defiance, like at Sly concerts. The kids are like the Jackson 5; 
there is a lot of unself-conscious fun, but also a remarkable lack of tension.
The concert, the first of two in Gary, had followed the City Hall ceremonies. 
Now, we go to the Mayor's home for a private party. The Jackson 5 watch the Disney 
hour on TV; they pose with the Mayor, with their father, with their traveling teacher, 
for the local papers; they have some food; they play cards, and they play ping-pong 
with Hatcher.
When the second show is finished they run out the back doors, pile into the puffing limousines and motor over to another section of Gary-for a Jackson family 
reunion at Joe Jackson's cousin's. She has worked a day and a half with friends and 
relatives to turn out two dozen sweet potato pies, mountains of cold cuts and fried 
chicken, tubs of salad and black-eyed peas, and now she stands at the door, almost 
crying, so happy that her basement den is stuffed with people, and Joe and the boys 
are all here, along with members of their opening act, the Commodores, and just pla toons of Jackson relations. They arrive, as if planned, in shifts, so that the aunts and 
cousins and sisters, beaming behind the food tables, stay busy serving all night.


Joe's matronly cousin, damp-eyed, keeps asking if anybody wants more food. She 
steals a look or two at the various brothers of the Jackson 5, who eat lightly (the 
Mayor, a few hours before, hadn't exactly been skimpy with his food) and settle down 
around folding tables for a few rounds of Tonk. Relatives and friends keep calling them 
away for a picture, little boys and girls ask for autographs, and the Jackson 5 does it 
all graciously, saying "Thank you" afterwards. They're glad to be here. There's no 
place like home.
-April 29, 1971
Rolling Stone
Six years after their cover story, I met up with the Jackson 5 again. Now, they were the 
Jacksons. They had left Motown, leaving Jermaine, who'd married a daughter of label founder 
Berry Gordy, Jr., behind. And the hits kept coming but less frequently than they did in that 
first rush. One thing had not changed: Michael was still the star, the dancing, spinning center 
of attention. The Jacksons were in town for a few concerts, and we met for a television profile for the syndicated magazine show Evening. The program's producer, Bob Zagone, wanted 
a comfortable setting for my interview with the Jacksons, far removed from the typical pop 
star settings of concert halls, green rooms, and hotel suites. Dianne and I were living in a 
Victorian flat a few blocks north of the Japantown area of San Francisco, and so it was that 
late one morning, a week before Christmas Day, 1976, a black stretch limousine pulled up to 
our place, and to our neighbors' astonishment, the Jacksons popped out and trooped up our 
front steps and into our home. As he and his brothers arranged themselves around our dining 
table, it became apparent that Michael, half of whose eighteen-year life had been spent in 
the spotlight, was extremely shy. In front of the camera, however, he was a trouper, answering questions in a soft falsetto and happily sharing air time with brothers Marlon, Tito, and 
Jackie. In my closing remarks, which we always taped in my office at Rolling Stone, I took 
note of a few tidbits we hadn't fit into the piece: that Marlon would soon be a father, and 
wanted to adopt a couple of additional children; and "Michael wants to do the same thing: 
adopt a couple of kids, and set an example for others."
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Jim ifiorrison's but the Blues
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[image: ] hen I bumped into Jim Morrison in West Hollywood in early 1971, I had no 
idea that we'd wind up doing the last interview he'd ever give to an 
American publication.
We ran into each other at an apartment building where a publicist friend, Diane 
Gardiner, lived. One of her neighbors was Pamela Courson, who, despite Morrison's liaisons 
with various other women, considered herself his main companion. One February afternoon, 
Jim came by, looking for Pamela. She wasn't home, so he came downstairs to Gardiner's 
apartment, where I was visiting.
I hadn't met Morrison before, and soon after Diane introduced us, I asked for an interview. He had nothing better to do, he said, and I grabbed my cassette recorder.
And then things got weird. For some reason, he was feeling playful. Having done no 
research, and with no questions in mind, I was happy to play along. We decided to pretend as 
though we were doing a talk show on TV, and he kicked things off with a decidedly lewd riddle or two.
While he joked, I searched through my memory for the latest news on Morrison's neverdull life, and we settled into a pretty serious interview. He got into it enough that when Pamela showed up, he continued with our conversation, one that turned out to be his last with the 
press before he left, in March, for Paris.


Four months after settling into Paris with 
Pamela, Jim Morrison died, and I was dispatched 
to Hollywood to write his obituary. A few nonstop 
days and nights later, the article was complete, 
except for a headline. Jim had considered himself 
as serious a poet as he was a rock musician and 
stage performer. By and large, his poetic interests 
had been dismissed. In fact, one reason Morrison 
gave for going to France was that the people 
there would give him his poetic due.
That's why the headline on page one of our 
88th issue, dated August 5, 1971, reads: James 
Douglas Morrison, Poet: Dead at 27.
[image: ]
JIM M O R R I S o N AND T H E DOORS are back home in Hollywood and at work on an 
album-this time without producer Paul Rothchild, and this time featuring "blues," 
Morrison says, "original blues, if there's such a thing."
Morrison, the ex-sex symbol of West Coast rock; the poet who called himself the 
"Lizard King," is a convicted man, following a two-month trial in Florida for his alleged 
organ recital at a March 1969 concert in Miami. He was found guilty of misdemeanorsindecent exposure and open profanity, and his case is on appeal. He's out on bail.
Jim Morrison, all of the above, is still a Door. He continues the transition from rock 
and roll to poetry and films. And he has aged. His face is still jungular, but now more lionlike than Tarzanic, outlined as it is by comfortably long, dark hair and a full, dark beard. 
And he's got the beginning of a beer belly. Quiet about his Miami case in the Rolling Stone 
interview he did in July 1969, and silent, still, during the trial, Morrison seemed eager to 
talk a bit when we ran into each other in Hollywood-to put the old days in proper perspective, to discuss the Doors, and to assess the whole Miami thing, in his own words.
Do you still consider yourself the "Lizard King"?
That was two years ago, and even then it was kind of ironic. I meant it ironical- 
ly...half tongue-in-cheek. It was an easy thing to pick up on. I just thought everyone 
knew it was ironic, but apparently they thought I was mad.
Do you think you'd be classified among the people who signify what some people insist is 
the "death of rock"?
Well, I was saying rock is dead years ago. What rock means to me is-for example, 
in one period twenty or thirty years ago, jazz was the kind of music people went to, and 
large crowds danced to, and moved around to. And then rock and roll replaced that, 
and then another generation came along and they called it rock. The new generation 
of kids will come along in a few years, swarm together, and have a new name for it. It'll 
be the kind of music that people like to go out and get it on to.


But back twenty, thirty years ago the music didn't become a symbol of a whole new culture or subculture.
But, you know, each generation wants new symbols, new people, new namesthey want to divorce themselves from the preceding generation; they won't call it 
rock.... Don't you see a cyclical thing every five or ten years, when everyone comes 
together and swarms and breaks apart.... When you think of rock it's not mind 
music. I mean, if you couldn't understand the words, there'd still be everything there 
to react to.
How about Miami? Will that whole thing affect whether you'll play any more concerts?
I think that was the culmination, in a way, of our mass performing career. 
Subconsciously, I think I was trying to get across in that concert-I was trying to 
reduce it to absurdity, and it worked too well.
When did it stop getting to be fun?
I think there's a certain moment when you're right in time with your audience, 
and then you both grow out of it and you both have to realize it; it's not that you've outgrown your audience; it has to go on to something else.
You see blues fitting in with this?
No, it's just getting back to more of what we enjoy. What we actually personally enjoy. 
Not that we've ever not played music that we didn't like. When we were playing clubs, 
I'd say over half of what we did was blues, and we used our own material on records, 
but I think the most exciting things we did were basic blues. I like them mainly 'cause 
they're fun to sing.
We're using Elvis' bass player-his name is Jerry, damn it, I forget his last nameand for the first time we recorded it in our office where we rehearse, and the board's 
upstairs; we're using the engineer that we used on the other records-Bruce Botnickbut we're not using Paul Rothchild on this one. It was kind of mutual: just figured it 
was time ...to take different roads.
What was your main interest in the Miami case, aside from your personal liberty?
You know, I was hoping-or I thought there might be a possibility of it becoming 
a major, groundbreaking kind of case, but it didn't turn out that way. It might have 
been one of the reasons why they dragged it out so long, in order not to let enough 
momentum or sentiment build up in a short time, or a lot of attention focus on it. So it 
actually received very little national attention. But in a way I was kind of relieved, 
because as the case wore on, there were no great ideals at stake.
I thought it might become just a basic American issue involving freedom of 
speech and the right of anyone with a personal viewpoint to state their ideas in public 
and receive a hearing without legal pressure being put on them. In fact my lawyer 
made a speech partway through the trial in which he traced the origin of freedom of 
speech, which goes side by side with the origin of drama, actually. The right of the 
dramatist or artist to state his views. It was a brilliant summary of that historical 
process, but it didn't have any effect on the outcome at all. The first amendment provides supposedly for the freedom of expression. There's a clause which states that any 
dramatic or public artistic performance comes under this amendment.
Basically the prosecution refused to listen to any testimony which would come 
under that clause. They were prosecuting totally on a criminal case. My defense 
counsel was prepared to put the whole case on the fact that even if this alleged event did occur, it did not violate contemporary community standards, and they were 
going to take the jury to see Woodstock, a lot of other films-and during the trial the 
production company of Hair opened up in Miami, and they had obscenity and full 
nudity on stage in it, and there were no restrictions on it as to the age of the audience-they let anybody in-but the judge anticipated that, and he threw out the 
proceedings.


But is that a really relevant parallel? In Hair, say, that profanity and that alleged obscenity is planned as part of the act. Would you then have to testify that whatever acts you took 
were part of your act? Yours were spontaneous.
But it is a theatrical performance, nonetheless. It's not a political rally. We go on 
to a series of songs that everyone's familiar with. The people who come to the shows 
have the albums and I think they know basically what they're coming to see. I suppose 
they could've had a point there, but they never even got into that.
What did they find you guilty of?
There were four charges-one was a felony which carried a three-year rap-for 
lascivious behavior including exposure. And three misdemeanors-one was on profanity; one was on-let's see-oh, public drunkenness, and the other was one which 
included the exposure charge; it was a separate one. So constitutionally, right there 
they were wrong. You're not supposed to be able to try a person on the same count 
twice. You could argue that anyway. That's probably one of the motions that we'll 
include in the appeal.
Why wasn't that argued in the very beginning? Couldn't you have called for a dismissal 
of the trial?
Yeah, we called for a dismissal a score of times, but they were all denied.
Another cause for argument was that there was no possible way I could have 
received a fair trial because of the climate of public opinion that had been stirred up for 
a year and a half-probably a newspaper story or a radio or TV story in Miami. We 
have a sheaf of clippings that takes up two files from all over the country. But one thing 
I was interested to observe: Every day we would rush home to watch ourselves on TV: 
they couldn't film in the courtroom, but going and leaving they'd film it, and we'd hear 
the reporters' views of what happened. The first few days it was kinda the old-line policy, what people had been thinking for a year and a half, but as the trial wore on, the 
reporters themselves, from just talking to me and the people involved in the case-the 
tone of the news articles-and even the papers-became a little more objective as each 
day went on.
What's in the immediate future for the Doors? Any concerts?
No, we're kind of off playing concerts: somehow no one enjoys the big places anymore, and to go into clubs more than just a night every now and then is kind of meaningless. I think we'll do a couple of albums and then everyone will probably get into 
their own thing; each guy in the band has certain projects that they want to do more 
independently.
How about yourself? Do you have aflm project?
Ahhh...I guess that's what I've always wanted to do, even more than being in a 
band, was working in films. I'd like to write and direct a film of my own-there's one 
that's all in my head, but I have a film I made, which hasn't been seen very much, it's 
called Hiway.


Wasn't it shown in Canada at a "Jim Morrison Film Festival?" How did it go over?
The reports I got were that Hiway was very enthusiastically received.
That wasn't the case in San Francisco at the film festival there....
Feast of Friends was shown there a year or so ago with a lot of boos. I think they 
were reacting to personalities rather than film. Hiway was entered in the San Francisco 
Film Festival, but it was rejected, for whatever reason. It's a fifteen-minute film, 3 5 millimeter, and in color. I act in it and made it with some friends of mine. It's more poetic, 
more of an exercise for me, kind of a warm-up. There's no story in it. Just a hitchhiker 
who steals a car...we assume that, anyway.. .and drives into town and checks into a 
motel or something, and it just kind of ends like that.
-March 4, 1971
Rolling Stone
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`GOTTA EVOLUTION'
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[image: ]n the book Rolling Stone Magazine: The Uncensored History, author Robert Draper 
writes, in a section about the "Bad Craziness" of deadlines: "Ben Fong-Torres was so 
_ late on a story that an art director was moved to heave a plateful of spaghetti at him."
This is not true. No one at the magazine would ever waste food like that.
More to the point, I never missed a deadline. It is true that, often, I barely made it. In 
fact, a sentence preceding the alleged spaghetti toss could have been about me as much as 
about one of Rolling Stone's most gifted writers, Tim Cahill. His 1973 feature on Olympic 
swimmer Mark Spitz, Tim is quoted as saying, was "written in seventeen hours straight, with 
them taking each page as it came out of my typewriter and running it over to the printer."
Well.. .That's not quite accurate. In the early seventies, Rolling Stone had grown too big 
for the old-fashioned linotype setters to handle, and we were still awaiting the computer age. 
In the meantime, we acquired our own typesetting machines. Once keyed in by typists, they'd 
be printed-in the desired typeface and size-onto glossy white paper, ready to paste onto 
layout forms. So our material never went directly to any printer; rather, copy editors would 
read it, make corrections, and take it down the hall to our own makeshift composing room.
My own Mark Spitz moment happened in the fall of 1971. I was working on the latest 
article about the Jefferson Airplane-they were big and newsworthy enough that they 
amounted to a regular beat. Suddenly, a major story at Rolling Stone fell through, and I was told late one afternoon that my story would need to double in length, start on page one, and 
occupy the feature well. And it would have to be submitted that night.


No, I will never forget the way it was, back in the days before computers. As I wrote, 
Bob Kingsbury, the art director, stood at my door, waiting to take each typewritten page to 
the typesetters. I was a fast typist, hitting about ninety words a minute in full throttle, but 
whenever I slowed.. .like, to think for a second about the next sentence, I'd catch Kingsbury 
standing there, and feel guilty.
It's no wonder that I would soon burn out, and take a leave of absence from Rolling Stone.
But first, as always, the story:
FOR JEFFERSON AIRPLANE, here in the fall of 1971, six years and a month since that 
first gig at the Matrix, it's like the title of the new Hedge & Donna album: REVOLUTION, with a black felt "X" over the "R." But in two thin strokes, so that the original 
whole word is clear, if not more obvious for the masking job.
Manager Bill Thompson is talking evolution, here in the second-floor office of the 
Jefferson Airplane mansion, about the only room in the house that's the same since 
Grunt Records came into existence-and into 2400 Fulton-to help push Airplane 
members into yet another era.
It is big business now, with Grunt Records and a roster of artists headed by 
Jefferson Airplane and Airplane members as so-called "solo artists" and a lot of ideas 
on revolutionizing the record industry. And if you can get all six of them together for a 
group shot these days, you still see a lot of strength, muscle to back up the ideas. 
Viking-browed Jorma and mum's-the-mouth Casady-Hot Tuna! Grace and Paul and 
a Sumo-kicker of a baby girl now named China. Fiddling Papa John Creach, black, bent 
over and spryer than ever with even an album of his own now cutting. Surfer boy 
drummer Joey Covington, who still doesn't seem to fit, yet brought Papa John into the 
scene and turned a Santana-Tuna jam into one of the most-played tracks on Bark, the 
new Airplane album, "Pretty As You Feel," sounding so pretty you'd think Marty Balin 
was still around....
'August 13th, 1965," muses Bill Thompson, stroking his Buffalo Bill whiskers and 
flashbacking through his round, wine-tinted glasses. "They had a stand-up bass. It was 
all acoustic except for Jorma, who had a small amp, then Jorma got a bigger one than 
that. Then Paul got a bigger one than that. And then Jack came into the group, and he 
had two amps...." Thompson was 24 then, veteran of three years at the San Francisco 
Chronicle as a copy boy, and he was living with Marty out in the fog (called Sunset) 
district, on 16th Avenue.
"Marty was always an incredible dreamer. `I'm gonna start this group,' he said. 
It'll be-five guys and one chick, we'll do folk music and have electric instruments with 
it-and we'll call it folk-rock."'
From the beginning, the copy boy was the hustler. Even before the Airplane had 
opened at the Matrix, Thompson got a story into the Sunday Chronicle-by John 
Wasserman, then second in line behind Ralph J. Gleason-complete with a photo of 
Balin. Then, "I got Ralph to go down and hear them, and he did a review, a fantastic 
story.... Then we got mentions in Herb Caen [the most popular gossipist in town], the 
sports page, and the society page. The society editor Frances Moffat knew Grace-Grace was married in Grace Cathedral, did you know that?-and the Airplane played a fol de rol, 
a society thing MC'd by Danny Thomas. They booed us, but the Chronicle did a big story."


Thompson soon enough quit the paper to join the band. "They'd just fired their 
first manager. and they wanted me to talk to the straight press." Bill did promotion 
work at an ad agency before the Chronicle. "I'd go to the airport and get their tickets, 
and the guys and Grace would be carrying their own guitars and stuff." And between 
his "Jefferson Airplane Loves You" bumper strips and the group's breakthrough 
appearances at the Monterey Jazz and Berkeley Folk festivals, the dream came true. 
Marty designing one of the first ballroom posters; the Airplane being the first out of 
the pack with a big record contract, the first to run their own national tour, the first to 
say this and that on their records, and now the first San Francisco group to have their 
own major independent record label, backed by a lot of money from RCA and a lot of 
energy and muscle-the group shot, flex-flex.
Now Bill Thompson, former roadie, is head of business affairs for the new dream 
machine. And Marty Balin, the founder, is gone. And Signe Toly Anderson, their first 
chick singer, is in Oregon with her baby. And Grace Slick is a mother for the first time, 
living with father Paul and seven-month-old China in Marin County by the ocean, in 
a house with a studio in the basement for Kantner and Slick's solo and duet grunts, 
with a swimming pool whose redwood perimeter will take another six months to polish, lay down, and finish; with a geodesic dome for meditation and vocals, with 
Japanese GBC Mini TV cameras watching the crib and the garage; with a beaming 
living room where Paul-who's off coke now, by the way-is reworking the dividing 
wall between the front area and the house proper, and...tear down what wall? 
Mother-what?
Bill Thompson is talking about how the Airplane and San Francisco have affected 
music and the business, and it's difficult, of course, to just sum it all up in one sentence. 
But he tries: "Since the Beatles, people started listening to the music, and there are people all over the world whose consciousness is changing. And you keep learning. For one 
thing, you learn that you can't change people by beating them over the head, or bombing or whatever. That's the old style of revolution. You try it, it fails, you move on to 
something else."
Up against the wa-all, muther-FUCK-er....
"The revolution has been won in a lot of aspects," says Paul, propped up on his 
bed, his back to the ocean. "It's still on the balance on a lot of things, and you can't tell 
which way it's gonna go. But a lot of things have been achieved...."
In the new album, Bark, while Paul continues his wishful singing into the universal Netherlands, Grace is warding off the pigs she's spotted through her GBC: "Law 
man-I'm afraid you just walked in here at the wrong time/my old man's gun has 
never been fired but there's a first time...."
"Well," says Kantner, who chalks up "civil rights" and, after a thoughtful pause, 
"the war protest thing" as battles won, "I line myself up more with George Jackson [the 
Soledad Brother slain in San Quentin] than the other side. But it's not down to that 
black and white level. America itself is down to a quadro-schizo mood, and it's just 
hard to predict what's going on...." There are still copies of the latest Berkeley underground papers among the heaps here, along with the erotic art books, the Whole Earth 
Catalog, and of course, Dr. Spock.


JoRMA KAUKONEN, HE OF THE MUMPS-B ROWED Heston features, tank-top shirts 
and Aztec jewelry, has his mind alimbo, looking forward mainly to Hot Tuna's third 
album of blues funk. It'll be recorded at the end of their October tour, probably at the 
Chateau, a small club in the Santa Cruz Mountains where the Tuna's latest, on RCA, 
was recorded, and where he's comfortable. "I've known it three years; it's out there in 
the forest, in the redwood trees." Or maybe it'll be recorded in a club in Bodega, also 
good Tuna territory. "The gigs tend to be a lot more friendly in those kinds of placesbecause they're not so big."
Hot Tuna was born out of the yawning gaps in the Airplane schedule. This doesn't tell the exact story, but in the liners for The Worst of Jefferson Airplane, you see where 
there were five months between Crown of Creation and Bless Its Pointed Little Head (the 
live album). Then nine months before Volunteers, released in November 1969. In 1970, 
nothing except the collection of the worst. Well, shit. Jorma Kaukonen plays every 
night. And Jack Casady plays even more than that! So lead guitar and bass began playing-under their own names, in the first configuration of Hot Tuna-at the Matrix. 
Then, when it got to be time for some serious recording, they were at New Orleans 
House in Berkeley. Now, it's Jack and Jorma and, behind them, Papa John on elastic violin and Sammy Piazza on drums. Piazza, from Waco, Texas, met the Tuna at a gig in 
San Diego, they jammed, and, as Kaukonen is wont to say whenever he's dealing with 
history, "One thing led to another." So it was that Spencer Dryden and Joey Covington 
had their stays, and Marty sang with them at one point, and Jorma's brother Peter was 
part of it at one time, and Will Scarlett, a sort of mysterious harp player who toted a 
self-built vari-scaled harmonica around the local folk scene, was in and out.
"I'd been thinking about a Hot Tuna thing for a long time," said Jorma. "There's a 
kind of music I had in mind, and the Airplane just didn't play that music. And Jack and 
I-we've listened to it for a long time. We'd be in a hotel room with nothing to do and 
I'd teach him the stuff I knew." Jack and Jorma, way before Marty started dreaming, 
played together, in Washington, D.C., in a high school band called the Triumphs, with 
Jorma on rhythm and vocals, Casady on lead guitar. "We did Ricky Nelson hits. And I'd 
have to use Jack's Wollensak tape recorder as an amp, with the microphone tucked 
under my belt next to the guitar. And the bass man didn't have a bass, so he'd just deaden all the strings of a Gretsch guitar...."
But before that, Jorma didn't play no rock and roll. His music came from "spade 
radio stations" and his own records, Muddy Waters and Little Walter and Jimmy Reed. 
That's what he taught Casady on the road with the Airplane. And before the blues, 
there was overseas travel, as a preteen, with his father, director of the Asia Foundation, 
and Jorma heard Asian woodwinds, and sitars and other strings in Pakistan and 
Borneo, and that, too, stays with him. "Now and then I'll hear an odd record-a foreign thing-and I'll adapt it into a couple of passages. Like the folk music of South 
India, or a Japanese koto record. If I hear a lick I like, I'll play it in every song for a week. 
I like to steal licks."
At the moment, Kaukonen is among the help on Papa John's album, and eventually there'll be a Jorma album. "I want to do a completely acoustic record. Do one side 
of things that lend themselves to that treatment, and then I've got a friend, Tom 
Hobson, who might do the other side, just do what he wants." But Hot Tuna is the 
thing, and here's where a wing takes off on its own pattern. "We'll probably tour much more than the Airplane," says Jorma. "I'm more motivated in that direction, where 
Paul and Grace sort of like to hang out." Also, where Kantner's ceiling is a sky-wide 
constellation, and his eyes are "sun finders," and his ears are sixteen-tracked, Jorma 
likes to play in little bars. If not that, then his living room. "I'm almost kind of afraid to 
get hung up in the mechanics and expenses of big studios," he says. "I like to sit on the 
floor in my living room and push little buttons. The room's forty feet long and the 
acoustic sound is real good. I think the acoustic album will be cut in my living room." 
And it's a short ride, by Harley, to the mid-town studios from his home in the St. Francis 
Woods part of town.


"Sometimes," Jorma says, "I think I have more privacy at my home here in the city 
than Paul and Grace do, out there on the beach."
Let's see; last week it was the Grace Slick Death Rumor, with issit-trues flying 
from Anonymous Caller to UPI to radio stations and back and forth, almost to the 
point of sending discjockeys scurrying into record libraries to fish out "White Rabbit." 
("Which song would you want them to play when you die?" I asked. "Scabs Are 
Forming," said Grace.) Couple weeks before that, it was another round of Grace Splits, 
this one having her on a solo tour. Grace helped a lot, of course, by crashing her 
Mercedes into a bank at the Golden Gate Bridge and winding up with three concussions and a still-hurt right side of the mouth. And she is doing a solo album, but 
aren't they all?
Despite it all, Grace and Paul have shifted gears, out past the country and not quite 
yet on that starship-but there is that wood and glass dome in the yard, a definite 
improvement over the first model Paul had atop 2400 Fulton. "Then a big spectacular 
windstorm just blew it off the roof," geodesically wiping out a car on the way back to 
earth. And Paul's writing about the beach and babies now-"There's a song called 
`Sun Fighter' in our next album [Grace and Paul's], all about all the shit that's gone 
down on the beach, the oil spill and everything." Still, he continues to think about and 
receive information on his starship. He flashes a copy of a NASA Technical Reportrubber stamped "Classified" on every page-entitled "Relativistic Models of the 
Universe With Pressure Equal to Zero and Time-Dependent Uniformity."
Kantner laps up the introduction. Mr. Wizard as a boy, in front of his first Erector 
set. And if none of it flies, well, "`War Movie' is the alternative future to the starship." 
"War Movie" being Kantner's song of evolving optimism, set in 1975, "at the Battle of 
Forever Plains/all my people hand in hand in hand in the rain/the laser way won the 
day/without one single living soul going down/the government troops were circled in the sun 
gun found themselves on the run/...from our nation/the rock is raised no need to hide/from the 
other side now... transformation."
Paul Kantner, father and head of a household-not just a third floor room at the 
Airplane mansion, as it was before their move last Thanksgiving-is, if you'll pardon 
the expression, mellow. His house is no palace, but there's land to roam, room for a studio in the basement, and, most important, the ocean as a backyard, and it's almost 
worth the $100,000. Especially since RCA paid for it. "This just came at the time we 
were negotiating, and they'd break for anything to get us to sign again. So I got them 
to get the house for me. But it's really worth it to them, for me to have the studio here. 
That saves thousands of hours at $100 an hour." Besides, Kantner's own album is 
nearing gold-record status, and he can ask for little gifts.


So Paul is happy, padding around his new pool while Grace swings China back 
and forth, suspended off the high green beam inside. Grace is back to thin; trim, to be 
nice about it, cheeks healthy, the mouth not bothersome at all, smartass sense of 
humor intact, and a new Mercedes in the garage ... why, she even wrote a song about it 
all in Bark: "Never Argue with a German if You're Tired or European Song." On the 
lyric sheet, it looks like a lark, the German spelled out phonetically (Sticken in mine 
haken/sticken in mine haut/fugen mine gas mit mine auss pucken), but Grace explains: "I 
didn't know any German, so I got all the lyrics from different people in the street. If I 
heard someone talking German, I'd go up and say `Hey, can you help me, I'm writing 
this song, and I need to know how to say this in German."'
What she said was "Stitches in my crotch ('That's about the baby')/Stitches in my 
face/mixing my spit with my gas/Don't argue with a German. My automobile goes real 
fast/but it drives into walls...."
In the crash on the 13th of May, Grace says she suffered "three concussions. I 
must have fallen asleep, because I can't remember going into the bank-you know, 
that moment when you think, Aggh, I'm gonna crash!"' The big Mercedes was 
destroyed, and she spent a week in the hospital. Now, she lets Paul drive them into 
town, but she's suffering no after-scares. "I like cars. You drive a car like you ride a 
horse, it's the thing of being able to feel it. But I don't have the time to feed a horse, and 
you can run a car into a wall and just get another one."
Her major joy, of course, is China (renamed that from her original, certified name, 
which is `god,' by Paul). "It was just out of the blue," said Grace. And there's no connection either to the country or to Abbie and Anita Hoffman's baby, `America."
"Babies are really interesting to watch," says Grace. "They're new people. You 
watch phenomena happening through them, because they have no preconceptions. 
Like when she was down in the studio and she heard a high-pitched noise, she looked 
up. I'd never heard of that before. High-pitched sounds apparently make a person think 
it's coming from the ceiling.
`And they watch commercials. A TV commercial just sucks them in. The sound 
level is up over the other programming and babies respond to it."
China has her own room, sizable and airy, very Victorian with fading pink floral 
patterns on the wall, a little brass bed, with the remote TV camera sitting in a field of 
towels and caps in a rattan cabinet. For Kantner and Slick, the TV is no extravagance. 
Downstairs in their studio, they're not going to hear their baby cry, and this is the way 
to keep in touch.
Other TV sets litter the rest of the house, along with piles of books and magazines, 
tapes, plenty of guitars, the acoustics upstairs near the bed; the electrics in a rack in 
the studio, along with the grand piano and the electric Hammond, the Altec speakers 
and the Ampex tape machines, and the make-do Fairchild eight-track.
Despite the electronics, it's a soft enough house, with plenty of your Design 
Research rugs scattered over the straw floor mat. And, of course, there's that dome, 
designed by Roy Buckman, a furniture-making friend of the family's who built the torture rack for the Airplane house and is now doing the boardwalk around the pool.
It's a beautiful dome, triangular wood doors and glass windows where 
Buckman and Kantner saw fit; a reflector of the ocean, and, on its platform, a starship at first glance.


"It's an Indian thing," Kantner explains. "They said that square areas were bad for 
man. The thing is, 90-degree angles are one of the only things constructed by man." 
Kantner stretches out his right hand to represent a wall, his left index finger to be a person. "It cuts the flow as you go along the wall and hit a corner. All the Indians' things 
were circular. It's not really explainable, but you feel pleasant inside a dome. It's like 
cocaine. It's mildly euphoric-but you can't define it."
Grace offers: "It's a drugless way of positioning yourself where you feel the best."
And Paul volunteers: "I'm off cocaine. It doesn't taste good anymore. I had so 
much, it got to the point where you couldn't breathe." And the cost? Shrug. "Not 
noticeable. The group paid for it. It was a business expense."
And Grace? 'After the accident, my doctor told me to stay off heavy drugs. But," 
smile, "I do now." What kind? "Oh, I still like coke, but each individual person has to 
find whatever chemistry they're made up of. No two people can take the same amount 
of the same kind of drug."
And whatever did happen to that old dope song, "White Rabbit"? We take you now 
to the bathroom. And there it is, 45 RPM gold-under the toilet seat lid. "It's just something for the boys to look at when they take a leak," says Grace. "It fits."
FORTY MINUTES LATER, down the wavy road from Stinson Beach past Sausalito, 
through the Golden Gate Bridge, and back at their old house, new company headquarters, Bill Thompson is interrupted by a Grunt staffer telegraphing the word that 
Bark looks to be a chartbuster, number 30 next week in Record World. And RCAs sending out a press release that it's already certified gold, RIAA, and hey, has anything really changed?
The answer is yes. Grunt Records is the Airplane's own label, and RCAs role is 
manufacturer and distributor. Before, it was all RCA, with the Airplane signed to a contract and seemingly locked in mortal combat. "We didn't even consider RCA a year 
ago," says Thompson. "We didn't feel they had the distribution, and they sucked in a 
lot of ways. But they've made a lot of changes. On the Worst album they printed up 
150,000 copies. Of course, it ran out immediately, and people would go into stores and 
there wouldn't be any around. Well, since then they've added some heavyweight cats."
In fact, that's why this time around there's talk about gold records a week into the 
stores. "The RCA sales force got enough pre-orders for it to be gold. Another thing: in 
England and Europe, I know the Airplane is a large group, but the record sales never 
indicated it. Recently, RCA had eight of the top twenty five singles in Europe. They're 
starting to kick ass there, too."
Grunt Records, at this point, is the Airplane, Hot Tuna, Kantner and Slick as 
soloists and a team, and Papa John. (His album, now in progress, will "cover all music," 
he says, "from all times and all places," beginning with "St. Louis Blues.") Mike Lipskin, 
Grunt's production/engineering man, plays piano, and Jack Bonus is on sax and flute. 
Bonus also sings, and he'll be a Grunt artist, produced by Lipskin and his roommate, 
Marty Balin.
"Marty just got tired of recording and playing live," said Thompson. Balin had 
three tunes that were going to be in Bark, "but it came to a point where the group didn't know if he was going to be with them anymore, and they didn't want to have material on the album that they couldn't do on the tours."


Marty is in New York, Thompson said, "working on a script for a book or something," and Balin has generally avoided comment on his own evolution and dissolution, from founder and lead singer to just a crew member, when Grace joined and 
became the focal point with the songs she'd brought over from Great Society, 
"Somebody to Love" and "White Rabbit." Attacked early on by the New York rock 
press-what there was of it back in '67-for his love songs in Surrealistic Pillow, he 
shrunk fast, to the point where he wrote only half a song-the lyrics for 
"Volunteers"-on that album. His solemn face also faded behind a full beard and hair 
that gave him an unmistakably Charlie Mansonic phiz on stage.
"Well," says Thompson, saying all he can say that can be put into print, "we hope 
he'll help on the Papa John album, and he told me he'll write some things for the 
Jefferson Airplane. And if he so decides, he'll be an artist on Grunt. Man, he's still part 
of the Airplane in a way, even though he's not in the group. He's certainly part of the 
consciousness.  
"This can be one of the biggest things in the record industry," says Thompson. "If 
we're successful, other companies will have to give artists more freedom. The artist 
has been fucked too long." Grunt, he said, will try not to bust its own seams. "I don't 
know how many groups we can have, maybe up to twenty or twenty-five in three or 
four years."
Back out on the beach, Kantner watches Grace bounce China around like a lumpy 
pillow. The man's going dreamy again. "This is OK-for now. I mean, I'd like ten thousand acres of redwoods plus an ocean. Or a spaceship in a wide-open universe. That'd 
be interesting for awhile."
-September 30, 1971
Rolling Stone
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Ike E Tina:
THE WORLD'S GREATEST HEARTBREAKER
[image: ]
[image: ]s it possible to love four women all at once? Actually, I proved it possible in 1971, but that's 
another story. Bygones. Five years earlier, in 1966, I caught the Ike & Tina Turner Revue at a 
fabled San Francisco club, the hungry i. I saw rock and roll past, present, and future.
Ike & Tina didn't have a hit going back then; I wasn't with Rolling Stone or on assignment for anyone. I was simply out that night, and Tina, along with her three Ikettes, killed 
me.
After the gentrified steps of Motown acts like the Supremes and Gladys & the Pips, and 
faux sex kittens like the Shangri-Las, Tina and the girls were pure and sweaty sex.
When Rolling Stone first hit the streets a year or so later, the Turners were still nowhere, 
commercially speaking. But someone at the paper had shared my feelings. Issue number two 
had a huge photo of a raging Tina Turner on page one. No particular tale to tell; there was a 
short review on page two, knocking the band and praising Tina and the Ikettes to no end.
The magazine featured Tina on the cover again in 1969. Again, there was no story inside 
to merit the cover. However, the featured article was on Phil Spector, who had produced Ike 
and Tina's "River Deep, Mountain High." The editors apparently decided that Tina was a bit 
sexier than the reclusive producer.


"River Deep" was criminally ignored by American radio-both Top 40 and the supposedly hipper FM side. But the Turners finally broke through in 1970 with "I Want to Take You 
Higher," and followed up with "Proud Mary."
It was time for another cover. This time, we decided to include an actual article.
The piece speaks for itself. But, when it was included in a 1977 anthology, Reporting: 
The Rolling Stone Style, editor Paul Scanlon provided some context:
Music writers are often criticized for taking the easy route: being spoon-fed press releases; 
succumbing to contrived interviews with a press agent or manager hovering nearby, recording idiotic quotes with groupie-like awe. Ben Fong-Torres not only avoids these pitfalls, he 
also brings hard-nosed reportorial skill to his work ...At first Ben envisioned this story as a 
"loving portrait of a group that knocked me out at a tiny club in North Beach in 1966." As 
Ben explored, the picture became considerably sharper and more distressing. Diligent 
research and tough questioning made this story successful. So successful that for a long time 
afterward we were still feeling violent reverberations from the Turner camp.
I'll tell about those reverberations-not all of them violent-at story's end.
WALK INTO WHAT, FROM THE OUTSIDE, looks to be another well-paid, well-kept 
home in suburban Inglewood, California, and you're hit: a huge, imperial oil painting 
of Ike and Tina Turner, dressed as if for a simple, private wedding, circa 1960, modest 
pompadour and formal mink. A thriller? The killer, honey... Also in the foyer, under the 
portrait, a small white bust of John F. Kennedy. Next to him, the Bible, opened to Isaiah 
42-A New Song to the Lord. The smell is eucalyptus leaves and wet rocks; the sound is 
water, bubbling in one of several fish tanks and, over in the family room, splashing. 
programmed, is a waterfall.
Two trim young housekeepers stir around the kitchen; dinner is cooking at 4 P.M. 
Ike is asleep upstairs, and Tina is out, a son at football practice. But you cannot just plop 
down somewhere, adjust yourself, and be comfortable. Next to the waterfall there's a red 
velvet sofa, designed around a coffee table in the shape of a bass guitar. Or, in the blue 
room, the couch, whose back turns into an arm that turns into a tentacle. Above that, 
on the ceiling, is a large mirror in the shape of a jigsaw puzzle piece, and against one wall 
is a Zenith color TV, encased in an imitation ivory, whale-shaped cabinet.
(Tina, later, will say: "Ike did the house. It was Ike's idea to have the TV in the 
whale shape. I thought, 'Oh wow!' I felt it was gonna look like the typical entertainer's 
house, with the stuff not looking professional. But everything turned out great. I'm 
very proud of it.")
It is very personal, but there are all these mail order touches. The neo-wood vertical frame with four bubbles to hold color pictures of the Turners' four sons. The JFK 
bust. On the wall, over a mantel, a large metallic Zodiac sunburst, with no clock in the 
middle. Also, a Zodiac ashtray atop the guitar-shaped table. (Ike showed his refurnishing job off to Bob Krasnow of Blue Thumb Records one day last year, and Krasnow 
remarked: "You mean you actually can spend $70,000 at Woolworth's?")
Atop a white upright piano complete with gooseneck mike, the gold record-not 
`A Fool in Love," or "It's Gonna Work Out Fine," or "I Idolize You," but, rather, "Come 
Together," the single on Liberty, their seventh or eighth label in ten years. And next to that, some trophies-a couple that the kids have earned, and a couple that Tina has 
earned. TO THE SWEETEST WIFE AND MOTHER, TINA TURNER. LOVE'S YEA. IKE 
TURNER AND FOUR SONS. Another, larger one, Olympiad, with a small gold-plated 
angel holding a torch above her, hara-kiri: TINA TURNER. THE WORLD'S GREATEST 
HEARTBREAKER 1966. LOVE IKE TURNER.


Tina's not back-half an hour late-and now I'm down to the sunlit bookshelf in 
the corner. A neat junior edition of encyclopedias. A couple of novels-Crichton's 
Andromeda Strain; Cheever's Bullet Park. But the main line appears to be how-to's, from 
Kahlil Gibran and astrology to a series of sharkskin suit-pocket hardbounds: How to 
Make a Killing in Real Estate, How to Legally Avoid Paying Taxes, and How to Scheme Your 
Way to Fortune. Atop the pile, a one-volume senior encyclopedia: The Sex Book.
SOMEONE ONCE CALLED TINA "The female Mick Jagger." In fact, to be more accurate, 
one should call Mick "The male Tina Turner." After all, in 19 60, Ike & Tina and the first 
of God knows how many Ikettes began doing their revue, and, as she tells it, "Ike used 
to move onstage. He was bow-legged and bow-hipped and when he moved from side to 
side, he had an effect he used to do with the guitar, and I used to do that, 'cause I idolized him so. Before I fell in love with him I'd loved him. We were very close friends. I 
thought there was nobody like Ike, so I wanted to be like Ike. I wore tight dresses and 
high heels, and I still moved, and that's where the side-step came from."
Philip Agee, who was 17 when he first saw them in 1960 in St. Louis, became 
such a fan that he has put out a book on them-for a seminar course in printing at 
Yale. Tina Pie is a collection of the colorations of Ike and Tina's romance and career, 
tawny browns and flashy reds and moanful yellows and hurtful blues. Silkscreening 
the act through the dark years and into the fast ones, with even remembrances from 
Tina's mother, or various of Phil Agee's friends and fellow worshippers:
"Tina came out and up on the stage. Nobody screamed or fainted. We were just 
real glad to see her. She always wore sparkling dresses and very high-heeled shoes with 
no backs and holes in the toes. Sometimes she was pregnant, singing with her stomach 
stuck out, stomping her high-heeled shoes with stiff legs. They would sing special 
songs when you asked them. Everybody liked A Fool in Love.' `Staggerlee' was my 
favorite. When Ike started slow, `When the night was clear and the moon was yellow, 
and the leaves came tumbling down...' By the time `ba-da, ba-da, ba-doo' ended, everybody was out on the floor. During their breaks the jukebox played again. Tina disappeared and the men sat at card tables near the stage drinking with their blonde girlfriends. When the men started playing again, Tina appeared for the second show. By 
11:00 it was over. Pat's dad picked us up and drove me home. We went every Tuesday 
while they were in St. Louis.
"Tina Turner's part Cherokee and so's my Mom, so so am I."
KATHY KLEIN
BY 19 6 6, THERE WAS MORE PRACTICED FLASH. You learn what works. The Ikettes 
came storming out of the wings in a train formation, in mini-skirted sequins, haughty 
foxes thrusting their butts at you and then waving you off with a toss of their long 
whippy hair. Tina came out, eyes flashing until she became a fire on the stage. And across Broadway, there's your Motown act, the Marvelettes in their matching long 
evening gowns or the Tops in pink velvet, doing soul-hula, singing through choreographed smiles. Tina spits sex out to you. And Mick Jagger.


Before that breakthrough tour with the Rolling Stones in 1969, Ike & Tina had 
worked with them in England in 1966. "Mick was a friend of Phil Spector," says Tina. 
`And the time we cut `River Deep, Mountain High,' Mick was around. [This is at Gold 
Star, Phil's favorite studio in Los Angeles.] I remembered him but I never talked to him. 
He's not the type to make you feel you could just come up and talk to him. Mick, I 
guess, thought the record was great, and he caught our act a couple of times. Mick 
wasn't dancing at the time ...he always said he liked to see girls dance. So he was excited about our show, and he thought it'd be different for the people in England.
"I remember I wasn't mingling too much-Ike and I were having problems at 
the time, and we stayed mad at each other-but I'd always see Mick in the wings. I 
thought, `Wow, he must really be a fan.' I'd come out and watch him occasionally; 
they'd play music, and Mick'd beat the tambourine. He wasn't dancing. And to and 
behold, when he came to America, he was doing everything! So then I knew what he 
was doing in the wings. He learned a lot of steps and I tried to teach him like the 
Popcorn and other steps we were doing, but he can't do `em like that. He has to do 
it his way."
"River Deep, Mountain High." To hear that song for the first time, in 1967, in the 
first year of acid-rock and Memphis soul, to hear that wall falling toward you, with 
Tina teasing it along, was to understand all the power of rock and roll. It had been 
released in England in 1966 and made Number Two. In America, nothing. "It was just 
like my farewell," Phil Spector says. "I was just sayin' goodbye, and I just wanted to go 
crazy for a few minutes-four minutes on wax."
Bob Krasnow, president of Blue Thumb, knew Ike & Tina from their association 
with Warner Bros.' R&B label, Loma, in 1964. He was an A&R man there. "Spector had 
just lost the Righteous Brothers," he recalls, "and at the same time, Ike was unhappy," 
having switched to Kent Records.
"Spector's attorney Joey Cooper called and said Phil wanted to produce Tina-and 
that he was willing to pay $20,000 in front to do it! So Mike Maitland [then president 
at Warners] gave them their release, and they signed with Philles.
"Watching Phil work was one of my greatest experiences," says Krasnow. It was 
indeed a special occasion. Only "River Deep" was cut at Gold Star; the other three 
Spector productions were at United. (There was only one Philles LP ever made with Ike 
& Tina, which was finally rereleased last year by A&M.) And Ike didn't attend.
"Dennis Hopper did the cover on that LP. He was broke on his ass in Hollywood 
and trying photography. He said he'd like to do the cover. He took us to this sign company, where there was this 70-foot-high sign for a movie, with one of those sex starsBoccaccio '70 or something. And he shot them in front of that big teardrop. Then the 
gas company had a big sign, and Hopper took them there and shot them in front of a 
big burner."
Onstage, there may be reason to compare Tina Turner to Mick Jagger; Tina, in 
fact, is more aggressive, more animalistic. But it is, indeed, a stage:
"I don't sound pretty, or good. I sound, arreghh! Naggy. I can sound pretty, but 
nobody likes it. Like I read some article in the paper that Tina Turner has never been captured on records. She purrs like a kitten on record, but she's wild onstage. And they 
don't like a record like `Working Together.' I love that record. I love that River Deep 
Mountain High album, but nobody likes me like that. They want me sounding all raspy, 
so...I have to do what Ike says.


"My whole thing," she once said, "is the fact that I am to Ike-I'm going to use the 
term 'doll'-that you sort of mold...In other words, he put me through a lot of 
changes. My thing is Ike's ideas. I'll come up with a few of them, but I'm not half as 
creative as Ike."
THE WORLD'S GREATEST HEARTBREAKER drives up in her Mercedes sedan and 
strides in, all fresh and breezy in a red knit hotpants outfit, third button unbuttoned, 
supple legs still very trim at age 32 charging onto 33. ("Everyone thinks I'm in my forties, but I was only around 20 when I started. Born November 26, 1939," she says, 
very certain.)
Tina's hair is in ponytails, tied in brown ribbons; she is wearing brown nail polish 
and red ballet-type slippers. Here in the living room of her $100,000 house she is trying to paint a portrait of the offstage, in-home Tina Turner. There are four bedrooms, 
she says, four baths, and, let's see now.. .thirteen telephones. Additional phone cables 
are employed in the closed-circuit TV system, a system like the one in Ike's studios less 
than a mile away. There, Ike can sit in his office and push-button his way around the 
various studios, the room, the entrances, the hallways. Just recently, he was laughing 
about the time he punched up the camera scanning the bedroom in the private apartment he keeps there, and what did he and the people around him (Tina was at home) 
see but some heavy fucking going on, one of his musicians and a groupie. And everyone's lapping it up, and finally, when the sideman is caressing one of his nightstand's 
firm-nippled breasts, Ike's bodyguard springs out of the office, and the next you see 
him, he is piling into the bed, over most of that same station...
But later. Tina Turner is trying to paint a picture here. "I just got rid of the housekeeper. I get housekeepers and they sort of do just things like vacuuming and dusting, 
and nothing else is done-like the mirrors-and I'm a perfectionist, and that would 
never be. People think I'm probably one of those that lounge around, but I'm always 
on my knees-I do my floors 'cause no one can please me. When I was in the eighth 
grade I started working for a lady in Tennessee keeping her house; she more or less 
taught me what I know about housework."
Tina also tries to do most of the cooking, even if she usually does report to the 
studios around 4 P.M. to do vocals. She also likes to do gardening. "Every now and 
then I get out and turn the dirt.. .but now I've started writing, and Ike, every time I 
turn around, he says, `Write me this song.' So I went out and bought some plants and 
when I was in the hospital I got a lot of plants that I really love, and I sort of take care 
of them like babies."
"Ike is a very hard worker," a friend is saying. "He's such a driver. Last winter Tina 
was sick with bronchial pneumonia, 104 temperature, in the hospital with her body 
icepacked to bring the temperature down. And Ike was visiting, and he was going, `You 
get out and SING, or you get out of the house!"'
Tina doesn't discuss such things, even if her talk is often punctuated by references 
to Ike as the manager, the brains, the last word; despite his back-to-the-audience stance on stage. But in Tina Pie, Phil Agee's book, there's a piece of conversation backstage between Tina and one of Phil's friends:


Pete: I thought maybe you wouldn't be here tonight.
Tina: No, I never miss a performance. The doctor came to the hotel today, brought 
a vaporizer and that helped it a lot. I haven't coughed anything up today-so I was 
kind of worrying if it was okay. I always go on. Whatever's bothering me-I don't care 
how bad it is-I drop it when I go on stage. I hadn't coughed up anything today. You 
know that kind of hypnosis-I don't know what it's called-where you induce yourself 
into a trance?
(Tina's friend): Self-hypnosis.
Tina: Yeah, that's it. I hypnotize myself, and I forget the cold and stuff.
"DOPE?"
Bob Krasnow repeats the question, only in a softer voice. "Let me close the door a 
minute." (A few weeks before, I asked an ex-Ikette about Ike Turner and sex. "Sex? Oh, 
my god, that's another volume," she'd said. "I'll have to get a cigarette on that one!")
Krasnow: "Tina is so anti-dope I can't tell you. She's the greatest woman I've ever 
known, outside of my wife. She has more love inside her body than one hundred chicks 
wrapped up together. And she's so straight, it's ridiculous."
`As for Ike...Ike was not into dope at all until three years ago. One night in Vegas 
we were sitting around and got started talking about coke. He didn't care about it, and 
I said-and Ike, you know, is like 40 or so-and I said, `One thing that's great about 
coke is you can stay hard-you fuck for years behind that stuff.' That's the first time Ike 
did coke."
Krasnow can't help but continue. "That night he made his deal-bought $3,000 
of cocaine from King Curtis, and he bought it and showed me, and I laughed and said, 
`That's not coke; that's fucking Drano!' Since then, he's learned." What-to lighten up 
on drugs? "No-to tell what good coke is and what bad coke is."
Krasnow worked with James Brown at King for years before he joined Warners 
and signed Ike & Tina to Loma. His evaluation: "Ike is ten times a bigger character than 
James Brown. And they're both fucking animals. How can I put this? Say, whatever you 
can do...they can do ten times as much. And Ike-he's always putting you to the test.
"What I like best about Ike is also what I hate: He's always on top of you."
"I find him one of the most fascinating people I've met," says Jeff Trager, who did 
promotion work at Blue Thumb. "If he knows you he can be real warm, and do whatever he can for you. There's just no limit to Ike Turner. He'd carry around $25,000 in 
cash in a cigar box-with a gun. He'd drive around town, man, sometimes to Watts, 
sometimes Laurel Canyon, in his new Rolls Royce to pick up coke. And he is real sinister-looking."
"Krasnow and Ike are both crazy," says Trager. "Ike would storm into the office 
with a troop of people, six-foot chicks, a bag of cocaine. Really, really crazy. He always 
came in. He loved Blue Thumb, and he was always saying he'd come back. Krasnow 
says he couldn't afford him now."
Krasnow produced both their Blue Thumb albums and brought "I've Been Loving 
You Too Long" to Turner. "He hated Otis Redding," Krasnow says. "He just didn't think 
Otis had it." The Ike & Tina version sold some half million copies. Blue Thumb was also a good showcase of Ike Turner's fluidity as a blues guitarist, and of the flexibility of the 
Ike & Tina sound-from "Dust My Broom" and "I Am a Motherless Child" to the stark 
raving "Bold Soul Sister." Ike Turner, who places "River Deep" up next to "Good 
Vibrations" as his two favorite records, says the Spector production didn't get airplay 
because the soul stations said "too pop" and the white stations said "too R&B."


Ike & Tina had a showcase at Blue Thumb, but no cross-market success. "Bold 
Soul Sister" went to number one at KGFJ, the black station in L.A., but, Jeff Trager 
remembers, the program director at KRLA refused to play it. "No matter what. I asked 
him, `What if it went to Number One?' and he said, `I don't care; I'll never play it."'
What finally carried Ike and Tina through was the 1969 Rolling Stones tour, 
where the revue broke out with "Come Together," in its own raw style, Tina snakesnapping across the stage, punching out the John Lennon lyric. Raves everywhere, 
and the mass magazines were stung to attention. Playboy and Look ended up using the 
same phrase to characterize Tina's entrance: "like a lioness in heat." Vogue did a photo 
spread. And Ike & Tina got booked into Vegas and both Fillmores. Liberty Records 
began talking big money, so big even Krasnow encouraged Turner to go to them as an 
artist. "We didn't have a contract, anyway," says Krasnow. "It was just on a piecemeal 
basis." That's when Ike shed his $100,000 home and began building his lavish studios.
Tina is sitting in the "game room" of the studios. The move to interpreting white 
rock and roll, she says, was quite natural.
"We went to a record shop in Seattle, Washington, and someone was buying 
`Come Together,' and I said, 'Oh, Ike, I gotta do it onstage, I love that record.' That's the 
thing I think of-the stage-because it's action, you know. And `Honky Tonk Woman,' 
that's me. And then people came to us and said, `You gotta record that song, it's so 
great.' And we said, `What's so great about it; we're doing it just like the Beatles or the 
Rolling Stones,' and they said `No, you have your own thing about it.' So when we cut 
the album, we were lacking a few tunes, so we said, `Well, let's just put in a few things 
that we're doing on stage.' And that's how `Proud Mary' came about. I had loved it 
when it first came out. We auditioned a girl and she had sung `Proud Mary.' This is like 
eight months later, and Ike said, `You know, I forgot all about that tune.' And I said 
`Let's do it, but let's change it.' So in the car Ike plays the guitar, we just sort of jam. 
And we just sort of broke into the black version of it. It was never planned to say, `Well, 
let's go to the record shop, and I'd like to record this tune by Aretha Franklin'... it's just 
that we get it for stage, because we give the people a little bit of us and a little of what 
they hear on the radio every day.
"My mother-her radio was usually blues, B.B. King and all. But rock and roll was 
more me, and when that sort of music came on, I never could sit down. I've always 
wanted to move."
"They are really making it now," says Krasnow. "Really. Every time he plays a 
place-like last week, Carnegie Hall-it's sold out a week before. And everybody's raving about the show." But there was a time...
"I got pissed at him 'cause we worked our asses off to get on the Andy Williams 
Love show. We had dinner after, and I said, `This is it! You've made it, man!' He was back 
playing the bowling alley the next night. I kept saying, `Why play for $1,000 a night 
when you can get $20,000 now?' I mean, he was just touring himself out." Ike him self says, "It doesn't matter to me; we've got a living to make." Recently, he has relaxed 
the road pace, from six nights a week all year to two or three nights a week.


Ike & Tina are now regularly on TV-on variety shows, talk shows, and specials; 
they were in Milos Forman's Taking Off and Gimme Shelter, and they helped celebrate 
Independence Day this year in Ghana, Soul to Soul. And what is apparent is that in 
Africa or in Hollywood, in bowling alleys or in the Casino Lounge of the Hotel 
International, the Ike & Tina Turner Revue, with the Ikettes and the Kings of Rhythm 
(nine pieces plus Ike) is pretty much the same show:
The band member doing the introductions and shameless album plugs; the Kings 
warming up with a couple of Motown-type power tunes, followed by the Ikettes 
singing "Piece of My Heart" or "Sweet Inspirations," then Tina running on, churning 
through "Shake Your Tail Feather," then saying a hearty hello and promising "soul 
music with the grease." Tina's recitations and spoken paeans-and Ike's wise-ass, 
not-quite-inaudible cracks, are all pregreased...Mama don't cook no dinner tonight, 
'cause Daddy's comin' home with the crabs... When Tina sings, "I been lovin' you... too 
long...and I can't stop now," bossman Ike invariably croons, "'cause you ain't ready to 
die.... "
The Otis Redding song is the show-stopper. Back in `67, Tina was simply breathing heavily over the instrumental passage; by `69, she was touching the tip of the 
microphone with both sets of fingers oh, so gently. Now, of course, it's a programmed 
gross-out, with Ike slurping and slushing and Tina rigid over the mike doing an unimpressive impression of an orgasm while Ike slams the song to a close, saying, "Well, I 
got mine, I hope you got yours." In 1969 it was a solid salute to sex as a base for communication. Now, the subtleties gone, it's just another request number to keep the 
crowd happy.
"We cut the song," says Tina, "and Ike kept playing the tune over and over and I 
had to ad lib, so I just did that-just what comes into your head. So we started doing it 
onstage. How could I stand onstage, I felt, and say `Oh baby, oh baby, uhh'-I'm just 
going to stand there, like an actress reading the script without any emotion? So I had 
to act.
"What I did on the Rolling Stones tour was only what had matured from the 
beginning. I don't think it can go any further, because it's, as they say in New York, it's 
getting pornographic. I agree, because like now Ike has changed words, which makes 
it obvious what that meant when we first started doing it. I was thinking it meant sensually but not sexually. Sometimes he shocks me, but I have to be cool. Sometimes I 
want to go, `Ike, please.' I start caressing the mike and he goes, `Wait 'til I get you 
home,' and I feel like going, 'Oh, I wish you wouldn't say that.' Everything else I feel like 
I can put up with, but not that. But like, I can't question Ike because everything that 
Ike has ever gotten me to do that I didn't like, was successful.
"I think in the early sixties it would have really been out of bounds-like, I probably would have been thrown off the stage. But today, it's what's happening. That's why 
I can get by with it."
From Tina Pie, this strange crossfire:
"...It could be nice but it would probably turn out awful-especially with that dirty of Ike 
hounding me. I sat through the first half of the second show with him and he kept telling me he want to give me a fit and just 'cause he had Tina didn't mean he couldn't want me, too. He's 
got the greatest skin going but that's about it."


MELINDA, New York City
"Melinda Who?"
IKE TURNER, New York City
TINA I S GIVING M E A TOUR of Ike's new main studios-the master control room 
with the $90,000 board featuring the IBM mix-memorizer (a computer card gives an 
electronic readout on the mix at whichever point the tape is stopped), a second studio 
marked STUDIO A (Ike Turner's is STUDIO AA), a writers' room, business offices for 
his various managers and aides, a playroom furnished with a pool table, Ike's own 
office, and, inevitably, Ike's private apartment suite. Again, it is disgusting, flowers 
chasing each other up the wall, a cinerama mural of a couple in an embrace next to 
the breakfast table and refrigerator. Again, sofas, of Ike's own design, with hard-on 
arms. White early American drapings and chairs, and a draped, canopied bed so garish that Tina turns to Ike and says, "Can I tell `em what we call this room? We call it 
`the Whorehouse."'
There's a double-door air closet at the entrance to Ike's private quarters, where he 
spends so many nights, "because of all the work to be done." This is the Trap. You bust 
into Bolic Sound, and all the doors are automatically locked, leading you down the 
hall, into the stairwell in front of the apartment. The only way to open the door there 
is by dialing a secret telephone number. And the only word that can get to you will 
come from above you. Ike's got a TV camera there, too.
Ike Turner has moved around from label to label for ten years. Ike & Tina began 
with `A Fool in Love," which Ike cut with Tina when the original singer for his composition didn't show up at a date. That record hit in 1960 and was on a Midwest R&B 
label, Sue. It was followed by "It's Gonna Work Out Fine," but the head of Sue delayed 
its release so long-he sent the master back three times, said Ike-that he split in 
1964, going to Warner Bros.' fledgling R&B label, Loma, for a pair of live LPs recorded 
in Ft. Worth and Dallas by "Bumps" Blackwell, now manager of Little Richard. 1963 
to 1966 was a dark period for the Revue; they made what they could on the road, and 
they had no hit records-and Loma records were hard to find.
Ike then took his act to Kent, a label he'd worked for in earlier days when he traveled the South scouting and recording, on a cheap Ampex tape recorder, bluesmen like 
B.B. King and Howlin' Wolf. This time around, he managed a hit for the Ikettes, 
"Peaches and Cream." But, he said, "They tried to steal the Ikettes. They sneaked around 
and tried to buy the girls from under me." Then it was Spector, won over by Ike & Tina's 
work as a substitute act in the rock and roll film, T'N'T Show. But after "River Deep" 
bombed, said Ike, he "got discouraged and went down in Mexico making movies." Phil 
recommended Bob Crewe as a producer, a single didn't hit, and they moved to an 
Atlantic subsidiary, Pompeii Records. "We were lost among all of Atlantic's own R&B 
stuff," Ike said, and that's when he ran into Krasnow. With no contract ever signed with 
Blue Thumb, Ike actually made a deal with United Artists/Liberty in mid-1969, before 
the Stones tour, through their New York-based R&B label, Minit.
"Spector gave Ike an absolute guarantee of hits forever," says Bud Dain, then 
general manager at Liberty. What Minit promised was a $50,000 a year guarantee "plus certain clauses-a trade ad on every release, sensitive timing of releases...but 
Minit was a mistake. They defaulted on the contract, and Ike was free to break the 
contract."


Then Ike & Tina toured with the Stones, and the next time Ike talked with Liberty, 
Liberty was talking about $150,000 a year guarantee, for two albums a year. Ike 
signed in January, 19 70.
"The first LP was Come Together, in May," said Dain. "Now Ike wanted to build his 
own studios. The option came up again in January, 19 71. The album sold well, but we 
couldn't exercise the option unless he'd sold 300,000. And he only had one album out 
that year. But he needed $150,000, and Al Bennett [President at Liberty] believed in 
him. We gave him the money." With the second advance, Ike's studios were well underway, and he got another hit record, the single on "Proud Mary."
"Then he came in-he needed another $150,000. He got that in June. So there's 
a total of $450,000 in advances." And that's why United Artists may yet be Ike & 
Tina's final home. Ike Turner must produce those two albums a year, and UA has no 
choice but to promote its ass off.
I K E'S HEAD i s o N ONE WOMAN'S LA P ; his knee-socked feet on another's. His thin 
frame is blanketed by a trench coat, a sleeping bridge across the sofa in the dressing 
room. Tina has her back to them. She's working her hair into shape for the second 
show this Friday night, and Ike's getting the only rest he's gotten all day. And after the 
second show, he'll jump off the revolving stage of the Circle Star Theater in San Carlos, 
then back to the nearby San Francisco Airport to return to his studios to cut instrumental tracks the rest of the night and into the day, then back up to San Francisco and 
to the Circle Star mid-Saturday evening.
In the hallway, after the second show Friday, he stops long enough to give you a 
solid shoulder grab-a football coach's kind of friendly gesture-and a warm hello. He 
turns to the zoftig lady photographer nearby, glancing right through her tangle of 
cameras and giving her the onceover. He asks if maybe she wouldn't fly down with 
him. "What? You got a boyfriend?"
"This is the critical point of our career; I can't lighten up now," he says, and is off 
to the airport. At 2:30 in the morning, Tina-who doesn't return to L.A. with himshows up at a banquet room in her hotel for a photo session. The photographer's assistant asks, "What's your advice for people getting into the business?" Tina, at 3 A.M., is 
serious: "Have some kind of business knowledge."
In the dressing room between shows, she had said, "I'm glad I got Ike, 'cause I 
would've quit years ago. I probably would've worked for promoters and not get paid. 
Our policy is to have our money before we go on stage. Even if it's for the President."
Just before the Stones tour, Ike and Tina were booked for the Ed Sullivan Show, in 
September, 1969. `And he got his money in front," says Jeff Trager. Most promoters say 
50 percent deposit, the rest after the show. "So Sullivan comes up to Ike before the 
show, and Ike hasn't got his guitar with him, and it's showtime. Sullivan asks where his 
guitar is, and Ike tells Ed he needs `the key to the guitar,' the key being the money." 
Sullivan paid.
"You have to protect yourself," Tina is saying to the two women on the sofa with 
Ike. Road manager Rhonda Graham, a stern, curt white woman, is seated nearby, in front of a rack full of Tina's costumes and shoes. "In the early sixties we went through 
that...if you don't know these people, some of them just take the gate and leave."


But if you are black and in the music business, you get burned until you either 
quit or learn. Turner learned, through all the different labels and beginning in the late 
forties. In junior high, he says, he'd decided to devote himself to "giving people music 
sounds that they could really dig...and pat their feet to. I'm not a very good speaker, so 
I try to express myself when I play."
Turner told Pete Senoff: "I started professionally when I was 11. The first group I 
played with was Robert Nighthawk, then Sonny Boy Williams. This was like back in 
1948-1949. I went to Memphis in about 1952. That's where I met junior Parker, Willy 
Nix, Howlin' Wolf. I was just playing with different groups all around... playing piano. 
From Junior Parker, I left Memphis and went to Mississippi, where I met the people from 
Kent and Modern Record Company. That's when I started scouting for talent for them. 
That's when I started recording B.B. King, Roscoe Gordon, Johnny Ace, Howlin' Wolf. 
We were just going through the South and giving people there $ 5 to $10 or a fifth of 
whiskey while we recorded over a piano in their living room.
"I wrote thirty-two hits for that firm, but I didn't know what a songwriter's royalties were. I didn't know nothing, man. They were sending me $150 a week, which was 
enough to keep me very happy in Mississippi, but not enough for me to get away to find 
out what was really going on."
Right after high school, Ike had formed the first Kings of Rhythm: their first job 
was in Lulu, Mississippi, and each King got 18 cents for the night's work. One time, 
they went to Memphis and recorded "Rocket 88" at B.B. King's label. It was a local hit. 
"But some dude at the record company beat me," Ike said, "and I only got $40 for writing, producing, and recording it. And the lead singer took the band from me and went 
on his own." Ike went back to Memphis, gigging around. After the record company job, 
he went back to his hometown, Clarksdale, reformed the Kings of Rhythm, and ended 
up in St. Louis. From 1954 to 1957 he played all around the city.
One night, 17-year-old Annie Mae Bullock went to see Ike's show. She had moved 
to St. Louis two years before to join her sister. "She'd been telling me about Ike Turner, 
who was like a legend in St. Louis-you know, his picture and name spread about the 
newspapers. I went to this club to see what it was all about. I remember Ike was on top 
of the piano like Jerry Lee Lewis and the band was walking, and everybody was moving. Well, I've always sung and one night I asked Ike if I could sing and he said OK, but 
he never called me."
Annie Mae went out again, another night in 19 5 7, to the Club Manhattan. On a 
B.B. King tune, with Ike on organ, the drummer went to the audience and set the mike 
in front of her sister-"teasing, I guess. She said `No,' so I grabbed the mike and started singing. Ike looked up all surprised, like, `Oh wow, she can really sing."' She became 
a regular, singing on weekends, until she cut 'A Fool in Love" in 1960, and the demo 
became a hit. By that time, they'd been married-"in 1958," says Tina, "one of those 
house things, little preacher things, sort of quiet, saying, 'OK, let's do it."'-and Ike 
changed Annie Mae's name to Tina.
TINA WAS BORN IN BROWNSVILLE, TENNESSEE, and grew up in Knoxville. The way 
she stretches her limbs on stage, she looks tall, and her high cheekbones give her a proud Indian appearance. But she's only 5'4", and as for Indian blood: "It's in the family, but I don't know where or from what tribe. My grandmother really looked like an 
Indian, though. She was maybe one-fourth Cherokee."


Tina never studied music. Of course, she learned some from church-in 
Knoxville, she went to Baptist church and sang in the choir and, in high school, she 
sang some opera. But mostly she remembers a baby-sitter taking her to "sanctified 
church, a religion, they call it holiness-it's where they play tambourines and dance, 
but not just dancing-dancing like godly to the fast music, sort of like today. I remembered the excitement of the music; it inspired you to dance."
"Before Ike," says Tina, gingerly feeling the cuff of her hot pants, "I didn't-I 
never owned a record player. I listened to songs on the radio, but I never knew the 
artists went out and performed. I never connected the two. It's like you're dumb, you 
don't know how they make movies. I never knew ...I just thought I'd be singing in a 
church the rest of my life and marry."
The dumb kid travels the world and meets royalty. And her innate sensibility 
shows through. In Ghana: "I went to see where they kept the slaves before they 
brought them to America-and it was very interesting and touching. They kept the 
women on one side in a room this big [about 20 by 30 feet]. The only light was three 
holes at the top, and only the sea light came in. A lot of them got diseases from the 
dampness of the sea; it formed a sort of crust on the wall. They had to live in all that 
filth; there was no bathrooms, no nothing. Like just women over here and men over 
there-the men in a much larger room-and they'd open the door so they could 'multiply,' as they called it-in all that filth. It was really something to see where you came 
from-where it all began.
Tina never did much reading, she says. "Every now and then I read. Like for 
instance I took time to read what I wanted to about astrology, and I took time to read 
up on the health food thing." Tina is trying to move away from meat, and her kids "are 
doing vitamin pills, wheat germs, and sunflower seed flour. But I like a good steak now 
and then....
"I read the Jacqueline Kennedy, the Ethel Kennedy book. From the very beginning 
I never paid any attention to the political end of America. So then when President 
Kennedy became president, I became interested, because for some reason I liked him. 
Every time they said the President's going to speak, I watched. Something about that 
family-they're real people. I don't know what it is-lively, life-like."
Ike and Tina played Hyannisport once, and got an invitation from Ethel to visit the 
Kennedy estate.
"You could feel there was a real family. Like my family, it's too late now... I'd like 
to have been able to teach them things before they reached the age of 13 where.. .you 
know how kids question things, why say it this way or...that's what they do, automatically know that this is the right way and why, not just because I say it is.... But 
you start from the root. Because my oldest son, he's really prejudiced, and I don't 
know why, because we've always mixed, being entertainers. And Greg's got this thing, 
Ahh, wow, mother, she's white...' None of the other kids are like that, but he's really....,,
Ike is playing his new sides in his office, and everybody's moving, just so, head 
nodding, lower lip out a little, legs maybe churning a bit, and this photographer is sit ting there, tapping both feet lightly on the floor, and Ike strikes an accusatory pose: 
"See? See? You white people-you have to move from inside! Man, white people put 
black people off beat clapping so long...."


"I knew there had to be a time for us," says Tina. "I'd go and catch shows that people said were great that did nothing for me. And I felt our show was much better. And 
I knew we had to get some records out, but I didn't feel that it was going to be the 
records. I felt it was going to be a timing. I didn't know that the timing would be a 
change in the world, but I thought it would be a certain time, like maybe the seventies. 
But all of a sudden, remember when they used to call longhairs beatniks? OK. Now 
they call them hippies. The hippies came, and more of them came and more and more. 
They took over San Francisco, they took over the highways, they just took over. That 
was the beginning of the change.
"They changed minds; they said, `Well, why?' and everybody else said, `Yeah, 
why?' And that's who accepted us. They felt like `Why dress up, for the acts?' `Why is it 
that a woman can't wear short dresses or whatever?' You understand what I'm saying? 
And here I was that they could say, `Here is Tina Turner, here is the Supremes. Why is 
it that Tina Turner isn't as good as the Supremes? Because you're of this-would it 
be-'culture'? No-you would say that the Supremes could play for a more sophisticated audience, but Tina Turner couldn't. And the hippies would say, 'Why?' So everybody got into the `why' bag and I sit right down in the middle.... And sayin' that this 
girl and their act is just as good as these other people; it's class. Really, they just got polished down, and for the other set of people.
"I never did like James Brown. I always did like Ray Charles. He was my only influence, because I always liked to sing more or less like men sing, and sound like they 
sound. Like he and Sam Cooke were my influences."
What Tina likes, and what she aims for when she choreographs the Ikettes-is 
action. "I let an Ikette wear an Afro once," she says-"Esther, the little short one, 
because it fit her personality and she wanted to. But I've found that long hair adds to 
the action of our show. Esther was on television with a natural, and she said, `Why is 
this, I don't look like I'm doing anything.' The difference was the difference in the 
action. We went onstage once, and I wore a fur dress and the Ikettes wore leopard furry 
dresses-but you gotta work harder, because there's no swing. Every time I wear a chiffon dress, everyone says, `What's wrong with you tonight, Tina? You weren't moving.' 
The chiffon hides the action."
Before any given date, Tina will run the Ikettes through rehearsal, "all day and all 
night and they eat at the house. If I'm training a new girl, we rehearse every day from 
2 to 6 for two weeks, like a constant grind, because there's a lot for her to learn and 
she's still going to forget when she gets onstage, because once the music hits you and 
the audience and the stage and the lights, a different thing comes over you. But now 
with an old set of girls, I don't have to call a rehearsal, I'll say in the dressing room, 
`Hey, let's put this step in or change this routine.' It's a matter of like driving somewhere, someone gives you directions-you go so many blocks and turn left-that's 
how I get it over to them."
Friday night at the Circle Star, the Ikettes were by themselves, each packaged in 
silver micro-minis, combing out their hair and laughing insults at each other, like dormitory girls.


The Kings of Rhythm were into the first of their usual two-number set, and the 
Ikettes, right on time, were adjusting their sequin chokers and ready to put on their 
medium-heels. As one, they laughed about the bad old days.
Various ex-Ikettes had said how difficult Ike and Tina were, how selfish they were, 
how stingy (one ex said Ikettes got $30 a night if they were within 50 miles of L.A.; an 
extra $5 outside-this in '68 and '69-"and we paid our own rent; they just paid 
transportation"). Another girl spoke about a fine system-$10 for a run in an Ikette's 
stockings; $25 for "laughing too loud"-even if it happened offstage, in a hotel room. 
She also spoke of Ike putting down their singing and hiring local session singers for his 
albums.
And the turnover. "They give excuses like, `Lots of girls have to get married.' But 
most of them just can't take their baloney. Of course when you leave you have a bad 
attitude. I was so naive-Ike'd holler on stage, and it was hard to concentrate on what 
you were doing." But, she admitted, it was good training-not unlike boot camp. And 
there've been plenty who've served-including Bonnie Bramlett, in 1965-and another soulful white singer, Kathy MacDonald. Ike found her at the Fillmore West and wanted to sign her as a solo artist, and she sang on "Come Together," but she stayed with 
her job in the chorus behind Joe Cocker.
"It was very common to get approached by Ike," said one former Ikette. "He'll just 
approach anything in a skirt. He'd be shrewd about it, buy you things and make you 
think twice about it. Tina may know all this, but she tries to act like she doesn't. They're 
not as happy as they put out front."
The current Ikettes, a minute before curtain call, put on happy faces. "The last 
time there was a fine was almost two years ago," says Edna, and she proceeds to knock 
on wood. Esther "Bills" Jones and Jean Brown Burks join her, slamming their knuckles 
on their vanity table in unison and laughing. "Tell the girls you talked to that things 
have changed," said Esther, who's been an Ikette for three years. Edna dropped out for 
a year-she had TB-and rejoined, a year ago. Jean dropped out for two years after 
working two years. She's been back six months.
Driving from her house to the studios, Tina talks about interviews. Her least 
favorite question is about the different Ikettes. "Lord knows how many there've been," 
she says, evading another question by adding, "They leave for one reason or another." 
Bonnie Bramlett, she says, "would have lasted, but we went to the South, and we had 
trouble down in Louisiana, guess she looked too white. We put a scarf on her and we 
felt she'd pass as `a yellow nigger,' but they just sort of knew, and they blocked us and 
everything.... But whenever I run into anyone like with a good voice that could be an 
asset to the group-if they can dance-I hire. I don't worry about color.
"Yeah, I work with the Ikettes on their records because a lot of times they can't 
always do Ike's ideas-control the voice and all. Sometimes we have to use other outside voices for certain sounds..."
As for Ike & Tina and whether they're a woosome twosome-it's difficult to tell. 
Ike makes himself unavailable-by his pace-and lets Tina do the talking. When they 
do an interview together, invariably they disagree and chide each other. Posing for a 
photo, Ike is asked to embrace Tina; he does, and warns, "Better catch this quick; I 
don't do this often." In the dressing room, while Tina talked, Ike slept. In the hallway, 
while Ike chatted, Tina was in seclusion.


Ike Turner spends most nights in his private apartment-"the Whorehouse"-a 
mile away at his new studio, Bolic Sound, but Tina says she stays there whenever she 
can. And yet she's upset now because Ike was talking to the telephone man the other 
day about cable lines, so he can hook up another remote camera from his office and 
watch what's going on at home.
-October 14, 1971
Rolling Stone
Soon after this story ran, Ralph J. Gleason, the longtime jazz and pop critic of the San 
Francisco Chronicle who'd helped Jann Wenner start Rolling Stone, and who contributed a 
regular (and influential) column called "Perspectives," sent a note to Jann. He didn't like 
the article. Specifically, he thought the opening descriptions of the Turner household 
smacked of racism.
I thought the details added color and shadings to the portrait I was trying to draw of the 
Turners. Although Ike had made himself largely unavailable, his control of the look of the 
house-and of the studios-spoke volumes. All I really did was write down what I 
saw, and, for whatever reason, Tina, by being tardy for our visit, had seen to it that I saw plenty.
Gleason's remarks gave me pause. In the end, I reasoned that, as long as I gave equally 
unsparing attention to, say, Grace Slick and Paul Kantner's hippie beach pad or the showy 
gold records in a music executive's offices, I was on defensible ground.
Things did feel a little shakier a year or so later, when Jodi Powell, an assistant to 
Wenner, dropped by my office and asked the strangest question. "Have you had an arm or a 
leg broken in the last year?" she asked. People around us stopped and stared. I'd set up a 
miniature basketball hoop on my door and played with fellow editors now and then. (So 
that's why I was so lame.)
I told her I couldn't recall any recent bad breaks. It turned out that the San Francisco 
police had arrested a man who was trying to lighten his load by peddling them a story about 
how he was once hired by Ike Turner to come to town, find Jann Wenner and me, and break a 
limb each. We never learned whether the reputed hit man had simply woven a story out of 
whole cloth-possibly discounted from Woolworth's. I'd like to think that Mr. Turner was a 
better man than that.
Whatever his response to the story, I soon took a leave of absence. I'd had a tumultuous 
few months at the magazine, writing three or four stories an issue, including lengthy features 
on Jim Morrison, the Airplane, and Ike & Tina, commuting to Los Angeles for more articles, 
assigning and editing pieces in the music section, and gathering and writing the Random 
Notes that kicked off every issue.
And there were a few other distractions. There was KSAN, where I now had a regular 
shift on weekends, and got occasional calls from announcers who needed me to substitute 
for them. There was Chinatown, where I had been helping out at the weekly East-West, until 
one day in June 1970, when I was attacked and beaten on a Chinatown street by several young Chinese men. I learned later that I had unwittingly broken a code of silence by running 
a story that mentioned the rise of youth gangs in Chinatown.


I drowned myself in work, radio, and women. At and through Rolling Stone, I met wonderful, beautiful, talented women. I discovered that, for all my many shortcomings, my title 
and work at the magazine gave me stature, made me somehow attractive-enough, at least, 
that I found myself juggling several women at a time.
It was terrible.
Actually, it was all very intoxicating, but, combined with the pressures of meeting multiple deadlines every issue, the result was inevitable.
I was flat burned out. Jann agreed to give me a break. It lasted only a couple of months, 
and, workaholic that I am, I went to San Antonio and profiled Cheech & Chong during my socalled vacation.
I think I know what Ike Turner thought of my article. What did Tina think? I never heard, 
back then. But fifteen years later, in 1986, I was in London to conduct interviews for a visiting 
San Francisco station, KFOG. Tina was in town to tape a concert for television. By then, she'd 
long been liberated from Ike and established herself as a solo star, scoring hits and sweeping 
the Grammys with songs like "What's Love Got to Do With It," "Better Be Good to Me," and 
"We Don't Need Another Hero (Thunderdome)." In the book, 1, Tina, she'd finally told the full 
story of her life-warts, bruises, and all.
KFOG got some tickets for her London taping, but, with the next morning's show to 
study up for, I declined. That next morning, the producer and the host raved about the concert. They'd met Tina, they said, and told her I was part of the crew in London. Tina, they said, 
sounding somewhat amazed, expressed deep disappointment that I wasn't there. She sent 
her love.
I was disappointed, too. But at least I knew, finally, how she'd felt about that story.
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HONOR THY BROTHER-IN-LAW
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[image: ]n the summer of 1970, I did my first "Rolling Stone Interview," with David Crosby. In 
presenting these transcribed conversations,lann Wenner had more magazine models in 
mind: Playboy, which set a tone with its serious treatment of well-known personalities 
and artists, and the Paris Review, which examined-in depth, detail, and the theories of the 
craft itself-styles of working habits and processes.
And, as I wrote in my introduction to The Rolling Stone Interviews 1967-1980: "Without 
saying so, the Rolling Stone Interviews showed a side of rock & roll musicians that many 
never expected to find-the intelligent, articulate, bright side.... To commit to a life in rock & 
roll-to open oneself up to the vagaries and hazards as well as the potential riches and 
other highs of the music business and lifestyle; to allow oneself to become, or to seek to be a 
celebrity-is to be extraordinary. It's not a matter of traveling to the beat of a different drum. 
It's being that different drummer."
Crosby, like Jerry Garcia, Pete Townshend, John Lennon, and so many of the rock artists 
of the day, was a gifted "rapper," as we called conversationalists long before hip-hop, and his 
interview was a successful blend of personal revelations and political insights-not to mention a large dose of polemics.


For my second Rolling Stone Interview, I returned to my Top 40 musical roots in 
Motown, with a visit to Detroit, and to Marvin Gaye. However, by the time of our interview, 
Gaye had left his "Hitch Hike" and "I'll Be Doggone" days far behind. He was one of the first 
of the first-line Motown artists to 
break from the label's rigid structure, 
in which singers sang whatever Berry 
Gordy, Jr., and his team of producers 
and writers decreed.
[image: ]Marvin and Anna Gordy Gaye


In Detroit-where, for the sake of 
economy and efficiency, I was also 
interviewing veteran pop songwriter 
Barry Mann and the radical rock 
band MC5 for separate features-I 
had no idea how Gaye would work 
for the RS Interview format. In fact, 
he didn't. That is, he was almost too 
good, too vivid, too active, for a 
straight, transcribed conversation. He was hyperactive; and so we moved from place to place, 
in and around his home outside Detroit. As the scenes shifted, I felt it important to describe 
them. I mean, when Marvin Gaye suddenly stands up and performs a song over a tape of 
backup music (years before anyone had ever heard of "karaoke"), you don't simply copy 
down the words he sings. You soak it up, and you write it down, as best you can, to share it.
In the first collection of Rolling Stone Interviews, Jann Wenner referred to the process as 
that of "the unloading of heads." With Marvin, that's exactly what it was.
THIS USED TO BE BERRY G O R D Y' S HOUSE, the Motown man says, sitting on the 
main couch in the sunken parlor. Then Berry solidified his R&B kingdom, found his 
own castles, and sold the place to his brother-in-law, Marvin Gaye. We sit in an area of 
town near the Wayne County line, to the north of downtown Detroit. Driving out here, 
the Motown man had taken his right hand off the steering wheel to indicate the divi- 
sion..."the rich white folks over on that side.. .the rich black folks on this side of the 
street." We turn this way, to the ranch-level home.
Up from the parlor area, around the corner, we hear music, stopping/rewinding/restarting. Marvin is at work. Soon enough, he glides into view, picks a spot on the 
way, stops, and smiles. Dressed and exuding casual ...cozy ...loafy. He's been doing some 
things on his next album, he says. He looks happy and hungry. It's 1:30.
"Can I offer you gentlemen something? Scotch? Grass? Gimlet?" and he slides out 
of view.
He returns, sits down to wait for lunch, and immediately begins chatting. He went 
out the other night and saw Smokey Robinson in the local segment of the Miracles' 
farewell tour. "I never seen him perform quite like that before," says Marvin, who once drummed for the Miracles on the road. He pokes fun at a teenager who runs around the 
house acting like a second servant. "He couldn't figure out what to call me," says 
Marvin. "Started with `Mr. Gaye,' and I said `No'; then he called me `Sir,' and I said to 
never call me 'sir.' `Marvin?' Absolutely not!"'


He talks to one of the three children who are constantly nearby (one his own, two 
adopted), playing and screeching at each other. "`We ain't doin' nothin'," he repeats, 
in his high velvet voice, eyes laughing. "That's great, the way we talk. That's our 
birthright. Our own ethnic thing."
He chuckles at himself, at the coaster on the table, a miniaturized, laminated 
Marvin Gaye Hello Broadway album cover. He fingers his silk shirt, as if searching for 
something. "I never understood people who leave cleaners' tags on their clothes," he 
finally observes, and he breaks into another tight, light laugh, crinkling his eyes. And, 
of course, it stoned me.
The Motown man had cautioned, on the way from downtown, "Don't expect him 
to be too open at first," and in fact our meeting was an uncertainty until the last 
minute. "We hope Wednesday," the beleaguered man had said from Detroit while we 
made flight plans. "He's kind of a moody guy." I had planned to meet Marvin Gaye 
early three years ago in Los Angeles; Marvin didn't show. Now, besides "Hitch Hike" 
and "Stubborn Kind of Fellow" and all the others in the early sixties and "I Heard It 
Through the Grapevine" early in `69, there was personal triumph, What's Going On, to 
talk about. And yet he had stopped touring shortly after "Grapevine" hit the top; and 
he stayed silent through the death of Tammi Terrell, with whom he'd had several hit 
records. Motown biographed him as a quiet, conservative fellow. son of a Washington, 
D.C. minister, now "an avid television fan" who stayed at home with his wife Anne and 
their son, Marvin III. "Usually, we just lounge around listening to Tony Martin, Tony 
Bennett, Frank Sinatra, or Harry Belafonte," Marvin was quoted in 1966.
Early the next year, in another bio, a serious-sounding Gaye defined a goal: "to 
realize completeness within myself," and, in performance, to seek truth, combining 
"sincerity, love, duty, and a positive approach to people and audiences."
Then, the long lull, lasting until after he'd picked off a handful of honors at the 
end of last year-from all the trades, from Time, from the NAACP-for his finely woven 
What's Going On. And it was announced that he would host the first Martin Luther 
King Birthday Commemoration concert in Atlanta, Georgia, on January 12th. At the 
last minute, he backed out.
Now, a month later, on a crisp, snowy afternoon at home, he is breaking his 
silence.. .but what a way to break. He is saying how a year ago he wanted to be a football star. Now, he runs several miles to begin each day, and he has regular training sessions with a boxing coach across town, in the ghetto.
"I dream," he says, "about running a hundred yards, across that goal line, slam 
the ball down, hear the roar of the crowd, turn around and lick my tongue at the rest 
of the team..." He laughs again, easily, easing us into another bit of candid flash: "This 
morning I felt, I suddenly felt that women should be made to be inferior to men...you 
know, they'll want to be the elan next." He wanders off to check on his steak and-sur- 
prise!-to fetch the tape he's working on.
The in-progress work tape is.. .strange: "...right after I smoked this terrific jay yesterday," Marvin offers quietly by way of explanation into two tracks running simulta neously, at one another, oblivious of each other's music and beat. One is Gaye, singing 
in a rougher tenor than usual, singing about a road he's traveling, repeating simple figures on the piano, miked from a distance. There are kids in the background, noising it 
up. On the second track is a man, too close to his mike, boom-booming plosives, five 
notes at a time, a fifties R&B basso gone looney. Then brushed drums, a melodic piano, 
bass, and Marvin himself, sitting in his couch, is tapping the bottom of an avocado-colored stew pot; a bit of enamelware jazzmatazz.


"It's just some ideas, some stuff I put together," he says, warily. "It sounds like a 
bunch of crap. I can't explain it.
"I'm not a Hal David.. .but I cry when I hear some of Gershwin, and Rhapsody in 
Blue, because I know the guy really felt it when he wrote it. And it wasn't his hand that 
did it; it was God's hand, and it was written for him...and I'm under the impression I'm 
gonna do something like that."
Marvin's steak and Kool-Aid are in front of him; for an instant he is a child again. 
He bows his head, murmurs a blessing, and begins chomping, mouth open on the 
upchew. He read the news today, and boy, is he hurt. He didn't see his name among 
those nominated for the Grammys.
He would've liked a Grammy, he says, to add to his tableful of trophies and plaques 
and gold records and laminated Cash Box charts in the den. He sprinkles some LaChoy 
soy sauce on the steak. "I like trophies-I mean little things like Oscars and Grammys, 
little things like that."
Why would you be hurt if you didn't get a Grammy or get nominated?
Because... it's human to get hurt if you feel you deserve something and you 
don't get it. I've swept several awards this year, but I really want the Grammy. Not 
that I'm not happy with the others; I'm just cocky...or selfish, maybe that's the 
word.
Well, you've got to be an egotist, don't you, to put your ideas out for millions of people?
I hate to think that, to have that kind of ego, though. Terrible, terrible, it's worse 
than power. It gets you in worse trouble. My ego is going to cause me to get knocked 
out, too. I have just enough ego to think I can go in there at 32 years old and win the 
heavyweight championship, defeat Smokin' Joe [laughs].
You think you're big enough to be a football player?
Umm, the question is, is my heart big enough? 'Cause there're a lot of little guys 
out there playin' ball. I never got a chance to play. My wife says I'm running around 
here trying to prove that I'm a man. She's probably right. I happen to think it's because 
I'm a sports nut. I play everything, even played ice hockey the other day. Can you imagine a black man playing ice hockey? [laughs] They were all kidding me. "Jeez, you're 
going to be the first black hockey star in America."
Why do you always put yourself on a professional level? Can't you be happy just being 
an amateur football player? Or an amateur boxer...
No no no. That's the ultimate. And I....
But you already have close to the ultimate in music.
That's what a friend told me, she said, "You're already probably one of the great 
young voices, musicians around town. Do you have to be the black George Plimpton 
also?" And I just told her, "Yes, I do." Quite frankly, yes.
George Plimpton... he's an actor in many ways.


But my thing is different. I'm going to use my knowledge, and my body, to defeat 
some guys, that's all. Because I think I'm as good or better. Just 'cause I'm a singer has 
nothing to do with it.
You've got to be on some kind of battlefield, right;
That's right. And with the best. And if by some miracle I defeat them, can you 
imagine the feeling that'll be? That's worth all the agony and pain. And what is life anyway-except, I mean, really.. .you get up the next day and you say, "Well, better be 
careful because I may catch..." or...Why not be bold? And so I get mine out there. So, 
"What a stupid thing to do." So what? It's what makes you happy in life, and to pursue 
it, I think, is brave and a wonderful thing. I don't care what people say. I just want to 
pursue what makes me happy.
I've been competitive all my life. I've never had a chance to exercise my competitiveness through athletics, of course, because my father loved, I imagine he overloved 
me, if that's possible.
He sheltered you...
Quite a bit. Yeah, he thought I would get hurt because I was kind of a frail 
kid...But getting back to where my heart is...it's hard to explain. It just means something to me. I just want to say that I bested you, at a physical game or a mental contest, 
football or chess. Just for the thrill of it. But what I enjoyed was controlling myself 
when I was behind. And I think, 'Now am I going to be a chicken and just fall away or 
am I gonna muster myself together, swallow my spit and really get down and win?' If I 
come up from behind and win like that, it's a fantastic feeling; I get chills all over.
Did your father teach you a different kind of idea, of what getting ahead, what satisfaction, could mean?
Outside of the feeling that I was trying to express to you, the only other feeling 
close to that would come when I had my moments with God as a child-or the Spirit, 
as we called it. And the Spirit as it manifests itself through my mother and my father 
in church and the other-as we called them-brothers and sisters. It wouldn't happen 
all the time, but sometimes my mind would get fixed on a certain... dimension, I guess. 
I could see things and sense things, and feel the kind of happiness that I don't get now, 
quite frankly. That I really miss. God was very good to me as a child, and I'm a very 
blessed individual.
What's Going On was my first production ever. I conceived every bit of the music. 
I hate to brag and everything about this, but I had no musical knowledge, I can't write 
music, can't read music. But I was able to transmit my thoughts to another person, and 
David Van DePitte, through the graces of God, had enough talent to be able to receive 
it and put it on paper for me. He is fantastic, and he did the horns and the strings on the 
"Inner City Blues" track for me.
I thought at one time that I would take off and go to school and learn to write 
music, because as I listen to composers like Gershwin...I mean I'm awed by him, that 
he wrote all his music himself. You know, I can go around all day and say, "Hey, 
dammit, I composed that album," and Dave can come back and say, "No you didn't, I 
wrote it," and I'm going to take it to a judge and say, "Well, I thought it," and he'll say, 
"Wait a minute, well, who wrote this music?" Dave Van DePitte. Well, you get it; it's 
yours. But I'm gonna learn how to write music, so I can do it. Why? Because I want all 
the credit.


Did you get to a point where you thought, wait, I'm singing everybody else's ideas?
No. Singing other people's ideas is good because you owe them that service, in a 
sense, because they can't sing it. I feel in that sense I'm like.. .who was the piano player who played everybody's stuff? Franz Liszt. Like a guy who writes a symphony 
wants to hear what it sounds like, he'll go get Franz Liszt to play it for him. Because 
he's a great pianist. So a guy writes a piece of music, and he says. "Well, hey, listen, 
I can't sing this but I know it's beautiful, and you're the guy I want to sing it," so in 
that respect singing other people's ideas is a trip, and a good one. But I can't be on 
that kind of trip all the time because I got some highways to ride up myself.
You were thinking about this before What's Going On?
I felt that had I gone to school in the last couple of years, right now I could take a 
pencil and just put ideas down. And I can hear instruments. Once I learn an instrument I can create new instruments. I have a theory, like that stuff I played for you. 
There has to be another dimension. Why are there cracks in the keys on the piano, for 
instance? There's some music in those cracks. Why couldn't there be another musical 
system in fact, a whole new system that I could invent. And why is it that when something is out of tune, it's not music? It's still a note.
I'd like a bunch of those sour notes to make into a symphony.
There's been a change, affected by dope, and I wondered...
You think I use dope, do you? This morning, in fact, probably. You thought I was 
floating around somewhere. [laughter] Could have been drunk, you know.... Well, I 
enjoy ...I think that if you know yourself and if you're in control of yourself, narcotics can 
be used in moderation, if you want to. I happen to be an individual, and if I choose to do 
something then I do it with full knowledge of what I'm doing, with the full knowledge of 
my body and its capacity.. .I'm a very careful person, I've always been, I was a careful 
teenager, and when the crowd was having a ball I'd drink my limit. I've only been drunk 
once in my life. And I had to get drunk one time to know what it was like. I do some things 
of course, but I don't think that marijuana is...I like grass, you know. I don't like booze.
You decided at one time that you didn't like booze. When did you make a choice 
about grass?
I've been open to grass since I was a kid. I've also been open to alcohol, cigarettes, 
uppers and downers, heroin, cocaine, but I mean, you know ...I dug all of them too. But 
what I dig and what's good for me are two different things.
What gave you that kind of control, do you think?
Wanting to live.
What's your wife's reaction to you? Have you always been this way?
Well, the thing about this is it's very dangerous because, what the bell, the Police 
Commission or somebody reads this copy and he said, "Jeez, man, that Marvin Gaye, I 
didn't know that about him or nothing. I think we'll watch his mail or I think we'll 
snoop around a little bit, see if we can get a sensational bust." That's our society, how 
people get promotions. A guy like me has to be very careful, and it's a shame, because 
I'm not doing anything to anybody.
It seemed to me that there was a particular turning point that led to What's Going On.
I imagine I'm going to live a long time. I like to think I am, but I probably won't. 
And whatever hallucinogenic properties... whatever grass I've smoked or whatever 
booze I've consumed.. .in the back of my mind maybe I know that I won't live long. And maybe I also need those properties to see, because I cannot see if I'm like you. And if 
I'm not like you, you can't see me the way you see those who are like you. Consequently 
you're going to change how you are to try and see me. Probably during that course I'll 
be able to see you, and from seeing you I'll be able to know what I want to transmit into 
my music.


Who do you conceive to be the people you're communicating to? Your audience could 
be straight.
Who am Ito say whether they are straight or not? I don't know that either. All I 
know is what I know and what I feel I know is truth to me, and that is how I live.
Where do you get your truth from?
I don't know, I have a computer in my mind, and I compute things. Like I've computed you already.
Do you think you're adapting your words to fit what you think I want from you? What 
this magazine might like? Are you that media-conscious?
Uh, yeah. Yeah.
And if I had said I was from...
Life? I'd be a different kind of guy.
Even from the morning on, from when you woke up?
Yes. Yes. From when I came out. I'd probably be dressed differently. I mean you 
wouldn't even know me.
Do you still think that you're being totally honest?
Yeah. Because I would have not conceived it that way, I'm not laying down saying, 
"OK, tomorrow I've got Life magazine coming and I'm going to get up and put a suit 
on," not like that...but I do know there would be a difference. If you left now and another guy came in from Soul magazine I would probably be different, I'd probably talk to 
him differently because I would try to communicate to him the way I think I can communicate to him best.... But when you say totally honest, I think that's a mark against 
my...I would hate for anything hypocritical to be inferred. I think I am probably the 
most nonhypocritical person I know; I'm a chameleon. There's a difference. I happen 
to be able to adapt. But I'm always honest in whatever adaption I take.
What if Life asked you what I did, about doper,
I would have said exactly what I told you-another way.
What if they said just, "Have you tried marijuana?"
I would say, to Life magazine... depending on how I was rolling at the time with the 
interviewer, and that has to all be in it...I would have said "Yes." Plain and simple. 
Nothing behind it. And I wouldn't have gone any further. With you, it's different, I 
mean, we're talking. I don't care any more. I care only because it's a criminal offense, 
and you can get time for it, which is totally unfair and ridiculous.
But what is it if I can't have a little variety in life? Life isn't interesting to me if a 
Life reporter comes in and I can't be something else. I've been an actor, too, and I enjoy 
being an actor. If there were a bunch of ballplayers in the room, you'd think I were a 
ball player. If there were a bunch of music professors in here, I could fit in very well.
How about black radicals?
Yeah, I would be one, sure. I mean I could be in here and you would not say, "Hey, 
there's a guy over there who probably isn't a black radical." I don't know if I would 
want to, in that situation, but I'm telling you I can adapt. I've done it many times when I've gone abroad, like to go South. I've become Southern in three days. I mean I start to 
walk and talk and feel like a Southerner. When I go to England, I become English. I even 
begin to talk like an Englishman.


THE $45,000 MISUNDERSTANDING
The next question was about the voicings on particular tunes, like "It Hurt Me Too" or 
"Sandman," where Marvin seemed to push more towards a vocal, emotional edge, as if 
inspired by Sam Cooke or Jackie Wilson.
"That," he explained, "is my rock voice; I got all these voices, man," and he got 
up and strode to the tape machine. "Some things I could play you, you probably 
wouldn't believe." He set up the tape he wanted. "This is my white voice," he 
announced. "I figured, Another Johnny Mathis. Wow, the world would love me!' Boy, 
does he ever have a heavenly voice. But they wanted me to keep screaming, like on 
`Stubborn Kind of Fellow.'
"That was then, this is now," and he puts on another tape. "Last year I wrote some 
songs for Sammy Davis, Jr., who at the time was coming to Motown. I just finished What's 
Going On, and everybody said, `Hey, man, Sammy's coming. Why don't you do some stuff 
for Sammy?' I thought they were asking me to do it. I felt so groovy about it. This is a guy 
I admire. To do an album with him. Wow. So I did all that, I wrote and wrote, just for 
Sammy. Which he'll never do, of course. Cost me $45,000. I have to eat that. Not that it's 
Sammy's fault.. .but executive bullshit. The tapes never got to him. Never even talked to 
him." [Davis switched to MGM shortly after his announced signing with Motown.]
As the backing track flutters in, Gaye shouts: "On me, now, this is no good. It isn't 
my image," and he proceeds to sing, oblivious to-or maybe encompassing-the children's din. It is "middle-of-the-road" music, strings and silky words straight out of 
films, cymbals crashing to say how lonely a man can be, never never never having had 
a sunny day.
The second tune is even closer to Sammy, and as Marvin sings the line, "Will we 
meet again come next summer," he asides, "He's a romantic little guy, you know," and 
into: "and make love by the ocean/where it is fresh and warm and wonderful/and the tingle 
tingle tingle tingle tingle of your salty kisses..."
Marvin climbs the scale effortlessly with eyes warm, gazing out the parlor windows at the Detroit stillness. He is too proud, now, to go to Davis with tapes in hand, 
and right now he's in a most expensive reverie. He tugs at a bit of whisker as he sings.
"Happy Go Lucky" wraps up the live concert, and this one has a talk bit that 
Sammy could do in his roguish British way... "And my dahling, should I paht, I want you 
to keep those times neatly, in yaw haht...because happiness is where it's at..." Marvin claps 
hands, snaps fingers. Perfect! Kitsch as can-can!...But Sammy Davis, Jr.?
"Well, I respect what I can sense and hear as truth. Nat Cole had one album where 
he was like super-on, and from this album I got tremendous respect for him. Same with 
Sinatra. One album. Even Tony Bennett, and Billie Holliday, especially Billie, the Lady 
Day album. I like Gloria Lynne. . .James Moody, Last Train from Overbrook. I could go on 
and on. There is always an album an artist puts out that stands `way out above the rest. 
What's Going On may be mine."
A Marvin Gaye discography is not so impressive, at least on the surface, from a 
quick listing of greatest hits: "Pride and Joy," "Stubborn Kind of Fellow," "Can I Get a Witness," "You're a Wonderful One," "Hitch Hike," "I'll Be Doggone," "How Sweet It 
Is," "Ain't That Peculiar," "That's the Way Love Is," "I Heard it Through the 
Grapevine," "Too Busy Thinking About My Baby," and "What's Going On." With 
Tammi Terrell, in 1967 and 1968: "If I Could Build My World Around You," "Your 
Precious Love," "Good Lovin' Ain't Easy to Come By," "You're All I Need to Get By," and 
`Ain't No Mountain High Enough." And with Kim Weston, in 1965, "It Takes Two."


But, of course, in there you've got work with the majority of Motown's major producers-Norman Whitfield back as early as `63 ("Pride and joy"), the longtime bread- 
butterers, Holland-Dozier-Holland ("How Sweet It Is," among others), Smokey 
Robinson ('Ain't That Peculiar"), and Nick Ashford and Valerie Simpson (the GayeTerrell sides). And these are songs with brilliant, gospel sharp points to them or, conversely, tender, tenor weavings with various women's voices: songs that had the 
Supremes and the Marvelettes as backup; songs that the Stones, Creedence, and 
Aretha Franklin would do.
And yet, as we learned, Marvin is kind of subtotal when it comes to recall of the 
songs he's sung. All the music, or too much of it, at least, was lost under a general 
cloudy attitude about Motown. Seven years ago, he says, he could just go into Berry 
Gordy's office and talk. Now, there's executive protocol. He doesn't mind, of course, 
but... and Berry's his brother-in-law, and that's all there is to say about that. As for the 
sessions, specific songs notwithstanding, they were simply work. And often enough, he 
was a good worker. And there you have the discography.
Was there ever an attempt to turn you into, say, lead vocalist of a group?
Oh, well, there were many offers. But I'd had it as a member of a group. I sang 
with the Moonglows for two years, and that was enough. I was about 19, and I was just 
a member-first tenor. I sang one number during the show. We played clubs around 
Detroit, and that's where Berry heard us and me, when I sang my one song.
You lived in Washington around this time?
I didn't live anywhere. I wouldn't go home, I had no home. I was on my own after the 
service. I got an honorable discharge-a general discharge under honorable conditions.
What was the problem?
Authoritative symbols. Regimentation. Having to do what mortal man tells you to 
do. I couldn't take the idea of authority.
So you left the service and joined the Moonglows.
Harvey Fuqua was the founder and organizer. We were a little group in 
Washington called the Marquis. Could have named ourselves the DeSades, but.. .what 
happened was he heard us on a talent show. We were proteges of the Moonglows, we 
sounded so much like them, so he disbanded the other group, kept a couple original 
members, and a couple of us, and we went on the road. Which was not fate, it was 
meant to be. I'm supposed to be in show business. That's that. Some guys are supposed 
to be doctors, This is this. I was born for this.
After the Moonglows...
I was a musician. I played piano and drums. I played drums for Smokey Robinson 
for about six months, on the road, I played drums on all the Marvelettes recordings and 
on several of Smokey's, and several of my own. So I made my living initially as a musician when I left the group.


And you were under contract with Motown?
Yes. In those days-no, there were no contracts. You sorta paid musicians what 
you wanted to pay them. Five dollars a side.
Really?
Yeah. If you took eight hours on one side, that was five dollars. You sweated and 
ached and played. But you were young, and your eyes were full of love and show business and music. And you were having fun and getting money for it. So if they paid you 
a dollar, it was OK.
When was this during Motown's history?
That was a couple years after I signed.
Did the Supremes do some backup on some of your songs?
Yeah, they were background singers. They were a group but they had a different 
name.. .the Primettes.
They were into the same thing you were-signed but also doing sessions.
Everybody helped everybody. I played drums for everybody, sang background, I 
helped everybody with their notes. They brought me songs and they helped me. There 
would be a gang of us, fifteen or twenty of us down there, trying to get a hit. 
Somebody'd play drums, someone else'd pick up some bells...you would all come to 
work every day. I should probably also mention the Andantes. They have been around 
a long time. And the fellows who make up the group that's called the Originals. At that 
time, the Tempts and Stevie Wonder would always lend a hand.
What did Stevie do?
He played instruments and everything. He would be very instrumental ...Stevie's 
blessed. Very much so. And he has been that way since he was a child, able to hear 
music rapidly and bring it to being very rapidly. He amazed everybody.
Motown had you recording with various women. Your first was with Mary Wells, second was Kim Weston, and Tammi Terrell was third.
I went a year and a half without recording between recording with Kim and 
Tammi. It was my choice. I'm a moody person.
You had a hit with Kim, "It Takes Two."
Yeah, right. They cut us probably with the express purpose of furthering my 
career, and, of course, getting Kim out into the public eye. They cut us to put out a single and entitle the album Take Two.
How long was it before you, by yourself, had a hit? The press releases give the impression 
it was quite immediate.
It was over a year. Berry recorded me right away because he was fascinated with 
my voice. He also tried to record me the way I wanted to be recorded-as a jazz singer. 
I wanted to get into the top echelon of show business without paying all the dues. 
Which I ultimately had to pay.
What kind of tunes were they?
Stuff like "How High the Moon." Oop-shoop-de-doop. Oo-wee, baby. Stuff like that. I 
was cutting everything.
How about that Hello Broadway album [1964, following the first string of hits, and featuring "Days of Wine and Roses," "My Way," "Hello Dolly "]? Was that your idea or Motown's?
Sort of mine and theirs. Partners in crime on that one. Some of those things were 
my fault. They were. "Keep him happy ...hey, look, do it, it's his money."


You had to pay studio costs.
Well, all artists do, generally, have to pay for all those sessions. Boy, did I cut up a 
lot of money. So I got locked in; that was the way.
Have you enjoyed an independence at Motown?
No, I have not. I have not. I just happen to be a very loyal person. I can't help 
it. If I were with Pipsqueak Records, I'd still probably be with Pipsqueak Records. 
You know the type.
Seems like you stand apart, though, from the other acts, the so-called "Motown Sound. "
Only because I demanded it be that way. Only because I'm an individual, and I 
demanded that I be treated as an individual and not as cattle. My position and my independence has gotten me into a great deal of trouble in the past, but I've managed to 
overcome it because my convictions are honest.
What kind of trouble?
I don't know. Attitudes... towards me...publicity. But I have no problems today.
What's your normal Motown session?
Couple weeks. But not as a producer. As an artist it wouldn't take more than a 
couple weeks to complete a project.
As an artist you went into the studio and you were given fifteen songs or however 
many...
Sometimes that many. If I were a good artist. I would do good and not squawk. If 
I'm a bad artist, I go in and say, "Hey, I'm tired of doing-I mean, the ball game's on 
tonight and I mean really, I'd like to finish them, I know that you don't care about the 
ball game, but I really want to get home and watch it." And then they'd call up and say, 
"Hey are you kidding me with this guy, he did two songs, and he's talking about going 
home to see the ball game." And somebody calls up and says, "Hey Marv, uh, time is 
valuable and I mean..." and they make me mad, and I say, "Yeah, well, up your 
Auntie's Fanny and I'm off to the ball game and don't call me for the next session," 
and, "my contract will be up in three years, talk to me then," and...all that crazy temperamental jazz.
Tell me about "Grapevine." Was that an accident?
Um hmm. No, no it wasn't, "Grapevine" was a divine thing. It wasn't supposed to 
be anything.
You were, what, the third person to do the song?
Yeah.
Who chose the song?
Well, I didn't choose it. I was being a good artist at the time. They tell you, 
"Marvin, you gotta come in and do this tune, because this song is a good song for you 
and it was written by so and so, so come right in there and be a good guy and cut it, 
OK?" And that always bugged me. Generally I say go take your song and stuff it. But 
this particular time I said oh, hell, I'll be a good artist. But it was the Lord who was 
working and He knew I should have gotten to do it, so I did. And that's why it became 
a big hit. I needed the money, really, at the time. I was really a bad guy, and I needed 
the money...
How were you bad?
...Invariably, when you are a free-thinking person, one who feels he or she has 
something on the ball, and involved in a group of people who are in power, and you don't become part of the power or bend toward it, or...that's the problem right there, it 
was power against me, and I didn't like the feeling of being made to do something simply because a bunch of people said that this is what I should do, as though I'm a robot 
and couldn't think for myself or didn't know what I liked or disliked, and the biggest 
insult was that they always claimed they recognized me as talent, musical talent, but 
they never proved it by letting me do my own thing.


MARVIN SAYS HE HASN'T BEEN INTERVIEWEI) in a long time; and he won't again, 
after this one. Soul magazine, he said, pissed him off. He didn't say how, or when ...I'd 
guess it was around the time he went into seclusion, after Tammi's death. And I'd guess 
his anger had to do with Soul's publication of a letter knocking Gaye.
I kept saying you wouldn't print it if the editor's brother was the singer, and the letter said, "Well, I think the editor's brother is ridiculous and we hate his records and he 
should go and screw himself." You should have the right to print what people send in, 
but there should be some ethics involved. There should be a part where the guy says, 
"Hey, I don't think that should be printed about Marvin because as I knew him, man..." 
What do I spend thirty-two years living a plain life for, not being caught doing something by anybody. I spent thirty-two years creeping around. I don't want people to know 
what I'm doing and everything. And so far so good. "Marvin, great guy, you know, wow, 
what a groovy cat"...which I probably am, but I'm not perfect. But at least I have enough 
respect-for people and my public-to not get hung up with these crazy headlines, 
"Marvin Knocks Up High School Girl" or "Marvin Involved with Sex Triangle..."
You have to have a healthy respect for people to be that way, and then all of a sudden some guy who's kind of hard on me because his old lady probably likes me or something like that, he doesn't particularly like my records and hasn't ever liked me-and I 
confess, you may not get everybody to like you, which is a tragedy because I really honestly wish everybody did like me, everybody in the whole world-and some guy writes 
in and says, "Well, we think Marvin's ridiculous" and...you'd be surprised how many 
people believe that-"Yeah, he really is. Why? Because I read it in Soul."
Once you get involved with trying to satisfy all the people, you're in trouble. There's no 
way to do it-your politics, your race, your music, your limitations, anything could be the 
stumbling point.. .Do you read reviews?
I don't read very many things, I don't read the charts. I don't know where my 
records are, I don't really care because I can't help them wherever they are...
When you put out What's Going On, though, did you start following it?
Well, that was different. I didn't follow it then out of fear. I wouldn't read the 
charts because I didn't want to know if it were falling or...I didn't want to know, I didn't want anybody to tell me. People would call and say, "Hey, your record jumped twenty spaces... Wow..." in a voice that was sort of subdued. "Gee, that guy is really great, 
he said, `Oh, wow,' in a subdued voice, like it's really nothing." I get that all the time; I 
was ecstatic because I wanted it to do well, so badly, and I wanted it to even do better 
than it did.
You say you don't care, but still it's important to you to be number one.
Yes, very. It matters in sports and in music also. But I tell myself I don't care if I'm 
not number one, because that way I don't get my stomach all messed up, and my 
nerves and stuff.


Can you explain how What's Going On came about?
Just through trial and error-and experimentation. I do something and then I listen to it and say, "Wow, this will sound good on this." And I listen to that and say, 
"Wait, here I can put behind that, this," and then when I do that, I say, "Yeah," and this 
would sound good if I put some voices here in this spot, and when I did that, I listened 
and I say, "Wow, a couple bells, ding ding, here, and that's the way you do it, you build. 
Like an artist paints a picture, he starts slowly, he has to paint each thing at a time. You 
just can't say "wop" or "zap." A lot of guys go into a studio and try to have everything 
there and go zap! Instant track!
You're covering ecology, your own sense of religion, children, veterans of war, brothers 
on the street. How did all these begin to come together?
What you're trying to find out is am I really a genius or a fake. And I think I'm a 
fake. A lot of people ask me that same question. "Tell me this, how did you put that 
damn album together? A nut like you, I mean, really, explain that." And it kind of bugs 
me a little sometimes, but then I say, "I don't know: it just happened." It really did. It 
happened through divinity: it was divine.
What's Going On was your first album in many ways. It was a concept album. Did you 
see it as the beginning of a more serious work you're planning?
I really probably shouldn't answer that question, because it could be incriminating. That was a feeler, the way I see it. If you notice, I never stepped on anybody's toes, 
and I didn't intend to. Somebody said the other day, "That's a fine black album." I said, 
"Wait a minute. The word `black' is not in my album from the A side to the B side." I 
was very careful not to do any of those things.
It's a feeler for what?
Some of these guys go around and think they're crusaders, King Richards and 
everything, and I don't know if I've been knighted or what [laughs], and if I have, I may 
just try and save the world. What can I tell you? A lot of people don't want you saving 
the world. They like it the way it is. You gotta be careful.
Which ties back to the point of trying to satisfy everybody, making everybody like you.
You can't do that. But I'd like probably to become a little more explicit with my 
next thing. But then again people will start getting in little groups on you. And I don't 
want anybody taking my work and going off in little groups.
Your next album is going to be another feeler?
Umm...with longer fingers.
A little sharper. Maybe a scratch here and there.
Yeah. A little scratch. It would be nice if I could lead a million people out of despair, 
and I may try. I am really quite an evasive fellow on the subject-at the moment. It's 
tricky.. .1 just feel that I have creativity to burn, and I've been telling a lot of people that 
for a long time, but I'm just patiently waiting, dangling and saying, "Hey, if you just give 
me a chance to do my thing, I can really do something different." Then they hear it and 
say, "That's too different." Or "You can't do that because it just isn't done."
Was that the reaction to What's Going On?
Yes.
Was there any delay in releasing the album?
No delay. I needed a record and by this time, it was pretty much old hat that I was 
kind of a nut. And so the fact that this is what I'd come up with was right in line with me as an individual. "So this is what Marvin wants to go out next. Let's hear it. Oh boy! 
Well, it's got a beat, though, kind of groovy, but man that'll never-whew! Boy's really had it!"


ANOTHER BREAK: COME AND GET THESE MEMORIES
It's been four hours since we began; outside it's dark blue and bright white; inside the 
kids are noisier than ever, and another team of preteens, three neighborhood boys who 
sing together-with Marvin Gaye their main teacher-and call themselves Mother's 
Love-are itching to take over the carpet and do their version of the J-5 for us. We 
break. Gaye invites us to meet him at the King Solomon Baptist Church's recreation 
gym, where he's going to get in some boxing, and tomorrow we can finish up and take 
pictures.
Twelve minutes into the trip back across town, we're on West Grand Boulevard, 
and suddenly it's "I'll Be Doggone" and "Shop Around" and "Heat Wave" and "Jamie" 
and "Money" and "It's Growing" and "Fingertips." Dozens of Tamla/Motown/ Gordy 
memories evoked by the HITSVILLE USA house, Motown's first quarters, just a little 
white house, still looking like somewhere inside someone's fixing dinner. The surrounding houses along W. Grand, once held by the company, have been leased out by 
Gordy to various community groups at low rent, but the central property still holds a 
much-used recording studio.
Now, Motown Records is in downtown Detroit, just down from the half-circle central park, the Grand Circus. An unimposing, middle-aged, ten-story building, windows 
blued out and chromed. From Woodward Street you push through two heavy doors 
into an interim lobby, where a poster of Motown artists, all sketched into one light blob, 
is on display. A sign warns: DO NOT SIT ON LEDGE. The door inward is locked; a voice 
from the inside lobby is aired: "Pick up the phone, please." Shades of an impossible mission. You are checked out, registered, given a pass, which is taken from you by an 
escort, and led into the publicity office, a large, open room with baby blue walls, the 
gilded ceilings of long ago painted over by white, outshone by the chrome of contempo office furniture. And that is your Motortown Revue of today. (Plus, of course, a 
major office and studios in Hollywood.)
In the ghetto, Marvin Gaye is down to clean white T-shirt, track shorts, knit skull 
cap, and mid-ankle gym socks. He is lacing up his white shoes. He chats passionlessly with locker-neighbors. Outside, a light snow falls onto this school-like red-brick 
building. The gym has a high-school cafeteria ambience, high milky walls and harsh 
lights, but with the fights all around you-shuffling feet and beating leather and 
"WJLB, 28 degrees in the city, and here's Detroit Soul, the Naturals" out a transistor 
radio's tin-thin speakers on a ringside table. A young middleweight has just finished 
three rounds of fending off a red-shirted, blue-panted hulk, and his trainer is bulling, 
screaming at him, hoping it's loud enough so everyone can hear. Nothing more effective than a whole gymful of sweaty, smelly humiliation. "Quit then! You audda! You 
like a punchin' bag! You might's well give up. You ain't gonna fight. I don't have to 
keep fightin' for you! I gotta make you do everything you do. I'm tard of it." The trainer takes his knit jacket off and throws it up, behind him, onto a hook on a ringpost. 
He is a dramatic man. Big, angry Poitier eyes. Looks a little like Berry Gordy, Jr., in 
fact.


"He's right. It's a tough game." Marvin has come up to my side. "He's just trying 
to make it so you protect yourself. You've gotta be good." Later, the same trainer is like 
a Little League father; he lifts a 12-year-old off the ring. "Good work," he says, massaging the mild compliment into the boy's face. The kid comes up to me, I unlace his 
gloves, and he goes off to do some shadowboxing.
Marvin himself is doing just light training tonight, stabbing at the heavyweight 
punching bag, shadowboxing, slowly, methodically punching at his trainer's right 
hand, taking aim at the bare cupped mitt while, up on the ring, a pair of teenagers 
exchange flurries. Marvin's coach is John, the man with the bulging Poitier eyes, the 
gruff paternalism.
Marvin also wants to introduce some of the regulars.. .Joe Hanks, son of the middleweight champ, Henry Hanks..."and here's the one I own.. .Tommy Hanna. I think I 
can make him the next middleweight champion." In the ring, a motion-picturesque 
man, a touch of Italian in his makeup, dressed in brown trunks, striped brown socks, 
striped T-shirt, groin protected by something right out of Anthony Burgess... plastic, 
maybe... orange, for sure...Cockwork Orange, of course...
The next morning, Marvin is sullen when we meet him. Argument with the 
wife... something... has happened, and he's downcast. He will do some running in a 
while, and that'll help, but he needs more. Midway in our talk he looks off into a distance: "Today isn't a very interesting day. I have to find something to do, quick." But 
after our wrap-up, he poses for pictures with Annie and the kids, plays piano, sings, 
and, in the snow, runs, fast. He really does need to get out of the house.
Last night you said that a particular boxer was your boxer, that you owned him.
Yeah. I pay for his training. In the hopes that he would eventually win a lot of money 
for me. Get that back and some more money, too. In a sense, I'm sort of like a financier.
It's weird that the Baptist Church is the sponsor of this sport which, when you get down 
to it, is actually quite brutal.
If you don't like violence, if you are a pacifist, the whole idea of boxing will just 
rub you wrong. I'm a pacifist in the sense that I don't like war, or killing, I don't believe 
in physical violence through anger. This is controlled violence. There is anger involved, 
perhaps, but more skill. If you are angry in the ring you cannot defend yourself, or be 
offensive, because you are fighting through anger. You have to train, for the skills, how 
to use your mind and how to use your body. You have to have the absence of anger. In 
that sense, I can sort of defend it.
A couple of the Detroit Lions are in the beginning of What's Going On. In fact, you gave 
them gold records.
Yes. Lem Barney and Mel Farr. I thought of doing that because they weren't professional singers, and I thought they would be a little different. Only football players 
can do that thing they do. They know how to whoop it up.
Did you ever show up at that pop festival in Devonshire Downs, Los Angeles, a couple of 
years ago?
No. I was pretty angry with the management. It was a billing problem, and I really exploded. That was the period right after "Grapevine." They had a list of groups there 
I'd never heard of like the Fingertips and the Shoeshines, the Doorknobs. And then 
they had down there, 'And many many others." That's where I was, and I really got 
upset about it. As they say, my ego had been hurt.


What about Martin Luther King...
You sure you're not with the Senate Investigating Committee?
What about the Martin Luther King concert? Why did you cancel out?
Because I got a thing, a psychological hangup about performing live. I don't think 
I'll ever enjoy performing. And I would've been very good, too. I was coming onto it. 
There's a knack; you have to be tremendously relaxed to be a good performer. It had 
taken years, but I was beginning to settle down. When I say "relaxed," you can be as 
nervous as hell, but you can't show it in any form. It's like that control valve. Although 
your heart is going 100 miles an hour-especially if it's a super-important engagement-you simply have to control it. You build a thing inside you and you do it...but 
it's too nerve wracking. And it doesn't matter whether a crowd likes you or not. Not to 
me. I'm just extremely nervous about singing. I want to be liked so much, and I've got 
such a tremendous ego. If it's deflated or punctured or hurt at all, I'll withdraw into my 
own little pain. That's what's basically happened to me.
One more question: Tammi Terrell. How much do you know about what happened to her?
I don't know anything about what happened. And if I did, I would be willing to tell.
But it's true that the media have made...
Yeah, they've made monsters out of people who probably aren't responsible. I 
never read any accounts where I did anything detrimental to her.
Did that affect your going away from the scene?
Somewhat.
Somewhat or a lot?
Somewhat.
Were you serious yesterday when you said that women should be made inferior to men?
Yes, I believe that.
If you were a woman, you think you would like that?
I think I would like that.
Being domestic and subordinate?
Yes, sir. You got it, baby.
Are you bothered by Women's Liberation?
Generally I'm not bothered by anything. Let them liberate themselves, if they 
must. That's their right. And I do believe in rights. I can still think how I feel.
But that's exactly contrary to what you're saying. They want to be "liberated," and you 
say they should be made to be inferior.
I didn't say "made to be," but sort of "made to feel." [laughs]
You're lucky you know how to laugh at the right places.
I just lost the women of America... can't afford to do that, Marv. They should be liberated, if they want to be-just like the blacks. Should we give them all their rights? I think 
they should have them, yes... While they have them, make them feel a little inferior.
How can you say that?
That's the same way I feel about women.
As a black man, do you want to be made to feel a little inferior?
As a black man, I am made to feel a little inferior. Something that comes natural. 
It comes naturally to whites. Most whites feel that way about blacks. Some of them, in 
spite of feeling that they are, oh, liberal... "Well, I am a liberal white man, I'm really 
groovy, I like those blacks..." but invariably, the fact is his genes and hormones and everything in him tells him that he is superior. Subconsciously it comes across. It shows 
in an eye, a gesture, little bitty things that, as blacks, we can pick up. It is passed down 
from parents' generations. As time goes on, I think it will erase itself. As kids grow up 
and the process of dying and being born goes on, it will be cool. But it takes time.


You're patient.
I'm patient for thirty, forty, fifty or so years. After that I'm gone. If it happens in my 
time-Hooray, you know?
-April27, 1972
Rolling Stone
At the beginning of another April twelve years later, on the eve of his forty-fifth birthday, Marvin 
Gaye was shot to death by his own father, the Reverend Marvin Gaye, Sr. His father claimed 
self-defense, saying that his son was on drugs and was attacking him. He pleaded no contest 
to a charge of voluntary manslaughter, and in November he was given five years' probation. By 
then, Marvin's mother had sued for divorce. I helped David Ritz, who would write a biography 
of Gaye, with the obituary in Rolling Stone. Reading the story from 1972, I shivered as I remembered that Marvin Gaye, unsteady as he was about so many things, felt as though he could do 
anything he wanted. He'd been competitive all his life, he'd said, but hadn't participated in 
sports as a kid "because my father loved ...I imagine he overloved me, if that's possible."
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Three Dog Might:
SEE HOW THEY RUN!
[image: ]
[image: ]ost of the musicians in this book have made a lasting impression on music or on 
the pop scene. Three Dog Night have not. They got a cover story primarily because 
_ their success in August 1972 was too big, too persistent to ignore.
Three Dog Night, as I've written, was one of those acts that no one else at Rolling Stone 
cared to do.
Like Chicago, they were a hit-making machine devoid of any outstanding personalities. 
Unlike almost every other rock artist we covered, they didn't write their own music. Yet they 
were as big as any band around, and on tour, they were breaking attendance records that 
had belonged to the Beatles and the Stones.
So, given the assignment, I had a challenge on my hands. What would I write about 
them?I found my story by looking into the machine behind the musicians, and at the men 
who operated the machinery. Rolling Stone had not yet delved into a rock band's management structure, beyond quoting the usual complaints about labels and royalties.
Three Dog Night were all about management, and booking, and publicity. They were the 
stars of a team that numbered, by one executive's estimate, 150 people, from producers who helped them pick their hits to business managers who helped them invest their money, in 
preparation, perhaps, for the dog days that lay ahead.


T o m W I T C H E R o W N S AND o P E R AT E s The Pet Palace in San Francisco. For thirty years 
now, he has been teaching people how to train their dogs. `A good dog," he says, "is a welltrained dog. One that respects the master's voice and obeys his every command."
Burt Jacobs manages Three Dog Night. For four years, he has been overseeing the 
booking of the acts managed by Reb Foster Associates, Beverly Hills: Gayle McCormick, 
Kindred, Steppenwolf, John Kay, and most of all, Three Dog Night. Three nights a week 
when possible, and in the biggest houses available-these days, ball parks like Braves 
Stadium in Atlanta, or the Cotton Bowl in Dallas.
Jacobs will not tell his age ("Pass"). All we know for certain is that his head is 
topped by a small bowl of sprayed brown hair. His is an aggressive, can-do face, lightly 
shaded by tinted glasses. His voice is reasoned, shaded only lightly by his Brooklyn 
upbringing. Looks deceive. When he talks, he is the trainer: "I decide where they're 
gonna go, what they get paid, all that. I think a fair ceiling-even for a group like Three 
Dog Night-I don't want more than $25,000 on a regular date, against a percentage. 
If I do business and fill the ball park or whatever, I want to walk out with a big chunk 
of money. If I don't do the business I should, then I don't deserve phenomenal money. 
I won't ask, like some acts, for $60,000 on regular dates."
I? I? I?
"I make the decisions," says Jacobs, who owns one-third of Reb Foster Associates. 
He was managing Steppenwolf when he combined with Foster and Three Dog. "If they 
bitch and I can't explain it to them and convince them why I'm doing it, it gets down 
to either they don't do the date, or we shouldn't be their manager. We haven't had that 
problem. I've been fortunate in that I've been right most of the time."
Around the corner from his master's voice, Jimmy Greenspoon sits in the Reb 
Foster Associates conference room, a dark and earthy room, like all the executives' 
offices. Foster likes things dark and earthy: he even hired a professional decorator to 
ensure an organic decor. A skylight allows a small rectangle of sun to pour in against 
the shingled side wall.
Greenspoon is Three Dog Night's organist and bad boy: he's the one who pissed 
into the beer can and coolly watched the groupie guzzle while the other Dogs reeled out 
of the hotel room, gagging and giggling. Jimmy looks wry through tortured eyes and 
long, curly red hair, like a Dan Hicks ready to snap. Appearances deceive.
About Burt Jacobs' ball park bookings: "There's time to discuss it, but basically if 
we bitch and holler and scream and give him shit. . .then he'll bitch and holler and give 
us shit. If we give him enough reasons-he'll come up with about twenty more."
Michael Allsup, lead guitar for Three Dog Night, looks like a rock and rolling 
Yorkshire terrier. He is the smallest Dog, and, hustling down the corridors at NBC, past 
Flip Wilson's studios, past Laugh-In, toward the taping of the band's own TV special, he 
talks, hopheaded-happily, about upcoming jobs at stadiums in Georgia and Texas, and 
a festival in North Carolina, and comes off as maybe the most enthusiastic Dog as well.
Allsup's grown accustomed to the pace. "But we want to build a thing," he says. 
"There's so much more to do than just play music. We want to entertain the kids and 
do as much as we can, and do theatrics. Those video screens we're using now-that's really no big thing, but it helps a lot for those places. What's a drag is to play on a football field facing downfield. Then you got three video men in front, and, `What am I 
doing here?' It's just like fulfilling a commitment or something. That's when you start 
feeling the machinery of a business. But we're not ashamed of being businessmen, 
because we all love the music, and that's no hype, but I don't feel we should have to be 
ashamed for being professionals, either."


There is a certain defensiveness about Three Dog Night: The product is such an 
overwhelming success, but there is something about a showbiz factor, an ingredient of 
salesmanship, and their relationship to-oh, the public. The salesman may embrace 
the product, door-to-door, but he can't quite explain it, rationalize it, sell it, to friends.
And Michael Allsup casually articulates a light-at-the-end-of-the-tunnel vision. 
He may gripe at the kind of commercial growth that has forced his firm into a distance 
from "the kids," but he winds up unable to apologize for being a success, for being good 
at a good job.
But apologies are not in order. Three Dog Night are at the top of the rock and roll 
heap for numerous good reasons, most of them having to do with a stage act among 
the most energetic, professional, and poppily satisfying in existence; music that is by 
turns commercial and soulful and steadily maturing, and last, but quite possibly foremost, a backup organization of personal, business, financial, and road management to 
rival any such machine in the business.
It is, after all, a business, beginning with investments like the $ 3 5,000 that Reb 
Foster, Bill Utley, and Burt Jacobs poured into Three Dog Night over eighteen months. 
"At that time," says Utley, the president of Reb Foster Associates, "if you want an 
indication of how much faith we had in them, that was all the money we had. There 
wasn't any more."
It is a business, if you choose to make your living through music, and your first 
paydays are Wednesday nights, Talent Night, at the Apollo Theater-if you win.
Chuck Negron, Three Dog's lanky tenor, was a regular at the Apollo with his 
group, the Rondells.
"There was a $15 prize, but it was the toughest audience you could play in front 
of. They scraped to get the money to get in there, and if you were bad, they let you 
know. The first time we were down there, this girl was on before us, singing, and that 
audience started to boo her and the microphone started disappearing. She started 
falling, followed it all the way to the ground and it just went away, and the guy came 
running out-lights, boom-boom, and they got her off the stage, and we were on next. 
And we were the only white act on the show. But we worked hard and that time, we 
won the $15. That got me on top of it."
It is business, if you finally get a hit and don't get paid. Danny Hutton, the singing 
Dog with the dark locks and the fit physique-he always looks like he's just won the 
lead role in Hair-has been on eleven record labels in ten years, starting at age 19. He 
was a crate packer at the Disney studios in Burbank, first, then began record-producing, songwriting, and, when forced, singing. In 1965, as a writer on the new Hanna 
Barbera label, he recorded "Roses and Rainbows," which hit in enough parts of the 
country to settle near the middle of the Hot 100. For writing the melody, arranging the 
song, and performing it, Hutton got a cold two-cent-a-record royalty-after calling in 
an attorney.


"I heard from somebody who overheard them, and they were saying, `Hey, 
Danny's paying for everything out of his royalties, including the stamps.' I mean, 
what? So I just said, `Fuck you, I'm getting screwed.' I went to see a lawyer, and I got a 
coupla grand out of it in the end."
Business: In 1962, Bill Utley was a hydraulics engineer, and his first cousin, Reb 
Foster, was a top-rated announcer and program director at KRLA, after only six 
months in town. The two Texans began producing teen dances that summer, on 
Thursday nights at the Retail Clerks Union Hall in Buena Park, in Orange County. They 
each invested $400; Bill would handle business, while Reb got the acts. Prices then 
were $600 for the Supremes, $300 for the Righteous Brothers, $200 for the Beach 
Boys. Other headliners were Caesar & Cleopatra (now Sonny and Cher) and Lesley 
Gore. Utley and Foster were so successful that the police horned in, taking the hall to 
promote their own sock hops on Friday nights.
In 1965, the cousins moved off into management with the house band at a teen 
club they'd opened in Redondo Beach. The band was the Crossfires, later renamed by 
Reb Foster as the Turtles.
Hutton went to MGM Records, where Cory Wells and his band, the Enemies, needed a producer for a single, and Danny rushed to the rescue, with Van Dyke Parks playing along on pans. Chuck Negron was a solo artist on Columbia, being managed by 
Reb Foster and Bill Utley. Chuck and Danny were friends, and when Danny and Cory 
decided to form a new group-based on Hutton's idea of three singers sharing lead 
duties and doing three-part harmonies-they went to Chuck, who invited them to 
meet his managers.
Jimmy Greenspoon was a neighbor of Hutton's in Laurel Canyon, and he and 
Cory worked Sunset Strip the same nights, Jimmy as organist with the East Side Kids at 
the Trip, and Cory with the Enemies at the Whisky. At the posher Galaxie was Mike 
Allsup with a band being courted by scenic producer Kim Fowley, who bought them a 
demo called "Roses and Rainbows," which they rejected in favor of a song. "October 
Country," composed by one Jimmy Greenspoon.
Allsup bumped into Joe Schermie in a hotel; Mike and Joe had bummed through 
Arizona five years before; now Joe, a bass guitarist, had joined this group called Three 
Dog Night, a phrase picked out by Danny's girlfriend, June Fairchild, out of National 
Geographic, and Allsup quit his band and plugged in when Three Dog Night rented the 
Troubadour for a night to audition for Dunhill Records. They signed, found Floyd 
Sneed drumming in a club in the Valley called the Rag Doll, did their first club date second-billed to the Standells (managed by Burt Jacobs), collected $1.45 each, and were 
open for business.
It would be another year before Three Dog Night got their first gold single in July 
1969, with the Nilsson composition, "One." Their first album had been out six months. 
What it took was a national tour. In concerts second-billed to Steppenwolf and, later, at 
clubs as headliners, they got raves for their buoyant, soul-styled show, Chuck, Cory, and 
Danny doing familiar tunes associated with Traffic, the Beatles, Otis Redding, Neil Young. 
Since "One," they have been regulars on the charts, again with tunes by other musicians: 
"Eli's Coming" (Laura Nyro), "Mama Told Me Not to Come" (Randy Newman), "Joy to the 
World" (Hoyt Axton), and `An Old-Fashioned Love Song" (Paul Williams). All eight Dog 
albums, including the just-released Seven Separate Fools, are million-dollar gold.


As for concerts, every show since they hit headliner status has been a sold-out, 
standing-on-chair-ovation affair. And because they go along with management's 
direction-into the ball parks and festivals of America-they are outgrossing the 
likes of Sly & the Family Stone, Creedence Clearwater Revival, Elvis Presley, and even 
the Rolling Stones, who reported a gross between $3 and $4 million in fifty-four concerts this summer. Going by figures alone, the Dogs have outdone them, breezing 
through a spring and summer schedule this year (billed THE TOUR OF TOURS by their 
zealous public relations firm) that should gross more than $ 5 million-in thirty-one 
dates.
That's a pretty impressive list of gold and grosses. That's a pretty tough little story 
of Three Dog daydreams and Three Dog nightmares, with lots of scuffling and scamming in-between. And with that well-oiled machine behind them, that's a lot of money 
for lots of expensive thrills.
And yet it's funny how satisfaction eludes Three Dog Night, in the way it was 
funny to see Creedence, at the top of the pile in 19 70, throwing an expensive press 
party to find out why they weren't being taken seriously enough, say, to qualify for a 
Time or Life cover. Funny how members of Bread, automatic airplay on every album 
and single in 1971, sat around on the eve of receiving an Oscar Award, seriously 
claiming they were robbed of all-out "hip" acclaim by one week, by the acoustic sound 
of Crosby, Stills & Nash. Funny what pop stars will do to keep themselves tormented. 
"We'd like to be Top Five," was how David Gates put it. "In our own business, the people we look up to-Clive Davis, Bill Gavin-like us; the man on the street likes us. The 
DJs are on our side. The last stronghold is the public."
Michael Allsup explained the critical response to and the resultant drawbacks of 
being, as he puts it, "pros who don't pull bullshit on stage.
"The first couple of years, we were really an adrenalin group, a lot of moving, and 
then we started going through all these changes of getting write-ups-Three Dog 
Night, slick commercial group-and just getting busted left and right. Some of it was 
right on that we didn't want to accept, but there was a lot of really unfair things, so 
here's Michael playing guitar: 'OK, I'm not gonna project any more. I'm just gonna lay 
back and be heavy.' And that's bullshit, too. It was a result of wanting to be underground, you know, accepted, because at one time I was into a lot of acid and I really 
appreciated, `Hey, man...you're a beautiful person.' And that's not saying it's all shuck 
and jive, 'cause there's a good trip behind that, but there's a certain commercialness to 
thinking of yourself as heavy."
So the Dogs tidied up again. "We played in New York," Allsup remembered, and he 
remembered the critique: "Three Dog Night had creases in their pants."
"`Slick.' `Professional.' `Tight.' But in a negative way." Danny Hutton says he's 
especially sensitive to the criticism, having been part of the L.A. pop scene for ten years 
and having so many friends in the business getting their impressions of the group from 
the media. Danny quotes the irrelevance: "`Hey, they move from this song to that song 
and like, that's not natural.' We could come out in jeans with holes in them. `Hey, man! 
Kill the pigs!' But in general that's a cheap cop-out for groups that are lame musically. 
Want to get an audience going? `HEY, MAN, GET FUCKED!' That's not a real situation. 
When you're onstage, you're not real."
But things are getting better, maybe.


"We gain more and more respect now when we work with other acts," says 
Negron. "There's been so much information... categories everyone's put us in, and once 
you're successful you're put in a category.... After the show with Bloodrock in Oakland, 
a guy from their band came up...'Wow, you guys really-we thought you were like the 
Grassroots, 'cause you had all these hits, and what we've read!' But, so we're gaining."
Three Dog, Negron said, have always been a well-rehearsed act. And in the old 
days, when they were the warm-up, they would get the audiences just a little overheated for the laid-back headlining groups. `All of a sudden," said Chuck, "a group had 
to leave early and catch a plane, so they'd have to go on before us." Or they would stay 
and be pissed at the Dogs.
Last month, as part of The Tour of Tours, Three Dog played Three Rivers Stadium 
in Pittsburgh. First up, playing second base, was Leon Russell. Way off, in the bleachers, were twenty-five thousand people. Leon Russell likes his communication intense, 
and he cut his set short by twenty minutes and stomped off.
"He didn't realize he was communicating as effectively as he was," explained 
Negron. Cory Wells added: "It was not only difficult to see, but to hear the audience. It 
would take a few seconds before you got the applause."
"But it was very nice," Negron said. "He stayed for the whole show, and then he 
came back, and he was full of questions. `How did you do that?' The whole place just 
got going." In fact, he said, Leon almost got arrested for running out of the dugout onto 
the field to dance to the sounds of Three Dog Night. A security guard, not recognizing 
Mr. Warm-up, grabbed the jumping Leon and pushed him back. (Maybe Leon 
should've sung to him, "I'm from Rolling Stone, so it's OK.")
Danny is the roving, raving Irishman; Chuck, just a year older at 30, is the friendly, open family man with a wife and daughter, and Cory, like Chuck a New Yorker, is 
the loner, the outdoorsman. He's the one who'll fly off in a Cessna 180 to the 
Nantucket Forest and isolate himself, just fishing, for a week. And yet on stage, it is 
Cory Wells, the man who brought you the Enemies and the Cory Wells Blues Band, 
who's the hottest Dog.
When his version of "Try a Little Tenderness" came out on the first album, it was 
denounced by the critics as sacrilegious to Otis (not to mention Frank), even if Cory did 
mean it as a tribute. In the studio, the entire band raw, the song did come off as a fuzzy 
white carbon. But when Cory stood on stage at NBC, at the rehearsal for the Dog TV 
special, and crooned, "Ooh, she may be weary," a couple of blacks in the bleachers, 
there to see special guest Roberta Flack, sat up straight and took notice, and nodded 
along. Wells, eyes closed, took the song to the upbeat, building it vocally and yet giving 
a show with his body, dancing in place, marching in place, jumping in place, swinging 
the mike cord in tempo, doing the Chicken, now a breaststroke, a spin in place, a shake 
of the head, totally lost: a one-man band paying tribute not only to Otis, or to all of soul 
music, but, most of all, to the song.
Later, we learn that Cory worked with R&B groups as a teenager, did choreography with vocal groups along the way to the Enemies, for whom he was guitarist and 
lead singer. His favorite singers are Redding, Sam and Dave, and Al Green; his performing ideal: Joe Tex. `And I like Andy Williams-for his coolness onstage."
So Three Dog Night are professional and they're tuff onstage. Why can't they 
write their own music?


The entire Reb Foster machine is ready for that one. They must've practiced coordinating lines one day in the Conference Room. Bill Utley, the President of RFA: "I don't 
understand why they don't criticize Marlon Brando for not writing something like A 
Streetcar Named Desire, simply because he is a great actor and he is very interpretative." 
Reb Foster: "They're criticized because they don't write, well, neither does Joe Cocker."
Foster, who speaks in a nervous drawl, continues: "The fact that none of them had 
any particular heavy writing talent, though it's coming along-as far as I'm concerned, that has been used as a publicity factor. The facts are true, but...people are entitled to think what they want to, but that doesn't mean I have to agree with them."
That kind of Agnewed/anguished rhetoric has a way, too, of popping out of other 
parts of the Dog machine. Burt Jacobs, explaining why he got into ball parks: "I got the 
idea that the biggest hangup in our business has been the pop festivals. We started to 
get bad publicity for our business. Instead of telling when something good was happening, they were telling about all the problems, about the rapes, the overdoses, the 
deaths. We gotta prove they're full of shit."
Or Danny Hutton, prefacing his remarks: "I always feel like I'm being set up. I feel 
like the Indians and the treaties. `Sign this and the land is yours as long as the buffalo 
shall run."'
On songwriting, Michael Allsup speaks a bit more clearly. "Sometimes I get worried about our group," he says. "It's like, `Hey, man, we gotta start getting stuff out, so 
people can relate to us as being creative, because people don't realize the creativeness 
that goes into arranging, 'cause they don't hear the stuff before we get it, and they 
write us off."
Arrangements are another open-fire area, with all the musicians invited to take 
shots. Greenspoon developed the opening for one of last year's best-selling songs, "Joy 
to the World." Sometimes it goes beyond music-as when Hutton carted a mike into 
the bathroom at American Recorders, called Chuck and Cory in, and spent five hours 
in the can doing "Liar," the song Greenspoon picked off the first Argent album.
Richie Podolor is an integral part of the Dog machine, the way Brian Wilson 
almost was. "He produced us first, and then Van Dyke Parks," says Danny. `And Brian 
took two weeks on a single. We did `Darling.' We worked on it and did the whole thing; 
then, they needed a single, and they dropped our voices out and put theirs on. We were 
very disappointed. We felt, `Well, here's Brian with all the hits and the history-if he 
doesn't work with us, wow, maybe we lost our one shot.' Then we cut another song 
called `Time to Get Alone,' and Brian had an oxygen tank, and he would roll up and say, 
`The sign of astrology, it isn't right,' and he would just run out of the studio.
"So two weeks later we got this thing done, but we would be in there singing, And 
I looked at you, baby,' and he would say, `Uh, OK, `And I looked at you" was good, but 
pick up "baby."' And it took two weeks to do that."
Three Dog Night then got Gabriel Mekler as producer and took less than a week to 
put together their first full album. On the second album, all the Dogs became 
arrangers, sparked friction, and Mekler gave way to engineer Podolor.
Three Dog, it's been said enough times, were the discoverers, in the sense that they 
put them on the pop charts, of Nyro, Nilsson, Newman, and even Elton John and 
Bernie Taupin. The composers generally appreciate being picked. After all, any song 
Three Dog Night puts on an album-save a couple of the jam cuts and the live LP-is liable to become a hit single by album airplay and radio response. Elton and Bernie, 
after hearing the Dogs doing "Lady Samantha," sent the group an advance tape of the 
album that eventually launched them in America. A note was attached, informing 
Three Dog Night that they were the only band given permission to perform any of the 
songs prior to the LP's release. As for Randy Newman, Cory had been a fan long before 
Randy released "Mama" on 12 Songs. He'd picked the song off an Eric Burdon album.


"It may offend some people," said Cory, returning to the main theme, "that we 
don't write. But the object for any entertainer is to put out the best music he can. We're 
not incapable; they just haven't allowed the time for us to put into writing."
"They?"
"They crowd more and more work down on us and expect us to be creative and 
come up with product all the time. That is the thing I resent. I think everyone else does, 
too. Is that where it always-you have the cliche of a music machine or a money-making machine.... Well, it's the other people around who almost start pushing you in that 
direction-to become a machine. And we are not music machines. We can't sit down 
and say, `This here is a hit.' It is almost impossible."
You would think that somewhere along the line, Three Dog Night would stop complaining. Say, at the point they became, like it or not, a money-making machine. But 
the barks just keep on coming. Here's Danny:
"Sometimes reporters or people like that say, 'Oh, you guys, you're just doing it for 
the bread, aren't you?' And what they don't realize is that most of the group are millionaires. If we are doing it for the money, why are we doing it? Obviously I didn't start 
at 18, 19 years old because I thought it was a safe, great way to make bread. I did it 
because I liked music. Everybody in the group did it that way. We got to the point where 
we had the money. We can just stop and retire. So we are doing it-pride... ego... and 
also because we like music.
`And money to me can be the root of all good," Danny continues. "Really, because 
with me, the more money I get, the more power I will have ...I can go out and do my 
own album someday, or we will have the time to say, `Let's not do pop festivals, let's not 
tour for a year.' Let's spend six months in the studio and not do it in-between gigs, 
where we don't have to say, `Well, it's good enough.' Sometimes we are very disappointed when we hear the final product because we heard it in the studio and we say, 
`If we had two more weeks to mix down, we could have really...' It's just little things 
that irritate us."
That still leaves the question of Three Dog's seeming lust-for bigger grosses, nets, 
gates, year-end figures. "Unfortunately, money impresses people," says Reb Foster. And 
Bill Utley concedes, "The money emphasis is somewhat misplaced. Obviously, income 
is one way of keeping score as to whether or not you're successful. It is very satisfying 
to any artist to play before a very large audience and to do it very well.
"But," he added, "they spend a great deal of money with these big crowds. The 
people get their money's worth. The large video screens, sound equipment, so on and 
so forth. Some of these big things can achieve that festival feel but with controls, and 
it's more, frankly, than just Three Dog Night, because we will go out and work towards 
getting the best supporting acts as well. And the group will limit the maximum price 
below what we know can be sold at a given market." The top price for a Dog concert is 
$6.


"Our society is all set up in rules and roles," said Cory, "and you are always breaking somebody's record."
"But when you see it too much," added Chuck, "you kind of get embarrassed. You 
see too much of it and you start going, `Oh, why did they put that'...it can be embarrassing."
Part of the Three Dog Machine is Levinson & Ross. Most of the acts that can afford 
$250 to $1,000 a week for a PR service outside their record label's will go to Gibson & 
Stromberg. James Taylor, Leon Russell, Jethro Tull, Jackson 5, the Doors, Cheech & 
Chong, Black Sabbath, Procol Harum, Bill Withers, and T. Rex are among the forty current clients. Jefferson Airplane just signed up. The Stones hired Gibson & Stromberg to 
handle their tour.
The style at Gibson & Stromberg is cool flash: holes in their jeans, say, beneath the 
most elaborate rock and roll colored leather coats; they are scenemakers, party-givers, 
bar-hoppers, inkeepers. They sail along on a reputation of knowing the right people 
and somehow getting things done.
In contrast, there is Bob Levinson, a public relations man from the old school. 
When Three Dog Night had to change publicity firms last year, management went to 
Levinson & Ross (Al Ross, in New York). It was a good move, into what might fairly be 
called a shelter for the maligned. Levinson & Ross had been nursing, among others, 
Elton John, Grand Funk Railroad, Bread, Steppenwolf, and the Osmonds, all of them 
suffering from media-fatigue at one time or another in the recent past. L&R had done 
well by several of the acts, and, in the past year or so, have gained a status as comers, 
second now to only Gibson & Stromberg.
Levinson's the man who got Elton John invited by NASA to visit astronauts in 
Houston, just in time to get press for "Rocket Man." He called up Sam Yorty and got 
Mayor Sam to proclaim "Steppenwolf Day" in Los Angeles, February 14th, and that's 
how Steppenwolf's retirement was announced to the press-a full three months after 
Steppenwolf had in fact decided to split up. Since then Yorty has also declared a "Three 
Dog Day," as have several other mayors along the route of The Tour of Tours. "It's 
valid," he said. "Cities like to acknowledge their own, or special events. You just pickup 
a phone. My attitude is, don't presume no for an answer."
THREE DOG NIGHT FIRST ROCK GROUP IN ROSE BOWL PARADE
"They liked the idea," said Levinson, "because there's something `little boy' in everyone, and I think everyone has wanted to ride in a parade. I was telling Bobby Colomby 
why I put them in a parade, and he was saying, `You'll never catch Blood, Sweat & 
Tears in a parade; what kind of crazy thing is that to do?' And it came up a couple 
nights later in Dobbs Ferry, and he's saying, `Can you imagine that crazy Levinson, 
putting Three Dog in the Rose Bowl parade.' And Steve Katz said, 'Man. Do you know 
how many people watch the Rose Bowl parade every year?' I couldn't buy that time; 
that parade has the biggest audience of the year on television!"
Three Dog Night Inc. has plenty of hired help. As yet another part of the machine, 
the band has business management separate from Reb Foster Associates. "We found 
when we started that handling money is not our business," said Burt Jacobs. "So we 
decided we'd rather take 5 percent less commission and have business managers paid 
from us. It's so important and we insist on it."


Utley, Jacobs and Foster and the immediate Beverly Hills staff of ten, then, might 
best be considered personal management.
"I feel that I am helping make dreams come true," says Utley, "helping people realize ambitions. People come in and they have a goal established, fine, but the means of 
getting there they haven't. So my job is to lay out those means and make sure that once 
that goal is realized, nobody looks over their shoulder and says, `Hey, I got screwed."'
Mike Allsup can understand Three Dog Night incorporating and setting up a pension plan.
"The music business is so weird, there's a lot of money to be made, but groups only 
last a short time. And when you make a lot of money in a short period of time, b-room, 
your tax rate is about 50 percent. If you can incorporate, there are ways to shelter the 
money. You put it in a pension plan where you can't touch it, the government says OK. 
Fifty cents of each dollar is in the plan, and they won't tax it. But I can use that money 
circulating for investments. So we have cattle.. .a couple of apartment buildings. It's a 
group investment."
Three Dog Night Incorporated holds all the funds.
"It's unreal, man, the amount of money that circulates in this thing. You've got to 
be a businessman in order for your head to be right to be a musician."
Cory Wells was talking about that root of all good:
"It's funny, over at Chuck's house, he told me this, it was a party, and one of the 
fellows-it was his birthday-and somebody was doing a trick and they needed a dollar bill. Chuck only had a $100 bill on him. He gave it to them and they did their little 
trick and everything, and the guy kept the $100 in his pocket. And Chuck didn't say 
anything. He was embarrassed over it...the guy was putting his coat on and he was 
leaving. Then he decided ...no...so then he said..."
Negron: "Well, I just reminded his friend, and his friend said, `Why-you're really cheap, man."'
Wells: "He said, 'Could I have my $100 back, man?' The guy went, 'You really 
want that $100? All the money you make, man, and you want this $100?'
"What an attitude, man."
-September 14, 1972
Rolling Stone
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[image: ]Un June 1972, my brother, Barry, was shot to death at his apartment in San Francisco. 
He'd been working in Chinatown for a year as head of the Youth Services and 
Coordinating Center, where he dealt with problem kids, including those in various gangs. 
I tell his story in detail in my book, The Rice Room. Although, all these years, the murder has 
remained unsolved, Barry, who'd been a probation officer across the bay, where he won 
praise for his work with black youth, apparently got caught between rival gangs.
Soon after the services for Barry, I heeded others' advice and dove back into work. 
Needless to say, Barry was everywhere. My first story back, about the Miracles, wound up 
with the headline: What's So Good About Goodbye? My next major feature was on Santana, 
a dysfunctional band of Latin rock pioneers built around a sensational young guitarist, 
Carlos Santana.
They were managed, at the time, by concert promoter Bill Graham, with whom Rolling 
Stone had a rocky, sometimes outright bruising, relationship. Although he'd tossed me out of 
the Fillmore West one afternoon-he didn't like the tone of an article I'd written about one of 
his side ventures-we had a civil relationship. Once comfortably immersed in an interview, 
Graham couldn't help but open up completely-even emotionally.


Graham loved telling about young Carlos sneaking into the Fillmore; about his upbringing in the Mission District of San Francisco, where the Santana family settled after immigrating from Tijuana.
Somewhere in that story, as he spoke about Carlos and his brother Jorge, I remember 
breaking down. I had to apologize to Graham, who murmured a sympathetic, "It's OK."
It wasn't. And it wouldn't be the last time thoughts of our family's loss would disrupt 
my work, throw me off track. It happened again, just now.
1. THEY'LL SMILE IN YOUR FACE
M I N G o, THE C o N C; A P L AY E: R, keeps a pasteless toothbrush in his mouth all through 
the trip to the restaurant: at the cafe (partly owned by estranged Santana member 
Gregg Rolie), pint-sized timbales player Chepito spends a good half hour directing 
offers to groupies at other tables-"Fourteen inches, gringa, fourteen inches"-and 
hurling spiced cauliflower sprouts at Herbie, the production manager: across the table 
Tom Koster, who's taken Rolie's place in the group, on keyboards, thrusts out a judo 
chop-straight left hand: "Lookit this ring. It's been on this finger nine and a half years." 
He pulls out his wallet, taps it on Chepito's arm several times. He wants to show pictures of his baby boy. "Fourteen inches!" Chepito Areas yells over Koster's right shoulder. ("I love sex!" he exclaims later. "It's my only problem!") And Carlos, in a booth with 
Mike Shrieve (the only other original Santana member left) and new bassist Doug 
Rauch, has turned away from his salad. He is watching the two young men on the little stage, playing decent banjo and guitar, harmonizing on Beatles and Cat Stevens 
tunes. Decent music for a sandwich bar in Seattle, Washington, and Carlos Santana 
almost looks intent.
That's fine. It means that while the rest of the band, and gringas, roll off to see 
Tower of Power, Carlos will keep his appointment-to talk, to break the silence for the 
first time since the formation of Santana.
For the first two years of that silence-interrupted, of course, by three gold 
albums full of speed-paced Latino-based music that went from imitative to innovative-there wasn't that much you would want to know. A bunch of kids taking drugs, 
flashing blades, from the brown-collared Mission district of San Francisco, making 
noise and plenty of money. And outside their music, a member would say now and 
again, Santana had nothing to say.
But in the third year of that silence, the stories began to circulate: dope and other 
busts; Chepito near death from a brain hemorrhage: the band leaving for a tour without him; disaster, deportation from Peru; the band splitting up-bass player David 
Brown quit, then fired; congaplayer Mike Carabello fired; organist and lead vocalist 
Gregg Rolie split, along with Neal Schon, who'd joined the band after Abraxas, to share 
lead guitar with Carlos; lawyer and accountant-Where's the money%-fired; Carlos 
turns to Jesus, jams with Buddy Miles, prays together, plays together with Mahavishnu 
orchestra leader John McLaughlin, hires five new band members, changes musically 
from "Evil Ways" to Yogananda vibrations, songs of reincarnation in a Caravanseral; 
dumps communal manager Stan Marcum, who'd dumped Bill Graham two years 
before; and, finally, just last week, Carlos Santana has cut his hair-from Jesus long to 
Mission High, Mahavishnu mid....


But now Carlos feels ready to explain himself, to open up, and the old members, 
old associates, are quick to follow. So, in the last two weeks, sad, funny, and sordid tales 
have been spilled out to me, from inside a hotel room, a lawyer's office, an attorney's 
visiting room at county jail, a recording studio, a courtroom hallway, a manager's 
office in a castle-like Marin County house, and Bill Graham's office overlooking the 
remains of the Fillmore West, the succeeding promoter's To Be Announced marquee 
broken up by missing letters. Dozens of stories about sex and drug habits, money and 
music problems, personality conflicts and power struggles. And for whatever reasonmostly having to do with maintaining pride and/or possessions, almost none of one 
person's version of any story agrees with anyone else's, when they get down to who did 
what to and with whom.
IMAGINE YOU'RE I N THE HEAT O F SUMMER in the city, in the barrios, and a fierce 
fight ensues for some reason-say a combination of macho love and mucho moneyamong the Latinos; the Chicanos and the Puerto Ricans and the Nicaraguans, battling 
it out with fists and knives. Other browns and whites and blacks join in with chains, 
guns, brass knuckles. Some parents, a squad of police, and several attorneys try to 
break in to achieve a peace with honor and take depositions. And there are these four 
gurus, one to each corner, humming and meditating. All on a flimsy stage set up on a 
flatbed truck by the Neighborhood Arts Program.
And for theme music for this little party, try the harmonizing O'Jays and their 
song, "The Back Stabbers."
II. WHY THE FREEWAY IS SO CROWDED
WE BEGIN WITH C A R L O S S A N TA N A, here in Seattle with the five-eighths new 
Santana, in his 26th floor Hilton Hotel room, which he has gone to great lengths to 
turn into a meditation room. Coltrane on cassette, Spiritual Sky brand coconut incense 
burning, the only light coming from a tapered white candle near the door, illuminating an oval laminated plaque bearing the likeness of Jesus Christ. In my sacrilegious 
way, I ask for some light across the room, at the table where we'll talk, and proceed to 
move the candle. No sooner than I've replaced the candle, Carlos has dipped into a duffel bag, found another candle, and lit it, to maintain the glow near Jesus.
This is before the haircut, and he still looks like the Carlos Santana you saw 
grimacing at the Fillmore, at Altamont, at Woodstock, and at your local ballroom. 
He wears a knit shirt, white bellbottoms, is barefoot. Talking, he'll massage his left 
toe now and then, but mostly he looks off, out the bay window, to the Space Needle 
in the distance. On a medallion around his neck he wears the likeness of Sri 
Chinmoy. His voice is low, quiet, sometimes almost tearful as he talks about getting 
the spirit. He has a house in Marin, a German-styled house on the Panoramic 
Highway that puts Mill Valley up against the forest-like Mount Tamalpais-where 
he often goes "to relate."
"Larry Coryell stayed over at my house twice. and he went upstairs and he meditated in his room, and he had a picture of Sri Chinmoy, which is Mahavishnu's guru, 
and I must confess, the first time I saw it, I was really afraid of it, because I believe in 
Jesus as being my guru, to a certain extent. When I meditate the voice that I hear seems 
to come from Him within my real self, because I believe that Christ lives in everybody. Larry showed me Sri Chinmoy, and he showed me where he was coming from, where 
he was channeling his music. He taught me, not through words or anything, just 
through him being himself. He'd stay in the house and him fighting himself so he 
wouldn't eat certain foods, he wouldn't think certain thoughts. And I feel that I started to realize that everybody imitates everybody. So why not imitate the master, and I 
started reading more about Jesus, and about Paramahansa, which is-they're all windows for us to see the light which is God, and when you imitate those divine people, 
then it's just a way of you becoming... like a tree, you know. You grow straight to the 
sun instead of growing crooked and going back to the earth."


Did he find himself imitating Jesus Christ?
"I try as much as I can every day. I try to-just to see the best things in people and 
to have a vast understanding of what God wants us to be instead of what our minds 
want us to do."
For Carlos, it's a matter of mind opposed to soul. "Mind's music" would be commercial music, on the "Earth Top 40," soul-based music would be in the "Universe Top 
40," the most pure, away from the system. With the new band, he says, "When I speak 
from my soul, they understand. When my mind gets in the way, they walk away."
But how do you explain that to ten thousand kids whose minds and souls are 
melded together in some kind of all-chemical blend of speed, reds, smokes, snorts, and 
other psychedelics and who paid $5.50 each to hear the good old shit, right off the 
Earth Top 40. Fuck Jesus Christ, man, give me Superstar.
"Through meditating I'm beginning to be a little more confident in knowing 
which way to channel my energy and what to think of those brothers and sisters who 
put me in that place-in reality I'm just exactly what they are. Eventually they will 
come, because most people are like that-you know, monkey see, monkey do. That's 
why the freeway is so crowded sometimes. Very few people are chosen to make their 
own way and to influence others."
"His phrases kill me, man!" Michael Carabello and Neal Schon laugh it up at the 
Columbia studios where they're mixing Attitude, the album Carabello and many friends 
have been doing since the first cracks in Santana a year ago.
"Like `mopping a floor,"' Schon reminds Carabello. "Remember that lead in...what 
song was that-it's on the Abraxas album. He plays the lead on it and says, `It sounds 
like you're mopping the floor.' He comes up with some crazy, you know, the way he puts 
it, that used to make me laugh all the time."
More laughs to come, but first: Since it's Carlos' changes-and the response to 
those changes-that are the heart of this rock operetta, let's hear from his father, Jose 
Santana. Mr. Santana does not speak Ingles, but we went to see him anyway, since he 
works regularly playing violin in a Mariachi band in the Mission District. There, in a 
tavern called La Terraza, he blends in with two other violins, two trumpets, and two 
guitars. There is no bandstand, and Jose Santana, in simple Mariachi uniform of bolero 
jacket, silk shirt, and slacks, is planted in front of the painting, answering requests 
from one booth of customers, playing ballads like "Celito Lindo" and waltzes and 
merengues, chiming in, sometimes, with the Mexican way of gospel calls: Eso! Eso! 
("That's it!")
Mr. Santana told his story with warmth to Edgar Sanchez and Gloria Alcazar of El 
Tecolote, a community tabloid, last spring.


III. `PAPA! IT'S CARLOS ON THE RADIO!'
"WE CAME TO THIS COUNTRY in the year 19 62, " he began. "In Mexico we lived in the 
small town of Autlan, in the state of Jalisco. I have always worked in the music business, and all my sons were born in Mexico. Of my sons, two have turned out to be musicians. These, of course, are Carlos and the smaller Guillermo (Jorge), who plays with 
the Malibus (who became Malo).
"Carlos began to play guitar in the year 1961. When Carlos was nine years of age, 
he studied in a school of music, after he went to the regular primary school every day. 
In that music school they wanted Carlos to learn to play the clarinet. He did not like the 
clarinet, so he began to study violin. But in 1961, when I first came to this country by 
myself, I bought an electric guitar and amplifier. One year later, when I returned to 
Mexico, I gave them to Carlos. He became very enthusiastic about the guitar. `Papa, 
papa, I don't like the violin any more. I like the guitar!' he used to tell me.
"When the family [wife Josefina, four daughters, and three sons] was ready to immigrate, Carlos did not want to come. He said he liked Mexico too much to leave it. We postponed our trip a few days while we tried to persuade our son to come with us. Then, all of 
a sudden, Carlos hid from us. No matter where we looked for him we could not find him. 
Finally, after having given up on our search, we very dejectedly came to this country.
`A few months later, we found out that Carlos was working at a place called El 
Convoy in Tijuana. Four of us made the trip to Mexico. We went into the place and 
grabbed him and brought him with us. We did not force him to come. We convinced 
him by crying.
"On the trip here, he was mad. He did not even say a single word during the whole 
trip. Since the day of his arrival, all he did was cry, cry, and cry. Then he locked himself 
up in his room for a week. During this week he refused to eat.
"When he finally came out, we put him in school. He already knew how to speak 
English, so he did not have any problems. Within a month he had made many friends...
"Soon after that, he formed a small band with some of his friends. He also kept 
studying. After school, he worked downtown in a restaurant. The poor guy used to 
wash dishes-you know, the kind of jobs they give to youths.
"Then he graduated from Mission [High School]. One day, soon after, he told us he 
was going to stop living with us and get a room by himself. I asked him why, and he 
said: `Because I want to see if one day I can do something.' He didn't take anything 
with him-not even his clothes. For two years we knew nothing about him. Some people told us that they had seen him, and that he seemed to be turning into a hippie. Of 
course, I felt a little bad about that, because after all-he was my son. You know, we 
were not rich or anything like that, but at least we had food to eat.
"Then one day one of my sons heard one of Carlos' songs being played on the 
radio. `Papa!! It's Carlos!' my son excitedly told me as we listened to the song. The radio 
announcer kept saying `Santana! Santana! Santana!'
"Then, a few days after gathering information, we found out it really was him. But 
he did not call us or write. He was living over on Precita Street with a bunch of friends. 
He had formed a new band. Whatever house they moved into, they were forced to move 
out, because the neighbors complained of too much noise...
"He finally called us one day, a week before he was going to play at the Fillmore 
West. Over the phone he said: `Mama, they are going to give me an opportunity to work at a place down there on Market Street.' My wife told him, 'Carlos, I don't know why 
you like that hippie music.' His reply was: 'Yes, I like it, and I am going to continue 
playing it until I make a record one day.' 'You're crazy!' his mother told him. He told 
us one day he was going to make an album 'so I can help you out.' He invited us to go 
see him.


"There was a mob of people there. I had never gone to one of those places. We saw 
a bunch of lights and a lot of strange things in that place. We saw many hippies, too.
'After the show we came home very happy, because during the intermission we 
spoke to him for the first time in two years. We asked him to come to our house as soon 
as he could. When he came to our house the next week, he told us he had some compositions ready for recording.
"My son kept on with his band. Finally one day he came to tell me that he had just 
signed a five-year contract with Columbia.
"When that long-play came out-since my music is so different from his-I couldn't understand it. But here, my sons and daughters used to say: 'Oh, papa, how beautiful.' They used to put on the record and dance.
"To tell you the truth, I did not even know when one of my son's numbers began 
or finished. I listened to the record many, many times, to see if it made sense. Now, after 
having listened to it many more times, I like it."
How has your life changed since your son's success?
"When I first came here, only I worked to maintain the family. Now, my son gives 
me money. I only work at night now. My only pretension is going out to eat once in 
awhile."
What's in the future, Mr. Santana?
"Well, I wish I didn't have to stop working, because a job is a very necessary thing 
for adults so they can stay in good health. I am in perfect health, and I feel capable of continuing to work. But it seems that every time I talk to Carlos, he asks me when I am going 
to stop working, because he wants to become completely in charge of the whole family."
IV. CARLOS SANTANA'S TB BLUES
WHILE JOSE S A N TA N A WAS SPEAKING, Carlos and the band were touring Europe. 
Later, Carlos would buy his family a comfortable home in Diamond Heights. Here in 
the spring of 1971, Carlos was also attempting to take charge of the Santana band. 
He didn't do it very smoothly, and that European tour was the beginning of the end of 
what we know to be the original Santana.
What Mr. Santana did not seem to know is that during those two years Carlos was 
away from home, he'd gone to Tijuana. where he was learning the blues and playing 
Mexican and pop-rock music, trying to get enough money together to trade in his old 
Gibson for a new Stratocaster.
Carlos: "In Tijuana, my brother used to work for this place called La Palma where 
they make tortillas, and the son of the owner had a set of drums, and his name is 
Danny, and there was this other kid named Gus. We learned together how to play 
music that was happening at the time, a little bit before the Beatles. We would play for 
parties and weddings and stuff like that.
"I wanted to join this band-that was really what was happening at the time. This 
cat who was influenced a lot by Ray Charles and Little Richard and B.B. King. His name was Xavier. He inspired me to get into my instrument. He didn't really teach me as 
much as people say. He was sort of stingy. He used to play, and if I was looking where 
he was playing, he turned the other way, so I wouldn't see the chords he was playing. 
But it was cool, because when you want to, you achieve."


Carlos, you see, never meant for Santana to be known as a Mission District or 
street band. `All through junior high and high school, I didn't hang out with my race, 
or what you would call my race. Your race is like a fence, you know. I always tend to 
hang out around with the people who are more soulful-or at least not always thinking about quads and carburetors and chicks and parties. I would always choose people 
who had something to say about B.B. King or Jimmy Reed or some cats who would start 
singing in the streets, and so I never really put myself on a fence. I thank God now that 
my mind was a little more broad."
On various trips to Tijuana, Carlos would pick up and play Reed and Howlin' 
Wolf tunes, along with some R&B. He returned to San Francisco for good in 1966. 
The streets were swarming with hippies. "I found myself wanting to be part of this 
new wave," says Carlos. "People turning on and the old Fillmore and Paul Butterfield 
and Mike Bloomfield and Elvin Bishop-they had a jam one time. I think Butterfield 
didn't show up...so they just had a jam, and this brother heard me play, so he introduced me to Michael Bloomfield. Michael Bloomfield was kind enough to let me sit in 
for this jam, and this cat in the audience saw us playing, and he tried to track me 
down. This was the time I was working in a funky restaurant. I had that job as a dishwasher."
At this point, Carlos was in his junior year at Mission High School, where he had 
been doing poorly in all courses except art-he got As in drawing, a B in design class, 
a B in Spanish. He took no music courses.
Carlos hooked up with the kid in the audience, a guitar player named Tom Frazier, 
and added Danny and Gus as drummer and bass. Tom brought in Gregg Rolie. Also, 
Carlos knew Mike Carabello, who went to Poly High, where "this hip art teacher" 
brought in conga players to liven up classes. He would name his new group the 
Santana Blues Band when they gained an audition spot from Bill Graham in January 
1967, on a bill with Butterfield and Charles Lloyd.
"We were playing songs like `Mary Ann' by Ray Charles and `Misty' and `Taste of 
Honey,' only with Latin percussion," said Carlos. "To me it still wasn't music. It was just 
a process of learning, you know."
"We lost Carabello for awhile," said Carlos. Said Mike: "I was just playing 'cause I 
enjoyed playing. I wasn't really serious. Carlos had TB or something and he went into 
the hospital, and we were all waiting for him to get out of the hospital, so I didn't want 
to go to practice or anything, so I got kicked out of the band."
Carlos had been taken out of Mission High and put into General Hospital after a 
TB test showed positive on his arm. After two and a half months, Carlos got restless, 
diagnosed himself OK, and escaped.
"People were dying left and right from TB, and my case wasn't really serious, I 
know. And I was getting paranoid that I was gonna go, too. A couple of friends came 
over and brought me some clothes, we visited, and I said `See you later, you guys.' And 
I walked them to the elevator, and I just went inside the elevator, changed clothes, and 
walked out. But I called them the next day and told the doctor that I didn't feel sick at all. And he told me I had to take some medication-every day shots for two and a half 
years, and I actually-some sort of miracle, or the power of my believing what I believe 
now, it has gotten away from my system. I went to take an Xray and it's gone."


Hospitalization cost Santana a job at the Fillmore, but, he said, "Bill gave us 
another chance. I remember we played with the Who and the Loading Zone (June 
19 6 7). And we were late and Bill Graham was screaming at me and he asked me what 
kind of fuckin' band we had and this and that, 'cause these other cats were late, just 
blowing it, putting cologne on themselves and all this shit. Delivering tortillas, so it 
wasn't music that was really happening, just like a trip for them......
Carlos got himself a new band, keeping only Gregg Rolie with him. David Brown, 
who'd gone to public and private school in San Francisco and played bass at night with 
Latin jazz bands and at clubs behind touring groups like the Four Tops, was walking up 
Grant Ave., in North Beach, when he heard some music from a small club. He stepped 
in, sat in, and was approached by Stan Marcum, who would become Santana's manager. Stan also found a Memphis-born conga player named Marcus Malone, and a 
drummer, Bob "Doc" Livingston, completed the group.
V. THE FIRST LICKS OF EVIL WAYS
BOTH DAV[n BROWN AND CARLOS SANTANA credit Malone as a major influence in 
the band's sound. "We didn't like the music too repetitious, the way Butterfield or other 
blues bands were playing," Brown said, "so we got into improvisation and we'd find the 
drums in there more of the time. Eventually, we just sat back and said let them do their 
thing. Malone was an influence on `Jingo,' those Afro songs."
"In North Beach," said Carlos, "almost every day I used to go drink wine, smoke 
some grass and listen to the conga players and watch the sea and stuff. Seven conga 
players trying to get off at the same time. And Stan found Marcus in there. Marcus had 
pure sound. You could distinguish Marcus from a lot of people."
Santana-they'd cut the name short by now-began to live together and played 
up and down the California coast and all over the city. Offers began streaming in from 
record companies, and, after five months of negotiating, with help from attorney Brian 
Rohan, Santana signed a Columbia contract.
In mid-'68, Santana also began playing regularly at the Fillmore; then, at the new 
Fillmore West, they moved their way up to a topbilling on the December 19th-22nd 
weekend, a full nine months before their first album would even be released.
Bill Graham is a Latin music aficionado from `way back, back past New York, to 
when he visited Havana and heard the Orchestra Riverside, then up to New York and 
Celia Cruz and Machito. In San Francisco he finds time to go to clubs in North BeachAndre's on Broadway, Caesar's Latin Club on Green.
For Graham, this ragtag bunch of street kids copping Olatunji was no musical revelation: "What impressed me is that it was an attempt at fusing rock and Afro and 
Latino and getting a rhythmic, sensuous sound into rock, which I've always thought it 
lacked in many cases."
Graham continued to hire Santana and soon began to book them elsewhere, 
through his Shady Management. He gave them a rehearsal hall, convinced them to 
take on this simple, earth-music Willie Bobo tune called "Evil Ways." Later, he would 
personally account for Santana being onstage at Woodstock.


But shortly before Woodstock, Santana went through just a few more changes. 
Marcus Malone was involved, to put it delicately, in manslaughter. Caught in bed, it 
was alleged; self-defense, he maintained. Nonetheless, he was off to jail, and so it was 
that Mike Carabello would reenter, in time for the album and first swell of success. Also, 
early on in the studios, after a frustrating attempt to record live in L.A., it was decided 
that new percussion was needed; Mike Shrieve was found by David Brown at the 
Fillmore, in another jam, and invited. Carabello remembered a tiny Nicaraguan highly praised for his jazz work throughout South and Central America who migrated to 
New York, then moved to San Francisco, where he joined a band called the Aliens. 
Now, Jose Areas would add a precise timbale sound, plus supplemental conga work and 
Santana's first brass.
Now it is the summer of 1969, and Santana plays Fillmore West four times in two 
months, headlining twice; they are booked to tour with Crosby, Stills & Nash. This, said 
David Rubinson, who tried his hand at producing the first Santana album in early ' 69, 
"broke them in the Midwest. There's a tremendous pocket of Latin-American descendants in L.A. and San Francisco, in Miami, in Dallas, and in New York. They were happening in those markets. Nothing in the middle. What's in the middle? Seventy percent 
of your record buyers." The tour and Woodstock broke that first album, said Rubinson. 
Released in September 1969, it was gold by the end of the year.
"I mean, when it came out you could not turn on the radio for six weeks without 
hearing the damn record. In the middle of all that vapid bullshit that going on with 
psychedelia and mandala that was happening in '69, here was the essence, boiled 
down to drums and percussion and pulse. It was just balls-out music, and that's what 
people wanted to hear."
"Guitar was unknown," he said, "voiced the way it was on Santana. The way they 
use the keyboard was completely different, almost like a Latin horn section. And there 
was no brass."
Santana, said Rubinson, opened the door for a Latin sound. More important, he 
said, were "the revolutions they caused" in pop music. "Every Motown band had a 
conga drum on every single record they put out for a year. Sly Stone started adding 
Latin percussion. Every jazz group started adding Latin percussion, and all kinds of 
rock bands were adding conga drums."
VI. 'WE CAN'T ALL BE MARTIN LUTHER KINGS'
THE MONEY POURED I N, and the stories began to leak, sometimes gush out. Here are 
some of them:
Stan Marcum: There were some negative forces that entered Santana's life in the 
musical aspects.. .that had negative points of view about myself and other people in the 
band-for their own intents and purposes. There were some people involved in 
Santana that I feel were just looking to be involved to make some money.
Mike Carabello: In the very end of it, there was cliques goin' on, with Coke 
Escovedo and Carlos. Coke started kissin' his ass and tellin' him, "Well, your name is 
Carlos Santana, you shouldn't listen to anyone else. You should be the leader..." It went 
to Carlos' head.
Neal Schon: That's when we was havin' all the trouble in New York, man, when 
Coke was on the road with us.


Carabello: This was about the time that Chepito got sick, and we didn't know what 
was gonna happen, if he was gonna die or whatever, so all of us were waiting around. 
We had a meeting, because Carlos was getting restless just sitting around waiting. He 
wanted a gig. And I said, "I don't think we should gig, because Chepito's just as much 
a part of the band as anyone else. I don't think that we should get another person to fill 
his place and go before an audience and say this is Santana, because we're not."
Coke Escovedo: I was called by Rico Reyes. Chepito had this hemorrhage. They had 
tried Willie Bobo in Ghana [for the Soul to Soul show] and they said he couldn't cut it. 
I was recording for Cal Tjader at the time, and I joined them for a tour to Europe. 
Otherwise they would have to cancel. This is at the beginning of 1971. There was an 
understanding that I was temporary, and I told Stan Marcum there was no hassle with 
Chepito coming back.
David Rubinson: So Chepito was in the hospital. David Brown had left a while 
before. He was not physically able to play at that time. He was really smacked out, from 
what I could tell. Coke was hired and given a large amount of money: Well, man, he 
got ten grand cash to start. I mean, they took care of him good. So they went on the 
road. And a lot of political shit went on, and all this bullshit started with Carlos and 
Coke being bosom buddies against somebody else, and then this one against that one, 
and then finally they all had a meeting and Coke wanted to get rid of Marcum and then 
he got a couple of the guys on his side and.. .Coke made too much trouble. I think he 
could have done whatever he wanted and taken over the band because he was a very 
strong force. But he pushed and pushed, and ultimately it came down to a choice and 
I think they chose against him.
Coke: I knew there was a tightening of the family when I joined. But I'm a professional, so I thought I'd do the best I can. My effect was with everybody. They were used 
to playing just the way they liked. On the third album it was my idea to have the Tower 
of Power horns. I got [trumpet player] Luis Gasca on there. Some of them objected to 
this change. "It should always be the same six cats." I wanted to teach them all I could, 
and from that, people thought I was speaking into Carlos' ear. Carlos and I got alongwe got into a groove, but at no time was I kissing anybody's ass for it. When it got to the 
point I was unhappy, I left.
Marcum lost his control when I came into the band. We started finding out things 
he could have told us. [Escovedo was alluding to the band's severe financial problems.] 
It got to the point where no one knew what was happening.
In a way I was responsible. But I'm glad. If I brought two good musicians out of a 
band of six bad ones, I'm glad.
Carlos Santana: Just last year, Peru opened my eyes toward reality. That was really like a slap. I used to get a lot of slaps from acid and mescaline and drugs. But when 
reality itself is slapping your face with what your goal really is this time around, you 
think more towards keeping that pace of being constant toward what you're striving 
for.
How did Peru slap you?
Carlos: Well, I got a clear view of what we were as far as drugs, as far as personalities, as far as the mind, the mind deceiving us, robbing us of time, which is one of the 
most precious things that we have. I saw that this band needed to go through some 
changes, and I saw that I wasn't really putting out 100 percent of what I can put out.


Rubinson: I've always been fascinated with Carlos' desire to be a really bitchin' 
player. He's always been very anxious to be a very good player.
Carlos: It didn't take long for me to find out music is more eternal. When I first 
started, I really wanted the same things-to be able to communicate and make everybody that was around, bring them together as one body. At that time, I understand that 
the pulse was happening. But then again there's melodies. Melodies are more universal than anything, you know. Michael [Shrieve, drummer] and I used to go through a 
lot of types of music. But there's one that has more feeling every time you listen to it; 
it seems juicier and like fruit. And some music after a while, it's just bone dry, you know.
Gregg Rolie: The reason I quit was that the music was going where I didn't want to 
go. It would get into religious aspects. Then things got personal.
Mike Carabello: He like had this thing about me, I don't know, all the time, about 
what I did; the people I hung around with, how I ran my life...
Carlos: Carabello wasn't fired, really. I still don't know deep inside me why I felt so 
strong about him being out of the band, although in a lot of ways I do. I don't like to 
feel the particular feeling of somebody feeling like they have to kiss my ass. It was our 
personality clashes, so I told the band-the band was going on the road [Chepito was 
recovered and back by now]-and I said I'm not going unless he's out. The band chose 
to leave without me for two weeks of concerts.
Stan Marcum: We were all in New York, and Barry Imhoff [of FM Productions; he 
travels with Santana] had talked Ron Estrada [road manager, now managing the new 
Santana] into getting Carlos, because Carabello said, "Well, look, if everybody is fucked 
up because Carlos won't play because I'm here, I'll just leave." Well, half the band left. 
Chepito, myself, David Brown, Carabello.
Mike Shrieve: By the time we got to New York, Carlos came back. Stan and 
Carabello and Chepito-well, all the percussion section except for myself-left New 
York when we had a whole weekend of concerts to do at the [Felt] Forum. So we went 
onstage and played without the percussion section. Three gigs before that, the whole 
band was there except for Carlos. The reason I went was because we had commitments.
(At this point, Carlos was left with Rolie, Shrieve and Neal Schon. In the audience, a young conga player approached Santana's production manager, Herbie, about 
jamming. He knew Santana's repertoire, he said. Herbie gave the kid $4 to take a taxi 
home and fetch his congas. He returned, auditioned, and joined the Santana survivors on stage, even blitzing through a well-deserved solo. That's "Mingo" Lewis. 
Escovedo was also on hand in New York. Later, Carlos would replace Brown with 
Doug Rauch, from the Voices of East Harlem, on bass, add Rich Kermode [from Malo] 
and Tom Koster [from Gabor Szabo] on keyboards, and hire veteran Latin musician 
Armando Peraza on congas.)
Stan Marcum: That was all really vague about what Carlos was gonna do, other 
than, "Well, you know, you're fired, and you're fired, and you're fired." And all of a sudden somebody's firing us that's not the boss, because nobody's the boss and nobody 
quite understood what was going on.
Luis Gasca told me Carlos was getting into music, but the others were still mostly interested in dope and balling.
Marcum: Well, I myself feel he took that a little too far. If there's any one God or if 
there's any one Jesus, we all are. And I don't believe one man can claim that he is.


Did he claim he is?
Marcum: Well, his actions seemed to claim that he would be more so than anyone 
else. And everybody likes chicks, and everybody likes to have a good time, and everybody 
likes music. And they all go together. And we're not good all the time. We can't be. 
Because if we were, I think we'd all be dead like Martin Luther King and John Kennedy.
Carlos: I was really straightforward with the band about how I felt about moving on, that I wanted to be for real, not to be cool, and I didn't particularly appreciate it when my brother's coming on to me and trying to show me a song when they 
couldn't even speak because they were so down, you know. I started to feel weak and 
resentful towards the band, because I was demanding more, because my soul was 
demanding more.
I found out just this year why I was so hard to work with sometimes. When I ate 
meat, I had no patience at all with anybody showing up late. I was just screaming 
like I was Nixon or something. I would really demand, expect-I didn't have the tolerance and the understanding to know that, man, not everybody's like me, you 
know. You have to have patience to let time take its course, you know. But I feel that 
even if I had the patience and the understanding that I have now, the band would 
have eventually dissolved...
I know to this day, they think I'm crazy because I used to contradict myself so 
much. I would demand this, I would say this, and the next time I would just likeworse than them. Hypocrite, because I wasn't really balanced with consistency tountil I started finding out about meditation. I was strolling through Sausalito in this 
bookstore at the time, and I saw this book on Paramahansa Yogananda and that's 
what-it was like a magnet. I just picked it up and took it home and I started reading 
it and I started understanding.
Carlos Santana is by nature a soft-spoken person, and here he was, at the peak of 
stardom in a strange country, finding out, through a book, then through new music, 
that he was just another student. And, surrounded by "brothers" from the streets who 
were at once forceful, emotional, and simple, he was an ineffective teacher. And 
Santana had no other guiding force. Another commune collapses.
And on its way to the ground, there were the busts: Chepito, hustled away by the 
authorities at the airport after he screamed, "Explosives!" at a box while boarding a 
plane. He said he was talking about a carton of Abraxas albums. His attorney showed 
the court a clipping from Newsweek. It called the album "explosive." Case dismissed.
Also, David Brown, the bass player, was arrested early one morning after smashing up his Porsche in the rain. The cops found some reds, according to Carabello.
When we talked to Brown last week, it was in the attorneys' visiting room at 
County jail, where he was serving thirty days for a second bust. Stan Marcum had said 
Brown was busted in another person's house, where police found drugs. Brown himself said he was on the streets, got stopped for looking suspicious, "and they found 
some seeds or something." Brown, in work shirt, khaki slacks, and blue sneakers, 
smiled. "When I'm on the road, I'm in a hotel room studying and reading, you know. 
And I feel free inside, 'cause that's what it took to get me to play in the first place. So I 
don't feel that confined, really."
As for Carlos: "Going to the Fillmore and stuff like that, I developed sort of a thing 
for LSD and mescaline, mushrooms, stuff like that, because they were expanding my consciousness, expanding my goals. I wanted to try everything just like a little child. It 
took me a long time to find out the difference between getting loaded and getting 
high... actually, up till this year. I quit cocaine and stuff like that two years ago. The 
times when I did it, which was like three times after I quit at different times, I found 
myself having some bad experiences. Like one time the house I was visiting almost 
burned down. I just took them as signs for me to say, `You can't do that."'


When we first met, backstage at one of the enlightened Santana's triumphant 
four nights at the Winterland, Carlos held a small bottle of pop wine. That now, is his 
only indulgence.
"It's sort of like a basket of fruit, of me marinating myself with beliefs that I have 
now, this faith, actually, and me waking up in the morning and me not going to bed 
with chicks anymore, giving myself like true discipline for awhile. I didn't want to 
make love to one person or three persons in bed anymore. I felt that my energy could 
go farther than that to make love to everybody who's got ears." Carlos said he is down 
to one "soul sister."
And then there are the lawsuits: Are there any lawsuits, Stan Marcum?
"I don't know of any. [long pause.] Oh, uh, Barry Imhoff owed Santana a lot of 
money from some gigs we did with him. And there was some talk about a lawsuit on 
Bill Graham's part when we split from his company."
David Rubinson, a vice president at Fillmore Corporation at the time Graham was 
working for Santana, was clear on the matter: "Bill Graham broke Santana. No one 
else. Not Marcum. Not Carlos. Nobody."
This becomes interesting testimony when you meet Stan Marcum.
"He was a barber," Carlos said. "He had a part-time job as a barber, and he introduced me to the drug LSD. He introduced me to a lot of beautiful people. He introduced 
me to a lot of beautiful times, beautiful moods. He taught me a lot."
Three months ago, the current Santana drummed Marcum out. Stan doesn't 
claim he was ever the "manager," even if he allowed himself to be so credited on the 
first two albums. "I managed their affairs," he said, "but I can't say I'm an artist's manager because I'm not, and I don't have a license to be."
So Bill Graham-who'd done the same previously with the Airplane and the 
Dead-helped manage Santana?
"He never managed," Marcum says. His is a soft face, with voice to match. "What 
happened was-the reason why we didn't stay with Bill Graham-I was doing everything from my house and we needed some help, and at the time Bill Graham was in our 
minds as somebody who could help us. He set up an office, and it came down that Bill 
Graham was just answering my phone calls."
That's all?
`And relayed messages to me."
Why would Bill Graham, who was a fairly busy man in 1968, act as a receptionist for you?
Another pause. Then, finally: "He wanted to be involved with the band.. .because 
he knew the band was going to make a lot of money.
"It started out like a booking agency, then, `If you need space we have space here.' 
I'd say 90 percent of the bookings came from people calling in and asking... Graham 
claimed that he had such an important role in Santana that he was entitled to 10 per cent of their earnings the rest of their life. Which was such bullshit. He had no 
grounds; all he could have done was make threats."


Then why does his FM Productions continue to do booking and promoting for 
Santana today?
"That's just booking. Like IFA or anything else."
VII. WHY BILL GRAHAM LUNGED AT MR. HERB RESNER
I T HAS BEEN SOME THREE YEARS since Bill Graham has spoken at length to this magazine for publication. But for a piece on Santana he invited me to his office, where he 
works in a tiny, trapezoid-shaped room walled off from his secretary and the outer 
office by a sheet of glass.
Our half-hour appointment stretched into three hours, and by day's end it was 
obvious that Graham had been almost shattered by the Santana betrayal. that he had 
been in some kind of love with the band he'd adopted.
"If Stan Marcum says, 'he answered the phone,"' Graham began, "it's very sad.
"The Santana situation is so indicative of one of the major problems in rock. 
I've said it too many times: One of the challenges of life, challenges to your character, is what happens to you when you make it. What happened to Santana? Well, 
what happened to Stan Marcum? Now, Stan Marcum was a neighborhood boy who 
was the nonmusician, and he became the manager of the roadie. Now Santana 
came to Bill Graham. `We would like you to manage our affairs.' Fine. And this is the 
percentage.' I made it very clear to them. I don't ask for 20 percent or 15. Most managers ask for that (Graham got 10). And I never asked for papers from anyone, never. 
Because I felt, I'm good and you're good. If we get along, why have a marriage 
license. I'd rather live together.
"To understand Stan Marcum's situation and his feelings is to ask, well, why 
isn't Stan Marcum the manager of the group that he made?-number one. Number 
two is-at one particular point before they left maybe a year earlier, there was an 
argument within the group where Stan felt he was strong enough to do it himself, so 
to speak. We had a meeting in my office at the Fillmore-I wish they were sitting 
right here-and I knew they were coming into the office, and I made a list of all the 
important things that ever happened to Santana-ever-other than the music. Now, 
the one thing I will always maintain, I am not responsible for their ability. I'm a cowbell nut. I love to hang around Latin music, but the one thing I never take credit for 
is their music. But at one point-at this meeting that we had in `69 or '70, whatever it was, Stan said something to the effect, `Well, you know, we want to get more 
together and do our thing.' I think it was because Stan felt that he was ready to manage the group. And I said, `Stan, what you're saying is that you are primarily responsible for what's happening to the group?' `Yes.' And I said, `I've made a list here of 
important events'-I think it was seventeen or eighteen different things: Woodstock, 
Ed Sullivan Show, the tours, how they went to the Fillmore East, the advertising, the 
PR and what-not. And one of the important things that I fought with them about 
and finally they agreed to do: I just wrote down `Evil Ways,' and I said, `Now, is there 
any important point that I left out, Stan?' `Uh, no.' Any member of the group, is 
there any event or situation that's not on this list that has helped you to become who 
you are?' `No.'


"'Fine, now Stan, one by one, let's take them. What did you do with Woodstock?' 
And I said, 'Let's stay with that.' I sat with Michael Lang at the restaurant next to the 
Fillmore till five in the morning-'Bill, what do you think of this group?' Now he had 
some ideas and I had some ideas. In the exchange for that I asked him for one favor`put on this group from San Francisco that I think deserves to be heard' and I sold 
the group.
"I said, And when you went there, Stan, I asked you not to sign anything until I 
got there, and I got there one day later, and because somebody said to you unless you 
sign this, you can't appear, you almost gave away the rights to the movie. Remember 
that, Stan? And I said, `You signed for $750.' The deal was, Santana was getting 
$1,500-I didn't care. I wanted them to go there. The deal with all the other groups 
was if you were to appear in the film, you would get half again as much. Now for a 
group that was getting $20,000, they were getting another $10,000, which was fine. 
I said, `But, Stan, you were getting another $1,500, that's $750, and I'm not going to 
give you away.' And by the time the film had come out, I knew.
"What happened in the film? Michael Wadleigh was the director, and his partner, 
Bob Maurice, had a great deal of trouble getting the groups to just see the film. Joe 
Cocker didn't want to see it. Richie Havens didn't want to see it. The filmmakers came 
and said, 'Bill, will you please get so-and-so to at least look at the film?' I have fairly 
good relations with a lot of musicians, and I got X amount of musicians up to their 
studios on Broadway in New York to view it. And they said, `Bill, we can't thank you 
enough.' `What can we do?' I said, `I want Santana in the film.' I said, `Look at the 
drummer. Look at the solo, and look at this, look at that.' I said, `Stan, why are they 
in the middle of the film for twelve minutes? Longer than anybody else-uninterrupted. You?'
"I'm gonna prove to you what I've done, and while I'm doing that, I'm afraid I have 
to call this man to a test. What has he done? 'Cause you brought up this challenge.' I 
said, `Now, the movie is done, and you got $750. Stan, what happened then?' `Uh.' I'll 
tell you what happened. I called Warner Brothers and said, 'We're not going to work for 
$ 7 50.' They said, `We have a contract.' I said, `There's a difference between laws and 
justice. Fuck your law. The law is that piece of paper. You know what justice is? They're 
gonna be in the middle of that film, and they're stars today and you guys are going to 
make millions of dollars. You should come to me like men and say here's money.' And 
they said, `Well, we have a piece of paper.' I went to N.Y., and you can check with 
Warner Brothers, and I talked with some of the heavies in N.Y. and said, `Do you know 
who I am? I'm the manager of the group. You've heard I'm crazy, right?' 'Yeah.' `Now 
look, because it's true. Unless we get what's fair-at least close to what's fair, I'm gonna 
blow up this building. Now you don't have to believe me. Just throw me out of here.' 
Make a long story short, I got that $ 750 with a zero behind it. $7,500. Why? If they didn't respect the ethic of giving me more money, they respected my supposed insanity.
"Woodstock was so important to Santana, because Woodstock took rock from the 
neighborhoods and put them on Wall Street. And you're gonna say, 'Bill, you've always 
been outspoken against these things.' True, but I'm the manager. It was my job to 
expose them as best I could. That was one gig."
For which Graham said he was hardly paid. He never received any record royalties 
or statements, he said, and he had a meeting with Marcum. "I said, 'Stan, what about the percentage from this?' And he said, `You mean to tell me you get 10 percent from 
royalties also? You got paid for Woodstock, didn't you?' I said, `Fuck Woodstock, they 
got $1,500 to play, and what you're saying is that I should only be paid $150. He 
didn't think I should get paid a percentage from the movie, from the $ 7,500, or from 
record royalites. And I once said to him, which is a very ugly thing, `I'll show you 
what a manager really is. When his client sneezes, he gets 10 percent of the snot.' I 
looked him straight in the face and said, According to you, I should be paid 10 percent on the gig and nothing else from the gig.' He said, `That's right.' I said. `Do you 
think that's fair?' `Yeah, man.'


"So I began to realize that he's either very stupid or very ruthless."
Back once more to the list: "Stan," Graham was asking, "what did you have to do 
with Ed Sullivan? I went to New York, walked in, was rejected. I sat in the producer's 
office for three hours. He was late, finally didn't show up. I went back the next day. I 
played `Evil Ways'; he wasn't caught by it. And ask him what I did. I got up, in his office, 
and I did a choreography of the ethnicality of the group. [Graham announces his performance with a sharp slap, right hand into left] `Black! Chicano! Nicaraguan! White! 
A cross section of America or Latin America on your stage!' And I told him what they 
looked like and he bought it. And I came back and did I say to you, `Oh, I went to New 
York'? No. It's not my job to tell you how hard it was for me. But now that you ask me 
`What do I do?'-this is what happened to get it."
Finally, the group huddled and came in with the verdict: "We're sorry this came 
up, let's just go ahead and do the best we can."
But Marcum, said Graham, was still intent on taking over-"He set up his own 
office and I never went down there." It is not like him to hand out. "But you should ask 
Stan Marcum how they went about telling Bill Graham he was no longer needed. I set 
up a gig in Tanglewood that I loved so much, with Miles Davis and the Voices of East 
Harlem. I mean just music, and excitement and warmth, and after the gig I got a trailer for the boys in the back, and we were just happy. `Bill, you're the greatest.' Love, love, 
love. I went back into New York for the next gig and they came out to California.
"The day after this joyous togetherness, I got a call three thousand miles away 
from Stan Marcum saying, `Bill, we decided we want to do our own thing, man, and 
we're not gonna be with you anymore.' I remember distinctly on the phone-I wish 
Stan was here right now-I said, `Stan, regardless of whether it's right or wrong, how 
dare you call a man three thousand miles away to tell him that you're taking his 
lover-like a woman saying to her man, hello, honey, this is your wife, Charlotte, I'm 
in Hawaii with George. How do you do that?' And I said, `Why couldn't you be man 
enough to tell me when you get back here for the meeting? Or say something to me at 
Tanglewood?' 'Well, yesterday everybody was so happy.' I said, `That's right.' I was 
extremely disappointed, not because of the money. They owed me a considerable sum 
of money. They still owe me a considerable sum of money. I was really hurt. And he didn't want to get together, he didn't want to discuss it.
"He made his move at a time when the group was gonna break, I mean big. I'm 
not talking about hundreds of dollars. I'm talking about hundreds and thousands and 
millions of dollars. At that point, did he ask himself with respect to the group could he 
handle a multimillion-dollar piece of talent? And if he couldn't, who was he really 
helping? One of the meetings I had with Stan Marcum afterwards, I said, `I have to be honest, I don't think you can do it.' And he mentioned a lawyer and an astrologer 
friend who was going to run it for them, and I said, `It's only a matter of time. Because 
some of the people you mention, I think, are of ill repute, and I think they are what you 
accuse me of being, but they don't know anything about your industry and in the long 
run they'll hurt you. Now what happened to Stan Marcum is that he dropped Bill 
Graham and he went with these people, and not two years later-how many times in 
life do you say to yourself, `I'm sorry-I was right'?"


Bill Graham, by the way, says he isn't suing. He did feel he deserved compensation 
for the jobs he'd booked for Santana up to the day of his dismissal, and he felt he 
should've gotten a few percent of the band's earnings after August 19 70. Graham says 
he's received nothing-especially after a meeting at Santana's then-lawyer Herb 
Resner's office. `And there was this feeling that we deserved absolutely nothing. We got 
very heated and he started calling me some names and I lunged at him." Graham 
chuckled.
Stan Marcum insisted that he could recall no meeting where Graham produced a 
list of Santana milestones. "What he says and what went down is a bunch of shit."
Marcum was getting testy. "Look," he said, "If Bill Graham wants to look good, 
let him."
Still, would he agree that the switch from receptionist Bill Graham to his 
astrologer/attorney/accountant team was a mistake?
"Well, yeah. It was you make one mistake after another to get in the position to 
make things better. Which is where we are now."
He talks about being involved in music. "I've got a lot of creative things in mind in 
music, and I've also got a lot of living I want to do, and I'm gonna make them work 
together."
Marcum, Neal Schon, and Michael Carabello seem to think that Carlos Santana 
had surrounded himself with a band of yes men. Well, yes. Shrieve is definitely with 
Carlos, spiritually; Rauch appears to be getting there, having accompanied Carlos and 
Armando Peraza to the Mahavishnu sessions in New York; Peraza appears to be an oldtimer going along for the ride, getting some dues after years of work in the Afro-CubanLatin music scene, and Chepito is in it for the dinero, as Carabello says.
The little half pint of brown sugar is thumping his chest, gesturing with his 
hands, fourteen more inches, and he is asked by proud husband and father Tom Koster 
if he likes the Caravaseral music.
"They are heavy musicians," he says thickly, "but I don't like the music as much. 
I write my own music, a lot of Latin and rock, but they don't like it. I stay in the group 
because I like to stay with what I start." Chepito came to the U.S.-to New York, to join 
the Latin-jazz scene there-six years ago from Nicaragua. There, at age 8, he first 
injured his head in a fall onto hard, rocky road. `And I never grow up," he said, to 
explain his five-foot lack of height.
"In the hospital," Koster is saying now, "He screwed all the nurses."
"Yeah," Chepito agrees. "But I don't remember nothin'."
Carlos Santana has hired this band; pays the new members a salary; exacts 
supreme discipline. Even a system of fines, a la James Brown and Ray Charles, it is said. 
Carlos will no longer be abused by brothers for his phrases, for trying to take over a 
band. Carlos, today, is Santana.


And Santana is so solid musically that fewer and fewer people are demanding the 
old evil ways. The crowds were sparer than expected in a few spots this recent first tour, 
but there were standing ovations in San Francisco and New York, and encores almost 
everywhere else.
Carlos took a risk few musicians could afford, and fewer, still. could dare to make. 
He pauses for a moment of prayer before each set; for an encore, he'll bring the caravan back to "Jingo" or "Samba Pa Ti" to say thanks for accepting the change.
"The name only dies when a person dies inside. There's a lot of dead people walking around, you know. And they don't have the eyes to see these things."
Carlos is standing up against a hotel room wall this morning in Seattle, his eyes 
closed as the photographer blitz-clicks around him. Incense is burning and on the cassette now is Dionne Warwick.
"Dionne," says Carlos. "She doesn't OD on soul. She carries the melody. And 
that's hard to do."
-December 7, 1972
Rolling Stone
Santana weathered some difficult personnel changes after their first couple of albums, but 
Carlos had seen nothing yet. Through the years, the revolving door required plenty of oil. Its 
only constant was its namesake. In this case, one constant was enough. As the band roared 
into the nineties, filling concert halls and selling albums old and new, Santana proved more 
durable than any of the many bands that came out of San Francisco. When, in 1998, Sony 
Legacy reissued their first three albums, I was asked to provide annotations, and interviewed 
Carlos and Gregg Rolie. Without being asked to, Rolie addressed both the band's unstable 
lineup and its long life. "The way the band played, the sum of the parts was greater than any 
individual, even though there were people who stood out," he said. "You put it together, and 
it was something unbelievable, and it always seemed to continue on." Carlos remains a mix 
of humility, spirituality, and unstoppable musical talent. And he still has a penchant for the 
kinds of similes and metaphors that had former bandmates Mike Carabello and Neal Schon 
cracking up twenty-six years before. Carlos was talking about how he and Rolie formed the 
nucleus of the band. "It's kind of like George Lucas and Steven Spielberg," he said. "That was 
the unity right there. Gregg and I took turns at who's the needle and who's the thread, but 
we're the ones that were making the quilt." Early on, it was that unity that helped the band 
to weather the changes. "Drummers came and went; congeros came and went, but his feeling and my feeling.. .we just made a gumbo together."
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THE ROLLING STONE INTERVIEW:
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[image: ]hen I'm asked to name my favorite story or subject from Rolling Stone, my answer 
is Ray Charles. And when I'm asked about the best thing about working at that 
magazine, the answer is the same. Or, as I wrote on the occasion of Rolling 
Stone's twenty-fifth anniversary: "The best thing about Rolling Stone was that you could do 
just about any story you wanted. At an editorial meeting I'd raise my hand and say, 'How 
about Diane Keaton?' and offer a reason, then be sent off to go get her. Once I mentioned 
Ray Charles and had to say no more. It didn't matter that he wasn't selling a lot of records 
and that he wasn't in the news. We all knew he should be in Rolling Stone, and so he was."
In 1972, Charles was 43 and had just completed his twenty-fifth year in the music business. He was busy making records and performing concerts, and he drew well, but he hadn't 
broken into the rock circuit the way Aretha Franklin, Otis Redding, and others had. The year 
before, in fact, he'd appeared at the Fillmore West in San Francisco-as a guest with Aretha. 
And it was not Ray, but Aretha who'd been on the charts in recent months, with "Spanish 
Harlem," "Day Dreaming," and her own composition, "Rock Steady."
Charles' last single to chart was "Booty Butt," which had reached number 36 in 
Billboard a year and a half before. He jumped at the chance to talk with Rolling Stone and, 
after we met at a concert in San Francisco, he made himself available for two days in a Los 
Angeles recording studio, and then for an extended visit in Washington, D.C.


After a busy week with Charles, 
I returned to what was no longer a 
normal life. In the aftermath of my 
brother's murder, I moved from one 
apartment to another, dealt with 
tumultuous changes in my relationships with women, finished my 
lengthy feature on Santana, and finally, on a visit to New York City over 
the Thanksgiving weekend, began 
work on the transcripts of the sessions with Charles.
[image: ]
I remember my Thanksgiving 
Day. Josh Feigenbaum, who was selling advertising for Rolling Stone, gave 
me his apartment in the Village, after 
warning me about some drop-in 
roommates of his-namely, rats. 
What he didn't say was that he had 
no office supplies-no scissors, no 
stapler, no paper clips, no blank paper. Just some Scotch tape. As I edited the dozens of pages 
of the interview, I folded and tore out paragraphs and taped the surviving pieces of paper 
together, until I had one long, ugly roll of a story to 
take back to San Francisco to retype.
[image: ]With Tom Wolfe, 1997.


But I knew that I had gotten the goods. In my 
research, I had noticed Charles' reticence-no, outright refusal-to talk about his battles with heroin. 
He wouldn't talk with Playboy about it, nor with 
Downbeat.
He talked with me. And all it took was 
patience; waiting for an opening. As it turned out, 
he opened the door himself when he began critiquing the "blaxploitation" films of the day, and how unrealistic he found their depictions of 
drug use. "Oh?" I thought. "Then you tell us how it really was." And he did.
The year wound down in a surrealistic blur. I wrote the introduction to the Ray Charles 
interview and began work, along with the late Larry Lee, a newscaster on KSAN, on an article 
about the Nixon Administration's plans to deregulate the broadcasting industry. I saw Bette 
Midler perform at a favorite local club, The Boarding House, where she was accompanied by 
a gangly pianist and music arranger, Barry Manilow. We were going to press on December 
26th. Two days before-on a Saturday, I was at Rolling Stone when Jann Wenner began ask ing for changes in the layouts of the music section, then asked if I could spend a few hours 
hosting an out-of-town visitor: Tom Wolfe. The conclusion of his two-part opus on the NASA 
astronauts was our cover story. I had to beg off. I still had to finish the Nixon piece, which I 
would just minutes before my Sunday radio show began. On Monday-Christmas Day-I 
was back at Rolling Stone, with fellow staff members, and Wolfe, putting the finishing touches on the issue.


Wolfe richly deserved the cover for a feature that would become a book and, later, a 
movie. Ray Charles settled for a headline along the top of the cover, for a huge photo on 
page one, and for a chance, after years of silence and neglect, to have his say.
RAY CHARLES I S ONE OF THE GREAT ONES, a genius, as he's been called for some 
thirteen years, or, as Sinatra put it, "the only genius in the business." He is the major 
influence on dozens of blues, jazz, R&B, pop, and rock and roll musicians. Joe Cocker 
idolized him, from faraway England, to the point of imitation. So did Billy Preston, who 
would show up at Ray's doorstep in L.A. to audition. Aretha Franklin called him "the 
Right Reverend," and Georgia legislator Julian Bond picked up the beat, in a poem 
called "the Bishop of Atlanta: Ray Charles."
Ray Charles' twenty-six years in the business are represented by some forty albums. He 
got his first gold record with "What'd I Say" for Atlantic Records in the summer of 1959, 
seven years after he'd joined that label. Charles then switched to ABC and began a streak with 
"Georgia on My Mind," "Ruby," and "Hit the Road Jack." He topped them all with a country 
and western album that gave him a three million-selling single, "I Can't Stop Loving You," 
along with criticism from fans who didn't want to hear the Genius kicking shit. Others, like 
Gladys Knight, listened: "Ray Charles," she said, "hipped a lot of the black people to country 
and western bands... we was kind of listening before, but he made it even more down-to-earth 
where you could dig it." And Quincy Jones, longtime friend and arranger with Charles, appreciated his pioneer sense of eclecticism: "Ray Charles was responsible," he said, "for us opening our ears to all kinds of music."
Born September 23rd, 1930, in Albany, Georgia, Ray first jumped onto a piano bench, 
for fun, at age 5 in Greensville, Florida. Over the next two years, he lost his sight (he had been 
stricken with glaucoma, doctors determined years later); his parents, Bailey and Araetha, 
were laborers who couldn't afford medical help. "When I woke up in the mornings," Charles 
recalled, "I'd have to pry my eyes open." Blinded, he learned to work to help out, washing 
clothes, scrubbing floors, even chopping wood, until he went to a school for the blind in 
Orlando, Florida. He studied music there-he'd begun to pick out tunes on a neighbor's piano 
by age 7-and by 15 was writing arrangements for big bands he heard in his imagination. 
Then his mother died, following his father by five years, and Charles left school to play in combos around Georgia and Florida. He was "crawling," he said, until he split to Seattle and got a 
record contract from Swing Time, a small label. He cut "Confession Blues," and then had his 
first success, "Baby, Let Me Hold Your Hand," done in the style of one of his main influences-or, as Johnny Otis put it, "It was a wonderful thing, but he definitely was aping 
Charles Brown."
Ray would soon develop his own fusion of blues, jazz, and gospel, touring with Lowell 
Fulsom, then forming a backup group for Ruth Brown in New York. He returned to Seattle and 
formed the Maxim Trio, worked at the Rocking Chair club and on local TV, and found himself signed to Atlantic Records when Swing Time sold his contract. At Atlantic, Ray began to write 
arrangements and compose his own great songs, blended gospel with a rocking R&B sound, 
formed a septet, cut "I've Got a Woman, " and moved onto the first of many heights.


And all the time, he was on junk. He'd been using heroin since 1948, when he was 18, 
and he'd been busted before, around 1956, but it had all been kept hushed. Then, in 1965, 
Charles was arrested in Boston, reportedly in possession of a planeload of heroin, and entered 
a hospital in Lynwood, California. According to published stories, he spent three months 
undergoing medical and psychiatric help, followed by a year off He saw a Viennese psychoanalyst regularly.
Charles has his own version of his involvement with drugs, but over the years he has 
refused to discuss it. When Playboy asked him, in 1970, how he started, he begged off the 
question. "I'm fed up with talking about that aspect of my life. Jesus Christ couldn't get me to 
say another word on the subject to anybody."
So when we got the conversation around to dope, it was a surprise to hear Ray plunge 
into his hooking and kicking, and it was no surprise that the stories sometimes seemed, in at 
least two definitions of that word, fantastic. Example: Ray says he took that year off the road, 
after his bust in '65, to make the courts happy (he continued to produce records, including 
"Crying Time" and "Let's Go Get Stoned"). He'd kicked even before the bust, he hinted in our 
talk. But Ron Granger, who was director of Tangerine for three years and knew Charles from 
long ago, told us: "He took that year off to kick it. It took a year."
The man is clean, a nonstop worker, a perfectionist/taskmaster devoted to his music. 
He moves around his office building with ease, with no cane, still missing a stairstep now 
and then as he moves between control room and main studio, instructing musicians, running the console, redoing his vocals. He is a gentleman as I toss in questions over an elevenhour mixing session. Sometimes, ego challenged, there's volcanic action, as he stands up, 
all dressed in black, and shouts a reply, punctuating it with a "Hel-lo!" before he sits again. 
In his hotel room, with milk in the refrigerator and coffee and toast on the table, he writhes 
on the couch, sits forward pensively, falls almost onto his knee to find another restful position.
We accentuated the positive for a bit, talked about how he plays chess with a specially 
carved set, how he admires Bobby Fischer for insisting on championship playing conditions, 
how he "saw" baseball games by going to the stadium with a transistor radio at his ear, how 
he chose the songs for the new album, Through the Eyes of Love.
We began by asking him to recall himself as a 5-year-old, when his eyes began to run, 
to hurt.
IT D I D N ' T HAPPEN like one day I could see a hundred miles and the next day I 
couldn't see an inch. Each day for two years my sight was less and less. My mother was 
always real with me, and bein' poor, you got to pretty much be honest with your children. We couldn't afford no specialists.
When you were losing your sight, did you try to take in as much as possible, to remember things?
I guess I was too small to really care that much. I knew there were things I liked to 
watch. I used to love to look at the sun. That's a bad thing for my eyes, but I liked that. I 
used to love to look at the moon at night. I would go out in the backyard and stare at it. 
It just fascinated the hell out of me. And another thing that fascinated me that would scare most people is lightnin'. When I was a kid, I thought that was pretty. Anything like 
brightness, any kind of lights. I probably would've been a firebug or somethin'.


And there were colors. I was crazy about red. Always thought it was a beautiful 
color. I remember the basic colors. I don't know nothin' about chartreuse and all-I 
don't know what the hell that is. But I know the black, green, yellow, brown, and stuff 
like that. And naturally I remember my mother, who was pretty. God, she was pretty. 
She was a little woman. She must have been about 4' 11 ", I guess, and when I was 12 
or 13, I was taller and bigger than my mother, and she had this long pretty black hair, 
used to come way down her back. Pretty good-lookin' chick, man [laughter].
A lot of people have asked you to define soul. I'd like to get a definition of beauty.
If you're talkin' about physical beauty, I would have to say that to me beauty is 
probably about the same thing that it means to most people. You look at them and the 
structure of their face, the way their skin is, and say like, a woman, the contour of her 
body, you know what I mean: The same way as I would walk out and feel the car. Put 
my hands on the lines of a car, and I'd know whether I'd like it or not from the way the 
designs of the lines are. As I said, I was fortunate enough to see until I was about 7, and 
I remember the things that I heard people calling beautiful.
How about beauty in music?
I guess you could call me a sentimentalist, man, really. I like Chopin or Sibelius. 
People who write softness, you know, and although Beethoven to me was quite heavy, 
he wrote some really touching songs, and I think that Moonlight Sonata-in spite of the 
fact that it wound up being very popular-it's somethin' about that, man, you could 
just feel the pain that this man was goin' through. Somethin' had to be happenin' in 
that man. You know, he was very, very lonesome when he wrote that. From a technical point of view, I think Bach, if you really want to learn technique, that was the cat, 
'cause he had all them fugues and things, your hands doin' all kinda different things. 
Personally, outside of technique, I didn't care for Bach.
Did you try to catch up with high school or college after you left school?
No. When I left school, I had to get out and really tough it, as you know, because 
my mother passed away when I was 15. I didn't have no brothers or sisters. But my 
mama always taught me, "Look, you got to learn how to get along by yourself," and 
she's always tellin' me, "Son, one of these days I'm gonna be dead, and you're gonna 
need to know how to survive, because even your best friends, although they may want 
to do things for you; after all, they will have their own lives." So at that point I started 
tryin' to help myself. So what do I do to help myself? The thing I can do best, or figure 
I can do best, anyway. And that is sing or play the piano or both.
Music was a meek living for a long time.
Yeah, it was really crawlin'. I became very ill a couple times. I suffered from malnutrition, you know. I was really messed up because I wasn't eatin' nothin', and I 
wouldn't beg. Two things you don't do, you don't beg, and you don't steal.
What kind of music education did you have in Florida?
They taught you how to read the music, and I had to play Chopin. Beethoven, 
you know, the normal thing, just music lessons. Not really theory. I don't know 
what that is. It's just, they taught me how to read music, and naturally how to use 
correct fingerin', and once you've learned that you go from the exercises into little 
compositions into things like Chopin. That's the way it went, although I was tryin' to play boogie-woogie, man, 'cause I could always just about play anything I heard. 
My ear was always pretty good, but I did have a few music teachers, and so I do 
know music quite well, if you don't mind my saying so. I was never taught to write 
music, but when I was 12 years old I was writing arrangements for a big band. Hell, 
if you can read music, you can write it, and I think certainly what helped me is that 
I'm a piano player, so I know chords. I just studied how to write for horns on my 
own. Like, understanding that the saxophone is in different keys, and also, when I 
was goin' to school I took up clarinet. See, I was a great fan of Artie Shaw. I used to 
think, "Man, ooh, he had the prettiest sound," and he had so much feelin' in his 
playin'.


Where were you hearing this boogie-woogie?
We lived next door for some years to a little general store in Greensville, Florida, 
where the kids could come in and buy soda pop and candy and the people could buy 
kerosene for their lamps, you know. And they had a jukebox in there. And the guy who 
owned it also had a piano. Wylie Pittman is the guy. I was about 5 years old, and on my 
birthday he had some people there. He said, "RC"-this is what they called me then"look, I want you to get up on the stool, and I want you to play for these people." Now, 
let's face it. I was 5 years old. They know damn well I wasn't playin'. I'm just bangin' 
on the keys, you understand. But that was encouragement that got me like that, and I 
think that the man felt that anytime a child is willin' to stop playin', you know, out in 
the yard and havin' fun, to come in and hear somebody play the piano, evidently this 
child has music in his bones, you know.
You were also able to hear `The Grand Ole Opry' when you were a kid?
Yep, yeah, I always-every Saturday night, I never did miss it. I don't know why I 
liked the music. I really thought that it was somethin' about country music, even as a 
youngster-I couldn't figure out what it was then, but I know what it is now. But then 
I don't know why I liked it and I used to just love to hear Minnie Pearl, because I 
thought she was so funny.
How old were you then?
Oh, I guess I was about 7, 8, and I remember Roy Acuff and Gene Austin. 
Although I was bred in and around the blues, I always did have interest in other music, 
and I felt it was the closest music, really, to the blues-they'd make them steel guitars 
cry and whine, and it really attracted me. I don't know what it is. Gospel and the blues 
are really, if you break it down, almost the same thing. It's just a question of whether 
you're talkin' about a woman or God.
Big Bill Broonzy once said that "Ray Charles has got the blues he's cryin' sanctifiied. He's 
mixin' the blues with the spirituals.... He should be singin' in a church."
I personally feel that it was not a question of mixing gospel with the blues. It was 
a question of singin' the only way I knew how to sing. This was not a thing where I was 
tryin' to take the church music and make the blues out of it or vice versa. All I was 
tryin' to do was sing the only way I knew how, period. I was raised in the church. So 
singin' in the church and hearin' this good singin' in the church and also hearin' the 
blues, I guess this was the only way I could sing, outside of loving Nat Cole so well, and 
I tried to imitate him. When I was starting out, I loved the man so much, that's why I 
can understand a lot of other artists who come up and try to imitate me.
But, say, Joe Cocker is a white man, and British; you were emulating a fellow black.


I'm not the kind of a guy that wants to generalize and say that you can't do this if 
you're black or you can't do that if you're white. I think that if a man has had the kicking around and the abuse and the scorn, I think that if he has talent, he can put that 
some way or another so that the people can hear him. I remember one time a guy asked 
me, hey, man, do you think a white cat could ever sing the blues? I feel that anybody, if 
you ever have the blues bad enough, I don't give a damn if he's green, purple-he can 
give it to ya.
I don't have time to be bitter. What I have time for is to try to see what I can do to 
help the guy that's comin' up and maybe he can make it better if I can help him. You 
see? I done seen all this, man. I know all about the places where I couldn't drink outta 
the fountain. I know all about the places I couldn't go to the bathroom when I had to 
pee-somethin' that's natural for every human man bein'. You understand me? See, I 
know about that, but I don't want to let that get into what I'm doin'. I figure that, okay, 
I'm in this business because I love music. So I can't let bitterness get into me, but if you 
ask me what's really happenin', if you get people and sit them down and say, hey, man, 
let's cut all the fat outta this.
...Here I am, and here's a guy who'll spend millions of dollars to find a white cat 
just to imitate me, and he'll do far better than me. Well, the only thing that I can say 
that sort of helps me a little bit, what keeps me goin'-I say two things. First of all, in 
order for that guy to copy me, he gotta wait till I do it first. Now [laughter], the second 
thing I feel, well, if this is the case, if you take this guy over me and he's just an imitation of me, then that says to me that I must be pretty damn good. Because I don't know 
nobody that you wanna copy that ain't worth a damn. All right, hello [laughter].
That says it?
That says it all, man. I mean, that's your salvation, 'cause if you don't think like 
that, you'll be bitter. You really would be bitter.
Other critics have said that when Aretha moved from Columbia to Atlantic, she enjoyed 
immense success, while you moved to ABC and in the mid-sixties, you were on kind of a 
downhill critical slide with records.
Yeah?
Now, how did you feel about that?
Oh, I don't know. I guess that's probably some cat who didn't see my financial 
sheet. I don't really worry about that, you know. Fortunately for me, throughout my 
career-now it's true, I haven't had a million-seller every time I put out a record, but 
what has happened with me has been a very simple thing. I've had those 400,000, 
700,000, 300,000, 800.000, and that's been constantly goin' on all through my 
career. I'll tell you what my answer is: When I can walk into an airport and you get little kids sayin' [whispering], "Mama that's Ray Charles," I'm raisin' them. That's where 
I'm at, man.
Now, you say this is in the mid-sixties, right? I just wanna ask you a dumb question. Tell me, what was wrong with "Crying Time"? That was in the mid-sixties. "Let's 
Go Get Stoned." I didn't find nothin' wrong with these songs. I mean they seemed to 
sell all right.
We were talking about when you started out. You played what was called "cocktail 
music," playing piano and singing songs like "If I Give You My Love." But were you always 
looking to form your own big band?


My goal was, "Wow, if I could only just get to make records, too." That's why, in 
1948, when they had the union ban on musicians so they weren't allowed to record, I 
recorded anyway-first of all, I didn't know about the ban. I was only about 17 or 
somethin' like that. I was workin' in Seattle, then, and a fellow came up from Los 
Angeles, Jack Lauderdale, and he had a little record company [Swing Time], and I was 
workin' at the Rockin' Chair. He came and one night he heard me playing and he said 
to me, "Listen, I have a record company. I would like to record you." Man, I was so glad, 
I didn't ask him how much money I was gonna get. So he said, "Look, I'm gonna take 
you down to Los Angeles." And wow, Los Angeles, you know. Ooh, yeah, yeah. And I'm 
gonna be recorded, man.
I went down there and we made a song called "Confession Blues." That was my 
first record. Sold pretty good. Then, about a year later, 1949, we made a song called 
"Baby Let Me Hold Your Hand." Now that really was a big hit. "Confession Blues" sold 
well enough to suit me, because I was hearing it where I went. But when I was out on 
the road workin' with Lowell Fulsom, he had a big record called "Every Day I Have the 
Blues." We were on the same label. I had "Baby Let Me Hold Your Hand," and he was 
singin' "Every Day I Have the Blues," and we were packin' `em in. This is really where 
I started touring the country.
When you left Florida, why did you choose to go to the other corner of the country?
It was just-New York I was frightful of, 'cause I just couldn't imagine myself 
goin' to New York or Chicago or even Los Angeles. They sounded so big, man. I guess I 
always felt that I was pretty good, but I wasn't sure of myself to want to jump out into 
a big city like New York. So what I wanted to do was pick a town that was far away from 
Florida, not huge, and Seattle really was about as far away as I could get.
How long did you stay with Swing Time?
I was there until Atlantic bought the contract. I think it was '51 or so. About 
three or four years. That was Ahmet [Ertegun] and Herb Abramson, I think, at that 
time. I don't know how that was done. I met with the people at Atlantic, and they 
said, "Well, we'd like to record you," so I said, "Well, I'm under contract to somebody." They said, "Well, look, we'll buy the contract." So I said, "Fine, buy it." And 
that's it. Finished.
After Swing Time, when you began searching around for your own voice, did you find it 
naturally or did you get help from Ahmet or Jerry?
I gotta tell you the truth, man, about Ahmet and Nesuhi [Ertegun] and Herb 
Abramson and Jerry when he came in, these people never at any time told me what to 
sing or how to sing it. Okay? I have to be honest with you. I think if they had told me 
that, I woulda told them where to take the contract. I figured that whatever I'm doin', 
I'm gonna do it to the best of my ability. Now, you have a right to say you don't want it, 
but you can't tell me how to do it. I won't allow that. I guess I've always been very firm 
about that.
All I did, and Jerry can tell you-he never put any pressure on me. I would call 
him up and say, "Hey, Jerry, I'm ready to record." That's how we did "I've Got a 
Woman." I was on the road, workin' every day. I called him up in New York and 
said, hey, I'm ready to record. So he said, where are you, where are you gonna be? 
I said I'd be in Atlanta in a few days. He flew down to Atlanta, Georgia. That's 
where we made "I've Got a Woman." Little studio. just a little bit-I think it was WGST or somethin'. Little bitty, and they weren't equipped for recording. But we 
went in there and we struggled and we managed it. That's the way we did it.


Why did you leave Atlantic? Jerry Wexler told me it was a "shock" to him.
It was the kind of thing where ABC came up with a contract. I think they were trying to lure somebody there, and I hate to say this, because it makes me sound like I'm 
blowin' my own horn, but you know, I was with Atlantic and we had this big hit 
"What'd I Say" and a couple other things, so they came up with a contract and I let 
Jerry and them know about it. The contract was so unreal.. .They knew the whole bit, 
and my thing was, look, I'm not asking you to better ABC's deal, I'm just saying if you 
can match it, I'll stay with you. And it was the kind of thing where they said, "Look, 
Ray, it's awfully heavy for us."
You gotta understand the position of each party, and, of course, ABC at the time was 
offering me the kind of a contract that, believe me, in those days, in 1959, was unheard 
of. So what they were basically after was the name and to stimulate other names.
To sign with ABC.
Right. And so I was like a pawn, but as it was we were so lucky, because right after 
I went with ABC, we came up with "Georgia," the country-western stuff, see? But I did 
a country-western song with Atlantic before I went to ABC, but the other side of it sold, 
the "I Believe to My Soul." Well, on the back of that was a song called "I'm Movin' On."
Hank Snow.
That's right. There's where I first get the idea. But it just turned out that once I 
changed contracts, I followed that idea. Not to be-don't misunderstand me-I didn't 
want to be a Charlie Pride, now. I'm not saying there's anything wrong with that. I'm 
just saying that was not my intent. I just wanted to take country-western songs. When 
I sing "I Can't Stop Loving You," I'm not singin' it country-western. I'm singin' it like me. 
But I think the words to country songs are very earthy like the blues, see, very down. 
They're not as dressed up, and the people are very honest and say, "Look, I miss you, 
darlin', so I went out and I got drunk in this bar." That's the way you say it. Wherein 
Tin Pan Alley will say, "Oh, I missed you, darling, so I went to this restaurant and I sat 
down and I had dinner for one." That's cleaned up now, you see? But country songs 
and the blues is like it is.
I did two albums of country-western, you gotta remember, I did Volume 1, and 
hell, if you get an album to sell well over a million, that's almost forcing you to do one 
more. But that's all I did with country-western was two albums.
Do you listen to a lot of today's artists? Marvin Gaye, Sly Stone...
Oh, yeah, well, I like these people's music. I like Marvin Gaye. I like some of the 
things that Sly's done. I like, you know I'm a great fan of Aretha Franklin. I like Stevie 
Wonder. I like Sinatra. I like Ella Fitzgerald. I like many people, just like I like many varieties of music. On the other hand, say, like here's a guy like-many times, I may go and 
get out my old Art Tatum records, 'cause I still think that he's the greatest piano player ever lived, bar none. I'm speakin' about playin' jazz music, as we call it. I've never 
heard nobody before or since this man that could do to a piano what he could do.
Have you heard much about the new black movies?
No, not really. I haven't really delved into it.
Some people have charged that movies like Super Fly romanticize those things in the 
black culture that are romanticized by, say, Godfather or by cowboy movies.


I would have to say that I think if I was gonna make a movie of that kind, I would 
do it in a different way and still say the same thing. I don't think it's so much of what 
you're saying, it's the way it was being said to make it seem like it's quite glamorous, 
and I don't think I would have went that far. You see, you should also show in that 
movie, yeah, you can go out and be a coke dealer, but you gotta remember you're 
gonna wind up killin' a few of your brothers, too, dealin' in that kinda stuff, and you're 
gonna wind up sendin' quite a few people to jail, and you're gonna wind up breakin' a 
lotta people's hearts, too, when you're doin' that. 'Cause believe me, man, there's noth- 
in' worse than seein' a 12-year-old kid hooked. I mean, you know when you got coke, 
you got some heroin around. C'mon now.
Did your own involvement in drugs almost knock you out in music?
No. No. No. Nope. I can't say that.
Heights in music were reached during that stage?
Exactly. So I mean, obviously, I couldn't say that, could I? You know, like I say, I 
ain't never gonna lie to you. It didn't knock me out or wasn't about to knock me out. 
My thing was that when my kids started growin' up-I remember one day my oldest 
son, he was one of the baseball players, they were havin' a little reception and they 
were giving out these little trophies, and I was supposed to go, and what happened, I 
had a recordin' session that night. I was doing the soundtrack for The Cincinnati Kid, 
and I did the singin' on that, as you remember, but what I did, I went by there with him 
to this banquet, and I had to leave before the thing was over, and he cried. And that 
hurt me. I started thinkin', here's a child. It means so much to him for his father to be 
at this banquet. And I started thinkin' that suppose that somethin' happened, I get put 
in jail and somebody comes along and says, "Oh, your daddy's a jailbird." I figure the 
next thing he'll do is haul up and knock hell out of `em, and now he's gonna be in trouble all over me, when you break it down. That was my decision then. I said, look, I 
mean, that ain't it for me.
When was this?
This was like in '64 or '6 5 or somethin', give or take.
That all came to a head right around '65 ?
That's right. Right then. I just felt that it was a bad scene. I got involved in it-my 
situation is, I was young. I was about maybe 17, 18 years old or somethin' like that, 
and it always, you know, like, it was a thing where I wanted to be among the big fellas, 
like cats in the band, and these guys would always go and leave the kid "till we come 
back," you know. And I wanted to be a part, so I begged and pleaded until somebody 
said, "Okay, man, goddamn it, come on, all right." And they took me, and there I was, 
so they were doin' it and I wanted to belong, you know. I mean, this is really how it 
started, and once it started, there it was, you know. But I never got so involved in it to 
the point where I was out of my mind or didn't know what the hell I was doin', you 
know. Like, I heard of people havin' habits of sixty dollars a day or one hundred dollars 
a day. I never had nothin' like that.
How much did you take per day?
Oh, I probably spent about twenty dollars. Never got above that.
What did you learn through the Viennese psychoanalyst?
Who?
The psychoanalyst that you were supposed to have seen for a couple of years?


What did we talk about? Nothin'. Like, and he's not a psychoanalyst. I mean, what 
he was, was a psychiatrist. He had no influence, say, as far as my doing or not doing 
anything. As a matter of fact, we didn't even get into-I told him one thing. I went 
there and said, "First of all we're gonna get one thing straight. You don't have to convince me not to do anything. I've already made up my mind, I ain't gonna do it, and it's 
finished. Fine. That's it." And so, when we saw each other we just talked in general 
about just whatever popped up...
Was that year off hard for you?
I'm basically a lazy person. It's never hard for me to relax. But I do enjoy doin' 
things. The work I'm doin' is not work to me. It's fun. See, it's like a hobby that I'm gettin' paid for and truly is part of my relaxation.
Then why did you take a year off?
Well, I felt that I should do it just because I wanted to. Now, it was necessary, of 
course. I hired a psychiatrist so that when we went into court, I thought it might be 
beneficial. You tell a judge somethin' like a cat been usin' somethin' for fifteen years, 
and all of a sudden the man say he ain't gonna do it no more, and the cat gonna say, 
"Come on now, let's get down to the facts." But if a psychiatrist says it, for some reason, 
at least the judge will kinda lean towards believin' the cat. Because, let's face it, man, if 
a guy doesn't want to stop doin' somethin', the judge, the psychiatrist, the jailer, ain't 
nobody gonna-the people stay in jail five years and come out on the street one day 
right back at it.
You can make yourself stop if you see somethin' happenin' to your children or 
somethin' happenin' to your life or whatever. You just tell yourself, look, okay, that's 
a bad scene. I'm gonna quit, just stop, you know. And once your mind is made up, 
that's it. That's all it is, man. I know I'm oversimplifying it, but I swear to you, this is 
the truth.
I'll tell you somethin', now, I had the psychiatrist, and the man had a legal right 
to what you call trim me down a little less each day until I got down to nothin'. I 
didn't do that. Okay? Now, that's somethin'. The doctor didn't believe this himself, 
that I have never in all my years, I've never seen nothin' like this in my life. They even 
tested me, man. They thought somebody must be slippin' me somethin'. Then, so 
they cut my visitation off, just to make sure, and I still was the same way, so they said, 
no, it can't be that. And then, another thing surprised him. Not only was I not doing 
anything, but they try to say do you want anything to help you sleep? You want any 
sleepin' pills? I said, well, I ain't been takin' sleepin' pills. I don't figure I need to take 
`em now. So and that was kind of a shocker. Because the hospital didn't believe it, the 
doctor didn't believe it. And man, they sent me in-they tested me two or three times, 
the usual testin' that they do on you. Like, they called me up one day and I'm workin' 
like hell, you know? Doin' my concerts, and they called me up and said, "Hey, we 
want you to go to McLean's Hospital [in Boston] and check in tomorrow." Now that 
meant one thing. If I was doin' it, they ain't no way in the world I could get it outta 
my system in a day. Not only did they send me there, but they waited until the weather got kinda cool. Now, they know if you usin' any kinda drugs, you can't stand that 
cold. You just can't take it. So, man, they cut off the heat on me. Made me mad as 
hell. I went up and told the nurse I'm gonna sue the goddamn hospital if I catch cold. 
I know what y'all been doin'. I want some heat put back in my room. I mean, I'm not stupid. But, I'm literally freezin'. So you put the heat back in there. I'll be damned if 
I-once I leave here, I got to go back to work, and I refuse to have pneumonia behind 
some bull. I guess the woman must have said they can't be nothin' wrong with this 
man, after all the testin' we done and everything else, and all he can do is get mad, 
you know. So after a while they got to believe me, but it took an awful lot of doin'.


This came after your stay at St. Francis Hospital in Lynwood, California?
Yeah, well, this was somethin' ordered by the court. This was part of my thing. 
They didn't tell me I couldn't work or nothin', they just said, look, any day we might 
call you, you know, and say this to you. What they did, they watched my schedule and 
knew I was workin', so they knew of a day when I wasn't workin'. They knew my 
schedule better than me, and all of a sudden they just, bam-you just got to go, man. 
So they did test me a couple of times just to make sure.
I didn't have a wind-down program. I just stopped, period. You hear about people who bite the sheets and eat up the pillow, and I didn't do none of that. So that 
worried people. They took all my clothes. They searched them. And they came in my 
room one day, they looked under the mattress, shit. I said, "I don't know what the 
hell you all lookin' for, but they ain't any way in the world I can get anything. 
Nobody's comin' here, and I don't know where I could find it. And you know, they 
watched me like a hawk.
You were once asked about the messages in your songs: or, rather, the lack of messages. 
Only last year, in fact, did you devote an album, Message from the People, to anything but 
love songs. Was there a particular moment that you thought was right for such an album?
No, it was a matter of getting material I could handle. Believe it or not, it is very 
difficult to make an album like that, unless you're just tryin' to throw somethin' together. Remember, I got to first feel the music, do somethin' with the song. And that's why 
in that album you have a song like `America." I wasn't tryin' to just say the country is 
all bad, because it ain't all bad. I love this country, man. And I wouldn't live in no place 
else. So I think when somethin's wrong, it's up to me to try to change it. I was sayin' 
that America is a beautiful country. It's just some of our policies that people don't dig. 
That's what "Hey Mister" is all about. How can you live in the richest country in the 
world-I can see havin' po' people, don't misunderstand me, you always gonna have 
the po'. But ain't no need to have no hungry people, because if you got a million dollars, and I ain't got say $ 30,000, I'm po' compared to you. But the difference is that in 
a country with so much, where we pay people not to grow food, ain't no reason for us 
to have hungry people.
You said onstage that "I Gotta Do Wrong" is "the story of my life," that "I gotta do 
wrong before they notice me."
Well, what I meant was that it seems that out of all the pleading that a people can 
do, all the crying out and all the conversations, you know, nothin' really happened. 
They said, well, those people are happy, and they're smiling and dancing, and so they 
must be cool. And nobody paid them the mind, until the people began to do wrong 
things. And, of course, what I was really saying is not that this was anything to be 
proud about. I was saying that it's something to be ashamed of, that you got to do 
wrong before a country as rich as we are.. .that in order for our leaders to really pay us 
some attention, we gotta go and burn this down, and we gotta go and break into this, 
and we gotta go and picket this...that's pitiful.


On the other hand, you take the Indian. What has he got? We found him here 
when we got here. But I guarantee you-well, hopefully this doesn't happen. This 
may be bad for me to say this, because I don't wanna start anything, but you know, 
the chances are the Indian's never gonna get a damn thing until he go out and scalp 
a few people...
There's a man, I understand, who was asking for something that we wanted to 
throw away. This was Alcatraz or somethin'. We said we don't want the place no more, 
and the man said, "Okay, this belongs to us anyway, let us have it." We wouldn't even 
give him that, somethin' we don't want, we wouldn't give it to 'im. That's sick. Sick! I'm 
gonna get mad now.
-January 18, 1973
Rolling Stone
The Ray Charles interview won the prestigious Deems Taylor Award for Magazine Writing in 
1974. I tend to think of it as Ray's award; I provided the Scotch tape. Ray himself would 
return to Atlantic Records in 1977, and he would tell his story in book form, with the writer 
David Ritz, in 1978, in Brother Ray.
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The Rolling Stones
IN PARADISE
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[image: ]efore the Ray Charles piece went to the presses on December 26th, we were in touch 
with the Rolling Stones. Having spent a good part of 1972 touring North America, 
they had mapped out a short Pacific tour, of Hong Kong and Australia. But, as additional stepping-stones to Sydney, they decided to perform a concert in Los Angeles to benefit 
the victims of a massive earthquake in Nicaragua, as well as a pair of shows in Honolulu.
I drew the assignment and, exhausted as I was from the previous year, headed into 
1973 feeling as if I were about to take a big step. Yes, I'd profiled Ray Charles and Marvin 
Gaye, conducted additional Rolling Stone Interviews with Leon Russell, Grace Slick, and David 
Crosby, met personal favorites, ranging from Linda Ronstadt and Joe Cocker to Roberta Flack, 
Jackie DeShannon, and Boz Scaggs, and covered some of the biggest bands of the day-the 
Airplane, the Dead, Santana, and the first band crowned a "supergroup" before they'd finished their first album: Crosby, Stills & Nash.
But these were the Stones. Now we were in Beatles and Dylan territory.
I honestly can't say that I was nervous, flying down to L.A. to write about the benefit, 
and then to Honolulu, where I'd hook up with the band for the first time. Having grown 
accustomed to a regimen of several stories every issue, mixing big names with small, long features with brief Random Notes, I had some of the confidence-others might have called it 
smugness-that came with being associated with Rolling Stone. In his 1972 song, "If the 
Shoe Fits," Leon Russell probably spoke for more than a few musicians when he sneeringly 
portrayed rock writers asking to use his phone, his car, his pad, and more, reasoning, "We're 
from Rolling Stone so it's OK."


[image: ]
The fact that our magazine was invoked in a song 
was one sign of our place in 
pop culture. (Dr. Hook and 
the Medicine Show, at that 
moment, were on the charts 
with "The Cover of Rolling 
Stone.") We were also being 
portrayed in a Marvel comic. 
There was a parody issue 
called "Ruling Stooge." I 
was "Ben Virgo-Taurus." A 
ragtag television documentary crew took up residence at our offices for several days, looking 
to do a critical piece on the magazine. Back in the late Sixties, mainstream magazines and 
papers like Time, Newsweek, and the Washington Post, as well as media publications like the 
Journal of Communications Arts, wrote admiring stories about this long-haired upstart. Jann 
Wenner was being called the rock generation's Hugh Hefner.
Now, as the little rock paper, born on an investment of $9,500, hit the 250,000 circulation mark and reported revenues of some $2.5 million, we became targets. Wenner didn't care. 
He'd founded Rolling Stone as a business, and his mission was to grow it. He had already tried 
other magazines, with varying degrees of failure. We'd begun issuing anthologies of interviews, 
articles, and reviews, and I got the call to edit several of the paperback books.
As for the magazine: We had just switched to four-color printing in January. Now, in 
spring, Wenner was thinking about switching from the tabloid format to a full-size magazine in order to accommodate more pages and please mainstream advertisers. Although 
the publication reported on record companies and reviewed their artists, Wenner had no 
qualms about forging partnerships with labels-about becoming friends and partners with, 
among others, Mick Jagger. The Rolling Stone helped Rolling Stone to establish a British 
edition of the magazine.
It was all very cozy. But whatever arrangements were being made from Jann's corner 
office, we, the staff, were rarely involved.
I had enough on my hands, though, shuffling through articles about the Stones as I flew 
to Honolulu. All right: I was intimidated. If any band was going to have me in awe, it might 
as well be The World's Greatest Rock and Roll Band.


THE ROLLING STONES ARE IN HAWAII. Aloha means hello and goodbye.
Mick Jagger hoists his first glass of 19 5 7 Chateau Margaux to a table of twenty. 
"To the shortest American tour in history," he says.
The Rolling Stones, the heart of their Pacific tour cut out when Mick Jagger was 
refused a Japanese visa because of a 1966 marijuana conviction, are in Hawaii, where 
on January 1st, by previous vote of the electorate, possession of two ounces or less of 
marijuana was no longer a felony but, rather, a petty misdemeanor with maximum 
punishment set at thirty days and/or $500. "More likely a $25 fine, like a traffic ticket," according to one resident.
Thank you for your wines, Ah-no Lew-loo,
Thank you for your sweet and bitter fruit...
-Mick Jagger, "Sweet Virginia," first show, January 21st, Honolulu 
International Center
BY THE TIME DINNER BREAKS UP, AT 4 A.M., the Stones will have rung up a bill of 
$1, 700, mostly because Mick cleaned out all the `5 7 Chateau Margaux left in the cellar here at Nick's Fish Market, something like sixteen bottles at $85 the bottle, plus 
other spirits and plenty of continental seafood. And yet it was kind of a high, pointless 
night, everybody silent and nibbling, Charlie Watts and Mick Taylor smoking and 
drinking and chatting, ignoring the silver platters of hors d'oeuvres spread out in front 
of them; Keith Richards and Mick Jagger sitting together nearby, almost formal in their 
quiet. Keith looked wasted; he still had some of his nasty, pasty, deadeye makeup on. 
Mick's was washed off, and he looked older, more fragile than he does onstage. When 
he smiles, he puts his whole face into the effort, teeth bursting up front over the famous 
labial-lookalike lips, sometimes a hand moving up to cover the throaty laughter while 
the eyes close or glisten, childlike.
But here, at 1:30 A.M., he is yawning, the hand keeps moving up...
On a warm Monday evening at five o'clock, this voice comes rising out from the 
patio of the Hawaiian Hilton. No guitars or ukuleles; no gourd rattles or coconut 
drums; just this lone voice from the bandstand, singing out to a cluster of tourists. 
All the matched and screaming shirts and blouses are stilled for the moment. It is the 
traditional torch lighting ceremony, and today it is being preceded by the singing of 
the "Star-Spangled Banner." Somewhere in Texas, the 36th President lay dead (Hey, 
hey, LBJ...). And I'm looking down at this frozen little luau from an eleventh floor 
balcony of the Hilton's Rainbow Tower, where I'm still waiting for word from those 
five tourists, W. Grace, F. Truman, P. May, L. Hutton and T. Bailey, known up on the 
30th floor as Mick Jagger, Keith Richards, Mick Taylor, Bill Wyman, and Charlie 
Watts. Because aside from whatever else is happening, the Rolling Stones are in 
town.
For the first show Monday night, Mick Jagger wears a vintage LAND OF ALOHA 
shirt, a bluish silkie complete with hula dancers, surfers and sunshine, gathered at 
the waist, over his velvet jumpsuit. The shirt begins to look ludicrous soon enough, 
as Jagger suddenly begins a dramatic, nearly a capella introduction to "You Can't 
Always Get What You Want," searing and reminiscent of Turner in performance. 
Which is to remind us that, after all, Jagger is an actor. Mick, this time with yellow 
makeup above the eyelids, looks like an aged Fellini vamp. The set seems slow, the audience holds back. A young girl, having stood for the first number, is soon 
slumped back in her seat. "I think he looks tired and old," she says to a friend.


The limos are ready to whisk the Stones back to the hotel between shows; Keith, 
moving quickly down the stage steps, pauses at the door, recognizes a reporter. "We'll 
see you at the hotel, right?"
At the hotel, I'm told by someone in Keith's room that he is busy... something 
about a TV interview. At the suite where the Japanese crew is set up and waiting, all is 
hushed. At 9, on time, Jagger arrives, all washed up and dressed in white football jersey, number 86, and chartreuse bellbottoms. For the next fifteen minutes, he is terribly 
civil, smiling in anticipation of each question, telling his Japanese audience how their 
government's refusal of a visa for him made him "unhappy, very dishonored," how he 
would still like to visit Japan, even if just as a tourist, "to go to the country as well as 
the town." Asked about chopsticks, Mick formed his biggest smile, flashed the diamond 
set into one of his front teeth, leaned forward, and told how an "old Chinese gentleman" taught him to handle the sticks, how Mick still hadn't learned to eat without letting the sticks touch his lips. The Japanese interviewer smiled automatically and moved 
on to the next question.
In the elevator, Mick laughed it up with Marshall Chess, president of Rolling 
Stones Records, imitating a Japanese accent. "That chopstick bit," he said, giggling, 
hand to the face, "that's bullshit. I made it up." He said we could talk at the party after 
the second show.
The second show Monday night is the upper, the breakthrough the Stones needed. All the charter-flown audiences are here raving it up.
Chip Monck has the overhanging 10-by-40 Mylar mirror tilting back and forth, 
so that from backstage, where the seven Super-trouper spotlights are fixed like anti-aircraft machinery, you see the people in repetitive waves, all seemingly flying backward, 
now forward, as they stand on their chairs. The house lights are up and the kids are 
allowed, as they have been the previous two shows, to move towards the stage. On 
"Street Fighting Man," Keith pounds and sashays away on his five-stringer, completes 
his break and rolls his eyes toward Mick, proud. Rose petals and orchids fly out to the 
audience, and the band members march down the stairs, into the sleek limos, one blue, 
one white, one black, sweeping out behind the flashing blue lights of the Honolulu 
police escorts. The Rolling Stones' 1973 American tour is over.
Back at the hotel, the word spreads: There is no party. Instead, Nicky Hopkins will 
leave his wife Lynda and come down for a drink.
People have been wondering about this strange man who spells him on the piano 
now and then, this man with the middle-American look, with the monster-mashed 
face. There's even a blowup photo of him pasted up in Peter Rudge's suite, right next to 
the ice box. It is, of course, Ian Stewart, the Stones' first roadie, a friend of theirs as 
long as Nicky's been, and Nicky knew them back in 1962, when he was with the Cyril 
Davies group at the Marquee and the Stones were the "interval band" on R&B nights. 
"Stew," Hopkins explains, "did `Sweet Virginia' on the record; he recorded part of Let It 
Bleed. I was touring with [Jeff] Beck during Sticky Fingers, and he did that, except `Sway' 
was mine. So he plays them onstage. Stew is a boogie piano player, an incredible rock 
and roll player. He knows every boogie piano record; he has every boogie piano record."
And Mick Jagger?


"I think people just accept him for what he is."
And what is he?
"I don't know. Whatever people want him to be, or expect him to be."
Of all the Stones in Hawaii, it appears that Mick Jagger is the most resistant to sunshine. Charlie Watts and Bill Wyman had found some time to go speeding around on a 
catamaran, and everyone had ventured out of the Hilton Hawaiian Village at least 
once, to go shopping.
"Sho-ping," sneers Mick. "What's there to fucking buy in Hawaii?"
At two o'clock, Tuesday, he has finally awakened, and we're about to kill two 
birds: let Mick have a good time and do a photo session. Jagger has been invited to 
take a cruise on The Flying Cloud, an 82-foot, restored 1929 schooner owned by 
George Walker, who came in from Kona, one hundred miles away, to accommodate 
Mick Jagger.
Now, the captain of the ship meets the Rolling Stone. George proceeds to fill Mick in 
on all the Hawaiian legends... about Captain Cook, and the Forbidden Island of Niihau, 
and Mick takes it all in. He's come prepared for the sea. He's wearing his aloha shirt, his 
lime pants, track tennies, sports watch, and a turquoise Afro/jockey cap to catch the 
wind. He meets the vegetarian crew, six men, two women, inspects the laboriously rewooded deck, checks downstairs in the forecastle and the galley, where a tape is playing 
Crosby, Stills & Nash. As the ship moves off from the Ala Wai Harbor and smoothly gathers up speed, Jagger easily roams the deck, staying quiet, looking fragile. The ship heads 
out past Koko Head, into the Molokai Channel, begins to hit the wind, has to slice 
through mounting swells. Jagger holds on to the shrouds, posing here and there, old Mick 
and the sea.... Six miles out, Walker turns The Flying Cloud around and offers the wheel to 
Mick. Jagger sits down, consults for a moment-`Aim for that big white building," Walker 
instructs-and Mick becomes captain for the next two, three miles, discarding his floppy 
cap, leaning from side to side, surely guiding the schooner through the 20-knot-per-hour 
winds back toward Honolulu. He is, he says, relaxed, and ready for dinner.
We decide on Chinese food. At the hotel, Charlie Watts and Mick Taylor are hanging around, nothing to do, shrugging, almost, to show their helplessness. It's dinner for 
five at Wo Fat, this garish red and gold facility for baby luaus and Cantonese food. It is 
a social gathering and the talk is light. Taylor tells why he's so quiet on the stage: "I 
don't want to upstage Mick." Jagger talks about the time he visited the gay Continental 
Baths in New York, and why he split in such a hurry: "Well, these guys in these towels, 
they'd walk up to me and drop their towels and just stand there." He laughs about promoter Bill Graham: "You remember that dinner at Nick's?" Ah, yes-Honolulu on 
$1,700 a night. `And Bill and Barry Fey [co-promoter] are sittin' there at the end of the 
table. And all they do is tell these promoter jokes that nobody else could understand. 
[Adopting a rough American accent:] 'Hah1 I booked so-and-so and paid this much, hahahaha.' And that's it, all night!"
Mick Jagger is seven months away from age 30, and he acts it, constantly on 
the edge, on stage and off. Writers have had out-and-out field days figuring him out, 
but almost always from a distance-the distance between stage and loge seat; the 
distance between protected pop figure and inquiring reporter; so that he is a devil, 
a unisexual zombie, a cockteaser, a man by turns ruthless, unhappy, fey, charming, 
quiet, generous, and sensitive. That's what I had read, anyway. On the mid-high seas, in Chinatown and, now, in his hotel room with an hour to kill, Mick Jagger is 
neither devil nor angel; yes, he looks like he's got nasty habits: yes, it's difficult to 
pin him down when the question hits too close to the nerve: and he does carry a 
mask at all times, he sashays, twenty-four hours a day. But also, he cares so little 
about what people say, and guess, about him. "The whole Mick Jagger thing," 
indeed. In conversation, he smiles through my questions and through his own 
answers, implying, "You ain't got much of a story, do you? Well, neither have I. But 
we both got a job, don't we? [American accent:] AFTER ALL, THE PUBLIC WANTS TO 
KNOW"


First, he denies the Stones being depressed, pissed, about the Japanese cutoff. "It's 
just a minor sort of frustration. The main thing that bugs us is we got nothing to do for 
ten days, but that's about all. It's not a great financial loss."
Second, there's the live album, expected last November, from the U.S. tour, one 
album of the Stones, one album of Stevie Wonder, and somewhere in there a couple of 
jams, Stevie singing "Satisfaction" and Mick winging "Uptight." Then, according to 
Mick, Allen Klein and Decca, the Stones' old business manager and British label, 
stopped the album. By contract, the Stones were prohibited from recutting any songs 
previously licensed to or released by the original label. And besides, ABKCO and Decca 
and London had Christmas plans of their own: More Hot Rocks.
"Yeah, well," says Mick, "they're just greedy and stu-pid, cutting their own 
necks to spite their noses. We'll just put out a live album of something else, maybe 
some old tour stuff, maybe some new things, maybe a mish-mash"-and probably in 
the fall, since the Stones are now finishing up the new studio album for release in 
March or April.
What's this about your being part of the high society "Cat Pack" in New York?
That's just a magazine thing.
And the Best-Dressed List?
That, too. I really do my best not to be well dressed.
How has Bianca changed you, if she has at all?
I don't like talking about women.
What about being a father?
I don't want to talk about family either.
[Room service interrupts with coffee: I ask again about his baby daughter, jade.]
I don't see the baby; I'm always fuckin' on the road. It's my own choice, but I'm 
fucking negligent, I just am. But when I was a kid, my father was away a lot. It's 
important to be there in the formative years of childhood, but I'm not there. And 
short of carrying the kid about in the next room, which I also don't particularly dig, 
you just see your kid when you can, same as anyone else. [Changing voice:] IT'S THE 
AMERICAN WAY.
Then why did you choose to become a father?
I didn't; that's why I don't want to talk about it. "Why do I have a child?" I have 
lots of other children that I also like.
Charlie will talk about parenthood. Charlie will stay in South of France all the 
time. I just don't. Even two weeks in one place gets to be a maximum. The only time 
we stay anywhere longer is to finish off an album. I could go back to South of France 
but I never liked it there; soon as we cut the first album we left; I left im-me-diately. I visit Ireland a lot; I had a house there for six months, and I prefer London, but I can't 
go there. So I'm very happy moving every two weeks. I've got it down.


Onstage, on that shiny white floor, I see you as kind of a child, a kid playing in the 
kitchen, your older brothers standing around ignoring you.
[Mick, laughing] I was going to make popcorn on the side of the stage. This is the 
last year of the rose petal, actually.
See, we had a lot of different shows for Japan: we were just building up for that. We 
were going to do seven shows in one place-we've never done that before-and by the 
time you've done three or four, there's all kinds of things you can do, fuck around. I was 
going to cook popcorn, hundreds of things, we were really mad, had it all going.. .But it 
needed two weeks, rehearsal, and they never gave it, the State Department, God bless `em.
Anyway, we didn't do a fuckin' show in Japan, so it didn't matter. I was actually 
more brought down because I would've really gotten it off and would've got all the 
popcorn up in crates and hundreds of other gimmicks and crap.
People always seem amazed to see you playing harmonica on "Sweet Virginia." It's lipsynced, isn't it?
[Mick, laughing] Yes. I'm tolerable, but I've forgotten it all. You have to play every 
day for that-however, your mouth bleeds. That's the problem. You go home to see 
your old lady and you're bleeding. [Into a Manchester growl] .....'Ello, Dahlin," and your 
mouth is all covered with blood....
I can just see Ralph Steadman doing your next album cover.
[Mick portrays Steadman submitting his work:] "I'm not sure if this is really gonna 
sell the album!"...
So what's the cover going to be like?
Aw, fuck, you know, some bullshit or other. [Brightly to the tape machine, to the public.] It's what's inside that counts. 'Sgonna be quite a good album, folks. [Shrinking, into 
a wisp.] It's gonna be a bit different from the last one. Ahh...it's gonna be evocative, and 
romantic and tender and loving.
What about the song, "Starfucker"?
That's the only song with any slice of cynicism. All the others are into.. .beauty. 
[The violins swell as Mick continues.] It's very difficult to write about those sort of 
primitive emotions-without being cynical about it; that's when you sound old. I 
mean, if you can't go into a coffee shop and sort of fall in love with every glass of coffee, and listen to the jukebox-that's difficult to portray in a song.
[Mick continues to dismiss himself as a songwriter and performer; he said the 
Forum benefit for the Nicaragua earthquake victims had good bits but was just a 
warm-up; so, in fact, were the Honolulu shows. Then after it gets good and revved 
up, slicing through the winds, the band coasts. And then there were the old days.]
You know what we used to do in the South? We would go on-and if the audience 
wasn't very good, we'd do fifteen minutes and go off.
Honolulu remembers that. I heard that in the 1966 show here you did twenty-two minutes and were drunk.
[Laughing again] Yeah, twenty minutes-but I wasn't drunk. I'm usually pretty 
straight when I go on. You just do it automatically. You're completely off your head. 
Completely around the twist. I mean, you can try and get fucked up if you want, but 
then, basically you're fucked up anyway.


Mick, after the Japanese refusal of your visa-are you sorry that you ever took drugs?
[Laughing again, louder than ever, what kind of interview IS this?] NO! I'M GONNA GO 
AHEAD RIGHT ON TAKIN' 'EM! [Then, seriously, maybe] I don't take drugs. I don't 
approve of drugs, and I don't approve of people taking drugs unless they're very careful. Most people can't control themselves, they're not happy enough just to get a bit 
high; they've got to get fucked up all the time.
What about that report about all of you being arrested for using heroin in France?
That's propaganda. That's what propaganda is, isn't it-a distortion of the real 
facts. That's what fucked us up; everyone thought we'd been arrested on heroin 
charges. That's bullshit. They'd love to have us on heroin charges, I'll admit, that's 
their dream. But so far they haven't managed to. They're jumpin' the gun.
What about Keith?
Same. Completely jumped the gun. They'd like to arrest him and put him in 
prison, I suppose. Like to do it to all of us. [Pouting] But they can't, in my mind ...[long 
pause].. .because they're full of shit. [Laughing, again, then spitting, huffing out the words] 
Disgusting people... fascist pigs. They really are!
THE LAST TIME I SAW KEITH RICHARDS, he was heading out of the Rainbow Tower, 
heading, with Taylor, Jagger, and Watts into a station wagon towards the Honolulu airport. Again, he turned to me, told me what hotel he'd be at next, how he really would 
like to cooperate. I said thanks and turned away to my own friends, still not sure what 
the story would be.
-March 1, 1973
Rolling Stone


[image: ]
 


THE FORMERLY

little 5tu!e ffloiidr
[image: ]
[image: ]t was at the Stones' benefit for Nicaragua's quake victims that I met a young 
man-a boy, really-who wanted to be a rock journalist. It turned out that Rolling 
Stone was just a stepping-stone-a big one, but a stepping-stone, nonetheless, to 
a wildly successful career as a screenwriter and film producer.
At least that's how Cameron Crowe remembers our first meeting. I thought we 
met at the Sunset Boulevard offices of Gibson & Stromberg,the-I mean, the-most 
powerful rock publicity firm of its time. I remember him shyly handing over a few 
writing samples, and my promising to read them on my PSA flight back to San 
Francisco.
Where we met doesn't matter. What happened next did. I liked what I read-he 
was informed and energetic, and his writing was straightforward and readable. And I 
liked Cameron. He had a disarming grin; an aw-shucks way about him that put people 
at ease. Good qualities for a reporter, I thought. I gave him an assignment, then 
learned that he was all of 16 years old. No matter. That is, if he delivered.
As fate would have it, Crowe's first piece-a visit with the country-rock band, 
Poco-ran in the issue in which I had a feature on another prodigy: Stevie Wonder.


Wonder had signed with Motown when he was young 
enough to be labeled, on his first album, as "the 12-year-old 
genius." Nine years later, he was 21 and standing up for 
himself.
I went into the assignment thinking it could become a 
full-length Rolling Stone interview. It didn't turn out that 
way. Wonder's time was limited, and, having just renegotiated a tough new deal with Motown, he referred a number of 
questions to his management. Still, he spoke forcefully about 
his newfound power, about his recent tour with the Rolling 
Stones, about blindness, and about his future-in musicand far beyond. "I want to get into as much weird shit as 
possible," he said.
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We billed the resulting question-and-answer session as a "conversation."
" I REMEMBER ONE TIME we were in Puerto Rico, and it was a sunshiny day, " said Ira 
Tucker. 'And Stevie was saying it was gonna rain. He said he could smell the moisture 
in the air, and we were all laughing at him. Three hours later, sure enough, it came. A 
hailstorm!"
What Tucker-an assistant to Stevie Wonder for five years now-was saying was 
that Wonder wasn't handicapped. Born blind, yes. Hampered, no.
"He can hear," Ira continued, here in his Holiday Inn room across a concrete 
bridge from Chinatown, San Francisco, "like when I get stoned and listen to the radio, 
and then I can pick up things. He's there all the time." Tucker sat back in a yellow Tshirt named after Wonder's latest single, "You Are the Sunshine of My Life." "He even 
turns the lights on and off when he goes to the bathroom," said Ira. "What for, I don't 
know. He said it's 'cause he hears everybody else do it. Click, you go in, click, you're 
out. So he does it, too. But he goes to the movies, runs from place to place, going out 
to airports by himself. And on planes people think he's a junkie 'cause he sits there 
with these glasses on, and his head goes back and forth, side to side, when he feels 
good..."
STEVIE WONDER ENTERED THE SYNAGOGUE for a post-concert party Motown was 
throwing for him. Half a year after the tour with the Stones, he was completing his 
show of new strength. He had conquered New York a month ago; here, he was headlining two shows, at Winterland and at the Berkeley Community Theater. He sold out 
both shows and won over both audiences. For the wider, whiter crowds he now draws, 
Wonder mixes together an Afro consciousness, a jazz/soul/rock/synthesized-up music, 
medleys of old hits and bits of other people's hits and, in one quick exercise in excess, 
a shot of one-man-band razzmatazz, as he moves from drums to electric piano to ARPwired clavinet to guitar to harmonica. What he cannot achieve through eye contact is 
reached by his output of energy, by a music that is by turns loving and lusty, that tells 
how Stevie Wonder cherishes freedom and how he uses it.
And the music, sure enough, reflects the man.


For the party, Wonder put aside his Afro gown and shark's-tooth necklace and 
dressed up in a champagne gold suit, matched by a plaid bow tie and metallic copper 
platforms stacked four inches high. He plopped down onto the floor to talk with people; 
he played the harmonica; with Coco, his most constant companion since his divorce 
last year from Syreeta Wright, he explored the building. Upstairs, Stevie sat in a pew, 
feeling the airiness of the room. Suddenly, the synagogue was filled with 
"Superstition." The disc jockey at KSAN, Buzzy Donahue, had been alerted, and she 
was putting together a string of Wonder hits. Stevie's head snapped up, started to go 
from side to side.. .You would've thought he was a junkie...
Stevie was born Steveland Morris on May 13th, 1950, in Saginaw, Michigan; he 
was the third oldest in a not particularly musical family of six children. They moved to 
Detroit in the early fifties, where they lived a lower-middle-class life. Despite his blindness, Stevie was never treated special by his family; in fact, he claims, he hung out more 
than his four brothers did. He listened to a radio show in Detroit called Sundown and 
got filled with blues and jazz, He began playing the piano, and by age 11, he was also 
playing drums, "harmonica, bongos and hooky." He would play with a cousin, a friend 
of the brother of Ronnie White of the Miracles. White auditioned Stevie and took him 
to Motown, where staff producer Brian Holland listened. Motown signed him and 
advertised him as a 12-year-old genius.
Now in his eleventh year in show business, formerly Little Stevie Wonder is finally in absolute control.
"He feels he's back to making music again, " said Ira Tucker. "There was a lull for 
a time, from the time he was 17 to Music of My Mind (which followed Where I'm Coming 
From in Wonder's post-Signed Sealed and Delivered progression in music). After two fiveyear contracts with Motown, Stevie was looking around, stalled six months, finally 
negotiated six weeks over a 120-page contract, and made a deal. He got his own publishing-an unprecedented achievement for any Motown artist-and a substantially 
higher royalty rate (guessed at 50 percent by one close associate; Stevie would say only 
that he felt "secure").
"It was a very important contract for Motown," said Wonder's attorney, Johannan 
Vigoda, "and a very important contract for Stevie, representing the artists of Motown. 
He broke tradition with the deal, legally, professionally-in terms of how he could cut his 
records and where he could cut-and in breaking tradition he opened up the future for 
Motown. That's what they understood. They had never had an artist in thirteen years; 
they had singles records, they managed to create a name in certain areas, but they never 
came through with a major, major artist. It turned out they did a beautiful job."
Stevie Wonder now writes and produces for himself; he books his own concerts; 
he manages himself, and he can freelance at will. He is producing a second LP for 
Syreeta and one for the Supremes. He has worked in sessions with Eric Clapton, 
Graham Nash, and Jeff Beck: on tour, he jammed with the Stones.
On the road and off the stage, Stevie spends his time in his hotel room, composing 
on a clavinet wired up to an ARP synthesizer, writing two or three tunes a day. He also 
explores, walking through Chinatown in gold lame, head swaying from side to side as 
he passes the stores and smells the fish, the ducks, the pickled greens. And he loves to 
talk. He establishes rapport on the basis of astrological signs and otherwise talks in 
black hippie fashion, zigzagging, sometimes from Pollyannish to apocalyptic.


I T'S A M A Z I N G , I been in the business ten years, going on eleven now, and I look back 
and see so many things, changes; it's almost like I'm an old person sometimes.... The 
musical changes, how different eras have come and gone, a lot of people that I thought 
would be major people have died. Otis, Jimi Hendrix...
It's been really amazing.. .like when certain things I felt were gonna happen, 
I'd have dreams. I had a dream about Benny Benjamin [Motown's first studio 
drummer, who died of a stroke in 1969]. I talked to him a few days before he died; 
he was in the hospital. But in my dream I talked to him; he said, "Look, man, 
I'm...I'm not gonna make it." "What, you kiddin'!" The image...he was sitting on 
my knee, which means like he was very weak. And he said, "So, like I'm leavin' it 
up to you." That was like a Wednesday, and that following Sunday I went to 
church and then to the studio to do a session: we were gonna record "You Can't 
Judge a Book by Its Cover," and they said, "Hey, man, we're not gonna do it today, 
Benny just died."
He died without notice. I mean, nobody really knew who he was.
Man, he was one of the major forces in the Motown sound. Benny could've 
very well been the baddest-like [Bernard] Purdie. He was the Purdie of the sixties. 
But unknown.
Why unknown?
Well, because for the most part these cats'd be in the studios all day, and as musicians they weren't getting that recognition then, you know. People weren't really that 
interested in the musicians.
Couldn't they also have had jobs with performing groups?
They'd do clubs: but Benny would be late for sessions, Benny'd be drunk sometimes. I mean, he was a beautiful cat, but...Benny would come up with these stories, 
like [in an excited, fearful voice]: "Man, you'd never believe it, man, but like a goddamn 
elephant, man, in the middle of the road, stopped me from comin' to the session so 
that's why I'm late, baby, so [clap of hands] it's cool!" But he was ready, man. He could 
play drums, you wouldn't even need a bass, that's how bad he was. Just listen to all that 
Motown shit, like "Can't Help Myself " and "My World Is Empty Without You Babe" and 
"This Old Heart of Mine" and "Don't Mess with Bill." "Girl's All Right with Me," the 
drums would just pop!
Did Benny teach you a lot about drumming?
Yeah, you can hear it, you know. I learned from just listening to him.
Is it true that you put out a drum album once?
Well, I put out an album that I played drums on, called The Jazz Soul of Little 
Stevie. I did another album which was called Eivets Rednow about' 68, an instrumental with 'Alfie" and a few other things... "Eivets Rednow" being "Stevie Wonder" 
spelled backwards.
Everybody knew who it was right away...
Some people did, some didn't. As a matter of fact, there was a cat in the airport 
that came up and said, "Hey, man" [laughs], he said, "Man, these whites takin' over 
everything," he says. "Look, I heard a kid today, man, played Alfie' just like you, man!" 
"Oh, yeah, this cat named Rednow?" "Yeah, that's it!" I said, "Ooooh, man, that cat 
is-well, don't worry about him" [laughs].


You've said that the first song that you ever wrote was "Uptight," but the credits were 
given to Sylvia Moy, Henry Cosby, and an "S. Judkins." Was that you?
Well, Judkins is my father's name. But it's crazy to explain it. Morris was on my 
birth certificate and everything, but Judkins was the father. I took his name when I was 
in school. We just signed the song contract like that.
You signed "Wonder" on songs like "I'm Wondering" and "I Was Made to Love Her."
Well, that was later; I decided I wanted people to know that I wrote those songs.
How did you get the name Wonder?
It was given to me by Berry Gordy. They didn't like "Steve Morris," so they 
changed it.
You weren't an immediate hit, were you? You put out a record called, I Call It 
Pretty Music.
It was a thing that Clarence Paul wrote.. .an old blues thing.. .The first thing I 
recorded was a thing called "Mother Thank You." Originally it was called "You Made a 
Vow," but they thought that was too lovey for me, too adult.
How did the first records do?
They started after we did "Contract on Love." That made a little noise. "Fingertips" 
was after that. That was a biggie.
The first production credit you were given was on the Signed Sealed and Delivered 
album, but that wasn't the first producing you did.
Well, that was the first that was released. I also did a thing with the Spinners, "It's 
a Shame," and the followup, "We'll Have It Made." I wanted that tune to be big. I was 
so hurt when it didn't do it.
You also produced Martha [Reeves] once?
Yeah, they never released it. Called [sings, snapping fingers], "Hey, look at me, girl, 
can't you see..."
And one on David Ruffin.
Yeah [sings], "Lovin' you's been so wonderful..." In the midst of all that, I was in the 
process of gettin' my thing together and decidin' what I was gonna do with my life. This 
was like I was 20, goin' on 21, and so a lot of things were left somewhat un-followed 
up by me. I would get the product there, and nobody would listen, and I'd say, "Fuckit." 
I wouldn't worry about it.
This was around Signed Sealed and Delivered...
It was a little after that. Signed Sealed and Delivered was like the biggest thing 
I'd had.
Then you went into a lull.
Yeah, we did Where I'm Coming From-that was kinda premature to some extent, 
but I wanted to express myself. But "Never Dreamed You'd Leave in Summer" came from 
that album, and "If You Really Love Me"...but it's nothing like the things I write now. I 
love gettin' into just as much weird shit as possible. I'll tell you what's happening. 
Syreeta's album is better than my last two albums, man, shit [laughs]! No, but it's cool...
What are the difficulties, if any, in producing your ex-wife?
It's still going through things.. .but I'm always a friend. It's kinda hard for friends 
to understand it; women think, "I know you guys are here, so I know you're gonna get 
back together." But if your head is really cool.. .like I used to always worry about when 
I used to go with someone, about them doing something with somebody else....


You were always the jealous type....
Well, not really. I wouldn't even show it-but I was.... This is like one thing that 
I've tried to do, and I think successfully, that when you realize that nothing really 
belongs to you, you begin to appreciate having an understanding of just where your 
head is at, and you feel so much better.
That's easy to say.
I know, but I'm telling you, I'm doing it, man!
How long did your marriage last?
A year and a half.
I've never dealt with a woman on the "Stevie Wonder" level. When you meet 
someone and begin to like them, then you do let them know you even more personally 
than the public knows. There's not really a difference between me and "Stevie 
Wonder"-only thing is I'm not singing "Fingertips" or "Big Brother" or "Superstition" 
all the time. There's other things, listening to other people, and going to the park or seeing a movie or going bowling.
But the public Stevie Wonder is a lot of ideas and images that people have of you, regardless of what you actually are.
I know there are thousands of images of me. There was a guy one time, I heard: 
"Hey, uh, Stevie Wonder told me to come and get this grass from you, so where is it?" 
He said, "Stevie Wonder told you? He didn't, man, 'cause I'm his guitar player, and he 
doesn't even smoke grass. He doesn't even get high." I guess people expect or figure me 
to be a lot of different things.
You never got into drugs?
No.
Never?
I smoked grass one time, and it scared me to death.
Put images into your head?
Well, things just got larger. It was something new and different, but I found I'm so 
busy checking things out all the time anyway that I don't really need it.
Are there times when you wish you could see?
No. Sometimes I wish I could drive a car, but I'm gonna drive a car one day, so I 
don't worry about that.
And fly, too?
I've flown a plane before. A Cessna or something, from Chicago to New York. 
Scared the hell out of everybody.
Who was your copilot-God?
No [laughs], this pilot was there, and he just let me handle this one thing, and I say, 
"What's this?" and we went whish, whoop...
You've actually said that you considered your blindness to be a gift from God.
Being blind, you don't judge books by their covers; you go through things that are 
relatively insignificant, and you pick out things that are more important.
When did you discover that there was something missing, at least according to other people's standards?
I never really knew it. The only thing that was said in school, and this was my 
early part of school, was something that made me feel like because I was black I could 
never be or would never be.


So being black was considered to be more a weight....
I guess so [laughs]. This cat said in an article one time: "Damn! He's black! He's 
blind! What else?!" I said, "Bullshit, 1 don't wanna hear that shit, you know."
So you wouldn't even bother having people describe things to you. Colors and...
Well, I have an idea of what colors are. I associate them with the ideas that've 
been told to me about those certain colors. I get a certain feeling in my head when a 
person says "red," or "blue." "green," "black," "white," "yellow," " orange," "purple 
"-purple is a crazy color to me...
Probably the sound of the word...
Yeah, yeah. To me, brown is a little duller than green, isn't it?
Yes, you got it...What about sex;
What about it [laughs]? It's the same thing, Jack! As a matter of fact, it's probably 
even more exciting to the dude. Ask my woman what it's like...No, no! [laughs] I mean, 
you just have to get in there and do that shit, you know. That shit is just fantasticness!
I used to live on a street called Breckinridge. They just tore my house down. I wish 
I could've gotten a few pictures of it, too...but...
So you didn't miss a thing.
We listened to Redd Foxx and did all that stuff! We tried to sneak and do it to little 
girls. I used to get into a lot of shit, Jack! I got caught trying to mess with this girl. I was 
about 8 years old. It was the playhouse trip. And I really was like taking the girl's 
clothes off and everything, I don't understand how I did that stuff, you know. I mean, 
I was in it! I had her in my room with my clothes off. And she gave it away 'cause she 
started laughin' and giggling 'cause I was touching her.
I used to hop barns with all the other dudes. You know those small sheds they used 
to have in back of houses; in the ghetto where I lived, we'd hop atop them from one to 
the other. I remember one time my aunt came and said, "Okay, Steve, Mama said don't 
be doin' that," and I said, 'Aw, fuck you," and there're some neighbors out and they 
said, `Aw, child, you oughta be ashamed of yourself, I thought you was a child of the 
Lawd, you out there cussin' 'n' everything." That was like back of our house in the 
alley, you know, so I just kept on, just hopping the barns, jumping around and everything, till all at once I jumped and fell right into my mother's arms. The ironing cord, 
the whipping. The Magic Ironing Cord Whipping.
You've mentioned in various interviews that you feel like you haven't paid a lot of dues. 
You were talking about Ray Charles, how you can sense the pathos in that man's voice.
I heard a lot of things, you know, the way people really did him in, but I think he's 
doing a lot better now.
People did him in?
Well, they knew like when he was on drugs. A lot of people would like bust him, 
just to get money, or they would put him in jail in some of the southern places just to 
get some bread.
In school, what subjects did you like best?
History, world history, but it got kind of boring-I guess because of the way it 
was put to us in books. The most interesting to me was about civilizations before 
ours, how advanced people really were, how high they had brought themselves, 
only to bring themselves down because of the missing links, the weak foundations. 
So the whole thing crumbled. And that's kind of sad. And it relates to today and what could possibly happen here, very soon. That's basically what "Big Brother" is all 
about.


I speak of the history, the heritage of the violence, or the negativeness of being 
able to see what's going on with minority people. Seemingly it's going to continue to be 
this way. Sometimes, unfortunately, violence is a way things get accomplished. "Big 
Brother" was something to make people aware of the fact that after all is said and done, 
that I don't have to do nothing to you, meaning the people are not power players. We 
don't have to do anything to them 'cause they're gonna cause their own country to fall.
"My name is Secluded; we live in a house the size of a matchbox." A person who 
lives there, really, his name is secluded, and you never even know the person, and they 
can have so many things to say to help make it better, but it's like the voice that speaks 
is forever silenced.
I understand that when you don't hear anything and you hear this very high frequency, that's the sound of the universe.
Or a burglar alarm, which takes some of the mystery out of it.... Tell me about your 
experiments with electronic effects and music. First, have you listened to Beaver and Krause, 
or Pink Floyd, Emerson, Lake & Palmer, or Walter Carlos?
Walter Carlos, yes, but for the most part I've listened to just what's in my head, 
plus Bob Margoloff and Malcolm Cecil-they are responsible for programming, and I 
just tell them the kind of sound I want.
How about the Bag [a throat-sound amplifier made by Kustom]? What does that do for 
communication?
It creates an emotion in that the voice is low. And it frightens you a little. We used 
it on Syreeta's album, "She's Leaving Home," I was just playing the ARE not really 
singing, but playing the note and moving my mouth.
What else are you checking out these days?
There's this string instrument made in Japan. You tune it like a harp to a certain 
chord scale. It takes you somewhere else that's sort of earthy and in the direction 
where my head is slanting-like going to Africa. Maybe I'll take a tape recorder over 
there and just sit out and write some stuff.
In concert, your opening number includes African scatting.
I got that from this thing called The Monkey Chant that we used in different 
rhythms, and we came up with [chants in speedtime] ja ja-ja-ja-ja-ja-ja-ja ja...And there 
are three pairs of drumsticks going. It's like fighting. I'd love to go to Ghana, go to the 
different countries and see how I'd like to live there.
Do you know Sly Stone?
I've seen him a couple of times.
He influenced you to a degree.
...Ah...I think there's an influence in some of the things I've done, like "Maybe 
Your Baby. " But I can hear some of the old Little Stevie Wonder in a lot of his early 
things [Stevie sings a bit of "Sing a Simple Song"]. It used to tickle me...
You've said that your writing was influenced by the Beatles.
I just dug more the effects they got, like echoes and the voice things, the writing, 
like "For the Benefit of Mr. Kite."
Did it make you feel that you could be more loose yourself?
Yeah. I just said, "Why can't I?" I wanted to do something else, go other places. Same thing about keys. I don't want to stay in one key all the time.


"Blowin' in the Wind" and 'Alfie" were unusual songs for a Motown artist to be doing 
back when you did them.
Most of them came about from doing gigs and wanting certain kinds of tunes. 
Clarence Paul, who was my arranger and conductor when we had the big group-we 
would work out doing tunes, ridin' in cars like in England around '65. We'd think of 
different songs like "Funny How Time Slips Away" or "Blowin' in the Wind."
Writers are so important. I think a lot of our artists could have been more successful if they had other writers, besides Holland-Dozier-Holland, because then they 
would have found their identity-and that's what everybody needs.
So you can understand why groups like Gladys & the Pips, Martha & the Vandellas, the 
Tops, the Spinners left.
I do; when you become just one of the others, it's difficult to be a sustaining power 
for a long period of time. It's like a person comes out with a beat, and you keep on doing 
it and doing it and driving it to the ground.
Did you play in sessions outside of Motown,'
No, but I have now, recently.
You were working with Jeff Beck last year; then he got angry at you because you put out 
"Superstition" as a single before he did.
Well, I'd written a thing for them-they wanted "Maybe Your Baby," and I said no, 
do this, this is even better, and I wrote "Superstition" that same night. And they wanted the track, which I couldn't give them 'cause of Motown. so I said, "I'll give you a 
seven [a 7 1/2 inches-per-second tape], and you all work on it and I'll play on the session, 'cause he said he'd play on a thing of mine. And I wrote another thing for them 
which was even more like Jeff Beck, a thing called "Thelonius" which they haven't 
done anything with, it's really bad [Stevie sings, scatting with triple-tinted knee 
slaps]...but I told him I was using "Superstition" for my album. The tune I wanted to 
release as a single was "Big Brother," but that was done too late to come out as a single. Motown decided they wanted to release "Superstition." I said Jeff wanted it, and 
they told me I needed a strong single in order for the album to be successful. My understanding was that Jeff would be releasing "Superstition" long before I was goin' to finish my album: I was late giving them Talking Book. Jeff recorded "Superstition" in July, 
so I thought it would be out. But I did promise him the song, and I'm sorry it happened 
and that he came out with some of the arrogant statements he came out with. I will 
get another tune to him that I think is as exciting, and if he wants to do it, cool.
After the Stones tour, there was a story in a magazine where the Stones-Keith 
Richards-was yelling about you, calling you a "cunt" when you couldn't make a gig because 
of your drummer. There were claims that you'd been partying instead of working.
If Keith did say that, it's just childish, because I love people too much to just want 
to fuck up and miss a show. And it's crazy, the things he said, if they were said-and if 
he did not say them, he should clarify them because I will always hold this against him; 
I can't really face him, I'd feel funny in his presence.
Was Keith pretty friendly throughout the tour,'
I had mixed emotions about where he was comin' from, you know, so I wouldn't 
be surprised if he said it.... What really bugged me about the whole thing was that our 
drummer was in a very bad situation, mentally and spiritually, and that's why he left. What climaxed the whole thing was, we got into an argument. I told him he was rushing the tempo-this was in Fort Worth, Texas-and he said, "I'll tell you what: You 
know how to play harmonica; you take the mike, you sing and play drums and all that 
shit at the same time, 'cause I quit," and he split. I called up the Stones and said, "Look, 
man, our drummer left, and we might not be able to make the gig, so we'll try to make 
the second one, but we won't be able to make the first show. " And they said, "Okay, 
that'll be cool." The next thing, I saw the Stones, and they heard the new drummer and 
said, "Oh, out of sight!" Then the next thing was I read all this shit.


Were you treated fairly, financially, for the tour?
It wasn't a money-making thing, that wasn't the idea-exposure was the thing. I 
want to reach the people. I feel there is so much through music that can be said, and 
there's so many people you can reach by listening to another kind of music besides 
what is considered your only kind of music. That's why I hate labels where they say, 
"This Is Stevie Wonder and for the Rest of His Life He Will Sing 'Fingertips ...... Maybe 
because I'm a Taurean, and people say Taureans don't dig change too much. I say as 
long as it's change to widen your horizons, it's cool.
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TWENTY YEARS OF CLEARASIL ROCK
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[image: ]e's probably never believed it, but I always liked Dick Clark. As a performer-at the 
podium and in the bleachers on American Bandstand, and as host of his own 
Saturday night music show, he was humorless, but genial and oh, so smooth. 
He was a pro.
As the years rolled on, Clark not only refused to age, he accelerated his activities, moving deftly into television and film production while continuing on the air, as a game show 
host, product pitchman, and backstage interviewer-all on top of the weekend Bandstand 
and-oh, yes-a syndicated radio show here, a book project there.
He was the subject of my first little item for Rolling Stone. He was in town to promote 
a movie his company had produced, a hippie exploitation number called Psych-Out. That 
project placed Clark squarely into the enemy camp, as far as the emerging sixties generation was concerned.
Or at least as far as I was concerned. He was a capitalist, minus the hip.
That's how I approached him for this 1973 profile. I was also feeling pretty aggressive. 
In the spring of that year, the Watergate scandal was uppermost in the national mind, and 
journalists were flexing their investigative muscles at every opportunity. Mine came through Clive Davis, the powerful and sometimes imperious president of Columbia Records. A 
straight-ahead profile took a severe turn when he was suddenly dismissed, charged with misusing company funds. CBS was soon embroiled in something called "drugola," and although 
Davis ultimately had the charges dropped, and moved on to a successful new life at Arista 
Records, his story occupied Rolling Stone-and me-for weeks.


In the midst of the Columbia craziness, here was Dick Clark, gearing up for an August 
celebration of his twentieth anniversary as the host of Bandstand. I'd spoken with him just 
weeks before. His company had produced Soul Unlimited, a new show on Bandstand 's network, ABC, to compete with the popular syndicated Soul Train. "The network-powered new 
entry," I reported, "infuriated some of Soul Train's friends and followers." Those friends 
included the Rev. Jesse Jackson.
Clark rightfully defended his decision, as a television producer and business man, to 
produce any show he wanted. But Soul Unlimited turned out to have its limits. After just over 
two months, it was cancelled. Now, to promote his anniversary, he agreed to meet-at his 
offices in Hollywood, and then at his home in Malibu.
DICK CLARK HAS FEW FRUSTRATIONS. But the man who's had things go his way for 
twenty years-who fell into the Bandstand job through other people's mistakes; who 
emerged from the central depths of the fifties payola scandal as the Clearasil-clean millionaire prince of rock and roll (while the King, Alan Freed, died penniless): who considers himself "just a bystander" in today's drugola mess; who's built an entertainment 
empire covering TV, radio, films, concert promotions and corporate consultant work in 
the field of youth-is upset.
Standing behind a bar in his Malibu beach house after barbecuing and eating a 
steak dinner, he gets mixed up with his Japanese dessert, and he dips his strawberry 
into the brown sugar instead of the sour cream first, and he makes a face. Wrinkles 
show around the eyes, and the 43-year-old who looks thirtyish suddenly looks fortyish.
The subject is a movie he badly wants to do, has spent four years trying to put 
together. Called The Years of Rock, it would be "the definitive study of what happened in 
twenty years of rock and roll." But more important, it would relieve Dick Clark of one 
of his other frustrations.
"I got to do this film," he said, "because I don't want to be remembered for doing 
a medley of my Clearasil commercials. My youngest kid says to me...`Tell me about the 
olden days.' And I want to be able to pull out a piece of film and say, 'That was what it 
was all about. That's why you are like you are today."' And right now, that film is 
nowhere, except for a thirteen-minute sampler financed by Warner Bros., which has 
since dropped out of the project. "They got discouraged with the failure of all the other 
music films."
Another problem is getting twenty years of stars to participate. "There are 1,200 
clearances involved in that film, if we ever get it made. The damn thing's got to be a 
labor of love, because it's such a drainer. I mean, you sit for hours and hours and caress 
people's egos. You'll beg them to please let you have a little piece so you can represent 
them. It's really strange: you run into all sorts of reactions. Some people say, `How 
much time can I get?' Others say, 'How little can I give you?' I had four meetings with Mick Jagger about the footage that he wanted to see. Bob Dylan says, `Fine, just let me 
see the pieces and whatnot."'


But, of course, this episode in Dick Clark's career has an upbeat little twist. Even if 
the movie is in limbo, he's got this album out, timed with all the recent promotion of 
his televised celebration of American Bandstand's twentieth anniversary, an oldies package on Buddah Records called Dick Clark: 20 Years of Rock and Roll. It has just been certified gold-`A legitimate half-million seller," he said proudly.
It is not Clark's first big record, and, as for the word "legitimate"-well, he 
brought it up.
As the man running the most influential record show in America in the late fifties, 
young Dick Clark, as one disc jockey working in Philadelphia at that time put it, "had 
a piece of everything." In the fifties, payola was not illegal; you broke the law only if 
you failed to pay taxes on such income. Clark, the Philly DJ was saying, had a price. "He 
really put them up against the wall, and he was never reasonable about how much ...he 
always wanted half the publishing and three cents a record, and..."
And so, it is said, in the transcripts of the House Legislative Oversight 
Subcommittee hearings on payola in 1960, Dick Clark had some hits. He owned or 
part-owned thirty-three corporations in the music business-record companies, publishing firms, and record pressing plants. He got the copyright on the Crests' "Sixteen 
Candles" and played it heavily on Bandstand and earned $12,000 in royalties. All 
together, he got the copyrights to 160 songs, 143 of them as "gifts." Clark explained: 
"If you were a songwriter then and you had a song, you'd want me to own it because I 
could do the best by it. That's just good business."
Philadelphia, home of Bandstand, dictator of the dances, the fashions, and the 
record-buying habits of teenagers all over America, was riddled with payola. Dick Clark, 
professing his innocence from the beginning, weathered a seven-month investigation 
and then sailed through the hearings as calmly as if they were just ...TV shows. At the 
end of the sessions, the chairman of the committee called him "a fine young man."
How did he do it? Said Clark: "I had done nothing illegal or immoral. I had made 
a great deal of money and I was proud of it. I was a capitalist." No more, no less. Said 
the Philadelphia radio veteran: "Clark was no cleaner than anybody else. They never 
even got into half the shit that Clark did, because he was sitting before a committee 
that, when the cameras were shut off, all the Congressmen would rush up to ask for his 
autograph for their daughters. It was a total fucking joke." So how did he do it? "The 
same way that all the bastards that are testifying in the Watergate thing will all end up 
running large corporations, they look so good."
Dick Clark hoped that the payola issue wouldn't dominate a piece on his twenty 
years in the business. He could even see the headline: Old Payola King Talks About New 
Payola. And he didn't want that; didn't want to add to the gas.
"We're far removed from that mainstream of music commerce today," was about 
all he would say. The payola hearings of thirteen years ago followed government investigations of Jimmy Hoffa and TV quiz shows, and Clark has been quoted as calling the 
payola hearings "just politics. An election year and all; they were just looking for headlines." Did he feel the same about the "drugola" talk now getting senatorial attention? 
"I don't know if it was politically timed," he said, "but I know when it'll explode. When 
Watergate is over."


The story of how Dick Clark emerged out of those 1960 hearings looking so ific- 
as his finger-snapping, Beechnut-cracking, side-swaying teen galleries would have put 
it-is a large part of the story of Dick Clark.
Dick had wanted to be a disc jockey since age 13. after he saw Gary Moore and 
Jimmy Durante doing a radio program; he went to Syracuse University, and in his first 
year got a spot on the campus station. For his audition, he did an imitation of a radio 
announcer. He did impersonations in high school, he said, "to get over a terrible inferiority complex.. .1 was not physically terribly attractive. I was skinny and I had a lot of 
pimples like everybody else did, and I was going through that teenage thing of `I don't 
want to get involved with too many people."' His mimicry was apparently enough to 
cover up some of the blemishes, and Clark got elected class president in his senior year.
At Syracuse, he studied business administration, majoring in advertising and 
minoring in radio. After college, he bounced around in DJ and newscaster jobs at radio 
and TV stations in Syracuse and Utica, New York, where he earned $ 52.50 a week.
In late 1951, he moved to Philadelphia. Clark skipped right into the story of how 
he was actually the third man to stand behind the podium of what was then 
Philadelphia Bandstand; how the two original hosts started the show in 1952, and how 
he got tapped as the solo host in August 1957.
But first things first.
Another radio announcer who was there recalled Clark's beginnings. "He was 
hired onto WFIL radio as a summer replacement. I think the manager and Dick Clark's 
father co-owned a TV station in Utica or Syracuse. Anyway, he was the second of two 
guys hired, and after the summer, they had to drop one of them. Normally, the first one 
would have stayed, but he used to do a network feed from the Epiphany Church, and 
every time he did it, he'd mispronounce it as the 'Epi-fanny Church.' So they fired him 
for that, and Dick got to stay."
The star of the station, longtime nighttime DJ Bob Horn, was teamed up with a 
rotund television pitchman, Lee Stewart, on WFIL-TV, Clark recounted-"almost like 
a disc jockey comedy-oriented team, because they had nothing to fill in the afternoon 
on the station.
"I can remember those guys walking around the music library, practically saying, 
`What the hell are we going to do?' And they had old musical films of people like George 
Shearing, Peggy Lee, and Nat Cole. They determined they would play some of those. 
They would make calls to viewers at home, and interview guests that came to the studio. They asked to have a studio audience. The studio was at 46th and Market Street in 
Philadelphia. It was out of the way. The only people in the area were the girls who went 
to West Catholic High School. So the only people that came by that first Monday or 
Tuesday were little girls in their Catholic school uniforms who sat in the studio bored 
to tears. And the music films came up, and they said, `Could we dance?' So the two girls 
would dance together. A bright-eyed cameraman turned the camera on the girls, and 
the director said, `That's interesting,' and punched it up. Couple of people called in and 
said, 'That's fun, let's watch the kids dance while the films or the records play.' By the 
end of the week, the response was overwhelming. And then they remembered that in 
the movies, people never really sang, they did a lip synchronization. So they brought 
artists in and they would mime their records. And the format never changed in twenty years.


"When I started, the big stars were Joni James, Patti Page. Eddie Fisher, the Four 
Aces. It had nothing to do with rock and roll music, because there wasn't any. There 
were also jazz and blues. Dizzy Gillespie had a song that played. LaVern Baker was there 
constantly. So, between Alan Freed in Cleveland and Bob Horn and Lee Stewart in 
Philadelphia and George `Hound Dog' Lorenz in Buffalo, they began to find out that 
white kids liked black music. It's a very significant period of time, before I got there."
Philadelphia Bandstand sometimes drew 60 percent of the daytime audience, and 
the dance party format began spreading around the country. Rock and roll was beginning to pay off, and Bob Horn was one of the first ones paid. As Tom Donahue said in 
the book, The Deejays. Horn was "the closest thing to a Roman Emperor I've ever 
known." Donahue worked at WIBG in Philadelphia through the fifties and saw a lot of 
payola money flying around. "Horn," he said, "was making a lot of money."
Horn was also forced to work with this skinny kid. "Bob Horn and I," said Clark, 
"did a radio DJ show in the afternoon the same time the TV show was on. He would 
come on and do the first fifteen or twenty minutes with me. He was the shill, the wellknown disc jockey the station used so that they could sell it, and hopefully draw an 
audience. Then he'd split and do a TV show, and I did the rest of the show, and he would 
occasionally come in and do a fifteen-minute thing at the end. It was a bad setup. He 
was being used, and he didn't like it. He didn't like me. He made it abundantly apparent that he hated every minute of it, and I can see why, in retrospect."
Horn, who didn't like Lee Stewart much, either, did not have to share a studio 
with Clark for long. In 19 5 6, as Donahue remembered, Horn was arrested for drunken driving. "He could not stop, getting busted driving a hundred miles an hour. Also, 
young girls..."
Horn was accused of statutory rape with a 14 year-old girl, herself alleged to be 
part of a teenage vice ring. Horn was also in trouble over charges of tax evasion on 
payola income. He was acquitted of rape, but the payola (he was the first DJ to be convicted) and the drunken driving did him in. WFIL's owners also owned the Philadelphia 
Inquirer, and the paper was conducting an anti-drunk driving campaign when Horn 
hit 100 on the speedometer. In July 1956, the station picked the clean cut 26 year-old 
Dick Clark to take over Bandstand.
Clark says he was still a naive young man. All he knew was that Horn didn't seem 
to like kids much, and so, if he were to succeed, he would have to get along with them. 
But not so well that he might be accused, as he so gingerly put it, of "jumping on one 
of those 13-year-olds in there." He eschewed the rocket-powered, rhythm `n' rhyming 
bebop talk prevalent among radio jocks in the fifties. He wore a coat and tie and kept 
his hair short and bear-greased. "Pretty much what you saw was Dick Clark according 
to the mores of the times," he says. "I was cast as an All-American boy, and although 
I smoked and drank and swore and all of that in private life, that was not presentable 
on television. That was the myth that was built up. But other than that, that was pretty much me."
Clark got rich quick. In his first year, he says, he combined his still-paltry WFIL 
salary with enough work at record hops to come out with "at least $ 50.000." When 
the station began plans to hook up as an affiliate of ABC-TV, and possibly replace 
Bandstand with whatever the network fed it, Clark scurried up to New York to pitch the 
network on his dance party. After much hounding, the heads of ABC began to serious ly consider the show. Clark snuck a friend, a record promoter who pretended to be a 
sponsor, into a meeting and who reported back to Clark: They thought he had droopy 
eyes, and the show had a lousy set, but network quality lighting and staging could 
make it-and him-work. They agreed to send Bandstand out to sixty-seven affiliated 
stations.


`And in order to show them that we had people watching, in the first three or four 
days we were on, we ran a contest on `Why I'd Like a Date with Sal Mineo.' It drew forty 
thousand pieces of mail."
Bandstand-American Bandstand-was on its way, and when the show hit 
teenaged America, they ...well, they caught the beat, and they could dance to it. 
Suddenly, along with Dig magazine, sock hops, soda shop jukeboxes, and drive-ins, they 
had their own TV show.
American Bandstand consistently presented the big artists, lip-synching them at 
the rate of two a day, ten a week. There inevitably arose the need for new artists, andinevitably-they came from Philly.
"Man, everybody sang in South Philadelphia," said Jerry Stevens, who joined 
WIBG in 1960, after the payola rumble and the subsequent departure of several 
"Wibbage" big guns. "It was a third-class, hang-around-the-drug-store scene. 
People like Jimmy Darren, Fabian and Frankie Avalon-they all lived in the same 
row of houses."
"Philadelphia," said Tom Donahue, "was always an incredibly good market in that 
you get a big record, you could sell a hundred thousand in town." And, of course, 
Bandstand attracted newly established artists for their first television appearances, and 
those included Johnny Mathis, Neil Diamond, Fats Domino, and a crew-cut duo called 
Tom and Jerry, who later changed their names to Simon and Garfunkel.
The other thing everyone watched for on Bandstand could have been called, As the 
I.D. Bracelet Turns, or The Regulars. Kenny Rossi and Arlene Sullivan, Bob Clayton and 
Justine Corelli, the blondes, Pat Molitierri, Franny Giordano and Carol Ann Scaleferri 
chief among them.
"They became the stars," said Clark. "Within a year they were drawing fifteen 
thousand pieces of mail a week. People would look in and fantasize about what was 
happening. Just the images and you'd say, `Oooh, look at the look she gave him.' 
`They're not holding hands today,' or whatever, and they'd do this whole mind trip. It 
became a national phenomenon."
In 19 5 8, Clark began commuting to New York. It was really the big time now, the 
Dick Clark Show, Saturday nights from the Little Theater. Here, pop stars performed to 
a seated, nondancing audience and to another audience: in six million homes around 
the country watching Clark, the Royal Teens, Dion and the Belmonts, and Connie 
Francis, while the girls snapped the sponsor's gum and wore big green and white buttons reading "IFIC"-a slang word coined by the company.
Saturday night lasted two years, and Clark became a millionaire. He was getting 
smarter all the time, but on the air, he maintained himself as a straight, bland MC, 
smoothly leaning towards the camera to start each show, mastering the short, inoffensive interview, never outright defending either teenagers or rock and roll. He was 
the understanding older brother, and only once, in the trade papers, did he speak out, 
against Mitch Miller, the pop head at Columbia Records who railed against rock and roll at a DJ convention in Kansas City in 1958 and chastised radio for abdicating to 
"the preshave crowd that makes up 12 percent of the country's population and zero 
percent of its buying power, once you eliminate the ponytail ribbons, Popsicles, and 
peanut brittle."


"He was grinding his ax that was going dull at the time," said Clark, "and that's 
sheer business, man. When somebody jeopardizes your way of living, then you've got 
to quick run in there and take care of business."
DICK CLARK SITS BACK ON HIS MALIBU FLOOR, against a fur-covered stool, and 
shakes his head. I am railing at a buddy of his, a record company president who purged 
"drug-oriented" groups off his label, then released Grateful Dead material months 
later, when the Dead were high on the charts. He rereleased ten R&B stiffs under the 
title The History of Soul when black music began to dominate pop charts. Clark reasons 
that, in business, anything goes, "as long as you can sleep with yourself at night." I 
shake my head, slowly.
"The problem," says Clark, "is that you're an idealist, and I'm a fucking whore."
When they hauled Dick Clark before the House Subcommittee, he showed them 
just how much he slept, and how wide awake he could be. Accused of favoring records 
in which he had a financial interest, he hired Computek, a firm that did consulting for 
the U.S. government, to check his records.
"I'll show you how fucking innocent I was," said Clark. "They [the government] 
went to one of the biggest broadcasting chains in the world that was riddled with payola. They arrived on a Thursday night, said, 'We'll be back tomorrow to examine the 
logs.' When they went back on Friday, there weren't any logs. They had disappeared. . .and it all went, zappo, to Dick Clark, 2 7-year-old cat in Philadelphia. `You want 
the records? Here they are! Look at them!' I could've burned those motherfuckers in 
two minutes. I had them examined; the examiner said, `You're right, you're straight.' 
They thought, `How could a kid in Philadelphia make that much money?' They 
thought people came in with bag loads of cash and put it in my office. I found a better 
way to do it: to be in the music business. It was offensive to me, they thought I was that 
ignorant."
And the fact that one of his labels admitted paying people to play records-"that 
blew their minds, but that's not what they were after. They wanted to prove I was the 
taker of bribes."
Clark ended up dumping his corporations. "It was called `with a shotgun to your 
head.' Which would you like to be, in the music business or the television business?" 
Clark scratched lightly at his hair. "Do you have any idea what those would be worth 
now? Who could predict that in another dozen years the industry would be a $2 billion 
a year business? I made the wrong choice!"
In the end, said Clark, "the Chairman, Oren Harris, said something about the fact 
that you're a bright young man, and I hope we haven't inconvenienced you. 
`Inconvenienced'? Hell, they took my right testicle and almost my left!"
He still did better than most. There were those that were forced out of town-and 
there was Alan Freed.
Freed was the biggest of the pioneers, and he was rich from radio, television, live 
concerts and-of course-"gifts," from songwriting credits on Chuck Berry composi tions to-and this was his downfall-cash. On the eve of the payola hearings, he lost 
both his radio and TV jobs; the next year, after the hearings, he was indicted again on 
payola charges in Los Angeles. Shortly before his death in 1965, he was indicted for 
evading $47,920 in income taxes. The first case was finally dumped in 1964, and 
Freed was fined $ 300. But he was dying, by then.


"I was the last friend Alan had," says Clark, "and I don't want to say what he did 
wrong. He made a lot of mistakes. I never met the man in my heyday, when I was king 
and he started it all. I met him afterwards, and he was groveling around, and I tried to 
get him a job, and two days before he died, I was called to contribute to keep him in the 
hospital, and it was just one of those terrible.. .bad scenes. You don't want to know 
about it."
But I did, and, interestingly enough, Lance Freed, Alan's son, could not recall such 
a closeness between his dad and Dick Clark.
"There was a cordial, professional relationship before the hearings," he said, "but 
there wasn't a lot of contact afterwards." With his dying father in a Palm Springs hospital, Lance remembered people calling and bringing food. "But I never recall Dick 
Clark calling or coming down."
Later, on the phone, Clark corrected himself. "It was not an intimate friendship; I 
was one of several trying to get him back going again.. .Alan was the king; he found it, 
he had the gut reaction. He wasn't bright enough."
While Dick Clark, from Syracuse University, in business administration, was 
bright enough?
"What you're intimating now," he said, "and you're right: I had a little more education. Alan had raw emotions; I knew the game."
Dick Clark will survive. He is grossing between $ 5 and $ 6 million a year with his 
enterprises. On TV, he is busier than ever, doing specials for NBC, hosting a game show 
on CBS, dominating the area of rock on ABC, with productions of In Concert shows and 
specials. And, of course, there's American Bandstand, still, as far as he's concerned, in 
its prime. Clark will continue to host the show until someone runs him out of the network. Then, he says, he would syndicate it. What's he holding onto? "First and foremost," he replies, "it pays very well. And secondly, it's become such a gigantic part of 
my personal life, it'll be a big trauma when it's canceled."
In Dick Clark's world, some things-the need to work, and make money, and 
maintain a name-don't change. But even he admits that there is more to today's nostalgia-mania than the remembrance of old times, so exploitable, as he knows, through 
albums, movies, and TV
"I look back on those as not the prime, but the fucking good old days," he says. 
"Those were more fun days, because, I guess, all of life in the fifties and the early sixties 
was more fun than it is now.
"We're rapidly getting back to that. We're all trying to get back to a simpler, less 
aggravating way of life. I don't think we'll accomplish it."
-August 16, 1973
Rolling Stone
In 1975, I went to Las Vegas to see and interview Olivia Newton-John at the Riviera. 
Dick Clark was hosting an oldies revue at the Thunderbird. We arranged to meet. I was with Dianne, my future wife, who used to rush home from high school to catch the cool 
music and the even cooler dancers on American Bandstand, and who thought of Clark 
as a distant uncle.


After Clark's show at the Thunderbird, he, along with his own future wife, Kari, took us 
on the town. On our way out of the hotel, we'd bump into Dion DiMucci, Cornelius Gunther 
of the Coasters, and others who'd just performed in the revue. In his car, Clark began regaling 
Dianne with backstage stories about the Bandstand stars-that is, the teenaged dancers. He 
could not have been more charming.
He never complained about the 1973 article-it wouldn't have been gentlemanly, 
after all-but it's stuck with him all these years. Interviewing him in 1998 for my book on 
the history of Top 40 radio, I encountered this opening remark: "You know, the writings you 
laid down still come back to haunt me." I expressed surprise. "Oh, people come back and 
dig that old shit up. Now that we've got computers, you can pump up anything that anybody ever uttered."
And yet, he patiently answered my questions about Top 40, about his impact on the format, and on his unrelenting pace. "It's a miracle to be busy this long," he said, "so I've got 
nothing to complain about."
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[image: ]It was Bob Dylan's first tour in the United States in eight years. He had the Band behind 
and with him. Thirty-eight shows in forty-three days, from Chicago to Los Angeles. 
By 1974, Rolling Stone had covered Woodstock and Altamont; George Harrison's bash for 
Bangladesh and the Rolling Stones for Nicaraguan earthquake relief; the Stones, the Grateful 
Dead, and the Jefferson Airplane on tour. We knew all about going on the road with rock stars.
But those bands were always going out. A Dylan tour was real news, and we 
attacked it the way the Washington Post and The New York Times were going after the 
Nixon White House.
We ran advance stories on the itinerary and on ticket prices. For Dylan's six weeks on 
the road, we'd have three issues. I'd cover the opening shows, in Chicago, Philadelphia, 
Montreal and Toronto. I would file two pieces: A news story describing the first concerts; 
then a cover story on Dylan, with an interview. Then, while I was writing up the interview, 
our New York editor, Loraine Alterman, would cover the Madison Square Garden concert, 
and a free-lancer, Paul West, would file a report from Atlanta. We would have reminin- 
scences from the poet Michael McClure, and our own Ralph J. Gleason. Then, as Dylan and 
band approached the West Coast, I'd pick up the final shows.


It was not, of course, quite that simple. Dylan's people approved my being on parts of 
the tour, gave me the band's itinerary, so that I could book flights and hotels accordingly, and 
provided necessary tickets and backstage passes.
But Dylan? We were on our own. They could make no guarantees. It was, be there and 
say a prayer.
For two cities, I didn't get near Dylan, but I didn't panic. The business at hand-reporting on the first two concerts, and the response to it from both fans and behind-the-scenes 
people-was enough to keep me on the run. I pounded out a quick, 3,500-word article 
("Dylan Opens to a Hero's Welcome"), threw it in the mail (we didn't have fax machines
handy back then), and headed off for Canada.
On the flight, I began to sweat. I had a cover story to write next. And there were no 
guarantees that I would be able to talk with Bob Dylan.
As it turned out, getting him to sit for an interview took only a little luck and a bit of 
pluck. It was at the interview that I began to panic again. As I set up my cassette recorder, 
Dylan eyed it as though it were a poisonous tarantula. "No, man, no tape," he said in his 
patented whine of a voice.
I was startled, but I understood. There were Dylanologists hounding him in those 
days, going through his garbage and publicizing its contents. There were bootlegs of 
everything Dylan sang and uttered.
No tape.
I had plotted out my questions carefully, keeping 
in mind Dylan's penchant for elusive answers and his 
elliptical way with words. I'd draw him into a real conversation about where he-as well as his music-was 
at. Now, my plans were shot. I'd have to write as he 
spoke, making eye contact only when one of us came 
up for breath. Writing as he spoke, I wouldn't be able to 
truly listen and come up with follow-up questions. I'd 
always be catching up to his last sentence-that is, if I 
understood it at all.
How did I do? I'll let you know in the epilogue.
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W E A R E I N T 0 R 0 N TO, the third stop of the Bob Dylan tour. Locked in by snow and still 
locked out, so far, from the inner circles of Dylan and the Band, I'm reduced to television 
in my hotel room. A newsy talk program called The CITY Show, named after the station's 
call letters, is on. For some reason, the moderator, a sporty-looking fellow, 50 or so, looks 
familiar, but the camera cuts to the program's "youth reporter," whose report this 
evening is an earnest attack on Dylan, the tour, and tour producer Bill Graham. He is 
asking where all the money is going; he is characterizing Dylan as a "manipulator" of 
his fans and the press, secreting himself from the public after that convenient little bike 
spill and, now, exploiting his absence from the scene. He also has heard that Dylan's 
show is comprised mostly of older songs, and this, too, is a pisser for him.
The moderator, the man with those penetrating, close-set eyes I've seen before, 
comes to Dylan's defense:
"I believe there's a freedom to just sit down if you want to," he tells the kid. "The 
public doesn't own Dylan; that's why he appealed to you in the first place. There's 
something sad about it; it's like Hemingway writing one book and the audience reading it over and over again and wanting nothing else."
As for Dylan's manipulation of the media, he continues, "You know I don't like to 
talk about my son too much on the air, but Neil has found that he's not dependent on 
all this damned media coverage." (Now I recognized the gentleman: Scott Young, Neil's 
father and a newspaper columnist in Toronto.) He goes on: "Just a line in the papers is 
enough. I've seen in Neil two different aspects. One is the concert, where he doesn't 
have to do anything-show up and they're pleased. The other is, he has a film out now, 
and it's not a successful one. Warner Bros. decided not to release it, and now he owns 
it. We talked about it, he talked about bringing it to Toronto. I told him if you've got 
something to sell, and people are clamoring for it, sell it.
"Dylan is trying," he concludes, "to re-establish that there still is a Dylan around."
The next night, I met Dylan, bumping into him in the hallway up on his floor, and 
he agreed to talk-later, in Montreal. Three days later, in Montreal, thirty-three floors 
up at the Chateau Champlain, Bob Dylan sat across the table, at ease, in white western 
shirt and jeans, still sleepy at 3 P.M.
He's always interested in what his audience is thinking, so I told about the impression his new love songs seemed to be making. Critics-from Chicago through 
Philadelphia and Canada-were saying he'd mellowed out, "blunted his image," 
"drained the venom from his voice." He'd move from urgent, surging metaphorical 
poetry to clinch-cliches, stereotyped images, and an emphatically stated need for his 
loved one, a complete turnaway from his previous posture of independence, individualism, and defiance.
Of course, he's played with such talk before. In "I'll Be Your Baby Tonight," he 
rhymed "moon" and "spoon." In Montreal, just last night, between "Don't Think 
Twice, It's All Right" and "Gates of Eden," he told the audience: "That was a love song, 
and this one's another love song."
With a wife and five children, Dylan is being called a family man, or, as Jonathan 
Takiff, pop critic for the Philadelphia Daily News put it, "a dutch uncle."
"Yeah," said Dylan. `But those things don't make a person settle down. A family 
brings the world together. You can see it's all one. It paints a better picture than being 
with a chick and traveling all over the world. Or hanging out all night.


"But," he maintained, "I still get that spark. I'm still out there. In no way am I not. 
I don't live on a pedestal.
"Fame threw me for a loop at first," Dylan continued. "I learned how to swim with 
it and turn it around-so you can just throw it in the closet and pick it up when you 
need it."
The turning point, he said, was in Woodstock, "a little after the accident. There I 
was, sitting one night under a full moon, I looked out into the bleak woods and said, 
`Something's gotta change.' There was some business that had to be taken care of, that 
we don't have to go into." I nodded, not mentioning the breakup with manager Albert 
Grossman, but reminding him of the problems he'd had fulfilling contracts for a book 
and a TV special.
"It was too much," he said. "It finally broke the camel's back. Now it's the same 
old me again."
Whatever that may be.
O N E O F THE R E A S 0 N s for following Dylan around, even if ultimately you learn that 
he's just the same old him, is that so many people are looking for so much from the 
drifter's return-for some kind of statement, either from the mere act of his re-emergence or from something a "new" Dylan may have to say. But too many of those that 
are filling up the papers and the airwaves with their Dylanalyses never heard, really 
heard, the man in the first place, or refused to accept what they were told: "It's not to 
stand naked under unknowing eyes/It's for myself and my friends my stories are sung," he 
sang, in "Restless Farewell," even before "My Back Pages."
Dylan says he's touring only because he wants to play his music for the people. But 
the people, the papers say, want more than music. They want The Word.
"I don't understand that attitude," says Robbie Robertson of the Band. "I don't 
ever remember him ever delivering what they believed he delivered, or what they think 
he's going to deliver now. I mean, I heard a lot of terrific lines and songs. He certainly 
had a way of saying something that everybody felt, a way of phrasing it and condensing it down. But people have a fictitious past in mind about him."
I agreed. But even if I, for one, never saw Dylan as a messiah, idol, prophet, leader, 
or even a particularly great singer, I must admit that Dylan has touched me. And the 
nerve that was hit ties somehow back to the sixties. During the second show in the 
Chicago Stadium, near the end of "It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only Bleeding)," it hit. It wasn't 
the song, a simple enough affair over an even simpler acoustic guitar run, that did it. 
For me, Dylan made a statement through a tone he was painting with his bitter-truth 
voice, a feeling of knowing resignation, the uplift deriving from the knowledge that 
here was a guy who'd seen it all, saw through it all, and...well, had a way of phrasing 
it, of condensing it down.
I watched this still-small, still-vulnerable figure, behind his guitar, looking up and 
bawling, "I got nothing, Ma, to live up to," and I shivered and thought of my older 
brother Barry, a probation officer and community worker murdered in the summer of 
1972, in the midst of the gang wars of Chinatown. He left a mother and father who 
cannot stop mourning, and when "It's Alright, Ma" pulsed through the verse about 
how, for those blind to "death's honesty," life "sometimes must get lonely," I found 
myself wiping away tears with an index finger and thinking something toward Barry, something excusably maudlin like: "Can you see? Bob Dylan, someone you heard and 
liked a lot, is here."


Later, talking with reporters from The New York Times and the Los Angeles Times, I 
learned that they, too, had had the chills. And in the next city, Jon Takiff- 
"Philadelphia's Mr. Cynical," the publicist for the Spectrum rock auditorium called 
him-would walk away from the press box and tell me that "Like a Rolling Stone" had 
made him cry.
PHIL OCHS WAS IN PHILADFLPHIA the day Dylan arrived. Ochs had a gig at the 
Main Point, a small club in suburban Bryn Mawr. Ochs used to hang out with Dylan, 
wanted to be as big as Dylan, admired Dylan's successful switch to rock, and served as 
a target for Dylan's celebrated personal attacks on Village friends. The most popular of 
the incidents had Ochs getting thrown out of Dylan's limousine one day, for not thinking "Can You Please Crawl Out Your Window" would be a smash.
By Philadelphia, Dylan and the Band had their show pretty well set. The clutteredattic look of the Chicago shows had been modified; Dylan and the Band came out 
strong, with six straight Dylan songs, concluding with Dylan cool-jerking the piano for 
"Ballad of a Thin Man," followed by six Band tunes. Dylan returned for three more, finished up with "Knockin' on Heaven's Door." An intermission of exactly fifteen minutes 
was broken by Dylan's return as a solo acoustic artist for about five numbers, ending 
with "It's Alright, Ma." The Band came back for three or four more, finishing up with 
"The Weight" from Big Pink, and Dylan returned with a couple of newer songs, from 
Planet Waves, and the finale, "Like a Rolling Stone." And the encore was "Most Likely 
You Go Your Way (I'll Go Mine)."
Michael McClure, the poet, joined the tour in Toronto. Together we will go after his 
old friend Bob Dylan. McClure is uncomfortable; in the snow-sludge-slop-shuffle outside, he has lost his scarf, without which his neck is incomplete; he is seated just below 
the bank of speakers perched atop a tower at one corner of the stage, and he's got his 
ears finger-plugged to balance out the insistent highs. But he can still smell-and he 
can see. "You see how much cleaner these kids are?" No, I don't. The poet/playwright 
picks out a row of three boys in Pendleton shirts. They are indeed clean shirts. "See? 
Canada hasn't been fucked over by the War Machine!"
The Toronto audience is as respectful of Dylan as the States crowds, but even more 
attentive. There's less of the screaming for requests during pauses between numbers; 
less of the demands for Dylan while the Band is doing one of their own sets. But of 
course, this is Band territory. CHUM, the FM rock station, even embraces Dylan, referring to him as being "from Hibbing, Minnesota, very close to the Canadian border." 
Dylan himself, later, will admit a special feeling for Canada that gets him smiling a 
crack more onstage, gets him saying, twice in one show, "Great to be back in 
Montreal!" and singing a particularly strong and croony version of "Girl from the 
North Country." Dylan, later, will explain, looking out the wall-wide arched window in 
his hotel room, out beyond the office buildings, into the bleak woods: "Canada seems 
to bridge a gap between the United States and Europe. It's a certain flair. And this is 
where I came from, this kind of setting-lakes, and boats and bridges."
In Toronto, before the first of the two shows there, I call on CHUM and find a 
Dylan freak named John Donebie, who remembers that Dylan's been in town three times before, twice as a solo artist, around '62 and ' 6 3 , and, in 1966, with the Hawks, 
who got huffily dismissed by one local critic as "a third-rate Toronto rock & roll band." 
In fact the Hawks-and it's well-known-came up as the backup band for Ronnie 
Hawkins, the Arkansas rockabilly singer who'd moved to Canada in 1960. (His hits 
were in '59-"Forty Days" and "Mary Lou.") The Hawks, all from Canada, except 
drummer/Arkansas native Levon Helm, got tired of the roads they traveled, mostly in 
the Southern states and along a short stretch of drink joints on Yonge Street in 
Toronto. Away from Hawkins, they continued to work Canada, were found by the 
blues artist John Hammond, Jr., sat in with him on a couple of albums, and met 
Dylan.


"You know," said Donebie, "Hawkins is still playing at the Nickelodeon down on 
Yonge Street. He's always there-or whenever he wants to play there, anyway. Just 
about owns the place. You ought to check him out." I make a note, and, after the first 
show (my notes remind me: "Overall feel of concert is LAZY"), I call the club. Ronnie is 
right by the phone and will be happy to see Rolling Stone, spill some beer and stories, 
and, "Hey, Levon said he might come down tonight."
The Nickelodeon is an eat-drink-and-dance place, with pizza table cloths, red flowery paper lamps, and a required coat check, just like in all the fancy restaurants in 
town. It feels like a hustlers' hall, a singles spot where, if you don't score, there's always 
Jingles upstairs, where you can take pictures of guaranteed naked ladies.
At the club, in a cluttered storage room full of discarded chairs, Hawkins was as 
hearty and jovial as ever. He's still cutting records, he said, but he hasn't had a record 
big enough to pay for a tour. He mostly stays fixed here, six nights a week, five sets a 
night-except when his boys are in town.
"I was over at the hotel room last night and we brought back memories for seven 
hours," he said. And he saw the show tonight-"first time I've seen 'em play since they 
left in 19 6 5 "-and paid due compliments.
"They were always two years ahead of their time. Robbie was the first guy to get 
into white funk, in Canada or anywhere." Hawkins urged me to stay, see if Levon 
shows up.
Minutes later, at 12:3 0, an hour and a half since the end of the Dylan concert, the 
Nickelodeon broke into applause and cheers. Levon, and Robbie Robertson, and Rick 
Danko, and Bob Dylan, and friends, had passed the checkroom, all their coats, fur caps 
and mufflers intact. It was a nice little 39th birthday present for Hawkins, and he leapt 
through the crowd to exchange warm greetings with Dylan, who wore shades and 
would stay mostly quiet through the night.
Hawkins jumped onto the stage with his latest congregation-a six-piece outfit 
that had Bill Graham nodding favorably-and told the buzzing crowd: "They came all 
the way from L.A. to hear me sing `Forty Days!"' One of the waiters slapped his open 
hand, softly, repeatedly, against a counter. "Goddamn," he said to another worker. "Bob 
Dylan. Bob Dylan."
Hawkins introduced a special number. "I remember Robbie called it one of Bob's 
best songs at one time,' he said, and moved into a mellow country version of "One Too 
Many Mornings," one of Dylan's earlier true-love songs, from 1964. A couple of birthday dedications later, Hawkins was rolling through "Bo Diddley" and worked in a couple of verses of "The Ballad of Hollis Brown." Dylan nodded and smiled.


After Hawkins' set, the crowd was quiet, a nickelodeon full of Dylan-watchers, 
picture-snappers. I got a good close-up look at him, for the first time, and he looked 
tired, in no shape to be club-nobbing, but not unapproachable. Later, at two o'clock, 
while the club tried to kick everybody out, Graham looked to be trying to set up a private jam session, talking soothingly to the people in charge. But they didn't go for it, 
and Graham resigned himself to the usual: a spread of food and wine on the artists' 
floor at the hotel.
Bob Dylan has had reason to avoid Rolling Stone; we'd been among the most critical about his recent albums; the most cynical about his motives for the tour, launched 
in combination with a new label deal and a new album. He didn't need the media, didn't want to do interviews, all reporters were told.
Still, his most intimate protectors insisted, Dylan would be happy to have a chatif you happened to run into him. Now, Graham invited us to join the post-concert nibbling and listening-to-the-new-album gathering, and at 2:30 A.M., I entered the most 
boring hotel suite I'd seen since my own Holiday Inn room back in Philadelphia. 
McClure and Bruce Byall, lighting manager on the tour, were chatting on a couch; 
Barry Imhoff was eating a plateful of snacks, and a lone teenaged girl wandered 
around wondering what she was doing.
But soon enough, there was a burst of noise from the hallway and a gang of Band 
members and buddies were scurrying past, followed by Bob Dylan, still in shades. He 
made a turn toward the party room, stopped in front of me, and continued to yell, halfpuzzled, half-joking, after the little mob.
My moment had come. I introduced myself and he kept his smile on as we shook 
hands. His was cold, offered downward, with not much of a grip. Then he excused himself, but promised, without my asking, "I'll be right back and we'll talk." Ten minutes 
later, at 3 A.M., we sat side-by-side on couches and chatted, in idle, for maybe ten min- 
utes..."How'd you like the show?"..."Well, you see, I wasn't feeling that great, I just had 
a flu shot today"..."No, eighteen thousand people yelling isn't that much of a thing. It's 
nothing new. See, I used to sit in the dark and dream about it, you know. It's all happened before"...and then I suddenly felt nervous, without a notebook and not quite 
sure what to say. I suggested an interview-say, maybe in Montreal, when he felt better. He agreed, and I made my escape.
The next night, still in Toronto, Dylan looked better onstage, sporting a hat for the 
first time along with his by-now regulation black suit, twisting his left heel in time with 
"Just Like Tom Thumb's Blues," working with organist Garth Hudson through "Ballad 
of a Thin Man," and leaving the stage with a spread-armed curtsy. The Band seemed 
inspired, especially with a near-perfect reading of "I Shall Be Released" by Richard 
Manuel. As before, Dylan fluffed the second and third lines of "The Times They Are 
AChanging, " but the audience waited and roared for the main lines. On "Like a Rolling 
Stone," the audience, in perfect unison, fast-clapped along with the song. This is the 
one song no one listens to, the Dylan anthem, the cause for celebration. The concert is 
marked down as the best since the second show in Philly.
And Toronto, for many of the Band, is home-or, at least, home enough so that 
the party after the show reminds one of Big Pink. In one room is a gathering of the 
next of kin, folks, stepfolks, and friends. Full of etiquette-it is after midnight, after 
all-they are chatting and listening to Planet Waves on a cheap "compact" hi-fi bor rowed from the hotel; "Tough Mama" is playing, and on the television (TV sets in 
touring rock stars' hotel rooms are always on, no matter what's happening in the 
room) is a movie starring Jimmy Stewart and some tough mama, a red fright-wigged 
woman wielding a shotgun, and as Dylan begins the final chorus, the woman blows 
up a houseboat.


The gathering is dissipating, and in another room, a drunken would-be groupie 
demands Dylan's presence. She staggers around, going nowhere slow, until Dylan 
shows up, asking for a blanket. She shouts at him, and Dylan goes into his I-don'tunderstand routine, slips into the bathroom and out again, before she notices. Later, 
Renee, a tall, blonde beauty, is talking with Robbie Robertson. Robbie, who looks years 
younger than he did in the Big Pink days, when his chin-thin beard, glasses and dark 
clothing gave him the look of a devout Russian Orthodox Jew, is listening attentively, 
like a priest. He seems to be humoring her, but no one can tell.
I had met Robbie at the Nickelodeon: the next day, we met in his room and 
talked about the tour-how it started, exactly, how the Band felt being largely considered a backup.
"We expected it," he said, "because we know who Bob is, right? And because we 
also knew that it had been eight years since he had ever done a tour, and we knew it 
was going to be an incredible level of anticipation for his music. We just can't ...we have 
a job to do. You can't say to yourself, `Oh, my god. Call Bob. Tell Bob he's got to get back 
out here.' The first time we played with him, when we walked out there, people would 
actually start booing and throwing things, so this is actually like a big, big departure. 
This is nothing, to have a couple of people yell, `Dylan!"'
The Band and Dylan, said Robertson, have always thought about touring since 
the last tour, in 1966. "We were going to do another one, and Bob had the motorcycle 
wreck. And for a long time it didn't seem like a good idea to us at all. All of the sudden 
it started to become clear. There was a space, an opening, a necessity, almost, that just 
pulled you into it. It was no clever maneuver on anybody's behalf to put the things 
together, to expand our audience or get a few extra albums. Everybody just felt the 
same way at the same time."
The impetus was a rock concert-the all-time biggest festival gathering, the 
Watkins Glen festival, where they played before 600,000.
"There was something different about it," he said. `At Watkins Glen we were playing, and we would do little things, intricate, subtle things that the audience would react 
to that I'd never seen them react to before. There was an alertness to the audience that 
I could not believe."
The whole thing is especially ironic because the Band is almost as reclusive as 
Dylan, having not played any dates for a year and a half before Watkins Glen, choosing to spend their time with families, working on albums, and playing with Dylan.
After the festival, an enthusiastic Robertson told Dylan about the new sensations 
he'd received. `And he went for it all the way."
Rehearsals began three months before the tour. "We sat down and played for 
four hours and ran over an incredible number of tunes. Just instantly. We would 
request tunes. Bob would ask us to play certain tunes of ours, and then we would do 
the same, then we'd think of some that we would particularly like to do." They must 
have gone through some eighty numbers, said Robertson. But the session wasn't really a rehearsal. "For our situation and our mentality, it seemed so absurd to get into 
a room and run over 'Positively Fourth Street.' We'd go, `What is this? Remember the 
kickoff? Who cares what the kickoff was?' You know. We just can't approach it like 
that." After that one meeting, he said, "it was over. We said, `That's it."'


So, onstage, oftentimes a song will end quite abruptly; another may wheeze and 
fizzle to a tardy conclusion; Dylan will stop a number to change the beat.
Even while planning the tour, Dylan and the Band were nervous, said Robertson. 
"Not a real emotional nervousness, but also a physical endurance nervousness. Like 
Bob was saying, `Shit, I haven't done nothing in eight years, all of a sudden I'm going 
to go out there and hit for forty concerts?' We're not really outgoing people," Robbie 
said again, "we're just not the kind of people that can-'Sure, turn us loose!"'
Once the tour was certain, the Band would call Bill Graham, whom they had 
worked with, doing concerts, and David Geffen, chairman of Elektra/Asylum Records, 
now Dylan's label.
Robertson told Dylan about Graham and Geffen, Dylan approved, and the two 
went to work, convincing the group that if they were to avoid box-office riots, they had 
to play more than ten dates, and in larger-than-theater halls. It was also Graham who 
proposed the ticket prices (criticized in some cities as too high, averaging $8 and reaching a top of $9.50), and the Band and Dylan-who left all money matters to their various attorneys and to Geffen and Graham-agreed.
"The decision," said Robbie, "was made by Bill and David, and they put their logic 
together and explained it to us. We left it up to them because they could be a little bit 
more objective than us. They would say, `Listen, Joe Blow gets $7.50. Just Joe Blow, so I 
would think you guys should charge that, and if there's two of you, you should 
charge'.... And they had all kinds of reasons. `If you don't, then people are going to think 
that something is wrong.' Me? I just said, `You know better than we do.' You have to give 
people room to move around in and do things. If you do it all yourself you go crazy."
Dylan echoed Robbie: "I put it in Bill Graham's hands," he said. "I just let people 
know I was ready." He added: "Originally, I wanted to play small halls, but I was just 
talked out of that."
Bill Graham, the man who has an answer for just about anything, was even 
equipped with the proper language for this tour. In Montreal, at the end of the first concert at the Forum, after the encore, he told the crowd, in fluid French, that Dylan had 
gone and would not be back. The next night, the voice that has sent countless antagonists up against countless walls was again soothing and Frenchy, telling the people to 
please not smoke and crowd into the center aisle.
One woman, who came to Montreal from Plattsburgh, New York, seemed disappointed with Dylan, after "Lay Lady Lay." It was the new way he had of singing it, no 
longer country-comfy and inviting, but snarl-joking, stretching last words and snapping them off with a grit of his teeth.
"I liked the old Dylan," said the woman, an employee at the state college in 
Plattsburgh. "Here, on this song, I felt he was ripping me off, just singing a song to get 
through it. He's not sharing a part of himself with us." She broke into applause, minutes later, when Dylan went into "The Times They Are A 'Changing," and joined the 
ovation while Dylan offered two bows and a clenched left fist. She nodded her approval 
again as the solo Dylan worked his way through "Gates of Eden." And when "Rolling Stone" came around, she was on top of her chair, standing atop her cotton coat and 
clapping along. (Dylan: "`Like a Rolling Stone' is just as real today as it was then. The 
audience is reacting the same as back then. It was always the one that got the best reaction.") And here, when Dylan returned for the encore, the ovation continued on, and 
did not die, the way it had in the other cities.


"Always love to come back to Montreal."
While friends of Dylan said he had stayed off the road mostly because his family 
came first, he left his wife and children behind. With him on the first few stops of the 
tour was Louie Kemp, a friend of Bob's since the days in Hibbling when they went to 
camp together. Louie stuck close to Dylan, from hotel to hotel, and accompanied him 
wherever he went. In Chicago, they checked out a show at the Earl of Old Town. In 
Philadelphia, Dylan spent off-hours ice skating. In Toronto, he planned to see The 
Exorcist at a local university movie house, then canceled out.
In Montreal, Dylan also took it easy, staying on a diet of vegetables, fruits, herb tea 
and distilled water. His one known foray into the streets-aside from shopping tripswas to pick up a loose NO PARKING sign to take back home. I remember a Rodney 
Bingenheimer story about him and Dylan driving around Hollywood one night in 
search of signs; now, propped up against a couch in his suite, there was the evidence of 
such a hobby.
On the scheduled day of the interview, I waited through the morning and early 
afternoon. I decided to busy myself by going over my notes from the seven shows I'd 
seen and compiling a list of which songs Dylan was doing most often, and how many 
different numbers he had done in his concerts so far, at an average of eighteen songs 
per night, with the Band adding another nine or ten.
It turned out that Dylan indeed had-and played-favorites. Of thirty-two songs 
he had tried thus far, twelve numbers had appeared in, at least, six of seven concerts. 
In every show, he had performed "Lay Lady Lay," "Ballad of a Thin Man," `All along the 
Watchtower," "It's Alright, Ma," "Like a Rolling Stone," and two from Planet Waves, 
"Forever Young" and "Something There Is About You."
"Just Like Tom Thumb's Blues," "It Ain't Me Babe," "Knockin' on Heaven's Door," 
and a new number, "Except You," had been done in every show but one, and "Most 
Likely You Go Your Way (And I'll Go Mine)" had been sung seven times in five concerts.
"I Don't Believe You" had been done five times, scattered out evenly, and "Ballad 
of Hollis Brown" was also a five-timer. "Times They Are AChangin"' had been done 
twice in Chicago, and once each in Toronto and Montreal.
The rest of the list included one-time acoustic shots of "To Ramona," "Mama, You've 
Been on My Mind," "Song to Woody," "Maggie's Farm," `As I Went Out One Morning," 
and "It Takes a Lot to Laugh (It Takes a Train to Cry)." Twice each, he had done "Rainy 
Day Women (# 12 & 35)," "Just Like a Woman," "Hero Blues," "Love Minus Zero (No 
Limit)," "Gates of Eden," "Girl From the North Country," "Don't Think Twice, It's All 
Right," and the new "Wedding Song." Three times each, he had performed "Tough 
Mama" (another new, gritty love song), "Leopard Skin Pillbox Hat," and one of his own 
stated favorites from the protest days, "The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll."
"It's more interesting for me to be able to move things around," said Dylan. "These 
are the songs that were important for us, for me, for people we knew. They're mostly 
songs that've been recorded through the years."


I hadn't heard any songs from New Morning or Self-Portrait yet, I said.
"Well, we'll do some from New Morning. We've got three or four numbers. But SelfPortrait, I didn't live with those songs for too long. Those were just scraped together." To, 
say, pay some sort of tribute to the songwriters you liked? Dylan smiled and nodded.
Dylan has been well-known to be antagonistic during interviews, challenging the 
wording of questions, offering totally evasive or fabricated responses. He does, in fact, 
give mostly half-answers, and one is not encouraged to pursue his replies. His face says 
to take a second to let it soak in, see the self-evidence for yourself.
The first time we'd talked, Dylan had mentioned a special enthusiasm for doing 
the Texas dates, in Fort Worth and in Houston January 25th and 2 6th, just before the 
five New York shows.
"Maybe it's just the Mexican influence," he said. "They're more receptive to my 
kind of music, my kind of style," said Dylan. "In the old days..." he paused. "I hate to 
call them the `old days,"' he thought out loud, and laughed. `Anyway, I did New York, 
San Francisco, and Austin. The rest were hard in coming."
The tour, he said, wasn't planned to take advantage of a lull in the music business, or to make a statement in a time of national crisis. "I saw daylight," he said. "I 
just took off."
Did he miss being onstage?
"Sure," he replied. "There's always those butterflies at a certain point, but then 
there's the realization that the songs I'm singing mean as much to the people as to me; 
so it's just up to me to perform the best I can."
What kind of feeling did he get, singing the "protest" and "message" songs again, 
especially considering what people might read in his decision to revive those songs?
"For me, it's just reinforcing those images in my head that were there, that don't 
die, that will be there tomorrow. And in doing so for myself, hopefully also for those 
people who also had those images."
In an earlier chat, Dylan had implied that it was a "new time," in which people 
were united in their political thinking. I mentioned a comment by a member of The 
Committee, the comedy troupe, that much of the country still needed turning 
around, as evidenced by the overwhelming re-election of Richard Nixon, after four 
years of fairly obvious nonsense, and by the underwhelming call, at this point, for his 
removal.
"Sure," Dylan agreed, "there's still a message. But the same electric spark that 
went off back then could still go off again-the spark that led to nothing. Our kids will 
probably protest, too. Protest is an old thing. Sometimes protest is deeper, or differentthe Haymarket Riot, the Russian Revolution, the Civil War-that's protest.
"There's always a need for protest songs. You just gotta tap it."
What, I asked Dylan, had he been doing to keep his vocal cords in shape? Had he 
been singing regularly, at home, through the years off the stage? He said he hadn't. 
"We've been through the big tours before," he said. `Actually, I'd like to have a little 
club where I could sing when I felt like it."
What about the changes his voice and vocal style have gone through over the past 
few albums? Dylan looked past me, then out the window again. "That's a good question. I don't know. I could only guess-if it has changed. I've never gone for having a 
great voice, for cultivating one. I'm still not doing it now."


As for the rearrangements of songs, the harder, snappier way he's singing some of 
the older songs: "You'll always stretch things out or cut it up. just to keep interested. If 
you can't stay interested that way, you'll have to lose track. But I'm me now, that's the 
way it comes out."
What? You're meaner now?
"What? Oh, no. I'm me now." Dylan laughed. He could just see the headline.
Is Dylan planning to stay in Malibu?
"No," he said, "We're just there temporarily. It was cold in New York and we didn't want to go back there after Mexico [and the shooting of Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid]. 
I can't stay away from New York!"
How did he get the role of Alias in the Sam Peckinpah film?
"Just one thing into another. [Pause] They took me on because I was a big name. 
I've seen myself on screen; movies don't impress me. That part didn't scare me off at 
all. I just hoped I didn't get shot during the movie.
"I don't know who I played. I tried to play whoever it was in the story, but I 
guess it's a known fact in history that there was nobody who was the character I 
played in the story.
"No, I don't want to be a movie star." he continued, "but I've got a vision to put up 
on the screen. Someday we'll get around to doing it. The Peckinpah experience was 
valuable, in terms of getting near the big action."
Would Dylan do more films before tackling his "vision"?
"The Peckinpah movie brought me as close as I'll get." he said. "I've been on sets 
of movies and TV shows, but they were small-time compared. They spent $4.5 million 
on Billy the Kid, had all the top people. So that was really heavy, gave me the vibration. 
When I finally do mine, it'll have that vibration."
What about his latest business moves?
"I don't think about it," said Dylan. "Just had to get out of some legal hassles from 
back in the old days."
Dylan, in earlier announcements, had planned to have his own label, ironically 
named Ashes & Sand, the name of the holding company he'd set up back in the old 
Albert Grossman days. Dylan smiled, laughing at himself.
"That only lasted a quick few minutes," he agreed.
What were the advantages to having his own label? Was Dylan advised by an outside party to form his own company? "I advised myself it was a good thing, and then I 
advised myself that it wasn't. I just didn't need it."
What about the Dylan album, the collection of Self-Portrait outtakes Columbia had 
released on the eve of the Dylan tour, after Dylan split from the label to go with Ashes 
& Sand, and then Asylum? David Geffen had charged Columbia with holding the 
album over Dylan's head, threatening to release it unless he resigned his contract. 
"That's when they sealed their doom," Geffen said. Speaking on Dylan's behalf earlier 
in the tour, Geffen had characterized Dylan's response to the album as utter repudiation. "He disclaims it," Geffen said. "He doesn't know that Dylan."
Dylan described the material on Dylan as outtakes, sung "just to warm up. They 
were just not to be used. I thought it was well understood." But, he said, he couldn't 
understand all the critical downgrading of the album.
"I didn't think it was that bad, really!" he said.


IT'S BEEN A TOUR OF LUCK AND COINCIDENCE, running into Neil Young's father, 
Ronnie Hawkins, and Bob Dylan himself. But there was also the leaflet I picked up outside the Nickelodeon, blood-red headlined: 40 DAYS! AND NINEVEH SHALL BE 
DESTROYED. It was dated November 12th and distributed by the Children of God, a 
local religion franchise. "Forty Days," of course, was Ronnie Hawkins' first major hit.
Here, sitting with Dylan, I also thought about the headlines that had surfaced 
upon his arrival in Philadelphia and Toronto. In Philly, the Evening Bulletin carried a 
story: "Fewer Jews Reported in Philadelphia Area" (population decreased 7 percent in 
the last year). In Toronto Dylan was greeted with this headline in the Globe and Mail: 
`Apathy, Alienation Reported Rampant Among Young Jews."
"It is not the slightest bit surprising (but nonetheless shocking and depressing) that 
no less than 88 percent [of converts to Christianity] consider the Jewish religion 'valueless,"' said the report issued by P'eylim of Canada, a Toronto Jewish organization.
Religious images have long been part of Bob Dylan's music. In 19 71, he visited the 
Wailing Wall in Israel. Now, on tour, it was rumored that he was planning on handing 
over his cut of the profits to the Israeli cause; that he was an "ultra-Zionist."
"I'm not sure what a Zionist really is," he said, putting down the rumors as "just 
gossip." As for the religious images that surface regularly in his music, he commented, 
after a good pause: "Religion to me is a fleeting thing. Can't nail it down. It's in me and 
out of me. It does give me, on the surface, some images, but I don't know to what degree.
"Like da Vinci going in to paint The Last Supper. Until he finishes it, no one knows 
what The Last Supper is. He goes out and finds twelve guys, puts them around this table, 
and there's your Last Supper. Or Moses. He found a guy and painted him, and forever, 
that guy will be Moses. But why Moses or The Last Supper? Why not a flower? Or a tree?"
Dylan had earlier mentioned an astrological influence on his return to active 
performance, the removal of an obstacle, Saturn in his planetary system. I asked him 
to elaborate.
"I can't read anybody's chart," he said, "but the thing about Saturn is, I didn't 
know what it was at the time, or I would've gone somewhere away. It's a big, heavy 
obstacle that comes into your chain of events that fucks you up in a big way. It came 
into my chart a few years ago and just flew off again a couple of months ago."
Who'd clued him in on Saturn?
"Someone very dear to me."
-February 14, 1974
Rolling Stone
A few days after the publication of "Knockin' on Dylan's Door," Jann Wenner showed me a note 
from Ralph J. Gleason, the jazz and pop critic at the San Francisco Chronicle ; the man who'd 
helped Jann start Rolling Stone, and who was a columnist for the paper and a mentor to us all. 
He was an avid champion of Dylan, from folk to rock.
"Ben's story and interview with Dylan in this issue is the best thing I have read about 
him," he wrote, "not only on the tour but the best thing I have EVER read about Dylan."
Jon Landau, our chief music and book critic, added, in his own note: "It's the only Dylan 
piece that counts."


Not long after the tour, Jann had an idea: a quick book on the tour. We'd use our articles, add some reviews and a list of the songs Dylan sang. Oh, yes: To fatten it up a little 
more, Jann asked, could I type up a transcript of my interview? I was horrified. I'd barely 
been able to decipher them for the story I'd cranked out. I couldn't vouch for the accuracy of 
the notes.
But Jann was in a hurry to make the book deal. Whatever I had would have to do. So, 
good soldier, I did it. The book, entitled Knockin' on Dylan's Door, was out by July.
The next month, I ran into Dylan. I was in St. Paul/Minneapolis, on tour with Crosby, 
Stills, Nash & Young. Dylan was hanging out backstage. In the frenzy of the moments before 
the band hit the stage, Dylan waved me over and signaled that he wanted to talk. We found 
a side room.
He had seen the book, he said, squinting as he spoke. "Did you have a machine running?" I was stunned. Of course not, I said. He'd seen me shut off the cassette recorder and 
set it aside. I hadn't thought to arm myself with a, say, voice-activated backup.
"Well, there's this interview in the book," he said. I explained that it was taken from 
whatever notes I'd jotted down, and apologized for any mistakes.
He shook his head. "No, no," he said. "Just wonderin'..."
We headed back toward the stage. There was more than music in my head. There was a 
feeling of.. .triumph. I'd gotten it right.
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[image: ]love harmony singing. Always have, always will. From the Ames Brothers, the McGuire 
Sisters, and the Platters to the Everly Brothers, the Beach Boys, the Mamas & the Papas, 
and the Eagles, I'm a sucker for that stuff. Well, maybe I wasn't so crazy about a 
Gaylords song about Chinatown or chopsticks, which always rubbed me the wrong way. And 
the Chipmunks were great, but I kind of outgrew them.
The point is, when I had a chance to sit in on one of the first recording sessions for 
Crosby, Stills, & Nash, I knew I was somewhere special. It was early 1969, and, while toiling 
for the employee magazine of Pacific Telephone, I was freelancing for Rolling Stone and various other publications and newspaper syndicates. Through the photographer Jim Marshall, I 
hooked up with Judith Sims, editor of a magazine called Teenset. She was hipping it up, 
changing the name to Aum, and grabbing as many bylines as she could from magazines like 
Rolling Stone.
And so it was that I was in Los Angeles, at Wally Heider's Studios early in March, listening to the hypnotic harmonies of David Crosby, Stephen Stills, and Graham Nash. All of us in 
that studio were transported-not only by the music, but also by the personalities of these 
escapees from the Byrds, Buffalo Springfield, and the Hollies, respectively. They were the first 
"supergroup," and they damned well knew it.
Disharmony would come in time, but those early run-throughs of "Helplessly Hoping" 
and "Suite: Judy Blue Eyes" still stand among my favorite musical moments in life. At Rolling 
Stone, I became the band's primarily chronicler, covering their expansion with Neil Young and Dallas Taylor in late 1969, filing news updates every few issues, as they split up, regrouped, 
and fell apart again. Finally, in 1974, they announced an official reunion, and we gave them 
the Dylan treatment. News reports about the plans for the tour; a report on the first concerts, 
followed by a full-length feature.


Well, not exactly full. As it was with Keith Richards on the Rolling Stones visit in Hawaii, 
Neil Young chose to maintain a low profile, away from the media. He would emerge in later 
stories, but, regrettably, not this one.
As Ei.t.io'r ROBERTS, THEIR MANAGER, so daintily put it, they were pissing in the 
wind, these boy wonders of his who could make a million at the snap of four sets of fingers.
And yet, year after year, this all-time favorite group from out of the Woodstock 
era, these symbols of harmony in music, would try to get back together and would fail. 
"We really did try, every year." Nash would say. "It just didn't fucking happen because 
it wasn't real."
From the beginning, in the spring of 1969, Crosby, Stills & Nash had been preparing the public for their breakup. I initially met them while they were cutting their first 
album, and they were all saying, and this was the bottom line of my story, that they 
were not a group.
From the Byrds, the Buffalo Springfield, and the Hollies, the three men had had 
enough, they said, of outsized egos. Now they would band and disband as they pleased, 
go solo or form various duos for tours and albums as they pleased.
They have been true to their founding principle. And it makes no sense.
After you've become the biggest in the biggest of all entertainment businesses, 
you're supposed to look the other way and slip right by those old principles, on the way 
to a four-way easy street. And if the public wants a reunion, a manager's supposed to 
make sure it damned well gets one. Even if his wonders have to stay in different hotels, 
travel in separate curtain drawn limousines, and sing from isolation booths.
But Elliot Roberts is a laid-back sort of guy. Anybody who's got a slice of several 
million dollars a year, who for four years sees the fortune's dissipation because, well, 
because "it wasn't real," and who doesn't commit horrendous acts of violence born 
of frustration-that person has got to be stone laid-back. Or he's happy with the fortune he's already made. Or he's a real friend. Roberts, it would be fair to say, is a bit of 
each.
"I have to give him a great deal of credit," says Graham Nash, "for his patience, to 
deal with the fucking mad people that we are." But Nash remembers the founding principle: "I don't like that word, reunion," he says. "To be perfectly honest with you, I 
never felt that we were totally apart. I always felt that eventually we would grow up 
and realize what was happening. We've always been musically connected."
Musically, there is no question about CSNY. If you're into living-room rock, fireplace harmonies, and just a taste of good old social consciousness, this is your group. 
At the concerts this time around, there were those who were there to remember. 
Instantly, they were thankful again for "Chicago" and "Ohio" as well as for "Suite: 
Judy Blue Eyes" and "Our House." Over the years. Crosby, Stills & Nash have shown 
up at a Young concert. Nash and Crosby have shown up at a Stills show. They've probably done a lot of visiting to each other's living rooms. There clearly is that 
musical connection.


So why couldn't they get along for long enough to work together? What tore them 
so far apart that even music couldn't reunite them for so long? They had, each of them, 
been unable to escape that mysterious thing called ego.
At the St. Paul, Minnesota, Civic Center, the lights are doused, 19,000 voices rise 
out of the darkness, and all you see are the blue fluorescent lights playing onto the 
Indian rug; it looks like a snowdrift onstage as Crosby, Stills, Nash, and bassist Tim 
Drummond face off to establish the rhythm. Neil Young, in a Buick service department 
jacket and patched cords, is behind the organ. The power builds-it's "Love the One 
You're With"-and a floorful of people are suddenly shake-hopping in place. On 
"Wooden Ships," springing up from central casting, there's your clenched fist, front 
center, just as the chorus begins.
In the middle of the acoustic set, Young introduces "For the Turnstiles" by saying: 
"Here's a song I wrote a long time ago. There's a couple of really good songwriters here 
tonight; I hope they don't listen too closely." Minutes later it's Stills, and he, too, pays 
tribute to a songwriter in the crowd: "This one's for Bob," he says, "because I know I've 
been that mad before." Head bowed and hands flailing, he flies into "Word Game."
Through most of this set, Bob Dylan, in cowboy shirt, jeans, and shades, has been 
standing in the midst of a small group on the floor off to the side, behind backstage barriers. Dylan is in his home state for a visit with family and friends. He's with Louie 
Kemp, his buddy from their childhood days in Hibbing, just north of here.
As the acoustic set makes its transition back into electric, Dylan wanders off. He is 
willing to have a few words. Over Young's rock-star recall, "Don't Be Denied," Dylan 
shouts that he's in town to attend a funeral.
I say I enjoyed hearing the album of his tour, that it sounds better than most of the 
nine shows I covered.
"Wait till you hear my next album!"
"How far along is it?"
"I haven't started yet!"
I ask Dylan how he's liked the CSNY show so far, and he responds with questions 
about Frank Sinatra's problems in Australia and about the weather in San Francisco. 
A moment later, after he's absorbed some more music, he turns and shouts: "I like to 
play small rooms!"
"Your next record should be a comedy record," I yell.
`All my records are comedy records!"
Later that night-in fact, early the next morning-Dylan pops up at the St. Paul 
Hilton, into a fifteenth-floor suite of beautiful Midwestern women and weary rock and 
roll tourists. He talks briefly to Stills, eyes three guitars on the floor, picks one up and 
herds Stills into an adjacent room for a session of new Bob Dylan songs. The only other 
member of the audience, through the two-hour show, is bassist Tim Drummond.
`Aw, fuck!" Drummond laughs the next afternoon. He is staying behind while the 
tour moves into Denver to allow Crosby, Stills & Nash to catch the Eric Clapton show.
"Dylan's got an album," says Drummond. "It's great and it's completely different 
from Planet Waves. It's gutsy, bluesy, so authentic. I heard eight or nine songs and it's 
the first time I've sat in a room and liked everything I've heard."


Drummond, it turns out, will provide most of the information I need about Neil 
Young. Young, the so-called reluctant star of the group, is the lone holdout-staying 
away by driving off after each show in a GMC camper van toward the next town. Elliot 
Roberts will say: "Well, he just doesn't want to talk; he says he's got nothing to say." 
And later: "He never likes the way he comes out in print. He says it sounds like someone else." Young has his year-and-a-half-old son, Zeke, with him on this tour, along 
with their dog, Art (who swaggers around backstage wearing full photo-ID credentials), and he is determined to spend time with his kid and avoid hotels and airports. 
"He likes to be on the road," says Crosby. "He loves driving down the old highway." 
Graham Nash: "He doesn't trust a lot of people."
So it is Tim Drummond who will trace Neil Young through the years, through the 
changes and up to the reunion.
Drummond, 34, played with Conway Twitty ten years ago, split and settled in 
Cincinnati, got discovered by James Brown and became "the only paleface in his band." 
Tired of the road, he moved to Nashville to do session work. One day, he was walking 
down the street when a photographer friend stopped him. "He said Neil Young was at 
Quadraphonic Studios [Young was in town to be on the Johnny Cash TV show] and 
was jamming and needed a bass player. So I showed up and the first song we cut was 
`Heart of Gold."'
Drummond accepted Young's invitation to tour with him in a band whose name 
would come from Drummond's times with Brown. "We'd be riding in a bus with James 
and get drunk and we'd call it, `seeing gators.' One guy would call out, 'There goes a 
flock of 'em, strayin' behind."'
Young and the Stray Gators hit sixty-five cities in three months, beginning 
January 5, 1973, playing all big halls with capacities between fifteen thousand and 
twenty thousand, and the tour hit Young hard. He looked disheveled throughout: he 
was criticized for doing too short a show (the average was an hour and a quarter) and 
he had just completed a film, journey Through the Past, that would fail to secure a distribution deal and would account for his least successful album ever. "There was so 
much pressure on him," says Drummond. "It was just him in front of the mike." On the 
last four dates, Crosby and Nash showed up to help.
From there talk began again about a CSNY reunion. The four wound up in Lahaina, 
on the island of Maui in Hawaii, worked up some new songs, and the scene then shifted 
to Young's ranch, where it crumbled in the fall. Drummond: "I came out in July to do this. 
We recorded about six songs for a new album." Included were Nash's "Prison Song" and 
'And So It Goes," which wound up on his own Wild Tales, and Young's "Human 
Highway," which was to serve as the album's title. "Then," says Drummond, "we decided 
to go on the road and get tight. Then we decided against it. Something wasn't right." 
Nash: "The four of us didn't feel it was solid enough to go out there and represent it as our 
level of competence." And Crosby: "There was a lot of disagreement about how to go 
about it. Plus others had commitments they felt were too good to pass up."
Between the ditching of the tour and the rehearsals two months ago at Young's. 
Crosby, Stills, and Nash did separate tours while Young put together, then dumped, an 
album called Tonight's the Night.
"It was a flash," says Drummond. "He wanted to use Crazy Horse, he did, and 
he had an album. It was done live in his studio and it sounded like an old funky club, three in the morning." Elliot Roberts: "It was a drunken rock and roll party album." 
Crosby: "He wasn't satisfied with it." Came the spring of '74, manager Roberts 
sprang again. Young, by now a father, was finished with another album, On the 
Beach, and had a few dozen new songs left over; he agreed to the reunion and offered 
his ranch, nestled in the redwoods, as rehearsal quarters, six days a week through 
the month of June.


"Neil played host in the most incredible fashion," says Crosby. "He built this fullsize, forty-foot stage in the middle of a grove of redwoods and right across from his studios so we could record. He put half of us up and fed us all, had two chicks working. 
And the place, because it's so private and beautiful, was a natural to make us feel great 
and work hard."
Graham Nash: 'At first I felt apprehensive, but as soon as I heard Stephen play, I 
knew it was all cool. Stephen's cooled out a lot. Just his sense of control, of space, of 
leaving room for Neil to play. He's become more aware of the `us' rather than the 'I.' 
And Neil, because of his achievement on a personal level and because he's feeling comfortable with himself, is able to extend that hospitality to others. Before, he wasn't as 
open to doing that. He has gotten, from my own viewpoint, to gain a great deal of 
patience and consideration for other people."
And from his anchor position at bass and from working with Young since Harvest 
in Nashville, Drummond observes: "Neil's a changed man. He's really one of the boys 
now, a funky-ass musician."
Exclusive interview with Neil Young, conducted July 22, Civic Center Coliseum, St. 
Paul, Minnesota:
"Neil, do you think you can find half an hour after the show to talk a bit?"
"Well, I'm taking off right after the show, and it's a twenty-two-hour drive to 
Denver. You know, I'm not real good at giving interviews. But I'll tell you. I'm having a 
lot of fun and it's getting better every day."
THREE YEARS AGO, one year after the "last" CSNY show in the summer of 1970, 
Stephen Stills was thinking of George Harrison's song, "Within You Without You," 
about spaces between people, and those who hide "behind a wall of illusion." In fact, 
Stills was one of the people who hid behind illusion walls. He was sitting in the fourteen-room cottage in Surrey that he'd just bought from Ringo Starr for a quartermillion; he had adopted a stiff, squire-ish way of speech: he owned two horses and 
insisted that the cover photo for his interview depict him atop either Major Change 
or Crazy Horse, without knowing that the magazine had not considered him for a 
cover in the first place. Stills copped from a novel to describe his inspiration for his 
songs. ("Well," he had said in his lazy, slightly pained way, "there are three things 
men can do with women: Love them, suffer for them, or turn them into literature." 
Lawrence Durrell, writing Justine in 1957, had one of his characters say it first.) 
And on a mission to establish his own identity as a solo star, Stills would stumble 
through a tour he now calls "the drunken Memphis Horns tour," each show highlighted by a pounding, raging rendition of his Buffalo Springfield classic, "For What 
It's Worth," Stills attacking a piano and the audience with a political drift-rap he 
now admits was a "rant." He drank and ranted, he says, because of fear. "There 
were pressures on me to prove myself." From where? "The business."


What about the pressures of the old days and the ego fights?
"I know it's good copy," he says, "but I really don't think it's anybody's business. 
Because a lot of it had to do with all those things-musicianship, the ego that it takes to 
step out onstage and say, 'Look at me, mama,' which is Lenny Bruce's line, which just hits 
it right on the head. You have to be one to know one. And I might say something about 
somebody in our little, in our... family... that they might be offended to see in print, so....
"I missed 'em, you know. I missed Graham telling me when to stop and what was 
too much and I missed David's vocals and I missed Neil's collaboration on the sound of 
the records. I missed playing guitar with him, 'cause we really back each other up."
In March 1973 Stills married Veronique Sanson, the popular French singer, in 
London; they are now the parents of a boy named Christopher.
"So Neil and I, both of us, had babies, and that puts us in a place where we can 
really relate to each other. Some of the kid stuff we used to pull goes away. Just taking 
things the wrong way, not using your head about relationships with people."
Stephen Stills says he's grown up. Talking politics-he's a voracious reader and 
has Solzhenitsyn's Gulag Archipelago on the road with him-he concludes: "I could be 
totally full of shit, but at this point in my life, I don't care."
"Why do you say at this point in your life?"
'At this point in life? I really don't give a shit if Rolling Stone thinks I'm stupid, 
jive, horrible."
"But why are you thinking that at this particular point of your life?"
"Because I've grown to the age where I can apply my own intellect to the situations I'm in and remain true to what occurs to me as a human being existing on this 
planet. Whereas at age 2 3 that was not true. There's a lot of creative thinking that goes 
on at that age, but you get surrounded by the kind of experience that I've had...I mean, 
man is the sum total of his experience. And you can only apologize for so much. I 
mean, hey, what did we all do, what the fuck were we all doing? David with the Byrds, 
and me and Neil with the Springfield, we were all trying to...I mean, Neil's got that 
beautiful song, 'Don't Be Denied.' It says, 'Pretty soon, matter of fact, played guitar. Used 
to sit on the back porch and think about being stars....' And that's about as far as it goes."
We are in a Sportscoach camper van, on the way home to San Francisco after the 
first show at the Oakland Coliseum.
"People who play music or attack their art form in one way and then find themselves in a position of obtaining popularity and find that it means something entirely 
different to everyone else and trying to strike the balance.. .or in a lot of cases just 
totally reject what the fuck everybody else thinks.. .1 mean, you could spend three 
months with me and maybe you'd get the idea of what it is. I mean, look how longI don't mean to compare myself-but look how long it took everyone to understand 
Picasso. Look how long it takes people to understand artists, period... and I don't think 
there's a musician who has gotten popular support that hasn't been through the 
same thing. An artist cannot often be responsible for the effect his art has on his audience, be it a painter, sculptor, musician, actor, whatever. He just can't. If he gets hung 
up with that, he's going to lose it because he's gotta keep working at his shit. I mean 
there's that time when it's going down: It's now, not yesterday, not tomorrow. And 
what you play or how you sing right now is how you sing right now, and the only 
thing that lasts are the songs."


Stephen Stills will be 30 next January. From observation, he seems to be consciously reining in his take-charge ways of the past-the product, he says, of some 
military schooling in his background. The maturity-or simple awareness of what's 
needed to keep this show on the road-is obvious onstage. He is relaxed and lets the 
others have their ways; given his moments on electric guitar or acoustic or banjo, he 
sings and stings with his instruments, picking out some neat blues figures on the 
banjo. Vocally, he exercises two fine voices: the alcoholic scowl for his Texas-based 
blues and the frankly middle-of-the-road, sloping croon that gets me thinking, from a 
distance, how, in physical comparison with his coworkers, Stills comes across like a 
Bing Crosby in a hockey jersey-especially when he's got on pressed slacks and straw 
beach shoes to boot.
But I mean, if Dylan hadn't shown up at the hotel after the concert and spirited 
Stills away with a guitar, I might have spent three months with Stills all in one night. 
At three in the morning, we were heading into the second hour of this beery rap, Stills 
offering his thoughts on Gulag and Russian history, on the history of art and his own 
recent tries at painting; on how he wanted to find a publisher to do a Stephen Stills 
songbook in the fashion of an old hymn book.
The next afternoon-late the next afternoon-getting ready to leave for Denver, 
Stills tries to keep his eyes open long enough to look into mine, forms a smile, then 
laughs: "Bob sang all these great new songs and then he turned the guitar over to 
me and asked me to sing him a new one, and I was so wasted I couldn't remember 
the words!" Stills is genuinely amused. "Hey, all that stuff last night. I hope you disregard it."
As he says, Stills doesn't have to apologize his entire past away; he can, in fact, be 
forever proud of much of it. Neither do audiences-the minority that have minded 
when Stills lost either his voice or his head-have to forgive. Still, today he does find it 
easier to admit or at least rationalize mistakes.
"When I did 'For What It's Worth' and did the rant and all that, you point out 
what an incredible bust it was for me. It was really dumb. But the last generation, that's 
what they wanted to hear and, of course, being an entertainer, I was behind it.
`And I'll blow records sometimes," he says, "'cause I get so far into getting it 
recorded, and some of the mixes are so difficult, I'll get too hung up and blow the performance of the gig. But, you know, I'm learning."
In the studio, Stills used to be the seldom-disputed captain. He clearly and cleanly 
dominated the first album, producing, mixing, arranging, and dubbing in most of the 
instrumentation (guitars, organ and bass) on the ten tracks.
Stills won't talk about the stories of battles over Dejd Vu; he thinks ahead to the next 
CSNY album, to be done after the tour. "That's going to be a whole different kind of thing 
to deal with," he says. "It'll be give and take and getting a consortium of opinion. The erroneous assumption is that we are gonna hassle about it, and nobody's into that anymore."
Michael John Bowen breaks into a conversation Stills is having just before the 
show in Vancouver. "They're reworking the first set," his manager tells him. "Graham 
wants you. They want to put `Cut My Hair' into it." Stills: "Okay, all right. We can do 
that instead of `Black Queen."' Bowen: "But Graham says `Black Queen' follows 
`Cowgirl' nicely." Stills excuses himself. The impression is that he'll go along with whatever anyone wants.


"Maturity," Crosby is saying, "has lessened the pressure between us. I'm knocked 
out with how good partners we're being and how hard everyone's trying."
But doesn't stepping back and holding tongues approach a kind of dishonesty? 
Crosby says he's talking musically: "You'll hear us playing along and we're playing to 
a place where we're storming and somebody, without even looking, will come to a 
peak." Crosby, in his hotel room, mimes a lead guitarist creating a storm-"and everybody goes fwhooop! and drops way back, and one guitar will come out speaking right 
out of it, just clear. Now that's leaving room for people, and that happens when you're 
gettin' to be a band."
When I first enter his suite at the St. Paul Hilton, Crosby, dressed down to just 
shorts, is near to attacking his vanity mirror. He is five months into kung fu-that's 
maybe two months past the cut-off point for most faddists-and finds time to work out 
every day.
I tell him how much fun I had the night before, and how Stills and Dylan stayed 
up to at least 5 A.M.
"I don't do that anymore," he says, like a kid who's had a pleasant bad habit 
forcibly changed. "It just doesn't pay off. It's mostly my throat. If I don't get enough 
sleep, I get a cold and blow it, and 18,000, 40,000, even 60,000 people don't get a 
righteous count. It sounds corny but it's true." He also wants to trim himself down 
(he's now a "bear-shaped" 155 pounds) before it gets too late. But most important: 
"When you're physically active, your mind feels better, you think more clearly, and 
you're less likely to be irritable." Crosby says he's begun to control his temper, blamed 
for numerous Byrd flaps and untold problems within CSNY.
"There was a time," he says, "when I would stop that song last night 
['Guinnevere'] and call that audience a bunch of inconsiderate, stupid assholes-the 
three- or four-hundred Quaalude freaks in front, I mean." [In Vancouver, Crosby had 
left Joni Mitchell's "For Free" unfinished after several attempts to quiet the crowd failed. 
The audience, festival-seated and jammed in like what Crosby called "vertical sardines," were being hooted by people in the back to sit down. It happens everywhere.] 
`Anyway," says Crosby, "at least I've escaped some of that. Life knocks corners off of 
everybody, you just go along bouncing down the street, you know."
But Crosby, not long ago, worried about the apocalypse and wrote a song about 
escaping, by wooden ships, with a few friends, to some island where their common 
values would create an unimpeachable little utopia. For almost two years after 
CSNY, he was determined at least to locate and buy an island for himself. Instead, as 
he puts it, "I settled for a home in suburbia." He bought a house in Mill Valley a year 
ago. He is content to sail off once in a while in his boat, the Mayan, to Hawaii or to 
Tahiti. And he no longer has doomsday on his mind. "That lurks a bit further away 
than before," he allows.
"But you gotta admit," he says, "we all did feel apocalyptic at one point, didn't 
we?" Jackson Browne didn't, I say.
Crosby smiles and nods. "That's true. Jackson-well, there he is, `Everyman.' He 
really said it. He made me sit down and think. He wrote it for me, I guess. [Crosby sang 
harmony on the track, in fact.] He stopped me cold in my tracks. He nailed a certain 
thing in me, that escapist thing, and he called on something in me that's very strong, 
that I really believe in-and that's human possibility. I have a basic faith in the tran scendence of the human spirit over everything. The present condition is not encouraging, but I believe in the human potential to an astounding-almost religious degree, 
and he called on me hard."


At any rate, Crosby's got fewer stress marks these days. "Watergate [which he and 
Stills follow avidly, the way some pop stars follow NBA finals] has made the people more 
aware of what government is, and that's enormously encouraging. I think things are 
pretty healthy now."
And, of course, there's an effect on Crosby, the writer of "Long Time Gone" and 
`Almost Cut My Hair."
"There's a lot less hollowness," he says, "a lot less loneliness. I've had an old 
lady for two, three years, and a wider circle of friends that includes a lot of people 
who have nothing to do with music-boat people. And it helps balance. Music itself 
is wonderful but the business needs a little balance from the outside world. It's a very 
good real world: They're a bunch of realistic people, and living on boats, sailing long 
distances, is very real. The ocean doesn't know who you are and doesn't care. I know 
it's helped me, given me a different perspective. When I was with the Byrds and living in L.A., I thought that was everything that was happening in the world. But 
there's stuff happening out there that has nothing to do with music, concerts, 
money and show biz."
Early this year, Graham Nash ascribed CSNY's inability to regroup to "stupid, 
infantile ego problems." In Denver, Nash is more specific: "It was between me and 
Stephen and it was over a lady. That's why we broke up that first time."
Crosby agrees with Nash's earlier description. "Ego being out of balance with intelligent cooperation makes you impossible to work with," he says, "and some of us were 
more guilty than others and it's nobody's business which ones they are." What about 
persistent stories about Stills and Young and their fights? "Oh, no," says Crosby. "It's not 
that simple. We're all four guilty as shit." Crosby laughs at the past. "The reasons...I 
could come back and forth with reasons all day, but it would sound like two high school 
kids arguing in homeroom about who did what to who first. I don't remember all that 
and I don't want to; that's like holding grudges. The basic thing is we all had to get to a 
point where we wanted to play with each other, where we felt like, `Outtasight, I want to 
be in a band now, I want to play and sing harmony with those guys."'
So Stills and Young didn't want to be with each other, or with Nash and Crosby, 
when they did their own tours?
"No," says Crosby. They were looking for "self-expression."
Crosby himself went out looking for his own audience-or, more accurately, 
"Elliot insisted I do it. He said it'd change how I felt about myself. It did. It gave me much 
more confidence."
First, he coupled with Nash for a month-long acoustic tour in the fall of 1971, 
after the first attempted CSNY regrouping fell through. They toured again a year later, 
and, last fall, after another reunion dissolved, each took off for short tours through 
Eastern college towns, doing a half-dozen shows each.
"I flat loved it," says Crosby, "and I found all the weirdos who would come out just 
to see me. I found out that there is a group that likes my songs."
Earlier on the tour, Crosby has given the impression that he was an elitist about 
his music; that he considers some of the newer forces in rock-the noisier, splashier, bi sexier acts-to be something less than valid. In St. Paul, Crosby seeks to clarify: "I've 
learned that it's different audiences out there. It is not the same people who go to a 
Uriah Heep concert as go to a Bob Dylan concert. I tell you what's been happening. 
There has been a change in the scene and it's mostly because we copped out, in a 
sense, in doing what we're supposed to do. Us and Dylan and, in a sense, Joni and 
James and other people who are word/music people. There was a hiatus there. The 
whole community of people who write word music, the descendants of Dylan and the 
Beatles and folk music. We are not supposed to lead any segment of the population 
but I think we're supposed to reflect it and respond to it. But I think that segment hasn't been reflected musically in a long time and to that extent we just haven't been 
pulling our weight. Those people just didn't have concerts to go to until Dylan went 
out. That was the icebreaker. I bet him being out and us going out, you'll see a couple 
of other people try to get back out, too. Something's going on that I think is really 
good."


So Crosby won't dismiss even the crappiest music as crap. As he sees it: "We're 
back to `Wooly Bully' and `Tambourine Man' again. Two to one, 'Wooly Bully' outsold 
`Tambourine Man,' and that's an important fact. Remember where that bell curve is. 
You got to know that the world's not like you.
"I have no quibble with that. I'm glad all those people have any music at all that 
they like; I'd rather have them listening to even music that I don't think is music than 
going out and street-fighting or laying around taking Quaaludes. If it's a party for 
them, good. I want everybody to have a party."
THE PIANO IS JUST BEING TICKLED TO DEATH; Out Comes "It Had to Be You." 
Hanging over the bar area is a TV, tuned to the All-Star Game. Summertime in Denver, 
at the Hampshire House tavern, and Graham Nash is on his third Coke. He looks 
around. "Isn't this fuckin' bizarre," he says, soft and hoarsely. The observation is more 
in wonderment than in amusement.
Outside the hotel, he'd responded to a "how are you" with a "lousy." With the 
group's strategically relaxed schedule-roughly two days off for every concert-Nash 
is finding himself bored and depressed on this, the evening of his arrival.
We decide to have a drink. I ask him to paint a portrait of himself over the past few 
years since 19 70. He proceeds to draw a surprisingly blue picture of the spoils of success and the elusiveness of inner harmony.
"When CSNY decided that emotionally it couldn't make it as a band, that we 
couldn't stand each other for more than the three hours it took to play together, I 
retreated. First I toured with David 'cause I still had that energy. Then I turned 30 and 
I took acid on my birthday at Vanessi's [an Italian restaurant in the San Francisco 
North Beach area]. I went to mix my and David's album and I was trying to mix `Where 
Will I Be,' which is musically very spacey and difficult to get on top of when you'rewell, you just get side-tripped. `What's on track two? Wow, what a cowbell!' But I decided that I finally really needed to find out who the fuck I was, what was important to me 
in terms of how much I could put up with to be able to live with myself. So I took a couple of years where I didn't do too much except finish my house [a Victorian in the 
Haight-Ashbury], write several songs, and just stay away.
"What did you have to put up with in order to live with yourself?"


"There's a certain thing that goes on, you face a certain situation and you deal 
with it one way. But if that situation means that whoever you went through the scene 
with doesn't grow from that situation, you bullshit yourself. Like if someone pulls a 
trip and you let it go, you're not helping either yourself or the other person, and I 
decided I was going to try and be as honest as I could in my relationships. I changed 
dramatically as a person because I was always very easygoing and outward, and I'm 
not easygoing now....
'And before, when I got depressed, I could always go to someone's room and yuk 
it up, just fake my way out of it. But I can't do that anymore. And girlfriends come up 
and hug me and I feel ...I don't know. I don't feel anything. And I'm trying to figure out 
whether I've thought myself into a paralysis of feeling.
"There's something in me that automatically makes me do the positive thing in 
any given situation. It's because I've trained myself that way. The bad feeling is wondering whether I really mean it or whether I'm just on automatic pilot."
Once a thin man with a shaggy haircut and a neat goatee to dramatize a rectangular face, Graham Nash is now a thin man with a less-controlled look about the head 
and beard. He wears black high-top gym shoes, patched jeans, and two shirts, one gray, 
one army tan, all four sleeves rolled up.
'All my aware life," he is saying. "from age 16, 17, 18, I've been an object. A fucking object. That's why I try very hard to be as unrecognizable as possible." A reporter 
is by no means an analyst, although by the nature of the work, one learns to peel a 
head through questions. I offer a phrase I've heard from friends who've been in thera- 
py-"self-love. "
"Yeah," says Graham. "I've got to try and see the good things that I am. David is 
doing numbers on me every day, 'cause he sees me sinking and sinking. He was driving 
the car today-and he asked how I was. And I said, 'I don't know; I'm just glad that 
we're getting off onstage.' And he said, 'Feeling a bit shaky, hey?' And I said yeah. And 
he turned around-which for David is very unheard of-and he said, 'You should look 
at the good things that you are instead of the bullshit.' And he turned back and continued driving.. .and I knew he sincerely meant it. David said, 'Look, you very rarely lie 
to others and you're as honest as you can be,' but that's not special or 'good' to me. I 
think consideration of others, general well-being and things like that are normal."
Earlier, Nash had depicted himself as a misanthrope. I venture, now, that he must 
find most "normal" people less than "good."
"I see mirrors," he says. "I see a reflection in everybody; I see somebody fuck up 
and I get mad and see me fucking up and it's so unlike me. I was always the other way, 
saying, 'No, come on, it's better than that.' I was always where David is now and David 
used to be where I am."
Nash looks up from his fourth Coke. "That's strange, I just realized that."
That evening David is at the wheel again, on the way with Stills and Nash to the 
Clapton concert. Stills is a friend of Clapton's from the days of Buffalo Springfield and 
Cream. When Stills lived in London, the two had gotten together numerous times to 
talk, jam, and record. Stills credits Clapton with teaching him "fluidity-in that style of 
real nicely constructed blues guitar." He is thinking of a jam tonight, but his head is 
still feeling the effects of his audience with Dylan.
"I don't know if I could play tonight, even if he asked me," he says in the car. "Usually it's the other way-I have to twist his arm to play with me." Crosby advises: 
"Well, there'll be other times." He doesn't turn his head.


At the concert Stills will stay on the sidelines, watching the show from a seat 
onstage. Nash, meantime, stays away from the action, standing at the rear of the auditorium building.
Graham Nash's melancholy may be at least partly the product of rejection. All 
four members of the group have suffered declining album sales on their own (with 
Young the slowest to fall), but none ever failed to reach the charts-until this spring 
and Nash's Wild Tales.
"I was a little disappointed in the response," he says. It's an understatement. He 
continues: "It almost feels to me like no one heard it and that hurts for any artist trying to communicate. I haven't even asked about the sales." In contrast, he claims his 
first solo, Songs for Beginners, hit the Top Ten, and the Nash/Crosby album reached 
Number Two.
The first album, Crosby, Stills & Nash, has now reached 2.1 million units in sales; 
the first CSNY album [Dejd Vu] has sold 2.5 million, and 4 Way Street, the double live 
set, sold 900,000. Stills' two solo albums went 800,000 and 600,000, respectively; the 
first Manassas product, a double album, sold over 400,000 and Down the Road, with 
Manassas, is near 300,000.
Neil Young, whose pre-CSNY album, Everybody Knows This Is Nowhere, sold 1.3 
million, hit two highs after joining the group: After the Gold Rush (1.8 million) and 
Harvest (2 million). Journey Through the Past, the soundtrack to his largely unseen film, 
was a relative bomb at 300,000, and Time Fades Away, from the Stray Gators tour, is at 
480,000. Crosby's one solo, according to Crosby himself, sold near 500,000.
In the last year, then, no single member-C, S, N, or Y-approached the royalty 
riches of the old days. Still the group fends off the offensive notion that they might be 
doing this for the money.
"I think that assumption is very easy to come to," says Stills, who before the tour 
joked to one reporter: "The last time it was for the music, the art and the chicks; this 
time it's for the cash!"
Now, riding over the Bay Bridge, he's saying it doesn't matter what he says about 
the group's being back for the music. "Even if you write it down word for word, if 
somebody wants to believe it's bullshit, it's still bullshit. I think it has to do with everyone realizing that the service we can do each other was greater than how we were 
doing by ourselves. And without that, the other considerations never come into play. 
Of course the money's good. I mean, I can build the kind of studio I want to build and, 
you know, I ain't got no apologies to make. I don't think we're ripping anybody off. If 
people weren't interested they wouldn't come. That's the difference between business 
and art. And we are all four of us very, very dedicated to our art form." And that is 
word for word.
Nash reasons it out this way: "It can't be the money or we'd have been playing 
these last four years and making millions of dollars. When we left it, we were pretty 
hot. We could've continued for a couple years but we didn't because we couldn't stand 
each other."
And if that's not honest enough for you, Crosby weighs in. I had asked him not 
about money but about the future of CSNY.


"My guess," he says, "is that we won't stay together. We'll make an album and not 
stay together. I think the soonest you would see us come together again after we made 
the album would be the next summer. And even that might be too soon. Why? Because 
contrary to everybody else, who seem to want to just grind it out by the pound as fast 
as they humanly can-you know, 'make your hay while you can'-we like to do it 
when we feel like it, so that it doesn't come out sounding to you like it's been ground 
out by the pound. So we get together and play when it's exciting to do it-and it isn't 
exciting to do it all the time."
S 0 M E W H E R P. I N T H F. MIDDLE of "Suite: Judy Blue Eyes," on the line, "It's niy heart 
that's a-sufferin', it's a-dyin'," Stephen Stills trills a stretched-out "heart," turns the 
word into a one-note blues number, and nineteen thousand people in St. Paul whoop 
it up. Moments later they rock the coliseum with an ovation that lasts, by my count, a 
full 170 seconds, during which matches get lit and lifted and firecrackers ignited. An 
attempt by Nash to speak-he gets out a "Jesus!"-is greeted by another wave of all the 
rabble a rock and roll crowd can crank up.
It is two more hours before the concert ends, and the group files past the towel 
man, down the stairs and back into their dark dressing room. Outside the room in an 
adjoining, bright white bathroom, Crosby and Nash stop to talk. Crosby is wiping his 
forehead, keeping the dressing room door closed to outsiders, and talking about the 
concert.
"Steve was outrageous," he says. "That was the best response we've ever had to 
that song." He turns to Nash. "Did we sing the suite or did we sing the suite?" Nash 
laughs and recalls the ovation. "That was ridiculous. I started laughing! I've never 
had to stop them before." He turns toward the dressing room, and as Crosby pulls 
open the door, someone inside-it kinda sounds like that reluctant star-yells out: 
`A great show!"
-August 29, 1974
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Elton John:
THE FOUR-EYED BITCH IS BACK
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[image: ]ock and roll needs one every year or so: a new star, with a new voice, a new beat, a 
new look, a new style, a new 'tude-something to recharge the scene.
In 1970, we got our first glimpse of one of the brightest there'd ever be: Elton 
John. At the Troubadour in Los Angeles, sitting behind a grand piano, and performing the 
songs he and his partner, Bernie Taupin, had composed, John had none of the flash and flair 
he'd display in due time.
What he had were the songs-mature pop pieces on beds of country and folk. He had a 
pleasant, powerful delivery. He had wit, a British twist on the kind of between-songs patter 
we'd enjoyed from James Taylor, Joni Mitchell, and their brethren.
The critics were charmed, and Elton was on his way.
Flash forward four years. He's a superstar: Extravagant staging, ultra-grand pianos. 
Outrageous, Disney-on-acid costumes.
Now, he's about to launch a major tour and, of course, he'll do it in style, on a private 
jet.
1974 had begun with the Dylan tour. In spring, I'd hit Vegas to profile Gladys Knight & 
the Pips. Summertime included the opening stanza of the Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young tour. Winter would bring George Harrison. I had time for a quick jaunt down to L.A. for Elton.


On another trip to Hollywood that year, I was on Tom Snyder's late-night show, 
Tomorrow, and he asked why I'd devoted my career to writing about rock and roll. I snapped 
off a smartass non answer (don't journalists make great interview subjects?), but I had a real 
answer ready:
I enjoy learning, and telling success stories-even when, and sometimes especially 
when, success takes the artist on difficult turns. I like telling what happens when the artist 
encounters setbacks, misfortune, or outright failure. How he deals with the ups and downs of 
this high-profile, high-stakes life he's chosen: That's the story I'm looking for.
In 1974, Elton John was a raging success. He still is. Along with a Beatle here and a 
Rolling Stone there, he's done it all, and he remains respected and loved by millions. Firmly 
ensconced in the pop mainstream, he nonetheless is remembered and regarded as an allstops-out rocker as much as a sensitive balladeer.
And yet, when I hooked up with him and his entourage, questions had arisen, questions 
that he would have liked to have swatted away, like so many flying pests. 
Here was a genial artist who probably invented the term, "All Access," for backstage passes; a star who attracted all the media he wanted and deserved. But he had something to hide.
Just like every single one of us.
PETER G R E E N B E R G AND HIS two-man film crew had just flown into San Diego from 
L.A. with the Elton John tour. They had quickly hopped onto the stage of the tense and 
sweaty Sports Arena to map out their camera position, behind the speaker columns, 
out of view of both the fifteen thousand-seat audience and the main man onstage. This 
will be for the Newsweek Broadcasting Service, a division of the magazine, where 
Greenberg is a reporter; this two-minute number they're working on will go to fifty-five 
TV stations around the country.
Standing right next to Greenberg in this tight, frazzled knot of people backstage is 
Johnny Hyde, the longtime small-town California DJ, now program director of KCRA 
radio in Sacramento. Like Greenberg, Hyde freelances TV features, and he's here to 
gather material for a possible piece on the Today show.
Greenberg is hopping and yelling, and Hyde is barely keeping his doubleknit cool, 
because here, no more than three minutes before Elton John is due on stage, they are 
being told that Elton has changed his mind and doesn't want cameras on stage. They 
can shoot from the audience, and they can shoot only one number: "Burn Down the 
Mission." And they can have exactly twenty seconds, at the end of the song.
Greenberg puts on a little show-he is stunned, it seems, dazed, and at a loss. He 
jumps on Connie Pappas, a partner of Elton's manager John Reid, and publicist Peter 
Simone, reminding them of their earlier promise-a general one-to let him shoot 
the show. He shakes a flustered head when Pappas begins to explain just where cameras could be placed. But nothing can change John's apparent orders. Greenberg 
walks away. The lost and confounded guise has not worked. He is left only one alternative.
"I, I'll steal it," he says, stalking the catacombs backstage, "That's what I'll do."


The two crews are able to roll their cameras when Elton John appears out of the 
dressing room, where, from out of a half-dozen huge, white steamer trunks, he has 
selected tonight's uniform: a violet top hat brimmed with rhinestones, a stone-studded 
white scarf, a long-waisted topcoat and satin pants with wide chartreuse and violet 
stripes. Long violet and black feathers jut out of the hat, and Elton's glasses are framed 
in wispy fur. He stands still, looking a little nervous, surrounded by security guards. His 
own bodyguard, Jim Morris (the current Mr. America), is clutching the curtain, ready 
to pull. John Reid, his manager, hustles around with orders for everyone. And Bernie 
Taupin, lyricist of the Taupin/John team, stands aside-tranquil and tanned from a 
recent vacation. He and wife Maxine are on board for the first couple of swings of the 
tour, mostly to watch, listen, and enjoy the limousine rides.
The audience, responding to the darkened houselights, is already screeching. 
When they spot this outlandish little mass of flash climbing the stage stairs, they get 
even crazier, and the noise level is actually accelerated and sustained for a full two minutes while the show begins, sound and fog machines creating the whooshy, spatial 
opening of "Funeral for a Friend," which gives John a chance to sit studiously at the 
piano, creating immediately that ironic juxtaposition of nonsense costuming and serious music which helped make him a stage star four years ago, when he first came to 
the States, to Los Angeles, to play the 3 50-seat Troubadour for a week.
With the show begun, the camera crews are forced to idle for an hour, to the 
halfway point of the concert. That's when "Burn Down the Mission" turns up. The 
crew members sit or pad around backstage, ignoring the unfurling, unrelenting music: 
"Love Lies Bleeding," "Candle in the Wind," "Grimsby," "Rocket Man," "Take Me to the 
Pilot," "Bennie and the Jets," "Daniel," "Grey Seal" and "Goodbye Yellow Brick Road."
They are missing some show. And not just the music, which is performed well, and 
is staged, lit, and amplified swell. There's this parade of young girls hurtling up onto 
the stage, or being tossed up, and they land right in front of Elton and his equally glitter-dressed Steinway. From there, they are led, pulled, or carried into the backstage 
area by blue-shirted security cops. If they jump onstage, they are hustled out the back 
door, banished from the concert. The others are casualties and are placed in the firstaid room, where two nurses attend to them. By the end of fifteen songs, one of the 
nurses says that they've seen maybe twenty-four girls, mostly the victims of "festival 
seating," of pushing and shoving by people behind them. Also, several faintings from 
excitement and a couple of drug overloads-"But not nearly as much as we get for the 
teenybop concerts here-Black Sabbath, Deep Purple, or, you know, the Moody Blues.
"What kind of drugs at those concerts? Oh, mostly LSD."
Peter Greenberg beamed. Looking conspiratorial, he pulled me aside and told how 
his cameraman was able to cop 3 64 feet of film-approximately eight minutes. 
"Simone was standing there with his watch, ready to time us and hurrying us to set up 
our cameras, and my man is futzing around with his meters and shit, and all the time 
his camera was running. I mean, I didn't even know!"
A week later, I called Greenberg to find out when all America might see his work. 
He had scored a minute-and-a-half interview with John on the rented 707, called the 
Starship, on its way back from San Diego to L.A. that night, and before the trip to San 
Diego, he had shot some interiors of this rock-tour plane. "You know what I call this"" 
he asked, inviting consideration of the plane's garishly decorated compartments: a tiny bedroom with Plexiglas nightstands and hideaway bed (for certain rock groups, a 
waterbed is installed), and a standard airplane john, but also a shower and a sink with 
an orange bowl. Next door, a parlor with contempo pillows and fireplace with artificial, 
day and night-glo "fire." In the main cabin area, a long bar, flanked in mirrors and 
Mylar, gold and orange foil. Greenberg had a phrase for all of this: "2001: Levitz."


Anyway, so he was all set, right?
"Well," he said. "Funny thing. It's not going to be aired. Because of the position 
they put us in, we got unusable film, even though we stole stuff."
But up in Sacramento, it's full speed ahead for Johnny Hyde and his project. "The 
film looks good," he said. "We're editing it now." Hyde's camera operator also had been 
given twenty seconds originally. "Then they said two minutes." He smiled. "We ended 
up with a good three minutes."
In San Diego, Hyde had fumed at Simone's anti-publicity stance; had gnawed at a 
roast beef sandwich in a dressing room and wondered out loud why radio and TV were 
being treated so bad. He'd had to go past Simone and strongarm Elton's manager before 
being allowed to do this fluffy piece of business for the Today show, he said, essentially free 
promotion of Elton John to a large audience unfamiliar with him. "Until these last eighteen months," said the 40-year-old Hyde, "the mass media had treated rock stars as second-class citizens. Only in the last eighteen months was rock recognized as a legitimate 
form of entertainment and a legitimate business. Broadcasters have always been supposed to serve the public, and now that we're opening our arms to the younger, progressive artists, they've gotten to the point where they think they don't need media."
Hyde and crew had to stay with the tour up to San Francisco and wait through 
two more postponements, before getting John for an eleven-minute interview at 1 A.M. 
on Friday morning, Elton pale and weak but patient, after the show in Oakland, on a 
day Elton will not soon forget.
For a whole week, the station had been up and screaming about his appearance 
there-"E.J. the DJ!" It was a juicy plum for KFRC. The other AM rocker in town, KYA, 
had been graced with a 15-minute phone call from Elton John two days before. But 
Elton in San Francisco, at the KFRC mike, picking his own records, reading his own 
spots - never in his 11-year radio career had Michael Spears, the station's new, 27year-old program director, come up with such a coup. He put out the word, every ten 
minutes for a week, it seemed: Elton John, Thursday, for a three-hour show from 3 to 6 
P.M., just before the concert at the Oakland Coliseum.
When Thursday came around and it was time for the countdown, KFRC was near 
hysteria. A half-hour before, the announcer shiver-shouted, `Any minute now, Elton 
John will walk through that door and be a disc jockey on KFRC! I'm so ex-cited!"
Finally at three o'clock-"Good afternoon, this is Michael Spears, I'm the program 
director of KFRC. About five minutes ago on a day when we've probably had the bestor worst luck than we've ever had before, we got a telephone call from one of our people 
with the Elton John tour. And, uh, it is not confirmed yet but apparently Elton John ate 
something last night that did not agree with him and he has food poisoning. We are not 
sure of anything more than that at this point except that, temporarily, his show this 
afternoon has been postponed-uh, there's some word that perhaps his concert, too, 
tonight and we are checking on that. A doctor is with Elton right now, he's lying down, 
and we'll check for some more details and bring you all the information as we get it."


Phones begin buzzing at KFRC. Bill Graham is on the line to read the station out 
for implying that the concert might be canceled. Connie Pappas is on the line, to 
refute the food poisoning rumor. She had told KFRC's man at the Fairmont of Elton's 
disagreeable meal; somewhere in the relay, Michael Spears got poison on his mind. 
"That station," she will mutter later. `As if all that wasn't enough," said Pappas, "they 
tell everyone that he's at the Fairmont. We had to cut our lines and not take any 
calls."
KYA had to do it, and at 4 P.M., they did it: "This is Roger W. Morgan, program 
director of KYA. There is a rumor circulating around the Bay Area that Elton John will 
not be able to make his performance at the Oakland Coliseum tonight. According to 
sources at FM Productions, and Bill Graham, who is presenting the show, this is simply 
a rumor and, fortunately, not a true one at all. Elton John is definitely scheduled to go 
onstage tonight. The show will go on, and we're also very happy to announce that KYA 
will be presenting the Elton John interview at 6 P.M. tonight-on the Rock of the Bay. 
The station that comes through in San Francisco."
Ouch! In fact, ouch and a half, as KYA followed up with the Billy Preston hit, 
"Nothing from Nothing."
"It was the lowest moment in my life," said Michael Spears a week after that horrible Thursday. Still, he was feeling victorious. On Saturday, just before heading for the 
airport to board his Starship for dates in Seattle, Vancouver, and Portland, Elton called 
KFRC and ended up answering questions from the audience for an hour. KFRC canceled all ads and records for this face-saving hour.
(Elton really did get ill-either from a room-service dinner or a crab omelet that 
afternoon. At the show in Oakland that night he was pale and queasy through the first 
couple of numbers, but proceeded to do his usual.)
The real kicker, for Spears, was that he hadn't even done anything to get Elton. 
John's people had called KFRC. Their boy still had these fantasies, see. Rock star wasn't 
enough. Record collector wasn't enough. In L.A. he'd done stints on KMET-FM and on 
KHJ. And so, for San Francisco, he was asking if he might get on the respective sister 
stations, KSAN-FM and KFRC.
From the first, Elton John has been almost suspiciously accessible to the press, to 
media exploitation. With reporters he's been consistently open and apparently candid. 
In the role of pop star, he is happy to make a fool of himself, with his Christmas-treeon-Sesame-Street fashions, to please the audience. For the same reason, he is happy to 
pound his piano so hard that his fingers are bleeding and yell out to the crowd: "I'll play 
for you even if I've only got one finger left!" (This year, he's carrying with him the 
bowler's best friend, Nu-skin lotion, which coats fingers with a protective plastic film.) 
And for the same reason, he understands media as a channel to further reach the fans 
who love him-and who pay his way.
But somewhere between him and the outside, there are forces which don't seem 
to understand the nature of Elton John, and the nature of his success. Plastic protection. At KFRC, Michael Spears accepts John. "He's straight-ahead, I know that. But I 
don't know about the people around him. It's like Nixon, with people insulating him, 
not letting him know what's going on, telling him everything's OK when it's not." 
Another man, an artists' manager who has spent time with John, says "Elton is hard 
to talk to when anybody's around. By himself, he'll talk."


The first time John worked L.A. he stayed at the Continental Hyatt, modest rates 
for modest rooms. Nowadays, when he's in town, which is about four months out of 
each year, he stays at a rented house high up in Beverly Hills.
The house is a neat Tudor-styled six-bedroomer and comes complete with patio, 
back lawn, pool, and a staff of four keepers. The furnishings are a mixture of W&J 
Sloane's and Museum Deco, with stagey floor-to-ceiling drapes in almost every room 
and plenty of couches and wingbacks and Mediterranean cabinets and bars. Elton 
John thinks it's all "horrible," and wherever he can he adds his own touches.
Like in the circular foyer that greets you, an airy space lit by a graceful chandelier, the hallway to the left flanked by two pots of dried flowers set on ceramic 
columns. Elton has placed a Rockola jukebox there, a flashy computer-like holder of 
eighty tunes, stocked, of course, by Elton, with only one Elton John single: "The 
Bitch Is Back."
Other touches. In the study, accoutrements of the biz: a TV and videocassette unit 
blocking the fireplace; record albums stacked neatly on the floor against the bookshelf, 
a Victorian desk littered with trade magazines and a bag of five hundred Qualatex balloons imprinted with the insignia of the current tour, an almost skinheaded Elton John 
inside a circular piano keyboard. In the living room, on the Steinway, there are picture 
books on Maxfield Parrish, Dali, and Disney. A composition is in progress: a set of 
lyrics, signed by Taupin, called "Desperation." Atop a small JBL speaker across the 
room, there is a neon sign that reads TALKIES. And on the coffee table, inside an ashtray, a lapel button urges: START SOMETHING.
IT'S A SUNNY DAY, ten in the morning. Few of the five house guests are up; they're 
padding around in robes, taking breakfast in the patio, doing chores. There are only 
men-assistants, friends, and manager John Reid.
Elton John is also in a bathrobe, conservative blue-on-white terrycloth, and rosetinted glasses with little red palm trees along the outer rims. He walks into the living 
room, where Reid in a bright red robe is seated on a couch talking to the road manager. Elton rolls off the latest trade news of their Rocket Records artists' singles. Kiki Dee 
is the two-year-old label's first big hit, and Neil Sedaka, just signed, has entered the 
charts and looks promising. Elton rattles off numbers, bullets and magazines, then 
turns to leave.
"What about your own record?" Reid asks.
"Oh," says John. "I thought you'd never ask." He consults a scrap of paper 
from out of his pocket. Oh yes. He is still at the top of the charts, all trades, and the 
second single from Caribou, "The Bitch Is Back," is Number 12 with a bullet. And 
Goodbye Yellow Brick Road, exactly a year since its release, is still in the healthy middle of the charts.
In the study, by himself, John talks. "I still basically get my kicks from the same 
things," he says, "from listening to records and making records. I'm still a fan. Twice in 
the last week I've been at Tower Records at eight in the morning; they opened it for me 
so I could have a look in peace and look thoroughly through the racks." This time, he 
said, "I bought some great spoken word records.
"I'm crazy. I've absolutely got this vision of having-I've got a great library and I 
just like looking around to add things to it."


His latest major addition is a collection of thirty thousand singles, purchased for 
some $8,000 from a former BBC producer. "It's every single that's been released in 
England for the last fifteen years or something. I haven't got 'em yet. I don't know 
where to put them. When I move in England, when I buy a new house, my mother is 
going to catalog them for me-because it makes me feel a bit uneasy that they're not. 
I feel that inanimate objects have feelings. I hate having my records strewn around the 
floor, I won't lend my records to anybody."
John is saying that he hasn't changed. Available evidence supports the claim. But 
there are these questions about "the people around him."
When Rocket was first started by Reid and John, Elton told a pop paper: "What we 
are offering is undivided love and devotion, a fucking good royalty for the artist and a 
company that works its balls off." But, said one former early employee, the first artists 
on Rocket were mismanaged, paid a retainer, and "no one was trying to get them any 
work." In answering these criticisms, Reid said he never managed anyone but Kiki and 
Elton, that in fact he did arrange a U.S. tour for Mike Silver, one of the failed Rocket 
acts, and that the other, Longdancer, was managed by another man.
Elton John himself will say this much: "Our ideals still haven't changed, it's just 
the first year was a nightmare, really, because we made so many mistakes. We signed a 
few acts that we shouldn't have signed and we-see, we thought it was going to be 
easy, and it's so difficult."
John Reid was head of Tamla/Motown's English operation in the late sixties. At 
age 25, he has Elton John and Kiki Dee under management, with separate offices in 
L.A. for Rocket and for his John Reid Enterprises. He was the man behind the reissue 
and resurgence of a number of Motown records in England five years ago "when," he 
said, "we were having a dry spell." In America for a Motown meeting in 1970, he saw 
Elton in performance-it was the week after the legendary Troubadour date-and 
went after him.
Reid is small and short fused. And he lights up especially quickly around Elton 
John. Said one former employee: "They're very close. John knows every whim of Elton. 
He's the epitome of a personal manager. He will kill for Elton." Another ex: "He's 
diminutive, but he's a killer. He'll punch anyone." Besides the celebrated incidents in 
New Zealand last spring-he tossed a glass of champagne at a man for not having 
enough liquor at a reception for Elton; slapped a woman journalist who scolded him 
and reportedly called him a "poof " (meaning a gay); and he beat and kicked another 
journalist whom he said he heard had threatened Elton. He paid a $2,500 settlement 
to the woman and was convicted on an assault charge for the beating.
John Reid does not think he's particularly short-tempered. "They're isolated 
incidents," he said. "I don't make excuses, I'm not particularly proud of it, but any 
time anything like this has happened, it's been in defense of Elton or Bernie, not for 
personal reasons."
In talks with friends, enemies, and associates of John and Reid, invariably there is 
an insinuating reminder that they share a house in Surrey.
"No," said Elton. "He's just my manager. I have a close circle of friends who just 
aren't in the public-sort of like Elvis and his... motorbike people. They were the people 
who first gave Bernie and me encouragement. It's very much a family. That's why it's 
so incestuous sometimes. We've still got the same roadies, and the guy who mixes our sound, and our agent Howard Rose and Connie, and I like it that way. I'm sort of likenot Godfather"-John laughed, perishing the thought-"but everything around us is 
incestuous, and that's probably why there might be a lot of talk about us. There's hardly ever a change in our lineup."


But Howard Rose was not Elton's first agent; Connie Pappas, a bright 2 5-year-old, 
streaked from a secretarial job with Rose to head of the U.S. Rocket to partner and vice 
president in John Reid Enterprises. Reid wasn't Elton's first manager; and Simone is his 
fifth publicist in four years ("Our problem with PR," said Pappas, "is that they all got 
overbearing and thinking they were the reason for the act's success. You ended up 
policing them.").
Elton John said once, "The only thing that depresses me is the business side of 
things." That has not changed, he said, and he tries to keep out of the way. Reid, after 
all, did take care of business this summer, negotiating the largest record contract ever 
for Elton with MCA: A five-year deal calling for six albums in that period and guaranteeing John $8 million for those albums.
`Actually," said Elton, "the deal is worth more, because of the higher percentage 
royalty rate. I'm getting 20 or over 20 percent." The arrangement begins next year.
Reid and John chose to stay with MCA after hearing offers from "every conceivable record company-even Motown," in John's words. But MCA, stung badly by the 
loss of Neil Diamond to Columbia, was expected to fight hard to keep Elton. "They 
came after us-and Mike Maitland [MCA president] just came out-obviously he had 
orders from the top, I think, `Get him at all costs,' and they did."
"It's a great deal," he said. "It gives me more flexibility, and there won't be so much 
product coming out. But it will give the public and me a chance to get used to the fact 
that I won't be around so much. I want to do other things."
The desire to stretch out-or at least be able to show that he's stretchable-is a 
recurring theme and possibly a fixation with John.
"When I was a kid," he says, "the ambition was to someday be successful. At that 
point, I just wanted to be a pianist with a band. So everything that's happened to me has 
come as a total shock. Now, I just have ambitions, just to do things. I've done it musically, but I'd like to do something that would surprise people, to show that I do have 
another side to my talent than just writing songs and playing piano. I've always said I 
don't want to be around in ten years still playing the same set I played last night, 'cause 
that'd become depressing for me. 'Cause then I'd be something I set out not to be."
TV and films are obvious next steps. John has the role of the Pinball Wizard in Ken 
Russell's Tommy. "I'm only in it two-and-a-half minutes; I just sing `Pinball.' I'd love to 
be a film star, but not just relying on...there's another side to me, apart from the 
music," he says. "I'd like to be in comedy films. A film like Blazing Saddles, where you 
could laugh all the time. I've got a very sort of Monty Python-ish humor and don't 
know if it'd catch on in America. It's a little bit avant-garde."
So when Elton asks if maybe a radio station might have him aboard to spin some 
of his favorite tunes, he's extending himself in more ways than one. Here's E.J. the DJ 
from his two-hour appearance on KMET: the show is in progress:
ELTON: And now I've got another spot to do. This is a commercial for MCA 
Records and Tapes. They told me I could do whatever I wanted for sixty seconds. Right. 
Have you heard the new Little Feat album? It's on the Warner Bros. label. And 10 c.c.'s album is good, that's on Mercury. What else is good? Oh, Bad Company, that's on 
Atlantic, and Syreeta, she's on Motown. Um, MCAs got a few good records out, too. 
They have the Andrews Sisters, you know, Pete Fountain's greatest hits, umNo, they 
have Leon Russell, Mary McCreary-who else they got? Elton John, that little punk, 
you know, the bald one that looks like a bank clerk-little punk, I hate him. Uh, Kiki 
Dee, Neil Sedaka, Rocket Records. You know, if it wasn't for Rocket Records MCA would 
be dead....


I move from the bathroom to the lounge and press the Steward buzzer. Three seconds later 
he appears, complete with early morning charm.
"Bonjour Monsieur ca va?"
"Bien merci."
Before he says, "Would you like some coffee and croissants?" I have already told him that 
fresh grapefruit, Melba toast, and tea would be required. He vanishes backwards and returns 
in ten minutes with the tray. Vitamin pills are swallowed-lots of Vitamin E-good for the 
hair and wonderful for the sex life. I think I am living proof that this is just not true, but I still 
religiously take them, hoping that one day I will wake up to countless offers and hair like 
Bjorn Borg.*
*Permission to reprint selections from "My Day," by Elton John, courtesy Vogue 
(British edition), ©1974, The Conde Nast Publications Ltd.
E LT o N JOHN I S I N THE LOUNGE of the Starship on the way to San Francisco. He looks 
like an elfin cartoon, pale-skinned, all in pinks and chocolates today, from glasses (rosetinted) to shoes (they're pink) to shirt (pink and brown), and he has a briefcase in his 
lap, supporting a diary. He is busy writing.
"I've kept a diary for the last five, six years," he says. This, too, is an extension 
of Elton John, another side of Reg Dwight, born twenty-seven years ago in Pinner, 
England. He refers me to a chunk of his diary, published last month by the British 
Vogue, under the title, "My Day." He was aboard the S.S. France July 22nd, 1974, on 
his way to New York, from there to Philadelphia for a round of tennis with friend 
Billie Jean King, and onward to Colorado to make another album. With him on this 
five-day journey were band members and wives and Tony King of Apple Records. He 
is writing this entry to the music of Joni Mitchell. We pick him up after the morning 
bath:
At 12:00 Igo to the music room to write some new songs. I have only booked it for two 
hours and to my embarrassment have to eject the ship's classical pianist. She, however, makes 
her way to another room directly above and commences battle. I decide to write an uptempo 
number as most of the songs so far are slowisy. By 1 PM. `Meal Ticket' is complete-very 
pleased with it. Play it to the band and they nod their approval.
At 3:30 PM. play squash with Tony-he is just beginning and I am not much betterbut we do quite well and attract an audience who quickly pick up a few tips on the lesser arts 
of the game.
The schedule is now really light. At 4 PM. rush to the Fontaine Bleu Room. Have teaalso decide to play bingo. Quite prepared to send it up, I find to my delight that I win the first 
game .£17. Bingo is definitely for me. My fellow players are rather amused, saying: `Money 
always goes to money,' and other remarks which make me ever more determined to win the 
next game. However, it is not to be.


Back to the cabin for a swift game of backgammon which I lose, then off to the swimming pool for a quick dip. The indoor pool is virtually empty. It is a saltwater pool and after 
three lengths of breaststroke, freestyle, and Esther Williams, I am out-my eyes stinging 
from the salt, my skin shivering from the cold...
I usually have at least one catastrophe when getting dressed. Tonight it is the bow tie. My 
pale blue with yellow spots falls apart due to the catch coming off I have to choose another. 
Looking quite the perfect English gentleman (except for my green hair), I swish up to the 
Riviera Bar for drinks with the Captain. I decide to break my no-alcohol rule and I have a glass 
of Mumm-excellent. The Chief Purser is extremely nice, but the rest of the crowd is 
extremely Gucci-Pucci and definitely disapproves of us. Someone says in a rather grand voice, 
`That man over there is Elton John-he is very famous, but I have never heard of him.' This, 
of course, amuses everyone in the group and as I am about to fine them all £100 each, I am 
whisked away for a ship-to-shore telephone call. It is Los Angeles-`Caribou is now platinum. Congratulations. Roger and out.' Back to the Captain. To celebrate the platinum album, 
I decide to break my no-carbohydrate rule, and I have one pretzel. Feeling guilty about the 
champagne and pretzel, I go out to dinner in the Chambord Room.
Dinner tonight is caviar, pepper steak, beautiful vegetables, and stewed raspberries. Neil 
Sedaka sent me a bottle of champagne from New York. We all share the bubbly and gossip. 
Everyone comes under the hammer tonight. You can tell the Continental people from the 
Americans by looking at their clothes. Why do large American ladies squeeze themselves into 
dresses that show every inch of flab? I think our table is also coming under the hammer of various people, but we can outbitch anyone tonight.
Elton John at a press conference:
Who's the bitch?
Give me a 'couple of drinks and I'll be the bitch.
Elton John, at home:
What about criticism of the Goodbye Yellow Brick Road album? Someone-it was in 
Rolling Stone-said the hatred of women in that album was "awesome" and pervaded 
the album?
"I don't know. I went to WFIL in Philadelphia and George Michaels said, `Listen, 
man, you just made the most depressing album I ever heard.' He said, `There's not one 
happy song on the album. There's one happy one, but the rest are so down. Down on 
chicks, and I just separated with my wife.' And I analyzed it; I said, `You're right,' you 
know. I couldn't really answer for Bernie, but I would have to agree that there's a lot of 
down-on-women songs."
Bernie Taupin, on the Starship, his wife Maxine nearby:
"I never thought of it." He offered a laugh tinged with surprise. "I love women! 
That's amazing." He said people have a tendency to read more into his lyrics than he 
intends. Like how "Border Song" and "Levon" are anti-Semite; how "Honky Chateau" 
must mean the White House. How "Solar Prestige a Gammon" is an anagram for 
"Elton's Program Is a Game." "But I've never written a song meaning something more 
than it says."
In Beverly Hills I asked Elton if he always agreed with the lyrics he sings.
"I never question them," he said. "I just sing them. That's his part - of the fantasy, and I just don't go and say, `What the fuck's this mean?, I never question his lyrics 
at all, 'cause that's the kick he gets, by seeing his fantasies put onto a record.


"I thought Yellow Brick Road was the best album we've done as far as consistency 
went. Caribou-I can see why people hate Caribou; and I can see why people hate me. I 
went to a Who concert at Madison Square Garden. We were being shown to our seats, 
and this guy leaned over and said, `I fucking hate that man."' John laughed. "I can 
understand that reaction. Why? People-after Yellow Brick Road-people thought I was 
going to come up with a fucking masterpiece of all time. 'Well, what's he going to do 
now?' People don't like the sort of thing I've done, you know, they probably think I'm 
flashy. I can see why people like Grand Funk and people don't like me-they just think, 
'Oh, he's full of shit.' And also I'm on the radio all the time and that probably bores 
them to fucking tears."
The costumes, Elton said, will continue to be a staple of his stage personality. "I 
just do it for amusement. It really started as a tongue-in-cheek thing, because the songs 
that I was performing weren't the sort of songs that you'd expect anyone to come in 
wearing a costume to, 'cause they were very moody songs. And then I started to enjoy 
it. And there's not-I never feel like coming out in a suit or a pair of jeans. Even at 
sound checks I'm a little glamorous."
"I've got a suit which at the moment is being repaired which is incredible. It's all 
lights, dangling lights, the shoes light up, a 60-foot parachute comes out, it's dayglo 
and just shoots across the stage. And Bill Whiten had this other suit made for me, it's 
got wooden legs, and as I step out, a button releases sixty colored snakes that fly into 
the audience. "I mean I'll do anything. If anyone's prepared to make it and make it 
work, I'll get into anything.
"But I don't say, `Well, I must have this costume made 'cause the public will like 
it.' l have it made 'cause it's a big appeal for me. It's the same as my records or the songs 
I write. I don't want to sort of pander to them in any way, except when I'm performing. 
When I'm performing, yeah, I'll pander to them, I'll do anything for'em."
Elton and Bernie's songwriting has also remained unchanged, he said. They still 
write only for a specific album; Bernie writes the words first, then submits them to 
Elton. That must be a moment, I ventured, when the song is returned to Taupin, with 
music. John smiled.
"Now," he said, "it gets to the point sometimes where Bernie would send me a lyric 
and actually not hear the song till the album was finished. So he'd come to the album 
playback session and it really does him in. He can't listen to more than three or four 
songs. It really does him in."
He doesn't even know what beat they'll be in?
"No. He sometimes tries a suggestion, like on the new album, Captain Fantastic and 
the Brown Dirt Cowboy, there's a song called `Better Off Dead,' which he said, on the 
bottom of the page, 'a la John Prime?' And it's nothing like John Prine, it's sort of ait sounds like a Gilbert & Sullivan song. Semioperatic."
Captain Fantastic, John says, is a departure. "It's a story of all the things that happened to Bernie and me, how we met, all we went through up to the point of the Empty 
Sky album, and all the disappointments, our experiences with music publishers, asking 
for ten quid a week to live on. It's the entire album, and I think it's very uncommercial. 
I don't know if there'll be any singles on it, even now that we've recorded it." The 
album won't be out until next spring, but a new single will be released in November, 
along with the Greatest Hits album. The single is another departure. It's a Beatles tune, "Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds," and it's performed on the current tour. Ringo Starr 
heard it at the Forum and declared it "great" at an MCA carnival/party the next day.


The idea came to Taupin from seeing Yellow Submarine on television, said John, 
and he tried it out at two charity concerts in England last spring. "It went down incredibly well, staggeringly well." On the session, he said, "John Lennon played on it and put 
his own personality on it."
Ringo is almost a neighbor of Elton's in Surrey; they live two miles apart. As for 
Lennon: "I met him last year in Los Angeles when he was doing the Phil Spector sessions. 
Tony King introduced me. He's probably the first big star who I instantly fell in love with. 
It usually takes me about six or seven meetings with someone 'cause I'm very withdrawn. 
But he's so easy to get on with. The first time we met, we got a Mercedes limousine, and 
we were driving down past the Roxy, and the Dramatics were there, and everyone's really dressed up to the hilt to go in, all the black people, and they look fabulous. So John and 
I went past and started going, `Right on! Right on!' through the roof. It was great."
Elton John on money: "Money can be funny. It can make people withdraw into 
themselves, make them become absolutely paranoiac. I'm not a slave to it. I don't go, 'I 
must do another tour this year so I can make enough money to buy so-and-so a sewing 
machine.' I enjoy it."
At one time, Elton was notorious for his New York shopping sprees, with Pappas 
following behind holding a stash of $2,000. Now, she said, "We refrain from doing 
that. Now we set up accounts, or write checks."
Has anyone ever accused Elton John of using a feigned generosity as, say, a defense?
"I've read about it," he said. "`He does it because he's insecure.' It boils down to, 
say, at Christmas with friends, and you're opening presents. I think most people will 
agree that you get more pleasure watching others opening yours. It's just human 
nature, right? Shit, I love giving people things, 'cause if I'm able to give someone something they couldn't possibly afford that I can afford to give them, it's great. I'm not 
doing it because I want to be Mr. Generous. But the whole point is: Christ, we're only 
around for a short time, and I intend to enjoy it, and the fuck with it, let's give some 
other people some enjoyment as well."
It all goes hand in hand with Elton's previously stated pop philosophy.
"I take my music seriously when I'm playing and when I'm in the studio. It's gotta 
be right or I go crazy. But I don't take my position as a musician too seriously, because 
I think there are other musicians who are much better. And a lot of musicians do take 
their positions far too seriously. They think they are important, and it is a mistake, 
because in the sense of time we are very unimportant; we're just extremely lucky to be 
able to be doing what we're doing. I used to do sessions for groups and some of these 
groups thought they were creating masterpieces, just ordinary pop songs that were not 
very good. I've always said that pop music was disposable, and it is, and that's the fun 
of pop music. If it wasn't disposable it'd be a pain in the fuckin' ass.
"There are so many people who think they're big cheese `Well, man, we played for 
70,000 people.' Well, it's great, sure, but I mean, who cares? Next year someone else 
will be able to do it. Your next door neighbor might do it. And that's the whole point of 
pop music. That's the fun of it, the thrill of it."
-November 21, 1974
Rolling Stone
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George Harrison:
LUMBERING IN THE MATERIAL WORLD
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[image: ]ere was a no-win situation. In the end, I believe, the story was a winner, but more 
because of the editing than the writing. The editor on this piece was David Felton, one 
- of my favorite writers at Rolling Stone-and anywhere he writes. Problem is, he 
didn't write much. Nicknamed "Stonecutter" while at the Los Angeles Times, Felton always 
felt, as he wrote, "that anything worth doing is worth doing slow." It was a thought he came 
up with in only two days.
[Quick, but worthwhile digression: David is also the writer of my all-time favorite headline. We had a news roundup in the magazine in the early seventies, and in mid-1974, ran an 
item about an 8-year-old boy who'd been awarded $733,000 in damages resulting from a 
faulty circumcision, which caused the loss of the end of his penis. After nine operations, he 
was fine. For the headline, Felton rose to the occasion:
$733,000
Plus Tip]
Regardless of one's output at Rolling Stone, if you were on staff as a writer, you also 
handled editing chores, and Felton, who'd been tapped to make near-sense of Hunter S. 
Thompson's reams of copy as they flew off the infamous "Mojo Machine" (actually, just an 
early IBM facsimile machine), got my report on George Harrison.
I don't have his editing marks. Racing from feature to feature, we did not maintain pris tine files at the magazine. I simply recall that Felton helped sharpen and focus this story 
about a former Beatle going on a big tour and disavowing his fabled past at the risk of 
upsetting his fans. When, sure enough, there were protests over his selection of songs, his 
arrangements, and his devotion of large portions of his concert to Indian music, he defended 
himself with spiritual-and Monty Python-quotations.


Oddly enough, the protests didn't come only from critics. Harrison's own inner circle 
voiced doubts about the way the tour had begun. I reported those thoughts, interviewed 
Harrison, and described the shows I attended. Felton moved the concert descriptions down, 
pushed the controversies up front, and closed with Harrison's strong-willed explanations. The 
result, I thought, was a well-balanced package.
Wrong. We were barraged with letters, more than for any story I'd done. Most of the 
writers defended Harrison's right to do whatever he wanted, even as they found fault with 
the shows, and accused me of being overly critical, while underly (Is that a word? Felton? 
Where are you?!) respectful of his religious remarks. Those who hated the show hated me, in 
turn, for giving Harrison such a platform for defending himself.
So either way, I couldn't win. But the story, I hope, is a good read.
HOLY KRISHNA! What kind of an opening night for George Harrison is this? Ravi 
Shankar asks for silence and no smoking during his music. Silence is very important, 
he says, because music is eternal, and out of the silence comes the music. Something 
like that. But, instead, out of the audience comes this piercing death cry, followed by a 
rain of war whoops. After a few numbers, people start shouting, "Get funky!" and 
"Rock and roll!"
In the press box at PNE Coliseum in Vancouver, one reporter is guessing that the 
Sanskrit letter for Om, illuminated in shadowboxes at either end of the stage, is actually the Indian dollar sign. Another insists it means "No Smoking."
Harrison, meantime, is hoarse from the beginning and strains through each song. 
Billy Preston eventually perks up the show with two numbers in the second half, but 
the night sputters to a conclusion with more Indian music, more cries for rock and roll 
and, in the end, Harrison receiving a perfunctory encore call. He performs "My Sweet 
Lord," and out of the silence comes the silence-a still and seated audience with only 
the front section clapping along,
"I hated it," said Pat Luce the next morning. Pat Luce wasn't a paying customer. 
She's a publicist with A&M Records, on the tour for Harrison's Dark Horse label, which 
A&M distributes. "We had a lot of conferences after the show," she said. "They're having a rehearsal today. George has to rest. He's been rehearsing every day and recording 
every night to get the single out. Last night everyone was-they weren't down; in the 
framework of the show, there is a fabulous show; they know it's a good band.
"But, one, it's too long; two, Ravi's got to be one set. And three, George has to shut 
up. 
In San Francisco, producer Bill Graham gazed through an office window at the 
unceasing rain and shook his head very slowly. On the wall behind him hung memorabilia from his two other big tours of 19 74-Bob Dylan and Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young. He fingered the felt-tip pen dangling from his necklace and worried about anything he might say.


He'd been up till four that morning, in fact, agonizing about what to tell the press. 
He was clearly upset with the tour; he had a sheaf of notes on his desk covering the 
shows in Vancouver, Seattle, and now, last night, in San Francisco. But he should be 
talking to George, not the press, he said, and so far he'd only spoken with Tom Scott, 
Harrison's saxophonist and musical sounding board, and Denis O'Brien, Harrison's 
business manager. Ordinarily, explained Graham, he talked freely with Harrison, 
"except on things artistic." He wasn't sure he should step out of line, as technical producer of the tour, and criticize the artistic and musical structure of the show.
So specific thoughts were off the record. But if he was going to talk at all, it had to 
be straight. "I could say to you, `We're working on things,' you know. 'George is in 
great spirits!' It's like the football team that's lost forty-three games in a row, and you 
say, `How do you feel, coach?' `Well, my spirits are up and we're still in there!"' Graham 
smiled vaguely at the metaphor. "But we all know that the plays ain't working, and 
we're looking for a new quarterback."
He recalled the return of Dylan and the reunion of CSNY. Their audiences. 
Graham has a sense for audiences. `At the beginning of each show, I think the public 
has the same feeling-yes, that wonderful aura. I think with Bob Dylan the public 
loved what they got. With CSNY they got three-and-a half hours of music and were 
pretty well satisfied. With George Harrison, they would definitely have wanted more of 
George Harrison.
"That's my criticism of George, out of deep respect for his great talent and great 
ability. I think what the public leaves with is a continuing respect and reverence for 
what he has done, and a..." Here Graham chose his words carefully. "...perhaps a feeling of bittersweetness about not having gotten just a bit closer to what their expectations were. I don't know. They didn't get to go back in the time machine enough."
On the Dylan tour, Graham, the backstage showman, had lit up a fancy Cuban 
cigar for every show well done. I asked him whether he'd smoked any so far on this tour.
His eyebrows perked up. `Ah, but that's the point. There's no cigars!"
I REALIZE THE B E A T L E S did fill a space in the sixties, and all the people who the 
Beatles meant something to have grown up. It's like with anything. You grow up with 
it and you get attached to it. That's one of the problems in our lives. becoming too 
attached to things. But I understand the Beatles in many ways did nice things, and it's 
appreciated, the people still like them. The problem comes when they want to live in the 
past, and they want to hold onto something and are afraid of change.
-George Harrison at his Los Angeles press conference, October 2 3rd, 19 74
THE LAST TIME I SAW GEORGE H A R R I SON in the flesh as a Beatle, he was a standout. The group was on a stage covering second base at Candlestick Park, home of the 
San Francisco Giants, the night of August 29th, 1966. San Francisco was the last stop 
of a nineteen-city American tour. JPG&R, all in lacy white shirts and mod green jackets that matched the outfield grass, had strolled out of the first-base dugout, waving 
casually at a mad crowd of twenty-six thousand, and laughed through eleven songs in 
thirty minutes flat.


And I remember how George stood out from the other three that evening. He wore 
white socks.
As things turned out, the Candlestick Park show was the last concert the Beatles 
ever did. "We got in a rut," Harrison told Hunter Davies, the biographer, years later. "It 
was just a bloody big row. Nobody could hear. We got worse as musicians, playing the 
same old junk every day. There was no satisfaction at all."
The next month, George and his wife, Patti, were off to India. Having idly picked 
up a strange, twin-bowled instrument called a sitar on the set of Help!, he was interested in studying under the great Indian composer and sitarist, Ravi Shankar.
It was five more years before Harrison returned to the stage, at the behest of 
Shankar and for the benefit of the people of Bangladesh, East Pakistan. He was the 
host, dressed all in white, gathering friends like Billy Preston, Ringo Starr, Eric Clapton, 
Leon Russell, and Bob Dylan around him.
And it was there, at Madison Square Garden, that Harrison tasted the desire to 
tour again. "He was definitely inspired after Bangladesh," said Billy Preston. "He wanted to do it again, right away. But it took some time. Bangladesh was an exceptional 
show because everybody was there. He had to do a lot of thinking on this one, because 
he had to get out there and be the one."
There were other delays for Harrison: the fusses over the profits from the 
Bangladesh benefit and album; the McCartney-sue-me, we-sue-Allen Klein blues; various sessions with friends like Harry Nilsson, Preston, and Starr; the Living in the 
Material World album and the creation of Dark Horse Records. One of Dark Horse's first 
releases was Shankar Family and Friends, which featured Shankar conducting a fifteenpiece Indian orchestra, sometimes joined by rock and jazz instruments. Ravi Shankar, 
it turned out, was a major reason for Harrison's return to the stage.
"I have always been very eager to bring out such a number of good musicians from 
India," said Shankar, who has composed music for small orchestras for some thirty years. 
"George heard a few tapes I had of things with groups and he was impressed and was 
telling me for almost seven years that I should bring something like this over. And I said, 
`Well, you must also take part in it.' And it's only last year we became more confident."
Last February Harrison visited Shankar in India to plan the tour. In the spring he 
began to gather his backup. First he chose Tom Scott, saxophone player behind Joni 
Mitchell, Carole King, Billy Preston, and John Lennon, and in front of his own band, 
the L.A. Express. Having studied Indian music at UCLA with a Shankar disciple, 
Harihar Rao, Scott was invited to play on the Shankar Family album last year.
When his L.A. Express accompanied Joni Mitchell to London this spring, Harrison 
called and asked him to join the tour.
George then picked drummer Andy Newmark, formerly with Sly Stone, and 
bassist Willie Weeks. Newmark and Weeks had played with Ronnie Wood (of the Faces) 
on his solo album, as had Harrison.
Finally, Harrison chose second guitarist Robben Ford, from the Express, Billy 
Preston and percussionist Emil Richards, another Harihar Rao student who worked on 
Ravi's LP. Meanwhile, Scott rounded out his horn section with Chuck Findley and Jim 
Horn. Both men performed at the Bangladesh benefit.
In October Harrison arrived in Los Angeles to begin rehearsals and to finish his 
own album, Dark Horse, begun a year ago in London. He chose to squeeze both pro jects-plus a single, also called "Dark Horse"-into a three-week period. He promptly 
lost his voice, and, at a press conference on the eve of the tour, announced as much, 
adding, ho ho, that he might very well go out the first few shows and do instrumentals.


That might not have been a bad idea. Harrison did, in fact, start each show with 
his mouth shut, presenting himself as just one of nine band members, playing a wellarranged, tension-and-release number called "Hari Good Boy Express." But when, on 
the opening night in Vancouver, Harrison broke into "The Lord Loves the One," he 
sang off key, and the voice, in its first flight, instantly sounded tired. The performance 
earned minimal response, as people yielded easily to distraction, studying the "Dark 
Horse" banner unfurled high above the stage, or the hand-painted, rainbow-colored 
tour shirts worn by Willie Weeks and Jim Horn, or Harrison's hair-shag cut, medium 
long, blown dry-or his denim overalls and Hush Puppies.
(Billy Preston wound up covering for him, singing high parts of songs. Later, 
Preston said Harrison was resigned to the arrangement. "He feels a little bad about it, 
but there's nothin' he can do about it, he's been working so hard.")
In any event the first U.S. tour by a former Beatle was underway, "and for a long 
time." Jeani Read, pop critic for the Vancouver Province wrote later, "all I could think 
about was Dylan a few months ago, singing all his songs wrong for the people who 
wanted to hear them the way they were used to hearing them. Because Harrison sang 
most of his songs wrong, too. Except the painful difference was that Dylan was in complete control of what he was doing."
Wrote Don Stanley, of the Vancouver Sun, "He attempted to storm through the 
material, a la Dylan's recent magnificent tour, and ended up agonizingly hoarse."
(Dylan attended the two concerts November 12th at the Forum in Los Angeles, 
and he visited with Harrison between shows. During the encore, he zipped out the back 
doors into the parking lot, accompanied by his wife and several friends. He stopped to 
say that, yes, he enjoyed the shows.)
Through Seattle, San Francisco, Oakland, Long Beach, and Los Angeles, Harrison 
sounded the same, and so did the reviews. In San Francisco, Phil Elwood of the 
Examiner: "Never a strong singer, but a moving one, Harrison found that he had virtually no voice left and had to croak his way through even the delicate `Something."'
By Los Angeles, at the first of three shows at the Forum, more than Harrison's 
voice seemed to be cracking. After an eight-second response-more a yawn than a 
hand for a new song called "Maya Love," Harrison told the house: "I don't know how 
it feels down there, but from up here, you seem pretty dead." Later, his voice breaking, 
he angrily lectured someone in the audience who'd screamed out a request for 
"Bangladesh":
"I have to rewrite the song. But don't just shout Bangladesh, give them something 
to help. You can chant Krishna, Krishna, Krishna, and maybe you'll feel better. But if 
you just shout Bangladesh, Bangladesh, Bangladesh, it's not going to help anybody."
Finally, after he'd cooled down a bit, Harrison apologized for the way things 
seemed to be going.
The next night, Harrison played two shows at the Forum with less-than-packed 
houses. Forum manager Jim Appell estimated the first crowd at 9,000, the second at 
11,000. The Forum seats 18,000.


MOST O F THE PEOPLE who'd forked over $9.5 0 to see Beatle George expected a Beatle 
show, a rubber soul revue, a long and winding memory lane. Even if they'd kept up 
with Harrison these past few years and knew better, they still wanted a Beatle.
George, from the outset, refused. At rehearsals, during the first run-through, it took 
two hours and eighteen songs before George would do a Beatles song-"In My Life" from 
Rubber Soul. The way Tom Scott told it, Ravi Shankar had to go to Harrison to urge him to 
consider audience expectations, "and give the people a couple of old songs: it's okay."
"George says people expect him to be exactly what he was ten years ago," said 
Shankar. "That's the problem with all the artists, I suppose, Frank Sinatra or anyone 
popular for many years. People like to hear the old nostalgia."
"George," said Tom Scott, "is one of the few guys with the prestige and the 
resources to do something good and is willing to do it and put his neck on the line. By 
that I mean presenting a show with so much new material when people expect him to 
do a Beatles."
"Something good" meant Harrison's presentation of Shankar and his new music, 
and it meant his insisting on being just one of the guys on stage, playing humble host 
to the others, giving individual spots to Preston and Scott.
But it also meant a dismaying refusal to acknowledge his past, and the fact that if 
he hadn't been a Beatle, he might not be doing a $4 million tour inside of seven weeks. 
And Harrison went further. He tampered with the past. So you had Harrison singing, 
"Something in the way she moves it," turning the lover's tribute into a lecherous shout. 
And: "I look at you all/See the love there that's sleeping/While my guitar gently smiles." 
And, on a song written by John Lennon (who was the only former partner to send flowers to the opening show): "In my life...I love God more."
"George didn't want to do `Something' at all," said Billy Preston, describing the 
rehearsals. "I knew he was gonna have to do it, and he started rebelling against it by 
doing it a different way, rewriting the lyrics. But at least he's doing the song."
Harrison may have the right to change lyrics-his own, at least-but how would 
you like it if Frank Sinatra came out for a once-more-in-a-lifetime shot and sang, "I did 
it...His way"? Or if Dylan on his tour had proclaimed, "The answer, my friend, is coming 
from within/The answer is coming from within"? To a dedicated nostalgia freak, the 
slaughter of such secular cows can be pretty frustrating. Or pretty silly.
There were other problems: The shows suffered from sound mixes that buried 
many instruments, and from poor structuring. The Vancouver concert, for instance, 
included two appearances by Ravi Shankar's orchestra, which, for many in the audience, was at least one too many. Introducing "our little pal" Shankar and orchestra for 
their second set, Harrison seemed to note the lack of excitement in the air. He put in an 
urgent plug for Indian music: "I'd die for it," he said, and tapped his electric guitar"but not for this." After the opening night disaster, a lackluster hotel gathering turned 
into a series of meetings with Ravi, Tom Scott, Billy Preston, and Harrison. Shankar 
suggested a restructuring of the show. "It was just showbiz," said Scott. "No one wanted Ravi to come out to a hostile audience."
Even with Shankar condensed into one power-packed set, the rest of the concert 
left a lot of songs to be desired. Of a total twenty-three tunes in two-and-a-half hours, 
only eight were familiar Beatles or Harrison songs: "Something," "While My Guitar 
Gently Weeps," "Sue Me, Sue You Blues," "For You Blue," "Give Me Love," "In My Life," "What Is Life," and "My Sweet Lord." From Seattle through Los Angeles, the shows 
generally went like this: "Hari Good Boy Express" (the instrumental), "Something," 
"While My Guitar Gently Weeps." Preston's "Will It Go 'Round in Circles," and "Sue 
Me, Sue You Blues." Then with less than half an hour gone, Harrison introduced 
Shankar and orchestra for seven straight numbers, followed by intermission. And in 
the second half, whatever hits there were had to be sorted from a puzzling pile. 
Harrison kicked off with "For You Blue" and "Give Me Love," which in several performances was the first song whose introduction was recognized by the audience. Then 
an instrumental, a directionless jam spawned during rehearsals at the A&M sound 
stage, called "Sound Stage of My Mind," followed by "In My Life," with strong brass 
where there used to be gentle guitar. Then a jazzy, jamlike number from Tom Scott 
called "Tomcat," "Maya Love," with guitar lines reminiscent of "Sue Me, Sue You 
Blues," and the most consistent high point of each concert: Billy Preston with his hits, 
"Nothing from Nothing" and "Outta-Space."


After "Dark Horse," Harrison announced his last number, "What Is Life," and 
returned for "My Sweet Lord," speeded up, unrecognizable except for the lyrics, and 
weighed down by exhortations from George to go to the god of your choice.
"KrishnalChrist/Krishnal Christ/Krishnal Christ," he chanted over and over, adding 
a mentin now and then for Buddha and Allah.
On paper, without mentioning the drive of Andy Newmark's drumming, the color 
of Emil Richards' percussion work, the solidity of Willie Weeks' bass, the vocal (and 
sweeping keyboard) help rendered by Billy Preston, the exuberant rock and blues guitar of Robben Ford, and the brilliant horn work of Tom Scott, the concert sounds pretty dreadful. But it wasn't quite that bad.
For one thing, before each show there was a mood of expectation. Everywhere, one 
could still detect faint traces of Beatlemania. A 20-year-old woman outside the Seattle 
Center Coliseum spotted Harrison arriving and ran into a crowd screeching, "I saw him! 
I saw his glasses! I saw his nose!" A younger woman, in a George Harrison T-shirt, cried 
uncontrollably in the front row in Vancouver. And, at the Oakland Coliseum, a crowd of 
four or five dozen fans stormed past a puny link of three security guards and rushed up 
to the stage to help George with his heavy load during "Give Me Love."
Also there was the appealing sincerity of George Harrison himself, blissed-out and 
beaming while committing all manner of ghastly, anti-show-business mistakes-overintroducing Ravi Shankar or Billy Preston, imploring the audience to "have a little 
patience" for the Indian music before they've even heard any.
Some critics called it "The Billy Preston Show," and they weren't far off. When 
Preston, in natty, sequined suit and mushroom-cloud Afro, began to move behind the 
instruments arrayed around him-a clavinet, a Hammond B-3 organ, ARP and string 
ensemble synthesizers and a Wurlitzer piano-all the pent-up hell of a boogie-hungry 
horde broke loose.
Preston gave the crowds what they couldn't get from Harrison: hit rock and roll 
songs, done faithfully, in full voice. So it was Billy who got the audience up on its feet, 
up on the chairs. In San Francisco, it was Billy who at long last triggered a welcome 
surge toward the stage.
George, through all of this, looked grateful, pointing at Billy, shouting his name, 
while Preston pointed and shouted back: "George Harrison! Back on stage!"


In Vancouver most of the audience were polite for Ravi Shankar and his fifteenmember troupe. A little itchy, maybe, and possibly thinking they'd rather be scoring a 
hot dog or hearing more Harrison, but-polite. It was in Seattle that Shankar and his 
orchestra finally broke through. The song was "Dispute and Violence," introduced by 
Harrison with the note, "otherwise known as jazz."
Like many of Shankar's pieces, "Dispute and Violence" was a sometimes loose, 
sometimes tight fusion of various forms of Eastern and Western music-folk, classical, 
and spiritual Indian; rock, jazz, and even big-band swing. There was Indian scat-shouting, trilling and jabbering, representing dispute; squeaking reeds and flutes and a Don 
Ellis brass for measures of violence; and Andy Newmark's drums, Emil Richards' 
kitchenware percussion, and Alla Rakha's tabla setting a steady battle tempo. Shankar 
at the podium, arms flailing, index fingers dipping and pointing, took it all to a victorious, symphonic, last-stomp halt.
Two young men behind me jumped up to join in the resounding ovation. They 
would not stand up again until the end of Preston's two numbers. I asked them what 
they liked about "Dispute and Violence."
"It's the beat," said the first one. "I saw him a year ago, with just a small group, 
two or three, I wasn't expecting anything like this."
"It's beautiful," said the second. "You hear every different type of music there is in 
the world."
"If you were gonna talk to God," remarked the first, "that would be the way." The 
man said he was 19 and had come to hear Beatles songs.
Three other songs stood out in the Shankar set. "Cheparte," meaning spicy or 
"hot stuff," received standing ovations following a rousing battle between the veteran 
Alla Rakha on tabla and T.V. Gopalkrishnan, a younger man, on the mridangam-a 
barrel-shaped drum he struck with his hands at both ends. The two sat side by side, and 
overhead lights switched between them as they took their solos, slapping and hammering away at different pitches until they joined together. The crowd whooped like it 
had just heard a ten-minute, heavy-metal drum workout.
"Zoom Zoom Zoom" introduced the audience to singers Lakshmi Shankar and her 
daughter, Viji. Both recipients of India's highest musical honor, the President's Award, 
they stood at each side of their in-law conductor.
Lakshmi stood still, arms crossed in front of her, and with her three-octave voice glided easily through "Zoom Zoom Zoom." The lyrics had a taste of Brazil '66 and her voice 
reminded one of Norma Tanega, for those who remember "Walkin' My Cat Named Dog."
Shankar's one turn at the sitar was reserved for a song called `Anurag" ("Love"), 
and even this one was a surprise, a hot-beat number featuring interplays between his 
instrument and two violins, with Ravi fingering decidedly bluesy figures, then conducting, from his perch, several solos, among them the tabla tarang, a group of twelve 
waterbowls, and the santoor, an instrument that resembles an autoharp and is played 
with delicate mallets. Again, the sound was symphonic and dynamic. I heard the number performed five times and never once thought of hot dogs.
"I have always been-what is the word?-`dilemma'?-to my listeners the last 
thirty years," remarked Shankar one day in San Francisco.
"By the time they form an opinion that I am doing this, I am doing something else. 
So it's puzzling for them, and that's why I have been criticized more than anyone-sac- rileging Indian music or jazzifying Indian music, breaking the tradition, all sorts of 
things you might have heard yourself. But I keep my base very strong."


On the tour, all of Shankar's songs were about five minutes, for many a relief from 
the long ragas he plays at his own concerts. He wrote (and edited) many of them specifically for the Harrison audience, he said.
`And none of the songs are, in the Indian sense, classical. They are different, 
because, imagine, with all those impatient kids, if I sat down and started playing for a half 
hour. And it wouldn't blend together; the wholeness of the show wouldn't be there.
"It's only lately that I've been hearing a bit more of rock music," he said. "I find 
that there's a lot of great things in that music, but I personally believe that 50 to 75 
percent is the loudness of it."
Shankar, in recent years, has avoided huge rock concerts and festivals, for reasons 
that transcend technical difficulties. 'After I went to Woodstock and one or two others, 
I thought maybe I should not go any more. It has changed from the atmosphere at 
Monterey to, maybe not violence, but too much drugs. And I thought maybe there's no 
use in my going, because it's not my type of music."
I N THE S U M M E R o f 19 6 7, less than a year after the Candlestick Park concert, 
Harrison, then 24, came back to San Francisco with his wife, to have a look at the hippies who'd blossomed out of the Haight-Ashbury district.
This year, he was back. Before the tour he had decided that several concerts 
would be benefits, and he had heard about the plight of the Haight-Ashbury Free 
Medical Clinic. Opened the year of Harrison's first visit, the Free Clinic survived the 
district's speed/rip-off/deterioration phase, and, like the Haight itself, had recently 
grown. The medical clinic is now only one of eight concerns, the others including a 
Women's Needs Center, a therapy program for heroin addicts, and a vocational 
rehab center. This year. federal revenue-sharing money marked for 19 7 5 was diverted by Mayor Joseph Alioto, and after two months of applying for grants and of trying to set up a rock benefit, the clinic was almost resigned to shut down the medical 
sector, which last year spent $67,500 to treat ten thousand patients. Harrison 
donated net profits from his first San Francisco concert to the clinic. A week after the 
show, the clinic's medical director, Dr. Elizabeth Anthony, said the donation would be 
$66,000.
The day after the benefit, Harrison, along with manager O'Brien, publicist Pat 
Luce, and Olivia Arias (a representative of Dark Horse) visited the clinic for about a half 
hour, just before a concert. His party toured the facilities and, in a back room, chatted 
with several staff members. He gave them gifts, among them a Dark Horse necklace 
and pieces of embroidery, and asked for a Free Clinic T-shirt.
"He said he hoped to start a ripple with other musicians doing the same kind of 
things," writer Amie Hill, a clinic volunteer, said later. "The doctors gave him a 
plaque, and-I didn't hear this, but someone told me he said, 'Don't thank me; it's 
not me, it's something else over us that acts through people like me. I'm just an 
instrument."'
AFTER THE v i s i T , back in the limousine, something kept nagging at George Harrison. 
It was the plaque, and all the gratitude of the Clinic workers. He really meant it when he said not to thank him, that he just wanted to help cause a ripple.


He turned to Pat Luce as the car headed toward the freeway for the Cow Palace. 
"I'd like to get that out somehow," he told her. "Do you think Rolling Stone might want 
to do an interview?"
George Harrison, it seemed, had gone to as much trouble as he could to avoid 
interviews during the tour. He had done a press conference in Los Angeles and helped 
prepare an official press-kit interview ("Tell us about Dark Horse Records"; "Tell us 
about the group Splinter that you recently produced for Dark Horse Records"; "Tell us 
about your new album").
But now he wanted to talk. Luce set up a dressing-room visit between shows at 
the Forum. We waited through the visit by Dylan and watched Harrison's father and 
brother mingling with the musicians in a room decorated with Indian bedspreads on 
all walls.
Finally, just a half-hour before Harrison had to return to the stage, we met. He was 
friendly, direct, strong willed, tugging at his fingers now and then, digging into me with 
his blue eyes. Behind him, Olivia Arias smiled knowingly at all his remarks.
More than anything else, Harrison was thinking about his concerts, and about the 
response so far. He spoke with more earnestness than the anger and impatience his 
words, on paper, might imply.
"This show is not just by chance we all bumped into each other in Vancouver. I 
mean, that's how some people come and review the show, as if it was simple just to 
get it there. I mean, we went to great length and great pain and through a lot of 
years of life and experience to be able to be grateful to even meet each other, let alone 
form it into a band and then put it on the road.
"There's a lot more to it than just walking in and shouting if you're drunk oryou know, the people have to think a little bit more. The audience has to sacrifice a little bit of something. They have to give a little bit of energy. They have to listen and look, 
and then they'll get it, they'll get something good. They think it's going to be this or 
that, then that itself is the barrier which stops them enjoying, and if you can just open 
your mind and heart, there's such joy in the world to be had."
I was tempted to speak for those who, once their ears were open, heard a 
destroyed voice doing rearranged songs. But that could wait. I asked him to evaluate the shows so far.
At every concert, he said, something good has gotten across to the audience. 
"There's been bad moments in each show, but I mean it doesn't matter, because the 
spirit of everybody dancing and digging it. And if you get fifty drunkards who are 
shouting, bad-mouthing Ravi or whatever, and you get seventeen thousand people 
who go out of there relatively pleased, some of them ecstatic and some of them who 
happen to get much more from it than they ever thought....
"Because I'm taping the audience every night and asking them about it, and I 
know we get ten people who say the show sucks, and we get a hundred who, when 
you say, `Did you get what you wanted?' say, `We got much more than we ever hoped 
for."'
He had no control over his rehearsal and recording schedules, he said. "I don't 
have control over anything. I believe in God, and he is the supreme controller even 
down to the rehearsal." So his voice on "Dark Horse" is husky, "and it's more like I am right at this minute. I'm talking about the emphasis that gets put on a thing. People 
expect so much. If you don't expect anything, life is just one big bonus, but when you 
expect anything, then you can be let down. I don't let anybody down."


What about those who scrounged up $9.50 wanting at least a taste of "Beatle 
George"? Harrison leaned forward:
"Well, why do they want to see if there is a Beatle George, I don't say I'm Beatle 
George."
"Well, one of the things you don't control..."
"I do control..."
"...is how the audience feels about you. The conceptions..."
"Okay, but I certainly am going to control my own concept of me. Gandhi says create and preserve the image of your choice. The image of my choice is not Beatle George. 
If they want to do that they can go and see Wings, then.. .Why live in the past? Be here 
now and now, whether you like me or not, this is what I am."
At his press conference, Harrison had made an opening statement: "I really didn't 
want to do this for a living. I've always wanted to be a lumberjack." What did he mean 
by that?
"Well," said Harrison, "What I mean is like Billy Preston says, 'I ain't tryin' to be 
your hero.' But I'm just a lumberjack." Softly Harrison began to sing the lumberjacks' 
lusty and ludicrous anthem [by] Monty Python and His Flying Circus. He was finally 
drowned out by laughter from Pat, Olivia, Tom Scott, and me.
"You know what I mean?" he asked. "I mean, I'd rather try and uphold something that I believe in than destroy something I don't believe in. Because it's a waste 
of time."
I tried again. I was thinking of Bill Graham's heartfelt criticisms, but Harrison was 
thinking of that pack of shut-minded reviewers.
"There will always be, but.. .fuck it, my life belongs to me." Quickly, he corrected 
himself. "It actually doesn't. It belongs to him. My life belongs to the Lord Krishna and 
there's me dog collar to prove it. I'm just a dog and I'm led around by me collar by 
Krishna.. .I'm the servant of the servant of the servant of the servant of the servant of 
Krishna. I'm just a groveling lumberjack lucky to be a grain of dirt in creation. That's 
how I feel. Never been so humble in all my life, and I feel great."
So George Harrison is a grain of dirt. A happy grain of dirt. I accept that, and I'm 
happy for his happiness. And yet he is in show business, which, from where I sit, 
requires at least some responsiveness to the audience. Harrison's voice rose.
"So I am in show business. And this is my show, right?" He broke out in song 
again: "Take me as I am or let me go..."
"You know, I didn't force you or anybody at gunpoint to come to see me. And I 
don't care if nobody comes to see me, nobody ever buys another record of me. I don't 
give a shit, it doesn't matter to me, but I'm going to do what I feel within myself."
Harrison was singing again, a snatch of "What the World Needs Now Is Love."
And he was smiling again.
"I mean, if it's going this well, as I feel, with no voice, I can't wait to have a voice!"
Out in the hallway, performers headed for the stage. Behind the curtains, behind 
the building mood of expectation, Bill Graham supervised last-second details. How did 
the interview go? he asked.


Fine, I said. Harrison was strong-minded and quite happy with his shows.
"If he's happy, then I'm happy," said Graham, all in the spirit of show business.
-December 19, 1974
Rolling Stone
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Linda Ronstadt:
HEARTBREAK ON WHEELS
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[image: ]hen I first met Linda Ronstadt, back in 1971, the conventional wisdom was that 
she was all about sex. That, of course, was not true. She was about sex-and 
music. Early on, she downgraded her own talent, describing her voice as "nasal" 
and saying she never listened to her own recordings. That left appearances, and 
her appearance. Ronstadt was a doll, and, before she learned to keep her mouth shut about 
her personal life, was delightfully candid about love and lust.
But appearances are deceiving. The Ronstadt I met in 1971 was serious, self-critical, and 
frustrated with being a woman in the rock industry. "I'm tired of the hassles of being a 
girl,"she complained.
Four years later, after she broke through with her first Number One hit, "You're No 
Good," I met an artist who'd transcended sex. She had found a manager and producer, Peter 
Asher, who treated her as an equal in the recording studio. Ronstadt was in charge.
But at heart, she was also still a girl, helplessly, hopelessly romantic as we spent St. 
Valentine's Day together in Honolulu.
LINDA R O N S TA D T ARRIVED I N HONOLULU, drowsy and a little on the dowdy side, in 
a red T-shirt, blue overalls and sandals. Her hair was a postflight brunette tangle, with a string of gray here and there. On 
the eve of one of her favorite holidays-St. Valentine's-she was 
Number One on the pop charts with 
her album, Heart like a Wheel, and 
her single, "You're No Good." The 
flip, "I Can't Help It if I'm Still in 
Love with You," was in the Top Five, 
meantime, on the country charts. 
And after the show tomorrow night 
at the Waikiki Shell, her latest tour 
would be over, pau, as they say here.


[image: ]Flying with Linda.


At the gate, before she'd even 
had a chance to rub her eyes, the 
local concert promoter, a young, 
earnest-looking Korean named 
William Kim, stepped up and greeted her: "I'm here to give you your 
first lei," he cracked. A photographer maneuvered into position. 
Ronstadt blinked her eyes and 
backed off. She turned to Peter 
Asher, her manager. "What is this 
crap all about?" she asked. Finally, 
properly introduced, she accepted the lei and allowed herself to be pecked on the 
cheek-but not to be photographed. As she climbed the steps of a Wiki bus headed for 
Baggage Claim, she turned to Asher again. "Was that rude?" she asked.
The day before, in Hollywood, Linda was reconsidering something she had said in 
an interview for the book, Rock 'n Roll Woman-that she was basically an unhappy person. That was in early 19 74, shortly after the release of Don't Cry Now, an album that 
had taken over a year, some $150,000 and three producers (not counting herself) to 
complete.
Now, she had her first hit single since 1970's moderate success, "Long Long 
Time." She was about to finish a smooth and successful tour, a five-week run that 
showed off a more musically assured Ronstadt than ever. And in Peter Asher she 
seemed to have found an astute manager and a compassionate, trustworthy producer. 
Could she possibly still be unhappy?
Well...yes. "I'm more confused than ever about that," she said. "I went through an 
intensely happy period for about six months, and then it changed, real fast, last summer 
and that's when I got fat." She wailed, as if betrayed: "I went, 'Oh, no! It's all a lie!"'
Away from the album covers, Ronstadt still has an open, Sally Fields-cute, country-cousin appearance (with a shape she describes as approximating "a fire hydrant"). 
At age 28, she often looks, acts, and sounds like a little girl. To punctuate unpleasant 
thoughts or flashes of guilt or excitement, the wide eyes widen, the comic-strip perfect 
lips stretch out in dumbfounded anxiety, and the voice revs up, sometimes getting loud 
and strident. Now, she is quiet, reasoned:


"I don't know, I may be just an unhappy person forever. I'm very dissatisfied with 
everything. I'm hard to please and very restless, so it's always a battle between that and 
my real deep desire to have a home and roots, which is a kind of contentment which is 
beyond description when you find it. And I've only had glimpses of it."
For her body, Ronstadt joined a health club in Los Angeles and went through a 
rigorous program of running seven miles a day. For her head, she has been seeing a 
psychiatrist for the last six months. "I think it's helped," she said, "but I'm getting 
restless about that now, too. I do everything for about six months, then I go, `Pftt- 
next!'
"I had to start going because I couldn't perform. I just felt very alienated. I would 
stand onstage and look at the audience, and they would appear dehumanized to me; 
they weren't human beings and I wasn't a human being and I couldn't understand 
why anyone would want to be there to bear it. I didn't have anything to say to anybody, 
and I found it very difficult to concentrate. But it's changed; I don't feel that way anymore." She shifted around in the sofa.
"It's harder, though. There are more people looking at me and people come up and 
say, 'Gee, you're dada-dada-da!' and I don't like that. I feel dehumanized and sort of 
insulted. People intimidate me like mad, so I try to be as polite as I can be and stay as 
withdrawn as I can. But very often I come off rude."
Onstage at the Waikiki Shell, Linda Ronstadt was reserved: she made only a brief 
mention of Valentine's Day. She wore her standard tour apparel: blouse tied at the 
waist and blue jeans. No lei. She barely moved onstage, holding the mike stand with 
both bands and allowing her hips to sway on the fast numbers only as much as a tapping foot seemed to require. Still, when it got down to the singing, she checked in 
strong and clear. The little girl has always been a woman in song, but now the powerful voice is more controlled; Linda is able to express multiple emotions in a single 
phrase, snarling out one word and crying another in "I Can't Help It If I'm Still in Love 
with You." Hot-pointed anger and heartbroken concession all at once. Despite a lingering flu, her control of falsetto and of the mid-glide up from falsetto back to chest 
voice was remarkable.
But some in the crowd were not there for musical appreciation. One fan tossed a 
heart-shaped box of chocolates to her in midsong and it startled her. "I thought it was 
a bomb," she said with a decided lack of diplomacy after inspecting the contents. And, 
as she began a fragile number, "Keep Me from Blowing Away," she was suddenly faced 
with a large blond man who'd swayed his way up to the stage apron, then somehow 
vaulted up onto the stage.
Just as he was getting a good look at Linda-who kept singing-a security guard 
caught up with him, and Ronstadt's stage manager hauled the young man backwards 
off the stage and back onto earth. For the next minute, the dazed man was shuffled, 
pushed, and dragged around while members of the audience yelled for the authorities 
to leave him alone. Ronstadt stayed at the mike, trying to concentrate on the song, eyes 
intently focused somewhere above the audience in the trees and the carbon blue skies. 
After the song, she attempted to shrug it off: "Looks like `Kung Fu Fighting' here 
tonight," she said.
But after the show she was torn. Sure, she was frightened by the hulk. "He looked 
so scary. He was just there all of a sudden. He looked like a gorilla. You never know what anyone might do to you. But, boy, I felt bad for him 'cause he was obviously so 
loaded. And I heard his head, it went crack against that floor..." She shuddered and 
groaned. "I went, 'Ohh, no...'


"But I also felt I didn't want him up on the stage."
It is not a happy Valentine's Day for Linda Ronstadt. In Hollywood. she had stayed 
up late with Peter and Betsy Asher making a valentine for Albert Brooks, who was in 
the studio finishing up a new album. But here in Waikiki, she watched a couple walking in front of her, holding hands, and she pined away for Brooks. "Oh, I don't have 
anybody to kiss me," she complained. At night's end, she disappeared, alone, into a 
Sheraton elevator.
LINDA RoNSTADT WAS ALWAYS A LOVER. She learned about the birds and the bees, 
the boys and the girls, at age 7 from a cousin who was one year older. In junior high in 
Tucson, Arizona, she started dressing up sexy. "I was trying to be Brigitte Bardot," she 
said. In rebellion against the nuns at the school-St. Peter and Paul-she went "boy 
crazy." At Catalina High, she went out with older men, among them a steel guitar 
enthusiast with whom she left town at age 18. In Los Angeles, she sought a career in 
music and became the object of attention-the kind that led to too many wrong relationships, too many years of hating her own records and concerts, too many sad songs 
to sing and, today, to a still uncertain Linda Ronstadt. Welcome to the top of the pops.
OUR S TAY W I T H LINDA began in Berkeley, where she had given a concert. We would 
hit Davis, near Sacramento, for two shows at the University of California campus there; 
Bakersfield, three hundred miles away, for one show and Tucson for two hometown 
concerts. After a few days' rest in L.A., the tour would end in Honolulu.
Linda-and most of her band - are afraid of flying, and most of the tour had 
been by bus. On the eastern swing, just finished, they had rented Hank Williams, Jr.'s 
custom vehicle, called "The Cheatin' Heart Special," with nine bunk beds and plenty of 
room for playing cards. Now the group was making do with the largest mobile home 
they could find. There was one long seat up front, two bunks built into overhead 
shelves and two tables, one front, one rear, with a kitchenette between them. There 
would be little sleeping, but lots of blackjack, with stakes constantly reaching serious 
proportions. ("Last game," Linda said, "they all owed each other their houses.") Linda 
would join the table on another trip, but for now she was content to chat and work on 
a sweater for Albert in cream and jade heather colors.
Linda talked freely, in a bright, winsome manner, and began to reveal herself. Her 
father, Gilbert, 6 3, of Mexican and German descent (Ronstadt is a German name), is 
a musician, a guitarist, and a singer who has sung informally with mariachi bands on 
visits to Mexico. He runs Ronstadt Hardware in downtown Tucson. It was Pop who 
exposed her to music other than her early sixties staples: folk music and rock, "especially the Beach Boys." Her father, she said, is "into melodies, and he made me listen 
to Peggy Lee and Billie Holiday..." Her sister kept Hank Williams records on all day 
long until Linda was hooked. Now, she lists Williams, along with Ray Charles, Sam 
Cooke, Stevie Wonder, and Marvin Gaye, among her favorite male singers. She's also 
listening now to Sinatra. "Those Nelson Riddle arrangements are so sensitive..." And 
George Jones and Tammy Wynette, recently split. "I saw him singing 'Grand Tour' on television and I sat there and cried like a housewife," said Linda. "He's one of my 
heroes."


She talked about love. People commit suicide without it, she offered. "I was reading about a study that showed people did it because they couldn't make an intimate 
connection with another human being. You need that-or else it's religion or drugs. I 
could never handle religion. And drugs-there's no way out of that." She resorted to 
plenty of cocaine, she said, during the Neil Young tour of early 19 7 3, when she had to 
face fifteen thousand Neil Young freaks as an opening act. "I had to have my nose cauterized twice-I think they shot sodium nitrate up there-I'm okay now. I don't put 
anything up my nose anymore, except occasionally my finger." She looked at my notebook and winced, disgusted with herself.
On Highway 80, just south of Fairfield, the bus broke down and required a halfhour stop, but Linda wasn't disturbed. She talked about Led Zeppelin. 'Andrew Gold 
from the band is indoctrinating me," she said. "Their stuff is like insect music to me. I 
can't listen for a long time without getting a headache, but I'm getting to understand 
it." A little later she asked a question of no one in particular: "What's Plant look like? 
That's such a great name for someone who sings like that."
A few other men's names popped up: Governor Jerry Brown, Steve Martin, Little 
Feat's Lowell George, songwriter Tom Campbell. They've all been boyfriends-excepting the new governor of California. "We just went out a couple of times," she said. 
"There was no romance. I met him at Lucy's in L.A.-they have the greatest enchiladas-he was Secretary of State and thinking about campaigning. And then he called 
me later and asked for me to help in his campaign. I said, look, I don't know anything; 
I'm the worst. I don't watch TV; I just read what I want to read about." Did she vote for 
him? "I didn't vote last election 'cause I was at the fat farm." She is betting Andrew 
Gold $200 that she can beat him to a fifteen-pound weight loss inside of two months. 
Gold appears trim, but Linda knows better. "You should see him with his clothes off," 
she said. "He looks like a 12-year-old around the shoulders, and about 40 years old 
with his belly." Anyway, she will begin her diet in earnest today. But her first stop, on 
arrival at the hotel in Davis, was the coffee shop, where she watched pies revolving in 
a display case.
After the sound check, she returned to the hotel and placed a call to Brown, who 
invited her to breakfast and a tour of the old governor's mansion the next morning. But 
the group's schedule would not allow the visit.
The first show in Davis went well, but she called for another quick soundcheck 
and some unhappiness with the monitors was quickly taken care of. Backstage. Linda 
shared her upstairs dressing room with the band, and the music of Roger McGuinn and 
his band was barely audible. Nostalgia... and a sense of irony... pervaded the group. 
There were quick nods and tributes from the band members-several of whom are on 
their first tour of any substance-to the man who introduced them all to folk 
rock.. .who tonight was their opening act. But they didn't dwell on rock and roll's roller 
coaster. In fact, after a round of "Many Rivers to Cross," most of the attention in the 
room was given to yo-yos.
Don Francisco, the drummer. had invited a buddy from his hometown, Pensacola, 
Florida, to the Davis shows, and the friend, a jaunty, chubby, curly-haired 3 3-year-old 
named Paul Lybrand, happened to be the Duncan Yo-Yo champion of America. He brought along a brown paper sack full of yo-yos. Linda had watched him spin through 
a series of neat tricks in front of the food table and decided to let him do a spot during 
her own set. Now, in the dressing room, the band and road managers and crew members were throwing the yo-yos in all directions while Linda sat and knitted.


At the five-minute cue to go backstage, Linda called out, "Ten more stitches," 
completed them and moved easily to the mirror, where she knotted her blouse at the 
navel-"Not to make me look sexier," she said. "I want to look thinner"-and put on 
some light makeup.
The show was, again, smooth. During the Dolly Parton number, "I Will Always 
Love You," a nervous Paul Lybrand, in his red championship blazer, rehearsed furiously backstage, Walking the Dog, bending down to let the yo-yo do the Creeper, snapping 
the string to form the Man on the Flying Trapeze. Onstage, he came through with a 
tight, five-trick set that lasted only fifty seconds, with Gold and Francisco offering support on piano and drums. The crowd had greeted him with freak-show laughter, but 
wound up whooping and hollering. Lybrand did Duncan proud.
The show ended with Linda soothing the audience with the ballad, "Heart like a 
Wheel," accompanied only by Gold on the piano. Up near the stage, the audience 
looked like an assembly of kids getting a light scolding: moustache-fingering thoughtful, as if listening to a eulogy. Linda Ronstadt is no longer just a slice of country pie.
In the mobile home on the way back to the hotel, the entire band was up front, 
playing around with a scat sing of the instrumental parts of Led Zeppelin's "Dancing 
Days." Ed Black, a blond, baby-faced guitarist, stood by the screen door, and Ronstadt 
looked up from her knitting bag, pleased. "This is just like a family in a house," she said.
The band is Andrew Gold on piano, guitar, and vocals; Kenny Edwards, a former 
Stone Poney along with Linda, on bass and vocals: Dan Dugmore on pedal steel and 
rhythm guitars; Ed Black on pedal and lead guitar and occasional piano, and Don 
Francisco on drums. It is a friendly, tour-tightened unit, one of Linda's best. Edwards, 
an affable sort, a kind of cross between Elliott Gould and Fred MacMurray, is not at all 
uneasy about his return to the Ronstadt fold. When he split from the Stone Poneys, it 
was because he wanted to rock, while the Poneys' leader, Bob Kimmel, wrote mostly 
folkie, Pentangled material. Francisco is a former history and geography teacher and 
barker at a topless joint in San Francisco. He was hired for the band late last year, just 
before the tour. Dan Dugmore is also a recent addition, joining after a tour with John 
Stewart. Ed Black, a former guitar teacher, met Linda almost four years ago on the 
road, when he was with Goose Creek Symphony.
Over the course of her solo career, Linda Ronstadt has been understandably wary 
about her backup groups. For one thing, she felt inadequate-she didn't know how to 
talk in musical terms, she said, and couldn't give effective orders. For another: "Backing 
up a girl wasn't cool at all. They didn't want to do that. They wanted to be rock and 
rollers and have this sexual identity they get by being up onstage with their guitars."
The extreme example occurred in 1972, when she hired Glenn Frey and Don 
Henley, now Eagles. "I knew Glenn was a temporary thing," she said. "I knew he was 
going to be a star the minute I met him, he was such a hot shot. I loved him. When 
Glenn met Don, they wanted to form a band right away."
The current backup men also have aspirations, but they seem to have a sense of 
duty. Francisco, before his audition, got a tip that Ronstadt liked more than anything, a good back beat with emphasis on the high hat, the snare, and the bass. `And that's 
exactly what I play."


"She doesn't like complicated licks," said Black. Dugmore completed the thought: 
"It's understandable. You're trying to showcase the song and the singer, not the band."
On the road to Bakersfield, Ronstadt talked some more about drugs. She has taken 
just about every drug around, she said in answer to a question. But she's given up 
almost every one. Grass once made her hands swell, she said. Cocaine made her "feel 
terrible."
`And I also can't take opiates." Nor can she drink. A steady diet of gin, she said, 
made her dizzy, and she thought she had vertigo. Other drinks gave her skin rashes. She 
tried heroin "once or twice, but it's not for me." She can take speed and declared 
Methedrine her only remaining vice. "But it makes me sneeze too much. But the fat 
farm [actually the Ashram, in Los Angeles, affiliated with Ronstadt's now defunct 
health club] taught me that running does the same thing speed does, and it doesn't 
make you feel bad, so now I run whenever I can."
Linda turned to a man-on-the-street-question feature from the San Francisco 
Chronicle. The question was, "Do you like hairy girls?" Ronstadt: "Jackson [Browne] 
and J.D. [Souther] aren't hairy. I like furry men. Albert's hairy." She brightened. "You 
can cling to him and slide all around. He's just like a human teddy bear."
The next day, the day of the Bakersfield concert, the Los Angeles Times' review of 
Linda's concert at the Music Center was out; it was a rave, headlined: `A Triumph for 
Linda Ronstadt." The show had ended with Maria Muldaur joining in on "Heart like a 
Wheel." Linda slowly read the review and looked up at Asher with only one comment: 
"Hmm, he didn't say anything about Maria."
Bakersfield was where Ronstadt lost her temper, something her friends say she has 
learned to keep in check in recent years. Onstage, she is easily distracted by exploding 
flashbulbs. At Bakersfield Civic Auditorium, the stage is only a foot or two high, and the 
front row is only the width of an aisle away from the edge of the stage. After the opener, "Colorado," Linda asked that all flash pictures be taken during the second song, 
"That'll Be the Day." But one man in the front row either didn't hear or didn't want to 
hear Ronstadt's request, and he kept shooting away. On the instrumental break of 
"Silver Threads and Golden Needles," she gestured for him to quit-and he didn't.
She completed "Silver Threads" and hurled her tambourine, Frisbee style, at the 
flasher. "That was for the asshole who keeps taking flash pictures," she said. After the 
concert, she packed up her knitting case quickly, joked with the band, and talked with 
Asher and crew members about the sound system. As for the tambourine incident, she 
was sorry-not about having thrown the instrument, but about her poor aim. "I hit 
some girl in the shin," she said, and made a face that said something between "Oops" 
and "Yikes."
But the show was over, and Linda was coming home.
LINDA MARIA R o N s TA D T comes from singing stock. At age 3 she was listening to 
music on the radio and begging her mother to play the ukelele. "I remember doing it in 
baby talk," she said. Linda was serenaded on birthdays with a family favorite, "Las 
Mananitas." Her parents frequently hosted dinner parties, and invariably her father 
would pick up a guitar around 10:30 and family and friends would gather around for a group sing that would last till two or three in the morning. And the kids were allowed 
to stay up. "We'd be lying on the floor trying to hold our eyelids up," said Linda, "but 
they'd let us sing along, without trying to make us perform." Linda learned much of 
her music from the records of Lola Beltran, a master of the falsetto-studded, rancheros 
style of singing.


At Tuscon International Airport Linda was greeted by brother Pete. 3 3, a policeman, his wife, Jackie, and two kids, Phil and Mindy. At home, Linda was greeted by her 
mother at the door; they had seen each other a couple of weeks ago, when Mrs. 
Ronstadt, known to friends as "La," accompanied the tour through several Eastern 
cities, sleeping on "The Cheatin' Heart Special" and winking at the funny-smelling 
smoke. "I had so much fun I forgot I was 60," she said. Linda's father, a fair-sized man 
with expansive, Xavier Cugat facial features, embraced his daughter inside, patting her 
three times on the ass, and gave her a gift: a gold heart on a setting of wood. Sister Suzi, 
35, a housewife, brother Mike, 21, bearded and hoping to be a singer himself, and an 
assortment of in-laws, nephews, nieces, and friends dropped by. In a quiet moment, 
everyone sitting around waiting for someone to talk, Mom asked: "How does it feel to 
be Number One, Number One, and Number One?" Linda made a dunno face. "I'm not 
crying," she shrugged, and sat down on the carpet to listen to Phil's singing, on tape, 
of "Snoopy and the Red Baron."
On the way in from the airport, Linda had casually told Pete: "We're not doing 
`Silver Threads' and 'I Can't Help It' too well. You wanna sing with us?" And Pete, 
who'd effectively killed the family act when he decided to join the force, casually 
replied: "Sure. In fact, we've worked up some la-las for `Keep Me from Blowing Away."'
At the house, the three, plus Mike, worked out parts for the Hank Williams classic. 
At the sound check at the Tucson Music Center, the band seemed happy to step back 
and make way for the family. The harmonies, onstage that evening, were difficult to 
hear-the sister is a little mike shy, and all three were unaccustomed to electric backing. But what was audible was pleasant, as it was at the house.
It was late by the end of two shows, but the Ronstadts had planned a party for the 
band, the family, and a few friends, featuring Mom's Mexican cooking. The first little 
scene at the party was Peter Asher's entrance. As soon as the timid-looking manager 
was pointed out to Mr. Ronstadt, Linda's father went over, hugged him, and whisked 
him away for a little talk. Later, everyone fed, Mr. Ronstadt accepted a guitar from Mike 
and began to sing a lilting Spanish song. Linda joined in on the chorus, in high harmony. On another number, with Pete taking over on guitar, Mr. Ronstadt reached out 
and held his younger daughter's hand for a fleeting moment. Guests looked at each 
other with soft smiles.
Back in Los Angeles, on the eve of Hawaii, we were in Albert Brooks' house, in the 
Hollywood Hills: nice place, white walls, lots of recording equipment. Linda moved in 
last Christmas but has hardly been there; her cartons are still in one room, unopened. 
If she and Albert stay together, they'd want another house, she said. And if they split, 
she'd rather not go through another packing job. Life, as always, is unsettled.
I asked about her parents' response to her success. "They're proud of me. I left 
home at 18 and they didn't stand in my way. They thought I was too young, but they 
knew I wanted to sing. My father gave me $ 30 and he gave me this advice..." Linda 
started to titter... "which was, basically, `Don't let anyone take your picture with your clothes off."' She laughed. 'And he gave me a two-dollar bill with a corner torn off, 
which I still have."


Linda went to Los Angeles, at the behest of Bob Kimmel, the first beatnik Linda 
ever ran across in Tucson. Kimmel moved to L.A. when Linda was still a senior at 
Catalina High. He wrote her about the L.A. music scene and invited her out. She tried 
a weekend during the Easter break of 1964 and sang with Kimmel at the Insomniac, a 
small club in Hermosa Beach. By the time she was out of high school, Kimmel had met 
Ken Edwards, who hung out at the Ash Grove. Later that year, Linda made the split 
from home, and in L.A. she heard Kimmel's plans for a group. "It was going to be five 
people. We had an electric autoharp and a girl singer, and we thought we were unique 
in the world. And it turned out the Jefferson Airplane and the Lovin' Spoonful had 
beaten us." The dream was trimmed-to a trio, and one night, doing their wash and 
minding their business, they got discovered.
"There was a place called Olivia's, which was an amazing soul food place down in 
Ocean Park [between Venice and Santa Monica]. Everybody ate there. The Doors were 
getting together then and they ate there. We used to do our laundry across the street, 
and these two guys-they were sort of would-be managers-were eating lunch, and 
they heard us rehearsing all the way across the street, through the traffic and the dryers. They came over and-you know-'We're going to make you stars.' They took us 
down to see Mike Curb, who was working for Mercury, and we thought, 'Wow, this is it!'
"But they wanted to call us the Signets; they wanted me to wear evening gowns 
and work in Vegas. They wanted us to make surfing music. We made a couple of 
records, 'So Fine' and a couple of Bobby's tunes, and then we told them to forget it, 
'cause we wanted to be called the Stone Poneys, and I wanted to wear this denim skirt 
I had." A comic who worked at another club in Hermosa Beach stepped in and offered 
to get them a hoot at the Troubadour; he did, but immediately after the set he introduced her-and only her-to Herb Cohen, a folk manager and promoter. "He and Herb 
came and grabbed me and started to propel me out the door, and they took me to 
Tana's, next door, and Kimmel wandered over eventually and I remember Herbie saying to Kimmel, 'I don't know whether I can get you guys a contract, but I can get your 
girl singer recorded,' and that was sort of the beginning. Trouble in the ranks. And I 
said, 'No, no, I won't sing without the group."'
Without Cohen, the Poneys got a job at the Troubadour, opening for Oscar Brown, 
Jr. "It was so demoralizing," said Linda. "He had a band and this amazing chick he married [Jean Pace], and he got a very uptown black audience. It was such a blow to our 
confidence that we broke up. I moved to Venice, and Kenny and I continued to play at 
a couple of places, but we were starving to death for two or three months. My mother 
sent me rent money."
When Linda heard a record by one of Herb Cohen's acts, the Modern Folk Quartet, 
on the radio, she thought she'd blown her chance, but called him anyway. Cohen stuck 
with her-and the band-and introduced them to Nick Venet, a producer who shortly after meeting the group got a job at Capitol Records.
"Capitol wanted me as a solo," she said, "but Nick convinced them I wasn't ready, 
that I would develop. It was true. I wasn't ready to do anything. I still wasn't ready 
when I became a single." A first album, sort of soft/folkie, We Five sounds with Linda 
doing lead on several cuts, flopped. The second album included a rock number pulled out by Venet called "Different Drum," with Linda backed by four L.A. session players. 
Before "Drum" hit, in late 1967, Capitol sent the group out on a promotional tour. "We 
did things like open for Butterfield at the Cafe au Go Go-which was worse than Oscar 
Brown." Linda looked sorrowful at the memory. "Here we were rejected by the hippest 
element in New York as lame. We broke up right after that. We couldn't bear to look at 
each other." Edwards split for India.


But the Poneys had a hit. Linda and Kimmel pulled themselves together, hired 
some help and toured with the Doors. "Second acts," Linda laughed. "It's really the 
pits, you know?"
Capitol squeezed out one more album, this time with Linda and all session musicians, and called it Linda Ronstadt, Stone Poney and Friends, Vol. 3. But she was definitely on her own now-and in poverty.
"See, the Poneys were taken off the books after the second album. Since it was a 
hit, they made royalties off it. But I didn't. I paid all by myself for the third album, 
which was expensive, and it put me severely in the red by the time I started recording 
my first solo album. I never made any royalties until ...well, I'll make some at the end of 
this next royalty period. I'll make a bunch." Don't Cry Now, her first album for Asylum, 
sold over 300,000, but royalties were swallowed up by recording costs and the advance 
she had received for switching over.
Her first solo album for Capitol, Home Grown, was produced by Chip Douglas and 
had her running through songs by Dylan, Randy Newman, John D. Loudermilk, and 
Fred Neil. To her, it's an easily forgotten album. So is Silk Purse, produced by Elliot 
Mazer in Nashville, despite the hit, "Long Long Time."
"I hate that album," she said. "I'm sure Elliot doesn't think it's very good either. I 
couldn't sing then, I didn't know what I was doing. I was working with Nashville musicians and I don't really play country music; I play very definitely California music, and 
I couldn't communicate it to them." And the one song she liked-Gary White's "Long 
Long Time"-was ignored by Capitol until L.A. radio airplay forced the label. "They 
released it," said Linda, "but they told me, `Don't bring us another country single."'
Linda then met John Boylan, whose production work (especially on Rick Nelson's 
record of Dylan's "She Belongs to Me") she liked. "I wanted someone who knew what 
I was trying to do and would do what I wanted. So eventually we moved in together."
Boylan became her producer and, from here on, things get a little muddy. Boylan 
became her former boyfriend-Linda met and moved in with J.D. Souther-and she 
dropped Cohen as manager. She tried for a friend, Peter Asher, but he was managing 
Kate Taylor and feared a conflict of interests. Boylan agreed to manage her.
These shifts burdened Ronstadt through what she calls "the bleak years, when I was 
just grinding it out." One of her problems, she said, was her tendency to fall into dependent, father-daughter relationships. "Herbie Cohen gave me a perspective on the music 
business-how it was basically all bullshit. But he was older than me-he's 40ish nowand he intimidated me. I did everything he did and I related to him in a whiney, wimpy 
way. But he wasn't a musician and couldn't help me with the music." Boylan was another dad-kid relationship. "I'd wake up and call him and ask, `Gee, what should I do today? 
What socks should I put on?' It was very unhealthy, and it went on for a couple of years."
On the Neil Young tour, in Boston, Linda ran into Kate Taylor, who told her she 
wasn't working anymore and that Asher might be free. He was.


Linda began Don't Cry Now with John Boylan. She asked Asher to help on a couple of tracks ("Sail Away" and "I Believe in You"). One of her better songs on the Young 
tour was a version of the old Betty Everett hit, "You're No Good," and she tried cutting 
it. "It was terrible," said Asher. "I had the wrong rhythm section. They were very good, 
but they were playing the wrong kind of thing. We gave up."
"Then," Ronstadt continued, "I started re-recording everything with J.D. Souther. 
We were like kids in the studio, just inept, and we took a lot of time. But I learned a lot 
and it was worth it, almost, because it was such hard work. After that experience, I knew 
so much more when I went into the studio with Peter, it was easier for me to talk to him; 
it wasn't like I was a person who didn't know how to do what she wanted to do."
It is all finally coming together. After six years at it, she is even feeling all right 
about being a solo singer. "I didn't feel at ease about it until this month," she said. "I 
mean I finally feel that I'm doing okay as a singer, and that we're doing good shows, 
and the band is cooking and it's great.
"See, my voice was always the thing I hated the most. I thought it was nasal. But 
I always had lousy sound systems, and I never knew I was a loud singer till this year, I 
never heard myself; I sang by radar. I would oversing, ruin my voice, and never develop subtle nuances, or try to experiment. Being onstage was always an unpleasant experience for me. I always thought I was horrible. If people didn't like me, I thought they 
just had good taste." She laughed. "But I didn't think it always had to be bad or I 
would've quit. I thought it was bad because of reasons I had to correct, and I was right. 
What I finally did was, when I got Peter, I finished off Don't Cry Now and two days later 
I had to be on the road, I had to take this band I put together real fast, with a lot of good 
musicians, but people who couldn't play with each other. And Peter was looking at it, 
and I thought, `My god, he'll think this is terrible and he'll quit!' That's when I realized 
it was up to me; I'd have to pull it together, get up onstage, and take command. And I 
did. I started playing guitar onstage, 'cause we needed an acoustic guitar player. I 
remember sitting in the dressing room rehearsing "Long Long Time" between shows, 
so I could go onstage and do it. And Peter was impressed that I was able to pull it off."
Peter Asher is a thin, redheaded, bespectacled, shy sort, British and a teen idol ten 
years ago, the Peter of Peter and Gordon. Since then he has shied from performing, 
except for background bits behind the acts he has produced and managed, James 
Taylor and Linda Ronstadt.
"Her musical instinct and ear were exceptional and almost always right," he said 
about Ronstadt. "People in the past have tended to discount that, but I think it was 
because she had a hard time getting people to understand her." Linda, he said, chose 
most of the songs and worked out the initial vocal arrangements on Heart like a Wheel. 
Instrumental arrangements were a cooperative matter among Asher, Ronstadt, and 
Andrew Gold.
One of the few arguments about the album was over "You're No Good." Asher had 
resurrected the song and, with Gold, tried to come up with a guitar track. "We'd been 
there all night and tried a million things. Finally we built up this montage of all these 
guitar overdubs which we were very proud of by the end of this twelve-hour thing. 
Linda came in the next day and didn't like it. And for a while she actually tried having 
someone else overdub something else. But in the course of listening to it several times, 
she completely turned around."


Linda had heard part of Asher's remarks, and I asked her what she didn't like 
about the guitar lines.
"Oh, I thought it sounded like the Beatles," she said. And it does. I turned back to 
Asher.
What about the time, in Tucson, when Linda's father took Asher aside. What did 
be say?
"He said he was glad to meet me, that he was glad she was successful and thanked 
me. And he said he hoped she was making some money that she would keep, because 
she wouldn't be doing this forever. He knows she's never made any money in the past."
I asked Asher for the secret of his success with Linda.
"I think the thing it's frequently attributed to is that I'm the first person who's 
managed and produced her with whom, as they so delicately put it, there is a solely professional relationship. It must be a lot harder to have objective conversations about 
someone's career when it's someone you sleep with."
Ah...but what about temptation? Or, as I so delicately put it, "Was Betsy [his wife] 
ever insecure that you might fall into a relationship with Linda?"
Asher smiled. "I've no doubt it's crossed her mind," he replied. "Crossed my mind."
Linda doesn't talk much about her love life, but from the songs she has chosen to 
sing and the stories she has told about her frustrations, I began to toy with the word 
"heartbreak" for her story. I told her this in Hawaii and she perked up.
"I've been heartbroken a lot," she said. "That's a key word.... When you choose to 
become a singer and sing about stuff like that, it means you choose a life like that. It 
naturally means it'll be overbalanced in areas that don't contribute to emotional security and continuity with anyone. It contributes to an overall person who is more paranoid and volatile; you have to stay sensitive and more vulnerable in that way, and 
things change so fast; people like you for such strange reasons, for such untrustworthy 
reasons, that pretty soon you don't know who to believe or trust.
"The weirdest things make me fall in love. Usually, it's whatever I happen to be 
missing right at the moment. I can have a guy I'm in love with who has everything but 
one thing; then the next guy I meet has a whole lot of that one thing and I go, 'Oh, I'm 
in love with him,' but he hasn't got any of the other things. So it's usually very illusory." Ronstadt emphasizes the ill.
At L.A. International, the plane to Honolulu was delayed, and Linda and Peter 
made small talk. Bonnie Raitt needs a producer and two suggestions have come up for 
her comment: two producers who have worked with Linda. She dismissed both-one 
as too sloppy, the other as a jerk. "You should produce her," she told Asher-"even 
though I might be cutting my own throat."
Speeding toward Hawaii, Peter Asher relaxed into the latest Reader's Digest while 
Linda watched The Sting. Seconds later, he nudged my attention and pointed to an article he'd found about a leukemia victim in Nashville. He wanted me to note the title, in 
romantic pink type:
"Linda's Extraordinary Triumph and Rebirth," it read.
-March 27, 1975
Rolling Stone
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Bonnie Raitt:
DAUGHTER OF THE BLUES
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[image: ]onnie Raitt was one of those women worth waiting for. When I tagged along with her 
and a band of musical Merry Pranksters on a bus tour from Austin to Nashville (by 
way of Dallas and Houston) in the fall of 1975, she'd made four albums in four years, 
and she'd become a regular presence on FM radio.
But her tasteful forays into the blues, R&B, and prime material from singer-songwriters like 
Joni Mitchell, James Taylor, and John Prine had yet to bring her a hit record. At Rolling Stone, 
we liked her bluesy guitar playing, her eclectic musical taste, her feistiness. We admired Warner 
Bros. Records for hanging in with her. Warners was known for championing-that is, subsidizing-numerous artists' artists, including Randy Newman, Van Dyke Parks, Frank Zappa, Captain 
Beefheart, and Van Morrison-and doing so with clever advertisements in our magazine.
With Raitt, we knew she'd find commercial success someday. But in 1975, we had no 
idea that it would take fourteen years before she'd break through with Nick of Time.
IT is ALICE DOESN'T DAY, October 29th, a day to show the system how much it 
depends on women. Women are urged by the National Organization for Women to 
refuse to work, in or out of the house, in or out of bed.
It's 1:30 on Alice Doesn't Day, but Bonnie Raitt is hungover and doesn't know 
what day it is-she is in downtown Nashville, using Tootsie's Orchid Lounge as a back drop for a photo session. As she wanders past a few stores, past a few Nashville cats 
striding by with their guitars in grip, something, or someone, is bothering her. In a 
minute she's back at Tootsie's. A few steps behind are two urgent-looking young men.


She looks annoyed. "This jerk"-she motions to the bearded one behind her"comes up and starts telling me, `I was in jail and I let Jesus Christ come into my life, 
and he forgave me all my sins.' He wouldn't stop. If I was a minister the guy wouldn't 
have let up enough to let me tell him."
The two young men are back, hovering. They do not recognize Bonnie, who will 
be headlining this evening at the new Grand Ole Opry. They just want her to show up 
at a revival meeting that night. Bonnie stops posing, nods an irritated head toward the 
two. "I don't want these turkeys behind me," she tells the photographer. The two men 
hear and seem puzzled, but move off toward a parking meter. Bonnie shoots a glare: 
"Would you please not watch? I'm already self-conscious as it is."
She has given them a perfect opening and one of the JC freaks-the one who was 
forgiven-takes advantage of it: "Jesus," he soothes, "will free your soul."
Raitt squints, rolls her eyes. "Jesus Christ," she mutters, "this town is out to 
lunch."
Just past three on Alice Doesn't Day, she returns to the Spence Manor Motor Hotel 
just in time to climb aboard the tour bus (called Kahoutek I and featuring chrome mag 
wheels) to go to the Grand Ole Opry for the sound check. For Nashville, John Prine has 
been added to the Raitt/Tom Waits bill, and Prine looks like he got good and warmed 
up the night before. Electric hair, Manchurian moustache, undersized denim outfit, 
green socks, black tennies. He is tossing a drink around. Tom Waits, as always, is 
hunched over, outfitted in grimy newsboy cap, slop-dash black suit, soiled white shirt, 
thin tic, and thinner cigarette.
"...and I think I got married to the bartender"...Bonnie is talking... "That's what 
happens when you don't get served your dinner till eleven. I only wanted one screwdriver and I wind up drinking eight of them." She and Waits and Prine had jammed till 
5 A.M. the night before and an entire party had collapsed in her suite. She turns to Tim 
Bernett, her road manager. "Did you leave that cherry in my bed?" Prine fingers his 
maraschino and delivers the obvious punch line: "I've never left a cherry in bed."
At the four o'clock sound check, Bonnie falls into another funk. The piano tuner 
is tuning late, stalling the check for an hour. She strums at her Gibson and recalls her 
first guitar lessons-self-taught-off Mississippi John Hurt's "Candy Man" from the 
Blues at Newport, 1963 album. "It took me two weeks to learn that song," she says, and 
proceeds to pick up a new chord-a James Brown-styled C Ninth-from guitarist Will 
McFarlane.
Sound checks usually give Bonnie and her band a chance to goof off; they invariably get into "Sunshine of Your Love" or "Purple Haze"; McFarlane will throw his guitar over his head and bite out riffs with his teeth. But today, on the spur of the moment, 
she bows her head and sings a tentative but sweet "Louise," a Paul Seibel song that is 
not part of her repertoire.
After a perfunctory performance of "Walk out the Front Door" from the new 
album, Prine and Waits saunter onstage to run through "High Blood Pressure," the 
Huey "Piano" Smith song. Prine, who regularly performed the song until he dropped 
his backup band recently ("I ran outta money," he shrugs), takes a vocal solo, giving the good-time tune a soft, furry, Dylanesque whine. Raitt mock-scolds him: "It sounds 
fruity. Let's get down-be soulful!"


To illustrate the lyrics of the song, she pretends to be taking a blood pressure reading for Waits, who tends to stagger around near his mike in a cloud of his own cigarette 
smoke. She tries a guitar chord, but it doesn't work; Waits himself protests that it looks 
like she's tying him up for a fix. Bonnie ends the episode with a crack: "How about if I 
just wrap his dick around his arm?"
Back on the Kahoutek at six, Raitt resumes moaning. She has a radio interview to 
be canceled, dinner to be had, an accountant to be called, and a magazine interview 
scheduled for after the concert. "Ooh, I wish it were tomorrow," she says. "I just can't 
do everything at once." Not until 8 P.M. in her dressing room at the Opry House does 
Bonnie learn that it is Alice Doesn't Day. A fan has sent her some advice on a sheet of 
yellow paper bordered by brown postal adhesive tape: "Kiss no ass/Or take no sass/This 
Alice Does/Get real high off Bonnie's buzz."
She wanders toward the stage to watch Prine, who is given to singing and playing 
with one leg back a ways, on its toes. Bonnie lets out a whoop for him, and he flashes 
her an illegal smile. "His face is so cute," she says. "He's got no bones, just like me. 
We're like the Pillsbury dough twins. It's like an instant love affair whenever we're 
around each other-but he's married and I have Garry, so I'm glad we don't see each 
other that often. But we're cut from the same stock."
She cheers lustily at Prine, and after an encore he announces, "Bonnie will be out 
in a minute" and she screams from the wings: "No I won't, eat it!"
Onstage, after her opening number ("I Thought I Was a Child"), she casually mentions Alice Doesn't Day, drawing a few cheers here in "Stand by Your Man" land, and 
she dedicates the next song, Seibel's `Any Day Woman," to the cause.
Bonnie Raitt is a romantic socialist, a politician of the heart. She sings, often using 
other writers' words, about the relationship between man and woman-about why the 
man has always come first; about why that shouldn't be so automatic-or why it 
shouldn't be, period. Like many politicians, she is smart-but erratic. She has causes, 
all leaning toward activism, but they are clouded with contradictions.
She sings put-'em-up, we-take-no-shit songs to men, but often pines and cries in 
her songs. She plays brassy blues and bottleneck guitar and never fails to get the audience whooping with her first run down an electric neck, but her audiences seem to love 
her even more for her interpretations of contemporary ballads.
Bonnie has worked hard to earn what is still, after four years, an.. .intimate. . .but 
growing constituency-and a corresponding power. She wants to use whatever muscle 
she's developed to change some of the ways of the business and to funnel money back 
to community causes and political groups. She frequently does benefits for women's 
groups and is organizing concerts for Tom Hayden's California senatorial campaign.
She doesn't want the trappings and the traps of success, doesn't want friends 
wondering whether she's "gone Hollywood," and doesn't want limousines and jets (her 
fall tour's logo depicts a turkey on wheels). But, for political reasons, she needs the muscle that usually comes only with pop-top success. And so she is working on the road 
and in the studios just about every day.
Bonnie is a natural, earthy woman (though not quite the "lusty, rowdy blues 
mama" she's been called). Offstage, she has no prima-donna pretensions, hesitates, even, before asking a roadie to fetch her a drink when she's strapped down with a guitar and working on a number. Onstage in Arlington, Texas, she shook off countdown 
nervousness-walking toward the stage, she turned to a friend and remarked: "This is 
like the last mile and you're the warden"-and served up some stream-of-consciousness humor. Freebo, her faithful bassist through the years, posited himself behind a 
tuba for "Give It Up" as Bonnie announced: "Now here's Freebo on oral martial arts," 
teasing him: `A little more practice on that and you'll be ready for me!" After singing 
"Sugar Mama" from the new album, she dutifully plugged it: "We had a lot of fun making it. I always have a lot of fun making it." Then the voice from her omnipresent third 
eye: "Oh, she's so witty-that darn Bon!"


But if she's having an off day, it'll show onstage that night. Before her concert in 
Arlington, she had told a visiting periodista, "Sometimes I feel like a whore. No matter 
how depressed I am, I go out and I'm okay. It's kinda like being... phony." Onstage, she 
revealed herself before a half-empty house of 1.500, emphasizing the downer ballads 
and closing with a song she had dropped after last year's tour, "Love Has No Pride." 
Heading back to the hotel, she said she brushed aside requests for blues numbers 
because "they hadn't earned going back to the blues. It was like one or two people trying to show other people they knew about the blues." At 3 A.M., with the bars long 
closed and a need still burning to somehow... party, she and manager Dick Waterman 
and the band climbed into the bus, parked on the Ramada Inn lot. And it took a listen 
to a tape of her Santa Monica concert, a couple weeks before, to bring her up. There 
had been a hometown warmth in the air, Bonnie and her band responded to it, and 
they were joined for the encore by a parade of friends led by Joni Mitchell, Jackson 
Browne, and J. D. Souther. On the bus, Bonnie slammed the table in delight, poked at 
Waterman's arm. "This was like the best show of my life," she said.
Bonnie Raitt is aware of her occasional verbal excesses, but she admitted, "I don't 
think before I talk. In terms of true freedom, you should just be able to be what you are. 
And that just naturally comes out of my mouth. Me and my brothers' friends were always 
a group-I was the only girl and I probably started to make off-color jokes as a way to get 
in with the guys. And ever since I can remember, it's been me and a bunch of guys.
"I really like cracking up with my friends and foolin' around with the guys," she 
said. "It's a release of tension. But I have to learn how to curb it because, if I am gonna 
be a model, I should be a model."
Bonnie was born twenty-six years ago-she celebrated her birthday November 
8th-in Burbank, California, daughter of John and Marge Raitt. You, or perhaps your 
folks, remember John as the star of Carousel, Oklahoma! and Pajama Game on Broadway, 
and on "original cast" albums. The two met at the University of Redlands in California: 
Marge was the leading lady in an alumni production of The Vagabond King, John was 
the returning hero.
Bonnie spent most of her first years in New York, where her father was doing 
Pajama Game. The family moved back to Los Angeles in 19 5 7 when Raitt starred in the 
movie of that play. "He wasn't around enough to be a real father," said Bonnie. "He'd 
come home off the road and bring us presents, so naturally as a little girl I'd fall in love 
with him. My mother got a raw deal that way, because she was strict and had to be both 
the mother and father. I didn't get along with her at all. She's real strong, and I think 
there was a natural jealousy."


John Raitt always sang around the house, and Marge was his accompanist on 
piano. `And we would go to his shows. There was just lots of music in the house. And 
all three of the kids-I have two brothers-we all sang. I was singing from the time I 
was 2 or 3. It wasn't any deliberate, `Okay, I'm going to teach you how to be musical.' 
There was no force-feeding."
At age 8, her parents and grandparents chipped in to get her a $25 Stella guitar 
for Christmas, each party wrapping half of the box. Bonnie's grandfather was "real 
musical, too," she said. "He's a Methodist missionary and was head of the Prohibition 
party for twenty years in California. He wrote about six hundred hymns and he used to 
play Hawaiian slide guitar on his lap and play zither and accordion and a piano." She 
took piano lessons for five years. Her teacher, she remembered, told her she had "a 
quick ear."
"By the time I was 10, I taught myself how to play my grandfather's slide guitar. 
When I was 11, I got enough money to get one of those red Guild gut-string guitars."
The only daughter of a famous Broadway leading man had to scrounge for money 
to buy a guitar? "My parents were Quakers and Scottish," she explained. "They were 
both raised real poor, and we got a minimal allowance. We had to earn if we wanted 
anything. I'd iron clothes if I needed to make extra money."
John Raitt was an isolationist from the Hollywood showbiz circuit. Off the road, he 
liked to stay at their home atop Mulholland Drive in Coldwater Canyon, working in the 
garden and fixing up the house. His antistyle deeply affected Bonnie.
"I wasn't allowed to hang out, because I was always the first kid on the bus or the 
last kid off. It took me an hour to get to school every day. And by the time I'd get home 
it'd be four, and for me to get back down the hill to play with my friends, I'd have to get 
somebody to drive me, and my parents weren't into it. That's how I got into just sitting 
in my room playing a guitar."
At age 8, in 1958, the year of Perez Prado and Domenico Modugno, of 
"Sugartime" and "Witch Doctor," Bonnie was tuned into R&B radio and listening to 
her older brother's records of "Rockin Robin" and "Yakety Yak." "I didn't have one of 
those things for Frankie Avalon," she said. "I liked my dad. I thought he was hot looking because he had that same kind of hairstyle."
In the summers, while classmates hit the beach and learned to surf, Bonnie went 
to a camp in the Adirondacks while John Raitt did Dinah Shore's summer-replacement 
TV show. Later, he would do the summer stock circuit. Altogether, Bonnie was packed 
off to camp every year from age 8 to 15.
The camp was run by friends of her parents, fellow Quakers, and the counselors 
were college students from Swarthmore, Antioch, and Reed, many of them into the 
peace movement, Joan Baez and Pete Seeger. Bonnie found herself itching to be older 
than she was.
"I took to wearing a peace symbol around my neck when I was 11, around 1961. 
It represented my whole belief! And I used to wear olive green tights and black turtlenecks and I had a pair of earrings-my mother wouldn't let me pierce my ears, but I 
had a pair of hoop earrings. I'd grow my hair real long so I looked like a beatnik."
But Bonnie wasn't just playing make-believe. "Being a Quaker, Ban the Bomb was 
a reality since I was 6. I mean, at Quaker meetings at Christmas time we'd decorate 
trees with ornaments and dollar bills. We were getting money for Algerian refugees. And the whole thing was to learn about Christmas in other countries. I was real aware 
of the Third World getting ripped off, that kind of thing."


"To do what my dad did, you had to live in a house and drive a Lincoln. I always was 
very embarrassed when we came to Quaker meetings in a nice car, 'cause my parents 
both look larger than life. They're both really ridiculously good looking. I wanted my parents to drive a VW and my mother to not set her hair. But she had to. I remember my 
mother explaining to me that it was very important, especially since my dad wasn't exactly on the top rung as a major star, to drive a car that made it look like you still were."
When Bonnie talks about the post Broadway career of John Raitt, her tone 
assumes a loving defensiveness, a loyal daughter's bitterness. And she learned from his 
mistakes.
"I could never let anybody control my life like he did." After Raitt's Broadway run 
ended in 1956, he traveled with stock companies. "He wasn't washed up; he made 
more money off Broadway." said Bonnie, "but it seemed like the circuit was somehow 
not as glamorous as Broadway." Raitt now takes his own troupe around the country, 
performing Kiss Me Kate, Camelot and the like.
"He does what I do," said Bonnie, "travels around in buses and does shows. In fact, 
just the other week we passed each other on a highway and waved to each other. Then, 
when we got to our hotel, I found out he'd stayed there, and he sent me a message: 
`Don't eat the fried chicken!'
"I thought he was great," said Bonnie, "and I watched him not get a show. He didn't really make mistakes. He just seemed to be at the mercy of his agents. He had to 
wait for someone to write a show and then be in the show and maybe one reviewer 
would kill it. And it made me mad that he wasn't on Broadway and all these punk imitators, Robert Goulet and all....
John Raitt is currently back on Broadway with a revue called A Musical Jubilee. He 
saw Bonnie perform at Avery Fisher Hall, then attended a party for her at Sardi's.
"She watched me struggle for years," he said. "I'd like to think that she learned 
something about dignity and integrity. "
In her early teens, Bonnie's music got folky. "I was like Miss Protest," she said, "the 
fat Joan Baez for sure." At 15, she and a friend named Daphne played at a Troubadour 
hoot night. "We sang combination Scottish and Israeli songs. We were like a female Joe 
and Eddie. I thought Joe and Eddie were hot stuff."
Bonnie went to University High School in Hollywood, also home away from home 
for a few years to Randy Newman and the kids of numerous stars. Bonnie went steady 
with one of Jerry Lewis' sons. A semester before she planned to go to Poughkeepsie, 
New York, to attend a progressive, Quaker-run high school there, she ran for the position of mascot for the Uni Warriors.
"It was a complete joke," she said since she'd never attended a football game and 
didn't plan to. "I remember telling the guy I was running against, `Listen, it's in the 
bag. I'm leaving but don't tell anybody. I just want to see if I can win.'
`Also", she said, "You had to run for a student body office to have that on your college application to get into a good college." She won, went to Poughkeepsie, then chose 
Radcliffe from among seven universities that accepted her.
"Harvard had a ratio of guys to girls that was four to one.. .they didn't have a phys. 
ed. requirement, and they didn't make you come in at night." But she was "serious" academically; she was planning to go into African studies. "I didn't want to work in 
America, she said. "I thought it was kind of hopeless. I didn't like growing up wealthy 
and watching all this waste-too many cars, too many pretty people, too many manicured lawns. I lived in the privileged section of Los Angeles. It's just ironic about having been raised to understand what's wrong with this country, to want to work with 
civil rights and yet live in this fantasy world where there's barely any black people so 
barely any discrimination."


Bonnie was idealistic, she said, until age 16. "Then I just said, 'Forget it.' The country was falling apart in the sixties, it was just a lot of hedonistic rock music. It went from 
the beautiful days of Selma and SNCC, when white and black people were working 
together in the South...then Watts blew up and all of a sudden black power came about, 
and there wasn't anything pleasant about being a white person working in America."
At Radcliffe, she played her music at "folk orgies" during exam periods, at hoots 
and in her own dorm room where she answered her fellow dormies' requests for songs 
like "Suzanne." Still, she considered herself a blues freak, and in her freshman year she 
met white blues freak Number One, Dick Waterman.
Dick is a beady-eyed man with a shock of black hair. He is 40 and looks like a 28year-old man who looks 40-ish. He speaks haltingly in a high voice, is smarter than he 
sounds and spends most of his office hours on Bonnie. Dick had been in Cambridge 
since 1962, working as a photojournalist. He covered the 1963 Newport Folk Festival 
for the National Observer, and in 1964 rediscovered Son House, who was interested in 
working again but had no manager. Since then, he has managed Fred ("I Do Not Play 
No Rock & Roll") McDowell, Skip James, Arthur Crudup, Junior Wells, and Buddy Guy. 
He not only managed them, but housed them, fed them, and booked them in blues festival packages at colleges around the country.
Dick, then 33, and Bonnie, 18, met at blues hangouts like the Club 47 in 
Cambridge and WHRB, the Harvard radio station. "We were just sort of vague friends," 
said Bonnie. "Then after a while...I think he bled redheads or something."
But in 1969, blues were giving way, she said, to "all that psychedelic supermarket 
stuff. So Dick picked up and said, 'Forget Cambridge,' and went to Philadelphia."
Bonnie herself took the summer of '68 off to go to Europe with two girlfriends, 
and in England she discovered the work of Sippie Wallace, a woman who would later 
be called her "mentor." Sippie Wallace was 70 and had been making records since the 
twenties. She wrote such numbers (now identified with Bonnie) as "You Got to Know 
How" and "Women Be Wise." Bonnie heard an album Sippie cut in 1966 while on a 
European tour with Junior Wells, Roosevelt Sykes, and Little Brother Montgomery, 
among others.
"I'd never heard a voice like that in my entire life," said Bonnie. "I liked Bessie 
Smith but I wasn't a big fan of classic blues, and Sippie was somehow much more raw."
Sippie, she said, is not so much her mentor as "my sassy grandmother. She probably, in her day, was as sassy as some of the things I get into. There is just no gap.
`And did I tell you she thought I was Karen Carpenter, She wrote Dick a letter: 
`One day I hope to be able to have Bonnie play drums behind me!"' Bonnie, sitting on 
her hotel bed, bounced with laughter.
After her return from Europe in 1968, Bonnie continued to see Waterman and 
other friends in Philadelphia. "It only cost $8 student standby to fly to Philly," she said, "so twice a month I'd fly down there. That's when I started to hang out. I would skip 
school a lot, we would take off to lots of little blues festivals Dick would book. And I 
think I went to almost every gig."


Occasionally Bonnie would pick up her guitar and work out arrangements on 
blues tunes. "But I mean I had this whole other life. Music at that point had become a 
hobby. I was mostly a college student. I still was really working at having to study. And 
it was real hard to try to do my homework with Fred McDowell sitting ten feet away 
from me."
"She played well when I met her," said Dick Waterman in Houston. "She had a 
real genuine love for the music. There were many people trying to be like Michael 
Bloomfield or Johnny Hammond," he said, but Bonnie had the advantage of accessthrough him-to all the blues performers. She took advantage, he said, to ask them 
about tunings and songs. She would return favors later by hiring artists as opening 
acts at her concerts. The musicians' initial response to her, Dick said, was "sort of 
amusement. They thought her interest in the blues was some kind of freakish quirk. 
But she's proud that Buddy and Muddy and Junior and Wolf now regard her as a genuine peer, not `She plays good for a white person or a girl,' but, `She plays good."'
After the show in Austin, Bonnie fretted in her dressing room about the people 
waiting to see her in an adjoining room. "I'm trying to figure out a way to sneak to the 
bus," she said. "I really don't want to be rude, but I used to always talk till 4 A.M. and 
spend an hour telling someone why I couldn't talk to them. I want to get over to 
Antone's and pay my...respects."
She was able to move by the thirty visitors in a breeze and rode through the rain 
to Antone's, a blues club where Muddy Waters was appearing. She snaked through the 
crowd, up the stairs behind the stage and found Muddy on a sofa with a local ragtime 
pianist, Robert Shaw. "I just came to say hello," she began, and Muddy stormed back: 
"Don't you never say goodbye!"
Muddy, looking robust-he broke his hip in an auto accident a couple of years 
ago-told Bonnie: `Austin is the next empire for the blues!" They talked about blues, 
about depression and sad songs. Muddy lost his wife last year and moved out of 
Chicago. Bonnie expressed condolences and added a brighter note. "I used to be sad," 
she said, "but now I'm happy."
Still upstairs, she peeked through some drapes to watch Muddy turn the club into 
a dance floor and get collared into a conversation by Doug Sahm, Austin's one-man, 
one-speed (high) Chamber of Commerce. He helped her miss her cue to join Muddy 
Waters onstage. She would grumble about it for hours.
Bonnie took off her second semester sophomore year. "It was getting silly. I really 
wanted to be with Dick more than I wanted to go to school." In Philadelphia she got a 
part-time job as a transcriptionist with the Quaker group, the American Friends 
Service Committee.
As for performing, it took a listen to another singer to inspire her. "It was at the 
Second Fret in Philadelphia and she was singing stuff that seemed kind of dated. And 
I said, 'If she can get away with singing those songs, which are basically not very original. . .1 can do the same thing... And I was just sick of typing. I wanted to quit my job 
and I didn't have any money-I mean, my parents never supported me-so I auditioned." She and Dick knew the owners, which didn't hurt her chances, and she was hired to open for a local band, Sweet Stavin' Chain, for 10 percent of the door. She 
made $ 54 and was hired back for her own four-night stand.


"I sang 'Built for Comfort, Not for Speed,' `Bluebird,' `That Song about the 
Midway'...James Taylor songs...God, I did...boy, some Elton John...and `Walking Blues,' 
`Women Be Wise'...all the songs on my first album."
Bonnie finished her sophomore year and a semester of junior, then found work in 
Worcester and Boston. She thought she sang "fruity" but, she said, she was playing 
"badass guitar."
With help from Dick, she got a job opening for John Hammond, one of her first 
idols. "I liked his neck off his first album cover," she said, craning her own neck to 
imitate the album shot. "I mean, he was my first Fabian. So when I had first started 
to play and it was still kind of cute and `Ha ha, Bonnie's playing to make some 
money,' as a present, Dick got me a gig at the Main Point and said it was with John 
Hammond. It was for $200 for the four nights, and I was in the middle of my set 
when he walked in with a leather coat on with the collar up-like with the points 
sticking up. With his hair all greased back. Holding this guitar. And then he sat and 
watched. I think I was the closest to...I came for the entire set, in whatever spiritual 
way you do that."
Bonnie worked her first few jobs by herself. At the Second Fret, she had met members of a local band, the Edison Electric Band, and when they broke up, Raitt hired their 
bass player. "I was making $300 a night by then, so I could afford it," she said.
"It" is a former champion tuba player from the West Pennsylvania State Marching 
Band, a football player there "until the mid-sixties when everybody found marijuana 
and got weird." This particular person proceeded to grow a healthy head of hair, adopt 
the name "Freebo," and join Bonnie Raitt. For two-and-a-half years, it was just Bonnie, 
Freebo, and Bonnie's dog, Prune, driving from gig to gig in a VW. "I never even had an 
apartment," Freebo said.
"We'd stay in dorms at whatever college we were playing, or share hotel rooms," 
said Bonnie. "It was real hand-to-mouth.
"Onstage we sat next to each other with a little Matthews Freedom Amp, which 
runs on forty flashlight batteries or you can plug it in." Raitt played a steel-bodied, 
National guitar in a "kind of style that covers both rhythm and lead parts, and Freebo 
would fill in second guitar parts on the bass, 'cause his head is just lyrical that way."
In the spring of 1971, Bonnie signed with Warner Bros., the label she wanted 
most to be with because of her respect for such artists as James Taylor, Joni Mitchell, Ry 
Cooder, and Randy Newman. Dick worked out a contract giving her a good deal of 
artistic control, and she did her first album at a camp on Lake Minnetonka, west of 
Minneapolis.
From the beginning, she was thinking politically. "I was very uncomfortable going 
with a big company and I thought it was immoral, politically, to be a leftist, to be trying to be a star..." But club owners had told her that they could use the advertising help 
a record company could provide.
Recording in a four-track studio garage in Minnesota was a way for her to use corporate money to help a friend, Dave Ray, get a recording scene going, and it was true to 
her nature. Recently, she said, "I met Ringo at a Clive Davis party, and he said, `I like 
your stuff. You should go back to the garage.' "


But working with friends and neighbors-in Minnesota, in Woodstock, and even 
in L.A., where she moved in 1973 and where her social circle had encompassed Lowell 
George and other members of Little Feat-was difficult.
Takin' My Time, she said, was essentially recorded twice-once with Lowell pro- 
ducing-"We were too personally involved to get along"-and then with John Hall of 
Orleans.
The cost of that album put her in a vulnerable position with Warner Bros. She was 
left with only $10,000 for her next one, and Warners told her they would advance her 
additional money only if she would hire a producer with a proven (hit) record.
After a long search, she hired R&B veteran Jerry Ragovoy for the album, 
Streetlights, and for the first time she found herself in a real studio situation, with session people she didn't know. Her guitar was left unused; she and Ragovoy had tiffs over 
song selection; she thought she was in a blues rut-and she wound up ambivalent 
about the album. "It's a pretty record," she said. "It was too slick, but I learned a lot. I 
learned that I really needed a producer."
And Bonnie's singing matured. What sometimes sounded, in 1971, like a frantic 
white girl's voice trying to sing ancient black music is now a real instrument. Bonnie 
always had a natural soulfulness and a good feel for the phrasings of blues music. But 
now she can use her voice to by turns narrate, scold, kid, challenge, wonder, moan, 
assert herself and, more than ever, rock and roll. The base is as sweet a soprano as ever, 
but there is a new layer of husk.
Freebo, who's been on every album, credits Ragovoy. "The environment changed 
her singing," he said. "She was in a professional world with Streetlights and had to act 
like one. She was being told, `Come on, Bonnie, be a professional, don't find excuses 
from the bottle, don't cop out with your friends. There you are, you know, get down.' 
And she did. The biggest growth is in her confidence in her voice. A lot of it came out 
in Home Plate."
For Home Plate, Bonnie hired Paul Rothchild as producer. "It combines all the good 
things on the first albums, like the group feeling, everybody putting in input [several 
songwriters ended up arranging or playing on their tracks], a producer taking some of 
the load off me, providing a structure within which I can be funky, with a band that's 
professional, so we got the songs sometimes in three takes instead of twenty because 
we'd be prepared. And I also think this is the first one where my voice is out, recorded 
better. It isn't necessarily true that I'll never do any old acoustic blues or play guitar, 
but it represents a time capsule of one particular change that I went through, and I 
think it's a change for the better."
And, since moving to L.A., she has settled down with one man, bought a modest 
house, and broken up her relationship with Jim Beam. "In Cambridge, I had a lot of 
nights of getting drunk-but not sloppy drunk, and I wouldn't get hungover. But last 
year, on tour, the work schedule was so hard and I was drinking, and I started to get 
hungover in the morning-that comes from being older, not getting exercise, and not 
having good food. And I'd get sloppy onstage. So this year I've stopped bourbon, and 
those nights are few and far between. Onstage I just have wine and club soda." As for 
drugs, she shrugged: "Nothing much, a toot 'n' a toke."
Bonnie is a champion for many women. She sings songs that often speak for them. 
She pulls her own weight on guitar; she's the leader of a rock and roll band.


"I get letters from women saying, 'Your music got me through' or, 'You were a real 
inspiration to me and my music and I really appreciate how strong you are.' Mostly 
what I get now is, 'You make me proud you're up there, you're one of the first women 
that I'm not jealous of,' instead of saying, 'I hate you 'cause my old man's in love with 
you.' I get all my response from women, I don't get any letters from guys. And a lot of 
gay women write letters-'You're one of my favorites."'
Raitt has said before that she wishes gay women-including musician friends of 
hers-could express themselves fully in their music. If she were gay, she said, she 
would. "I think I'm the kind of personality that would."
Despite her ability to double every entendre within earshot, Bonnie is a downright 
puritan in matters sexual. She is not a fan of rock artists who flaunt their bisexuality; 
she has never seen a porn film, "and I hate dirty magazines. I really think sex is private."
Raitt would like to see more women's songs. "A lot of people say. 'You don't do any 
political songs.' Well, Any Day Woman' is real strong: 'Love Me like a Man' says, 'Don't 
put yourself above me."'
"Holly Near is the first woman I've seen who was able to integrate political ideasabout the war and politics-into her songs and not make it boring." But asked if she 
might do a Near song, Raitt responded: "She has red hair, too...and how many redheads can you take?" For now, she will continue to look for "obscure blues people's 
songs" and material by her own fab four, Eric Kaz, Joel Zoss. Chris Smither, and Jackson 
Browne.
She does not custom order songs, "but they all know I need songs. Eric wrote 'I'm 
Blowin' Away' for me. I think. After he wrote the first line about, 'I've been romanced, 
wined and danced/Crazy nights and wild tinges.' he called me up and said, 'I've got a song 
for you.'
Bonnie has done her last interview and at 4 A.M.. the morning after Alice Doesn't 
Day, she's curious about that commotion from down the hall. We walk into one of two 
parties, this one with Tom Waits and John Prine at a round table exchanging stories 
and songs, a handful of other people sitting around tugging on beers.
Waits, in his cigarette-filtered voice, is performing "Putnam County." and has 
Prine laughing uncontrollably, clapping his feet together atop the table, with lines not 
in the recorded version: "He got more ass than a toilet seat ...I was hornier than a dog on a 
chain with two dicks...I was so horny, even the crack of dawn wasn't safe in mii presence." he 
serenaded. And as he crooned on, over the giggles, toward the end of the song Bonnie 
leaned over to me and whispered: "He sounds like Fred-eight hundred years old."
-December 18, 1975
Rolling Stone
What a life. I had hooked up with Bonnie Raitt only a week after catching Olivia NewtonJohn-and Dick Clark-in Vegas. Now, as 1975 wound down, I joined fellow editor Charles 
Perry (better known around the office as "Smokestack") for a special issue observing the tenth 
anniversary of the Summer of Love. While Smoke wrote a social history of the Haight-Ashbury, 
I chronicled the music scene, interviewing every major figure I could find. As the issue went to 
press in early February, I wrote and narrated a radio special, San Francisco: What a Long, 
Strange Trip It's Been, mixing music with bits of the interviews we'd conducted. For a couple of 
years, I had written and narrated short features, based on our music articles, to send to radio stations for free. The tradeoff, of course, was promotion for the magazine. This was our first fulllength program, running two hours. It aired nationally and ultimately won a Billboard Award 
for Broadcast Excellence.


Spring brought some nice distractions. On the Rolling Stone front, the magazinethanks to writers Howard Kohn and David Weir-had scored a major scoop the previous fall 
on the Patty Hearst kidnapping of February 1974, unearthing the story of her conversion and 
her eight months of life underground. Then, in the spring of 1975, Kohn and Weir followed up 
with the story of the Symbionese Liberation Army's destruction. Rolling Stone, already in the 
big leagues, had become an international sensation. On the eve of April Fool's Day, an artist 
friend of the magazine staged a "no-talent" show that included a ragtag band of our 
staffers. I wrote a song about Hearst, to the tune of Bob Dylan's "Hurricane." Dylan's saga of 
the incarcerated boxer, Rubin Carter, lasted eight minutes. My ballad went at least as long, 
and included the lines:
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[image: ]
[image: ]n retrospect, the assignment to cover the beginning of Paul McCartney's first American tour 
with Wings was a case of perfect timing. McCartney kicked off his tour on May 8th, 1976, in 
Detroit, with his wife Linda not only along for the ride, but alongside him on stage, on keyboards. He defended her against all critics, as a good husband and bandleader should.
I had just gotten married a week before the tour began.
After a few years of handling relationships as if I were some kind of rock journalist, I'd 
finally settled down with Dianne Sweet, whom I'd first met a decade before at San Francisco 
State, when she was a homecoming queen candidate and I was a campus newspaper geek. 
We'd reconnected in 1972, when she called me at KSAN. After a fitful relationship hampered 
by the presence of other women in my life, we decided to make May Day our day. We got 
married in the midst of disco fever, and I hustled off, after a brief escape to the Napa Valley 
wine country, to the Motor City.
I was thrilled to be meeting McCartney. I'd been one of those swept up in Beatlemania 
twelve years before. Without knowing exactly who had written which parts of all those 
Lennon-McCartney songs, I admired them equally, although Lennon's sharper wit got to me. 
But I loved Paul's sweet voice, his ability to switch from ballads to Little Richard-raving, and 
his overall Beatleness.


[image: ]Hanging, literally, with McCartney.


In this first visit with McCartney, which stretched from Detroit through Toronto, and in 
subsequent encounters, I came to see him as a good deal more than the artist formerly 
known as "the cute Beatle." He was also, quite possibly, the smartest, most savvy of the Fab 
Four-at least when it came to marketing himself. He was not only unfailingly charming and 
cooperative in interviews, but he also knew how to switch gears, depending on who his visitor was and which publication he or she was representing. Marvin Gaye had addressed this 
quality. Paul McCartney perfected it.
W E L L. I T S U R F. sounds like rock and roll, even if it is Wings. Little Jimmy McCulloch, 
former Thunderclap Newman, and Denny Laine, former Moody Blue, are burners on 
guitars. Joe English, former nobody, is ecstatic on blistering drums. Linda McCartney, 
former photographer, punches away at a stockpile of keyboards and accounts for all 
the sound effects we've grown to love on all the Wings albums. And Paul McCartney, 
former Beatle, drives the whole band, plus a four-piece horn section adding funk and 
frills. He cruises it, on bass while Laine and McCulloch provide the power: on piano, he 
hammers out "Lady Madonna" and "Live and Let Die": back on bass, he screams, 
reaching back for some of that Little Richard inspiration, through "Beware My Love" 
and "Letting Go." And after a particularly meaty, beaty number, there is a shout from 
Laine or McCartney of "rock and roll!"
And Wings gets all the rock and roll responses: people in the audience suddenly 
sticking their arms up in clenched-fist salutes, piercing the air with two-fingered 
whistling, whooping in celebration of each of the five Beatles songs offered, unleashing ferocious, match-lit, Bic-flicked encore calls. It is the first American tour by Paul 
McCartney since 1966, when he was still a you-know-what. Along with John, George, 
and Ringo, he was supposed to have detested the audiences, scream storms of wet 
panties that rushed them everywhere from Shea Stadium in New York to Candlestick 
Park in San Francisco. Now, with the Apple rot, Beatles split, lawsuits and bad mouthings pretty much behind them, Paul finds himself invoking the old days, inviting people to clap hands and stomp feet, waving and posing to audiences behind and to 
the sides of the stage.


But here in America in 19 76, few try rushing the stage; first-aid setups go untested; security guards wind up turning down their walkie-talkies so they can hear the 
show. The only Beatlemaniacal screaming is at the beginning, when Paul first appears 
out of the darkness. The one song that gets screeches-an absolute demonstration, in 
fact-is the quietest Beatle song of all....
Saturday, May 8th: on the main floor of the seedy Olympia Stadium in Detroit, 
Michigan, one young man keeps shouting for the people in front of him to sit down. We 
were into the acoustic set, with Laine, McCulloch, and the McCartneys on rattan 
chairs, all but Linda playing guitars. After a few numbers, it is Paul alone onstage, tuning up for "Blackbird." The man in the audience-he apparently saw the first show 
here the night before-seems to know what's coming.
"Siddown!" he shrieks. "Siddown, you fuckers!" Then he turns to a friend and 
explains his urgency. The voice level is down to conversational and he sounds rational. 
"I wanna see 'Yesterday,"' he says.
If you want the Beatles, go see Wings.
-George Harrison, November 1974
PAUL M C C A R T N E Y D o E S N' T MIND a look back at Yesterday, but today he is dedicated 
to two goals: the acceptance by the public and press of Wings as a band and not as a 
backup for a former Beatle, and acknowledgment from those same two difficult institutions that Wings (and Paul) are rock, not pop.
But McCartney has some difficulties.
First, he was a Beatles he can't change or deny that. And he wouldn't anyway. 
"I'm a Beatles fan," he says later. "When John was saying a couple of years ago that it 
was all crap, it was all a dream, I know what he was talking about, but at the same time 
I was sitting there thinking, `No it wasn't.' It was as much a dream as anything else is; 
as much crap as anything else is. In fact, it was less crap than a lot of other stuff." And 
he agrees with George's equation of Wings and Beatles:
"I wouldn't put it just like that. I'd say, `if you want the Wings, go see Wings; if you 
want Beatles, look at an old film. But I probably was a little more sort of Beatle-mind- 
ed than the rest. I tended to ring people up and say, `Let's work now,' `Let's do this.' So 
I suppose it's a fair point that that was my bag anyway and I just continued doing it. 
Whereas George...'round about Sergeant Pepper, he only did the one track on Sergeant 
Pepper, he didn't turn up for a lot of the other stuff, because he really wasn't that interested. I was still very interested."
Second difficulty: McCartney is cute. And at age 33, there are none of the signs 
that make for easy writing-that, say, his face is fuller.. .fleshier.. .rounded out by the 
years. Backstage, he introduced himself cheerfully as "David Cassidy," and I could see 
why. But with few exceptions, cute people are not quite believable as pained, ravaged, 
booze-based, serious rockers.
Another difficulty is that McCartney writes, sings, and produces what comes 
down to pop music. Not that he wants to. "We're trying to make it sound as hard as possible," he says. "But sometimes you just don't bring off in a studio what you can 
bring off in a live thing."


Also, Paul is a family man-married in 1969 to the former Linda Eastman. He 
doesn't exactly flaunt her, but there she is on the album covers and there she is 
onstage. The kids (Heather, 13-by her first marriage-Mary, 6, and Stella, 4) are 
taken along on most Wings tours, and this one is set up partly around the family situation. The McCartneys, band members and closest aides are in four base cities (Dallas, 
New York, Chicago, and Los Angeles) and commute to and from concerts (thirty-one 
shows, twenty-one cities) by private jet. This saves on hotels, airports and general wear 
and tear, and it keeps the family together. But a photographer on the tour finds the 
daily commute limiting. "So far," he says, "I'm shooting an architectural book, mostly 
buildings. They don't exactly hang out a lot."
And, finally, nothing-no new band he can concoct-can compare with the 
Beatles. This he knows well and, as he patiently counseled a young reporter from NBC- 
TV: "It may not be the sixties, but nothing's the sixties anymore except the history 
books. It's the seventies and it's hip and it's happening. And it's just.. .enjoy it."
McCartney and his wife and band have weathered six years of criticism and misunderstanding. They are consoled only by the record buyers and have sold millions of 
records like "Hi Hi Hi," "My Love," "Helen Wheels," "Jet," "Band on the Run," "Junior's 
Farm," "Listen to What the Man Said" and "Letting Go." Not to mention seven albums, 
five under the name Wings.
But commercial success-the greatest, most consistent success of any of the former Beatles-is not enough. Paul says he ignores criticism-for every putdown, he 
says, there's someone else who loves his stuff. He relishes reminding reporters how critic Richard Goldstein panned Sgt. Pepper. But he is thin-skinned to the point of writing 
"Silly Love Songs," an answer to the dismissal of his music as pop puffery. And Linda 
has long been abused, written off as a particularly successful groupie in her days as a 
rock photographer in New York's Village and Fillmore scenes. As a musician and a 
member of Wings, she has been written off as a particularly successful, etc.... and she 
is, you can understand, very defensive.
At the sound check before the first of the two concerts in Detroit, Linda is showing me around her keyboards, instruments she learned to play after marrying 
McCartney. Atop the electric piano are an ARP synthesizer and a Mini-Moog, which 
she plays for the opening of "Venus and Mars." Buttons are labeled "controllers," 
"oscillator," "bank," "mixer," "decay time" and "modifiers for attack time." And if 
that's not confusing enough, here, facing the audience, is the Mellotron, which is 
loaded with tape loops that are activated by depressing keys. There are tapes of Paul 
singing a line-"Till you go down"-and of a laughing hyena, a pig and a bull. Here, 
too, is the chorale behind McCulloch's number, "Medicine jar," and the robot/chain 
saw/moog/drum sound that opens "Silly Love Songs." And the sounds of frying bacon 
and chips that appeared on Linda's "Cook of the House," her first solo vocal outing on 
the most recent album, Wings at the Speed of Sound. I mention the criticism that has 
already built over her celebration of her place in the kitchen. She swivels on her electric piano bench. "My answer," she says, "is always `Fuck off!"' She continues, in a 
weird hybrid of accents from England, New York, and finishing school. "Look, we had 
a great loon in the studios that night. All the hung up people don't have to buy it, don't have to listen to it. It's like having parents on your back, this criticizing. I've grown up. 
I had a great night last night, this is a great band, and this is great fun. And that's all 
we care about."


Offstage, heading toward the dressing room, Linda asks that I forget her outburst. 
But a few minutes later, in conversation with Denny Laine, her hostility wells up again. 
We are talking about "Silly Love Songs" as a reaction to criticism.
"You respond to it," she says, "but I'd rather have life without it. I had life without 
it before and found it quite nice. You have criticism in school. When you get out of 
school, you want to be free."
Laine adds: "We're pretty good critics of ourselves. We don't need all these bums 
coming along and telling us, `Hey, man...."'
"We always know what's wrong," says Linda. "We know with every album what's 
gone wrong." She soon turns away to talk with Paul, who's just returned from the 
sound check.
Laine speaks with us for a minute more about the remains of Beatlemania. "The 
main thing about us," he says, "is we want to be able to work on the stage without too 
much adoration, if you know what I mean. We'd rather work for it." A lot of the audience, he says, still respond out of reverence for a Beatle. "They're in awe, you know, of 
Paul. And that's a bit of a drag."
Sunday, May 9th: Paul McCartney has just flown into Toronto from New York and 
sped, in one of the customary five limousines, into the backstage area of the Maple Leaf 
Gardens. It is 6:20; the show has a scheduled 8 P.M. starting time and he's been booked 
into a gold-record presentation with Capitol Records/EMI of Canada, interviews with 
CBC-TV, two radio stations, one Toronto paper, and Rolling Stone. And he should have 
dinner. He is running late. But a rushed sound check in Detroit spoiled the first concert 
there, and he isn't about to let it happen again. He steps out of the Fleetwood, looks 
around, asks the closest person where the stage is and heads off.
Dressed in his usual offstage clothing-loud Hawaiian print shirt, tails hanging 
out of a short leather jacket, unfaded jeans and rubber-soled shoes-he jumps from 
bass to keyboards to guitars to drums, pumping frantically until he loses a stick. Then 
he occupies himself behind the sound board to check other mikes and instruments. He 
works meticulously and by the time he's finished, it's 7:20. Capitol and all the interviewers have been waiting since five, but Paul seems positively casual. After a tenminute break and a huddle with his manager, Brian Brolly, he signals us into the dressing room for a double-speed interview that takes us up to the minute he has to switch 
to his stage outfit, a black suit with sequined shoulders. He gnaws at a fried-chicken 
drumstick, waving his hands expressively and freely to emphasize points.
We begin with Laine's complaint-about the audience responding more out of 
awe for Paul than from appreciation of the music.
"I don't think that's happening so much now," he says. "I think that's what this 
tour is doing. Maybe they came a bit like that-which can't be helped-but on this 
tour, everyone is saying backstage afterward, `We came and expected one thing, but it's 
very different, really.'
"In the sixties, or the main Beatle time, there was screaming all the time. And I 
liked that then because that was that kind of time. I used to feel that that was kind of 
like a football match. They came just to cheer; the cheering turned into screaming when it translated into young girls. People used to say, 'Well, isn't that a drag, 'cause 
no one listens to your music.' But some of the time it was good they didn't because... 
you know, some of the time we were playing pretty rough there, as almost any band 
from that time will know." McCartney eases into his answers, gets comfortable, stretches them out, seemingly unconscious of the rush around him.


"I thought when I came out on tour again, it might be very embarrassing if they 
were listening instead of screaming. David Essex was talking excitedly about the British 
audience. 'They're still screaming, you know.' Well, for him they are, and that's his 
kind of audience, but when we went out, we just got up there and started playing like 
we were a new group. So everyone just took us like that. Sat there. 'Yeah, that's all 
right.' And they got up and danced when we did dancing numbers. It's perfect: you can 
have your cake and eat it, because they roar when you need them to roar and they listen when you're hoping they might be listening."
McCartney opens a fresh pack of cigarettes-the brand, Senior Service-lights up 
and continues:
"There is this feeling that I should mind if they come to see me as a Beatle. But I 
really don't mind. They're coming to see me; I don't knock it. It doesn't matter why, 
they came, it's what they think when they go home. I don't know for sure, but I've got 
a feeling that they go away thinking, 'Oh, well, it's a band.' It lets them catch up. I think 
the press, the media is a bit behind the times, thinking about the Beatles a lot. And I 
think the kids go away from the show a lot hipper than even the review they're going 
to read the next day."
The press, however, seems to be catching up. On numerous next mornings, 
reviews have told about the reviewers' discovery-that Wings is a rock and roll band. 
The New York Times attended the first show, in Fort Worth, and called it "impressively 
polished yet vital" and "harder-edged" than expected. Newsweek, apparently forgetting 
Wings' six-year stack of golden wax, declared, "Paul McCartney had proved that he 
could make it on his own."
"The whole idea behind Wings," says McCartney, "is to get a touring band. So that 
we are just like a band, instead of the whole Beatles myth."
But no matter how much he wants to be just a member of a band, and no matter 
how good the band is, most of the audience is there to see one man. You can tell by the 
explosion of strobes and flashes from cameras around the auditorium when the 
moment occurs that McCartney is by himself on the stage. And by the subsequent 
explosion set off by people who want to capture the actual moment McCartney is 
singing "Yesterday."
Wings is a talented group of musicians, especially with Laine and McCulloch. But 
the Beatles came to be considered geniuses in the studios. I wonder whether Paul misses the other three as sounding boards. Or were Linda and Denny right in their assertion that they always knew "what's gone wrong" with every album.
He does miss the Beatles, he says. "I don't know about the genius bit, but 
yeah, I think the Beatles was a very equal thing.. .yeah, I used to worry a little 
more about that, kind of saying to Linda, 'Look, I know Denny's good, but he's 
not used to me enough. Will I dare offer him this riff: what if he turns it down?' 
This standoffishness. But again, you consult your inner oracle and it tells you, 
well, it's time that does all of that. You can't take a baby and make him 14 overnight. Everyone is coming forward a bit more now. So I just thank me lucky 
stars that I hung in there."


But democracy, as McCartney knows, has its price. "You're opening the door to 
other possibilities, and that's sort of what broke the Beatles up, really. The freedom for 
the personalities to do it. I started a group, I've got my wife in, took the kids on the road, 
just because it was all part of the way I feel."
The McCartney family image does not seem to bother or affect any of the other 
band members, but McCartney seems sensitive about its effects on Wings' audience 
and on the band's image.
"I used to think of that, when we first got together and had Linda in the group'Oh, oh, we've had it with the groupies now! Everyone's gonna think we're real old 
squares-blimey! Married! God, at least we could have just lived together or something-that would have been a bit hip.' Then you realize it doesn't matter. They really 
come for the music. At first it did seem funny to be up there with a wife instead of just 
friends or people associated with the game. But I think the nice thing that's happened 
is it seems to be part of a trend anyway, where women are getting in a bit more, families are a bit cooler than they were. Things change."
It is past eight now: the show, it was decided, would start around 8: 30. Capitol and 
local press are still waiting. Paul waves all that aside with a hand. He had told a publicist that he wanted to do this interview right.
Being a family man, he is saying now, has not affected his songwriting. 
McCartney, after all, was always the softer side of the Beatles. "I still think basically the 
same kind of things I used to; the only difference is I'll do a tune like `Mary Had a Little 
Lamb' [an early Wings single], but that's the kind of thing kids request. Limitations? 
Maybe. The only kind I can think of is not wanting to be maybe too...far out. But I write 
songs basically the same way, which is any way. It's mainly just when I've got a minute, 
but that can come in any different form. Just sit around... if I feel like playing my guitar, 
a song comes out. That's the same as it's always been."
Onstage, Linda McCartney stays discreetly in the shadows, behind her keyboards, 
for the first few numbers, leaving Paul looking unattached at least for a while. When 
he introduces her as "my better half." she gets a roar of approval. In Detroit, with Paul 
on piano, she steps up to a vocal mike in front of the keyboards only after the 19th song 
has passed. Number 20 is "My Love," and she places her hands, rather dramatically, on 
her hips, as if to show the crowd just who "does it good." But for the most part, she is 
there to lend able support to the band. And she has developed into a capable backup 
vocalist, and a spirited rock and roll cheerleader.
WINGS I S A Yoh M A C H I N E that has produced five albums in five years, with singles 
filling in the occasional lags. And now, as McCartney had hoped before the most 
recent personnel were affixed, it is a traveling band as well, with annual U.S. tours a 
real possibility.
A year and a winter ago, another former Beatle went on tour and, to put it mildly. 
flopped. George Harrison had maturity, sincerity, and the best intentions on his side. He 
appreciated the Beatles and his role in the phenomenon, he said, but he had grown up, 
changed, and did not care to dwell in the past. And to let everyone know how'firmly he 
felt, he did a two-and-a-half-hour show dominated by Indian music. He did four Beatles songs, and this only after active encouragement from fellow musicians on the tour. He 
changed lyrics in three of the four Beatles songs, and rearrangements (along with 
George's overworked, hoarse voice) turned them into hardly reasonable facsimiles of 
the songs many in the audiences had wanted to hear.


Paul and Linda attended Harrison's Madison Square Garden show, Paul disguised 
in Afro wig, shades, and walrus mustache, "and we loved it," he says. He agrees that 
George had the right, at whatever critical cost, to say, "This is me, now."
People, says McCartney, have this... attitude about the Beatles. "There was some 
girl on holiday and we were talking to her. She's a real average British girl and she sort 
of summed up her view of the Beatles: these lads from Liverpool, lovely, cheery and 
singing lovely songs.. .and then, drugs! And they all went crazy on drugs. And that was 
the end of the story for her. Well, that's kind of silly. And I think there's a lot of people 
approaching the new shows like that. `Oh, well, can they actually stand up there when 
they were once the Beatles.' You just have to say, `Well, this is me now, sorry, folks.' Sgt. 
Pepper's a big change from the record before it. That was us then. So I think George is 
just taking it very naturally and saying, `This is me."'
McCartney has said he doesn't want to get into criticizing Harrison, but the producer in him finally wins out: "If I'd been producing him and if I'd been his impresario 
on that tour," he says, "I would have asked him to do a few more songs he was known 
for. And also to stick to the arrangement a little bit." McCartney puts on a goodnatured look. "To which he'd probably say, `Piss off,' and good luck to him."
But, he adds, "I can see his attitude totally. On the first Wings tours-a limited, 
bus-hopping affair to British universities in 1972, a larger European swing in ' 73-We 
did the same thing; just no Beatles whatsoever. I'll tell you the truth: It was too painful. 
It was too much of a trauma. It was like reliving a sort of a weird dream, doing a 
Beatles tune. One of the guys promoting us on that European tour said, At the end, you 
should just come on with a guitar and do "Yesterday."' I thought, `Oh God, I couldn't 
face it.' Because there was a lot of rubbish on, you know. We were into fighting for a 
while, we were being poisoned against each other by various people, mainly by one 
man who shall remain anonymous."
The man, of course, was Allen Klein, who became the manager of John, George, 
and Ringo in May 1969, over McCartney's protests. As tension in the studios mounted, as Apple teetered, and as Ringo, John, and Paul announced separate threats to split, 
McCartney suspected Klein of taking more than his share of Apple's money. In the 
spring of 19 70, in order to take action against Klein, he was forced to sue Apple-and 
the other Beatles-for dissolution of the group. After several difficult years, the years 
of the rubbish, Lennon, Harrison, and Starr, along with others involved in Apple, filed 
suit in London against Klein, for "fraud," for taking "excessive commissions" and for 
"otherwise mismanag[ing]" his clients. Klein turned around and filed a suit, in New 
York, against the three ex-Beatles, Yoko Ono, and Apple for more than $63 million in 
damages and future earnings; Klein enjoined McCartney as part of a "conspiracy" to 
damage or injure him and his company, seeking damages of $34 million plus interest. 
The London case against Klein is scheduled to go to court next January.
McCartney hopes to steer clear of the trial, he says, but will cooperate with testi- 
mony-"anything that can help. I just want everyone's head to be clear, to get on with 
what they do." Klein's countersuit, McCartney says, "is an old manager's trick; the best form of defense being attack. It's ridiculous what he's doing. Even for himself. He 
should just get on with his business and think, 'Well, Christ, I got the Stones' old masters, I got this'-he had a half million out of the company, so he's had a bit, you know. 
But he's just trying to hang in there, to prove a point. It's a bit...to me it's very like the 
Nixon thing, of 'I said I was a goodie and I'm damn well going to prove it."'


W I T 11 T i I E P R F S S I I R r s between him and the others off, McCartney found the 
songs coming back. "You think, well, they're great tunes, I like the tunes. When we 
played them we'd get a bit nostalgic, think, 'Oh, this is nice, isn't it.' So I just decided in 
the end, this wasn't such a big deal. I'd do them."
McCartney, in fact, is doing only one more Beatles song than George did on his 
tour. He, too, wanted to play down the Beatle identity (the tour is billed "Wings over 
America" and McCartney's name does not appear on tickets or advertising). He selected the songs at random, he says, rejecting "Hey Jude" as a closer simply because "it didn't feel right," and choosing instead a song played on previous tours but never recorded, an all-out jam rocker called "Soily."
But the difference between Harrison and McCartney is in the faithfulness of Paul's 
arrangements, so that the horn section does a credible impression of a cello on 
"Yesterday," and "Lady Madonna" is churned out happily, and "The Long and Winding 
Road" and "Blackbird" are almost straight off the records. Only on "I've Just Seen a 
Face," played on amplified 12-string Ovation guitar, with the McCartneys' and Laine's 
voices blending together in a folky. Rooftop Singers style, does he wander.
In Toronto, there was a rash of reunion rumors. By show time, scalpers outside were 
happily selling their tickets for $ 50 and $ 60 apiece, while inside, film crews from as far 
away as London had their cameras hoisted and ready. From the first show in Texas, there 
had been talk that the once-again-friendly Beatles might do a friendly number together. 
In New York, where Lennon lives, similar talk persists. And in London, "Yesterday," the 
single, leads a pack of two dozen Beatles reissues invading the pop charts.
McCartney is pleased about "Yesterday." "It happens to coincide, luckily for us. It's 
bringing it to people's ears. That's the main thing, really. 'cause if you're not in with a 
single or record, people just tend to forget." He is not wary of an acetate Beatlemania 
leading to even more fervent calls for a reunion.
"We maybe could be together for a thing, but it always feels to me like it would be 
a bit limp." In response to an American promoter's offer of between $ 30 and $ 50 million for one Beatles concert, McCartney told a reporter that he would not participate in 
a reunion purely for money. Now, in Toronto, he is qualifying that remark.
"The truth is very ordinary. The truth is just that since we split up, we've not seen 
much of each other. We visit occasionally, we're still friends, but we don't feel like getting up and playing again. You can't tell that to people. You say that and they say, `How 
about this money, then?' `Or how about this?' And you end up having to think of reasons why you don't feel like it. And, of course, any one of them taken on its own isn't 
really true, but I was just stuck for an answer, so I said I wouldn't do it just for the 
money anyway. And I saw John last time, he says, 'I agreed with that.' But there's a million other points in there. A whole million angles.
"I tell you, before this tour, I was tempted to ring everyone up and say, 'Look, is it 
true we're not going to get back together, 'cause we all pretty much feel like we're not. And as long as I could get everyone to say, `No, we're definitely not,' then I could say 
`It's a definite no-no.' But I know my feeling, and I think the others' feeling, in a way, is 
we don't want to close the door to anything in the future. We might like it someday.


`Again, talking to John before the tour, I'm saying to him, `Well, are you coming 
to the show at Madison Square?' `Well,' he says, `Everyone's kind of asking me, `Am I 
going?" Should I go?' And I'm saying, `Oh, god, that's a drag, isn't it. You just can't even 
come out and see our show.' So there are these other involvements. If anyone comes, 
they feel like they've got to get up. Then they get up, we've got to be good. Can't just get 
up and be crummy 'cause then they say, `The Beatles really blew it on the Wings tour,' 
or something. So, but you see how long I've taken just to answer this question. God, it 
goes on forever. So you can see why I just wanted to say no." And yet, McCartney just 
cannot close the door.
"We've left it," he says, "if John feels like coming out that evening, great, we'll try 
and get him in. Have it all cool, no big numbers. We'll just play it by ear."
The Wings concert is a little contrived-not unlike, say, a Wings album-but I like 
artists who get out there and entertain. With a lot of help from Showco, the Dallasbased sound-and-light company, McCartney has fashioned a show that reminds of 
Elton John-especially when Paul is behind the Steinway-and has touches of the 
Who, David Bowie, and Led Zeppelin. In fact, McCartney discovered Showco at a Led 
Zeppelin concert in Earls Court in London; he was impressed with how they managed 
to fill the 3 5,000-seat hall with crisp sound.
The emotional high point of the concert, of course, is "Yesterday," but the showstopper is "Live and Let Die," the song McCartney wrote for a James Bond film. In concert, Wings attacks the audience with powder kegs, strobes, smoke, syncopated spotlights, and the laser machine gunning string beams of light from the back of the stage 
to the opposite end of the hall. And the music-teasing, then exploding into rat-a-tat 
violence-fully warrants the effects.
For "Band on the Run," the last number before the encore call, a film of the shooting of the album cover is projected onto a movie screen; behind other songs, paintings-and one cartoon-appear on another screen, behind the band. The paintings, 
McCartney says, are by Magritte and David Hockney; the etchings of Magneto and 
Titanium Man are by Marvel Comics. "It's all art," says the Beatle.
Before the tour, the best guesses had Wings grossing $4.5 million for twenty-eight 
shows in twenty cities. Since then, a huge show has been added in Seattle-at the 
60,000-capacity King Dome-and additional concerts have been added in Los Angeles 
and Chicago. The gross should be over $ 5 million, roughly a million more than the 
Harrison tour. But the net should be another story, given the lavishness of the stage 
show, the size of the entourage (seventeen with Showco, nine-piece band, family, 
friends, publicists, manager, security, and various other aides) and the private Braniff- 
leased Bac 1011 jet that flies the band back to a base city after every concert.
I T t s 8: 3 0 N o w, the Wings are all in costume and they should be onstage. They are 
instead in an upstairs room backstage. Here, they manage to oblige the executives of 
Capitol Records/EMI of Canada, shake hands all around, accept six gold and platinum 
albums, pose for photographs, have a laugh or two and apologize for having to runall within three minutes. But everybody, in the end, is happy.


The local interviewers are still afloat; they've been informed that after the show 
Wings have to make a quick getaway because their jet has to be off the runway by midnight, to comply with a noise-abatement ordinance. So they are not planning to get 
any time with McCartney. But after the concert, with Showco breaking down the light 
stands, the sound system and the stage, with band members, security guards, aides, 
photographers, and the sketch artist all scurrying around, and with the five 
Fleetwoods already warmed up and purring, Brian Brolly, the manager, gathers up the 
local reporters and hustles them into the dressing room, apologizing all the way. They 
will have just about two hot minutes.
McCartney, back in street clothes, greets them, looking relaxed and interested. He 
apparently wants to do this right, too. He shows them a painting a friend has done of 
him and Linda, and they proceed to field a dozen questions, about musical roots, the 
first time Linda saw Paul (Beatles, Shea Stadium, 1966) and, of course, the rumors 
about the Toronto Beatles reunion. Brolly gets itchy and clears his throat and the room 
all at once, and the McCartneys scram into their limo and screech away.
Outside, a knot of the faithful wave to them and come up with a modified ovation. 
It is not exactly Wingsmania, and it is by no means Beatlemania. But it sure seems like 
rock and roll.
-June 17, 1976
Rolling Stone
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THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING
Veil Diamond
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[image: ]y the mid-seventies, Rolling Stone, less than ten years old, was being perceived by 
many as a paper dinosaur. The popular music scene had begun fragmenting, into 
heavy metal, punk, and disco. While the magazine continued to grow, the writers and 
articles making the most significant impact often had nothing to do with music. Howard 
Kohn and David Weir were investigative stars; Joe Eszterhas, Tim Cahill, Michael Rogers, 
Timothy Ferris, Joe Klein, and others won recognition and/or awards. Tom Wolfe and Truman 
Capote were joined by such celebrated bylines as Ellen Willis, Richard Goodwin, and Jan 
Morris.
The music coverage, meantime, seemed scattered. Writers like Cahill, Chet Flippo, and 
Grover Lewis had added depth to music pieces; reviewers, paced, over the years, by Greil 
Marcus, Jon Landau, Lester Bangs, Robert Palmer, Paul Nelson, and Dave Marsh, were tough 
as ever.
But there seemed to be something missing. It was the new music. In both the music 
news section and in the reviews, we'd sought to range widely, and to keep up with changes. 
But, truth be told-at least it's my truth-we were getting on; becoming increasingly cynical 
and jaded; vulnerable to missing-or mocking-some of the newer acts. Especially when they were accompanied by the increasingly sophisticated hype being cranked out by record 
companies.


While I toured with bands and continued to write several stories in every issue, various editors took charge of the music news section. Now, in the summer of 1976, Wenner 
put me back in charge of the department and renamed it "Rock & Roll." The first major 
feature was on the breakup of Loggins & Messina, penned by Wenner himself. It was a rare 
byline for the editor, but it was a personal matter. He'd become close friends with the musicians.
Yes, we continued to offer excellent reporting and writing. Chris Hodenfield sparkled out 
of New York; Cameron Crowe covered a widening range of bands, including several we'd 
ignored (or criticized), among them Led Zeppelin and Deep Purple. And, yes, we did get 
around to punk-primarily because of Charles M. Young, a brilliant young writer and critic 
out of Madison, Wisconsin. We made fun of disco until we could no longer afford to, surrendering to a special issue about dance music in 1979. The bottom line is that too many of us 
resisted the musical changes around us. In retrospect, we played it safe, and reflected our 
boss' tastes, friendships, and loyalties.
At meetings, we still freely tossed ideas around, and these ranged from Young's calls for 
more punk coverage to subjects that were so mainstream they might be considered downright square.
Neil Diamond was one of them.
On the surface, Neil Diamond seemed an odd choice to be featured on the cover of 
Rolling Stone. He was the epitome of the Top 40-groomed, mainstream pop star, a hit 
machine who'd followed Elvis into Vegas, where he was doing showroom showdowns with 
the likes of Tom Jones and Englebert Humperdinck.
Yet despite its hip veneer, the magazine didn't shy away from artists who didn't get regular airplay on FM rock stations: Pat Boone and the Osmonds were on the cover in 1976. And 
while we used nearly any excuse to put the Stones, various Beatles, and Dylan on the cover, 
we did have some standards. For one thing, the subject had to be an interesting story-or, at 
least, be profiled in an interesting way by the writer.
Diamond, young as he was, was old school: Brill Building, New York. He wrote songs 
alongside Goff in and King, Mann and Weill. Taking on a stage name, he hit the pop charts 
like a sharpshooter at rifle practice. So he seemed too established, if not exactly too old, to 
hook up with rockers like Robbie Robertson of the Band. But he did, and that-along with 
his rich history in pop and rock and roll-from "Cherry, Cherry" in 1976 to those Hot August 
Nights-made him a story.
Tracking Diamond around Los Angeles and Las Vegas, I discovered a modest-seeming, 
pensive man, as might be expected from someone who'd written a song with a reference to a 
nonresponsive chair. Diamond was old school to the end. Shortly after this article ran, I 
received a thank-you note from him. It was the first I'd ever received from an artist.


T u F. Y HAD A z' i p: cocaine in Holmby Hills, just outside Beverly Hills. They had a 
description of a white male in his early 40s, graying. It didn't sound exactly like that 
guy on all those album covers or, at that moment, on a huge billboard high above 
Sunset Strip. But they had a search warrant, and the name on it was Neil Diamond.
And so, on June 30th at 10:30 P.M., a force of fifty men, a joint effort of the sheriff and police departments, arrived at the house in Holmby Hills. A helicopter hovered 
overhead, ready with searchlights, while the head of the detail telephoned the house 
from the gate.
Neil Diamond was home, preparing to leave the next day for Las Vegas and one of 
the most important engagements in his ten years as a performer. After refusing offers 
from almost every major hotel for years, he'd agreed to open up the brand-new, $10 
million Aladdin Theatre for the Performing Arts.
Diamond picked up the phone. He was momentarily stunned. "This is the police," 
the inspector-the other cops called him "Psycho"-said. "We have reason to believe 
there's a burglar on your premises, and we'd like to come up and check it." "Psycho" 
had sent a plainclothes man onto the grounds. Diamond looked out a window and, 
sure enough, there was a man in the darkness, walking around with a flashlight. 
Diamond buzzed the gate open.
In seconds, the police and the sheriffs surrounded the house. One of them handed Diamond the warrant. But he was in street clothes, and Diamond was suspicious. 
They could be robbers. He asked for identification. Then he saw some uniformed officers. "I don't know what you're looking for," Diamond told them, "but you're not going 
to find it." But the police quietly, meticulously went through all ten rooms of the house, 
including the one where Neil and Marcia Diamond's five-year-old son, Jesse, was sleeping. For three hours they went over the house and grounds, but they came up with no 
cocaine, although they did find marijuana. Less than an ounce of it.
Finally, "Psycho" turned to Diamond and, forcing a laugh. said, "Well, I guess 
you're right," and he led the troops out.
Neil Diamond shook his head and thought again-for the first time in three 
hours-about Las Vegas. He wondered if maybe it was someone in Nevada-and not 
some judge in Santa Monica or low-life informer in Hollywood-who was trying to 
shake him up.
After all, the Aladdin-through Diamond-was set to disrupt Las Vegas' showroom way of life. First of all, the Aladdin is an actual theater, and not a showroom. 
Tickets are sold by box offices, and all the seats are good ones. Not only would Diamond 
be drawing thousands-all five shows, at 7,500 seats apiece, had already sold out, at 
$20 and $30 a ticket-but if all went well at the Aladdin, other stars might well turn 
away from the other hotels, with their 1, 500-seat banquet rooms and their 50-minute 
shows. It had to be Vegas.
Diamond is sitting on the patio outside his summer house in Malibu Colony. 
Marcia, Jesse, and his parents, Rose and Kieve Diamond, are inside. Las Vegas is behind 
them now, but Neil is still trying to figure out the hows and whys of the raid. He lights 
up the first in a chain of cigarettes and speaks in a calm, measured, and slightly distant 
manner.
`At first I thought someone was trying to prevent me from playing Las Vegas," he 
says. "But the reaction from Las Vegas was, `Great to have you here. It's gonna bring in a lot of people.' There were 3 5,000 who came to see the show. The Aladdin Hotel could 
hold 1200 at its peak. All the other hotels really benefitted." He pops a grape into his 
mouth and chews slowly. "I can't figure it out."


The raid, he says, "was very surreal." He didn't have to tell me that. When I first 
heard the news, secondhand, my first thought was that it had to be some other Neil. I 
mean, Neil Diamond? Drugs?
Surreal.
My name is Neil. I weep. I cry. I care....
-at the Winter Garden, on Broadway, November 1972
I need, I want, I care, I weep, I ache, I am, I said, I am....
-at the Greek Theater, Los Angeles, 1972
THE ALADDIN PA I D N EI I. DIAMOND $650,000 for five shows and, in the program, 
added a gratuity, calling him "the world's greatest performer." The hotel named a suite 
after him and threw a lavish party for him after opening night-in a banquet room 
coincidentally called the Diamond Room.
Neil Diamond should be on top of the world. He is a star there, after all. That line 
from "I Am...I Said" about the frog who dreamed of becoming a king and then became 
one-that's Diamond, all right. But he is a restless man: insecure, moody, and serious... 
and driven....
Diamond is sitting on the floor of his bedroom, his back against a chest of drawers, talking about his parents. He is happy to have enabled his father to close up his drygoods shop five years ago, after twenty-five years in the business. "He's just been hanging out and grooving ever since, traveling. I really envy him. I wish I had that basic 
nature to relax and go with it. I'm much more emotionally reflective of my mother, 
who's more intense. I'm motivated, I'm pushed, I'm driven, in a sense."
To do what?
"God knows!" Then, a second later: "I'm motivated to find myself. I'm an imperfect emotional being, trying to figure out some way to give some kind of substance and 
meaning to my life. I do it in a very silly way. I write these little songs and go and sing 
them in a recording studio and, later, in front of a lot of people. It seems like an odd way 
to gain an inner sense of acceptance of the self. But it's what I do. It seems like a lot of 
people are getting good things from it. It's really the only justification I've found yet for 
my life. That and my children."
You KNOW N E I I, DIAMOND. If not, you can at least hum him. "Cherry Cherry," "I'm 
a Believer," "Solitary Man," "Kentucky Woman," "Girl, You'll Be a Woman Soon," "I 
Thank the Lord for the Night Time," "Sweet Caroline," "Holly Holy," "Shilo," "Cracklin' 
Rosie," "Play Me," "Song Sung Blue" and, of course, "I Am...I Said."
"He's written some songs over the years that were extraordinary to me," says the 
Band's Robbie Robertson, who produced Diamond's latest album, Beautiful Noise. 
"There's certain ones that ring on. The things I could relate to were the rock and roll 
things-'Solitary Man,' 'Cracklin' Rosie'-fantastic, good-feeling things."
Sales figures and gold-record counts do not tell the whole Neil Diamond story. Just 
consider these items:


• After the first batch of hummables on a small label, Diamond made a $50,000 
per album, five-album deal with MCAs Uni Records in 1967. Later that year, when the 
Steve Miller Blues Band and Quicksilver Messenger Service got a similar deal from 
Capitol Records, the rock press got all crazy. Few had noticed Neil's deal.
• In 1971, eighteen months before his MCA contract was up, Diamond declared 
himself ready for renegotiations and got offers of $4 million-$400,000 per album for 
ten albums-from Warner Bros. and Columbia Records. He took Columbia, which has 
recouped its entire advance with his first two albums, and Beautiful Noise is just out.
• Diamond threw a scare into Columbia in 1972, just before joining them, by 
announcing a "sabbatical" from concert work for a year or two. He actually stretched 
his leave out to forty months. During this period he further scared Columbia with the 
word that his first album for them would be a soundtrack of a movie about a bird, 
Jonathan Livingston Seagull. (The soundtrack outgrossed the film, $12 million to $2 million, according to one report. Columbia relaxed.)
• Returning to the stage early this year, Diamond decided to hit Australia and New 
Zealand for the first time, and literally sold out both countries. When Australian radio 
leaked the word that a tour was being planned, "blank checks," according to the tour 
promoter, "were mailed to houses it was assumed he would play, requesting seats and 
letting the house fill in the amount." Boffo.
They laughed when Clive Davis, then president of Columbia Records, made that 
$4 million bet on Diamond's endurance. No one's laughing anymore. Some of them 
are even humming.
And yet, Diamond is not content. He is the consummate searcher. He would've 
been perfect in Stardust, the story of a star still groping for the meaning of life.
While many of Diamond's songs deal directly with loneliness, love, and the healing power of music, many others are elliptical, if you know what I mean. Listeners sail 
along on the sweet caramel melodies, the majestic, swelling arrangements, the dramatic tempo changes, the gospel/Broadway/baritone deliveries of "Holly Holy" and 
"Soolaimon" and "Play Me"-while not quite getting their points.
Jeff Barry, songwriter and producer of Diamond's first large handful of hits, says: 
"His songs haven't changed, really; they just get harder to understand."
Diamond doesn't think any of his songs need to be explained. Or even understood. 
"`Holly Holy,"' he says, "is not the kind of thing you're supposed to think about. It's the 
kind of a piece where one line, or one word, sets off a little zinger, gives you a twinge. 
And that's all it is. `Play Me,' I've had people say, `Jesus, there's a couple of lines I wish 
you'd change.' It's crazy. Let one line reach. Let it not add up to anything and touch 
you. And let's you not understand it. There are no rules, you see. That's the beautiful 
thing about it. And the best things I've done are the things that people don't really 
understand."
Diamond is at Bill Whitten's Workroom 2 7, planning his show and getting fitted 
for the four outfits he'll wear in Las Vegas. In contrast to the gaudy, schizo, 
cowboy/Indian costumes Whitten designed in '72, these are simple, single-color tops. 
"For the Seagull segment, I'd like to be in all white. For the Brother Love segment, I'd 
like to be dressed in all black."
Diamond works his way into a pair of flared leather pants and begins to spar with 
his fitter, Steve Loomis, who wants them to stop just half an inch from the floor.


Diamond wants them an inch shorter than that.
"I hate those bell-bottom things," he says.
"But you don't want to look like a little boy who's outgrown his pants," says
Loomis. "The front has to touch your shoe."
"Who says?"
"The Bible."
"I'll settle for three-quarters of an inch."
Out of the studio, he says he's avoided wearing leather onstage and that he doesn't 
much care for the glittery belt. "But sometimes you have to in big places, to be seen." 
But he doesn't mind costumes. "You can be a gladiator or a warrior up there-whatever gets you off." Diamond, who constantly flashes back to the old days in New York, 
adds: "I used to shop in Greenwich Village...."
At the beginning, ten years ago, when he worked at his manager's nightclub, the 
Bitter End, he was so insecure and nervous that the manager, Fred Weintraub, ordered 
him not to talk between songs. Diamond wore all black. "It was a protective thing," he 
says now. He can chart, year by year, his progress: "1966: black. '67: black. '68: black. 
'69: dark brown...dark red...dark blue...lighter blue." Finally, in late '70, in Corvallis, 
Oregon, white. "It was a breakthrough. Somehow it was symbolic of opening up, of letting defenses down."
For a man so meticulous about everything he touches, Diamond can be relatively 
loose onstage. His humor is offhanded, nervous and are-you-with-me humble. On 
opening night, he stalked around the stage remarking on how everything done that 
night would be a first, finishing with: "If you stick gum under your seat, that'll be the 
first gum." He introduced the audience to a device attached to his microphone that 
sprayed ionized water into his mouth as he sang to provide him with a moisturized air 
stream and help him fend off the dread "Las Vegas Throat." "It's gonna do horrible 
things to my hair," said Diamond, "but screw it...."
But most of the two-hour show is standard Neil Diamond-most of the hits, done 
in an alternately smooth and cracklin' voice. He doesn't tease like a Tom Jones; there 
are no martial-arts moves like Presley's. But he laps up the attention of the younger 
girls in the audience, hugging and kissing and posing for photos. And he sways with a 
defined beat that's more physical support for his music than any attempt to turn anyone on.
The feeling is down-to-earth. And yet he can be lofty, and pretentious, sermonizing unconvincingly on "Brother Love" or zigging from the despair of "I Am...I Said" 
into the birdbrained optimism of Jonathan Livingston Seagull.
To which Diamond responds: "When I get onstage, it's a theatrical experience. It 
doesn't relate to real life. It's real life magnified ten thousand times. There are many 
parts you play onstage. Only one of them is the real you."
Offstage, in wine-colored shirt (I didn't ask what year), smoke-gray suit and tinted glasses, he sits for a CBS-TV interview and says he doesn't want to be a celebrity who 
gets "swept away by it all; it's not real," but that celebrity "is part of my skin; I love it."
At lunch at Le Restaurant, across from his office, he asks to switch seats with me, 
so that he is facing away from the entranceway. "This way I'm less observable," he says.
"If I had my druthers, I'd be an anonymous star," he continues. "Somebody that 
was able to do his work, have it accepted by the public and still be able to maintain his own private feelings and live as reasonably normal a life as one could expect in this situation. I've tried to do that. I've avoided getting too hot; I've avoided overexposure, 
staying away from television for a long time has been part of it. I may be coming out of 
that now, I'm getting older and I'm able to deal with it a little better."


During his sabbatical, Diamond went through therapy. He's uncertain what kind 
of therapy it was-"My guess would be Freudian, but we never discussed his techniques." All he knows is that in 1972 he felt he didn't know how to talk with peoplewith the press-about his work. And that it was Lenny Bruce who got him open to psychoanalysis.
"I went out to do a test for the Lenny Bruce film. I had met Tom O'Horgan [director of Jesus Christ Superstar and Hair] a couple of times. I spent a number of weeks 
studying this script. Bruce's language and thoughts were so violent. It was almost an 
intellectual form of vomiting. He was just saying all those things I had been holding in, 
that anybody holds in, `fuck' and `shit'...and `death' and `kill' and all of those things 
that he was getting out, I found that they were coming out with me. It was all the anger 
that was pent up in me. Suddenly here I was, speaking words that I had never spoken 
before. These violent monologues of his, and the way he acted. And I went into therapy almost immediately after that. Because there were things coming out of me that I 
couldn't deal with. It was frightening because I had never been willing to admit this 
part of my personality."
Diamond, who'd studied acting for a short time in New York, got the part. The 
film, however, got stalled and wound up on Broadway. By that time, Diamond had 
turned to Jonathan Livingston Seagull.
The Bruce experience inspired not only almost four years in therapy, but also the 
song "I Am...I Said," easily (or uneasily) Diamond's most wrenching paean to loneliness. "He is," he said, and no one heard him. "Not even the chair." Talk about your 
sound of silence.
He was depressed at the screen test, he said, thinking he'd done miserably. "During 
a lunch break, I was in my dressing room with my guitar. It just came out."
Since therapy, Diamond feels he's worked out a balance between self-confidence, 
which he's always had, and self-esteem, which he's never had and which accounted for 
all the nervousness, the inability to talk. "I was unable to go out and be social. Going to 
parties is just something I've been able to develop over the last few years."
"I was a solitary child." To hear his songs and stories, you would think that Neil 
Diamond was born lonely. That, apparently, is not far from the truth.
Neil Diamond was born in Coney Island. His family moved to Cheyenne, 
Wyoming-where his soldier father was stationed-before he was 4. In Cheyenne, and 
later, back in Brooklyn, he was in and out of nine schools before he was 16 because his 
father operated dry-goods stores, and was always chasing fortunes from one location 
to another. Diamond had few friends and says he turned to music and to an imaginary 
companion. One such buddy became a song: "Shilo."
He heard radio music when he worked in his dad's shop; at home there were his 
folks' Latin dance records; he idolized singing cowboy movie stars and, at Erasmus Hall 
and Lincoln High School, he was in the choral group. At 16, he went to a camp in 
upstate New York where Pete Seeger performed. `And some of the kids had actually 
written a song and they played it for him, and I kinda sat in the back and watched, and I became aware of the possibility of actually writing a song. And the next thing, I got 
a guitar when we got back to Brooklyn, started to take lessons and almost immediately began to write songs."


Neil was attracted to songwriting because "it was something no one in my family 
had done. It was unusual, it wasn't your everyday average kind of thing, and it was the 
first real interest I had shown in anything up until that point." It was also a release for 
his frustrations. Diamond wrote constantly-basic love songs, influenced by the pop 
music of the day, Fats Domino, the Everly Brothers, the Drifters and the simple folk 
music of the Weavers.
"I began to get more and more into the lyrical part of it when I got into college," 
he says. "I was bored by school, and writing lyrics in class was interesting. It resulted 
in abysmal failure in school. I mean, I just hung on by the barest thread."
He had been admitted into New York University on a fencing scholarship as a premed major. "I probably would not have ever gone to college if I hadn't been offered a 
scholarship." he says. "They were the only school that accepted me." But with chord 
progressions spinning around his head, he found himself splitting his time at NYU 
between fencing and songwriting. Then, he says. "I began cutting classes and taking 
the train up to Tin Pan Alley, tried to get the songs heard.
"I never really chose songwriting," he says. "It just absorbed me and became more 
and more important in my life as the years passed." In gravitating towards Tin Pan 
Alley, Diamond was unknowingly following a tradition, that of the Jewish-American 
pop-music craftsmen. Today, he acknowledges the relationship: "The Gershwin tradition, of the person who really began with a primitive musical education and somehow 
expanded on it." He has previously said: "I don't dream of being George Gershwin. I 
dream of being Beethoven and Tchaikovsky and Robert Frost. That's how much I think 
I can do musically."
He found Tin Pan Alley in the yellow pages, while looking up "music publishers," and got an offer from Sunbeam Music to write songs for $ 50 a week for sixteen 
weeks. "It seemed like an eternity," says Diamond. Only ten units short of graduation, he quit NYU.
SUNBEAM KICKED HIM OUT of his cubicle after the sixteen weeks were up. By then 
he'd begun singing his own songs for demo (demonstration) purposes, and he got a 
one-record deal from Columbia Records. He promoted the single with his first public 
appearances, lip-synching the song at "hops and little fairs." His first performance was 
in Pennsylvania. He wore a suit, had not yet worked a guitar into his act, "went out 
there, tripped over a wire, and fell flat on my face. My first introduction to the stage."
His record did a similar fall and Columbia bounced him back out on the streets. He 
was in and out of publishing houses for the next seven years. Diamond's problem was 
simple: he couldn't write for anyone else.
Unlike his peers-Carole King, Gerry Goffin, Neil Sedaka, Howard Greenfield, 
Barry Mann, and Cynthia Weill-Diamond never wrote a hit. "I had very few things 
that were recorded even. Which is probably why I had such a nomadic life as a 
writer. Part of it was they felt there were too many words. I'd spent a lot of time on 
lyrics, and they were looking for hooks and I didn't really understand the nature of 
that.


"The only real success I had was in being able to sell the songs in the first place to 
the publishers and get the advance. It was purely a matter of survival. I was able to sell 
one song a week or every two weeks and get my $100, which carried me another two 
weeks till the next song was sold."
He reached a point where he allotted himself 3 5 cents a day for a meal: a 2 3-cent 
Hoagy-a submarine sandwich-a Coke, and a two-cent piece of candy from 
Woolworth's. "I did that for a year," he says.
The frustrations, he willingly admits, affect him to this day. "Listen," he has said, 
"it's very difficult to accept seven years of failing without it doing something to you. 
And what it did was close me up more as a person."
After about the millionth firing from a staff writing job, Diamond went into business for himself, renting a storage room above Birdland on Broadway for $ 3 5 a 
month. "Put a piano in, put a pay phone in, put two chairs in and I stayed there for a 
year and wrote. And something new began to happen. I wasn't under the gun, and 
suddenly interesting songs began to happen, songs that had things that none of the 
others did." For one of his songs, he needed a demo singer and called on Ellie 
Greenwich. With partner Jeff Barry, Greenwich was one of the successes on 
Broadway, writing and/or producing for the Crystals, the Ronettes, and the Shangri- 
Las, among many others. Greenwich and Barry eventually joined Diamond in a publishing firm and agreed to produce him. Suddenly, given the impetus of writing for 
himself, he came up with three hits in their first session: "Solitary Man," "Cherry 
Cherry" and "I Got the Feeling (Oh No No)."
Jeff Barry took Diamond to Jerry Wexler at Atlantic Records. Diamond, now 
equipped with a black Everly Brothers/Gibson guitar, ran through his tunes. Wexler 
says he made a deal "on the spot." However, a producer who'd been working with 
Atlantic, Bert Berns, was just starting a record label-financed by Atlantic and called 
Bang Records-and when Berns phoned Wexler the next day to talk about acquisition 
of talent for Bang, Wexler "handed Neil to Burns."
Bert Berns is one of the great untold stories of rock and roll. He died on the last 
day of 1967, at age 38, of a heart attack. He began in the early sixties as a song plugger, and became a producer for Atlantic, working with Solomon Burke, Wilson Pickett 
and, most successfully, the Drifters. As a songwriter, he'd written Latin-influenced hits 
such as "Twist and Shout"; for the Drifters, his "Under the Boardwalk" and "Save the 
Last Dance for Me" inspired, among many younger songwriters. Neil Diamond. After 
the British assault of '64, he was in England, producing Them (he wrote "Here Comes 
the Night") and later signed Van Morrison onto Bang Records.
Diamond's instant success at Bang was based on a way with melodies, a reliance 
on a go-go bounciness and simple love lyrics.
Diamond stayed with Berns for only two years. Berns, he says, had two sides: one 
the creative, supportive, paternalistic musical genius. The flip side was the hardheaded, chart-minded businessman. Diamond ran into trouble when he asked that "Shilo" 
be released as a single. "It was my first attempt at an autobiographical thing. It was not 
what he wanted. It was not `Cherry Cherry' or `Kentucky Woman.' And I had asked 
him over a period of time if he would release it as a single. `No, go in and do some more 
singles.' I finally became desperate because I just felt that it was part of my development, and I told him I wouldn't take any royalties for it, and please put it out. And he said, `If you give me another year on your contract I'll put it out.' And at that point we 
had been having very bad relations and I was just totally disgusted with it and I walked 
out. When I told him I wouldn't record for him anymore the heat began to really get 
intense. Bert started threatening me because I was his biggest artist and he wanted 
more of the same. At that time Fred Weintraub was managing me. About two weeks 
after our real big blow-up, somebody threw a bomb into the Bitter End, and we knew it 
was related to this whole thing."


"It wasn't a bomb," says Weintraub, now a film producer. "It was just a stink bomb 
that destroyed the place so we couldn't use it for a couple of days. And I got beaten up 
very badly. But it's hard to pin things like that down. There's no proof of anything."
Diamond, meantime, borrowed a. 38 from a friend and sent his wife and daughter out to Long Island for several weeks. "Things seemed to cool down," he says, "and 
so I just left it at that."
Mrs. Bert Berns-now Ilene Biscoe-is still at Bang Records, now located in 
Atlanta. "God, that's absurd," she says. "It sounds like a motion picture script." Berns, 
she says, "wasn't that kind of a guy." But she was obviously pained. "Why does a beautiful man like Bert Berns have to have that kind of garbage thrown on his grave? How 
does a dead man defend himself?"
Jerry Wexler, now an independent producer, also expressed "shock" at Diamond's 
claim. But, he says, Berns was "zealous and jealous about what he considered his equity. He could become very excited. Violence? I don't know."
In leaving Bang Records, Diamond was turning his back on symbols of his past: 
Brooklyn, Tin Pan Alley, the Top 40 treadmill... and his first wife.
They were too young, he says, 16 or so when they went steady, 21 or so when they 
married, and parents a year later.
"It was almost as though our destiny was preordained. We were to be married, 
have children; the best we could hope for was a little house on Long Island. We'd live 
the lives our parents wanted us to live. I didn't really begin to think about myself and 
my life until I began to travel and remove myself from that peer group. And I realized 
that that wasn't what I wanted at all, and things began to deteriorate from that 
point.
"I just decided to split and leave it all behind. In a sense it was running away." 
But he wasn't alone. In New York, he had met an employee at a TV station he was visiting. "I'm not sure what it was that attracted me to Marcia," he says solemnly. "Maybe 
it was the sadness in her eyes more than anything else. I saw this girl and she evidently understood great pain." And that was before they'd exchanged a word.
Soon after arriving in L.A., Neil and Marcia married. Diamond signed with MCAs 
Uni label for $250,000 after entertaining numerous offers. MCA, he says, gave him his 
wings, and he responded with songs like "Brother Love's Travelling Salvation Show," 
"Brooklyn Roads," and "Sweet Caroline." He grew musically but, outside of Marcia, 
had no social life. Rock, in 1968, dominated Los Angeles; it stood for all manner of 
social change and protests; rock stars were replacing movie stars as Hollywood royalty. And Neil Diamond stayed at home.
"I never could identify with that. I never did understand... this rebelliousness. First 
of all, I was not a teenager anymore. I was 26 or 27, I had already been married, had 
two children at that point.


"I knew that I was out of it. But I could never relate being serious about my work 
and hanging out with people. It didn't relate to what I was trying to do, which was 
essentially to try and be Alan Jay Lerner or George Gershwin. `Hip' was something frivolous people had time to be. I didn't have time to be hip and with it and groovy. I was 
dealing with something that was much more important: with my life and trying to 
write songs that had substance. And hip is bullshit. It doesn't cut deep. It cuts for today 
and tomorrow."
Still, there was the Brother Love album, which had Diamond bearded on the cover, 
while inside there was an aimless "Salvation Game" that made use of the argot of the 
Aquarian Age. "I suppose from a business point of view I could have tried to be hip," 
says Diamond. "The growing of the beard, I suppose, from outward appearances 
looked like I was getting hip or something. In reality: I was hiding from some private 
detectives my first wife had hired."
RO B B I E ROBERTSON I S AT THE BOARD at Kendun studios in Burbank, mixing "If You 
Know What I Mean," the first single from Beautiful Noise, while Diamond sits on a 
couch behind him, writing a liner note. Slowly, Robertson, with two engineers, peels 
away a synthesized calliope sound, some of the higher-registered strings, and, by Neil's 
direction, some of the echo-"There's an edge to it I don't really like," he tells 
Robertson. While Robbie huddles, Neil gets busy recopying his one-sentence liner note.
On a break, in an adjacent room, he reads it: "This album is a series of recollections, remembrances from a time in the early sixties, when a young songwriter set out 
to make his way on the beautiful but noisy streets of New York City's Tin Pan Alley."
"We really tried to cover a milieu that I spent quite a bit of time in, that Robbie 
passed through briefly on his way to New Orleans, and we're familiar with a lot of the 
same characters, a lot of the same experiences, and when we first got together and 
started to think seriously about doing an album, we kinda groped around and one of 
the subjects that we covered was our shared experiences in New York. And Robbie 
thought it would make a fascinating story, that it hadn't really been told."
Robbie Robertson picks up the thread: "That period was-it was the beginning 
and the end," he says. "It was the beginning of `hip,' it was the beginning of the songwriter era, it was... all of a sudden, people started saying what was gonna be on their 
album covers. People's hair got long. Kennedy got assassinated; there was the 
Vietnam War. It was such an incredible cultural, social revolution-like an interAmerican revolution. It spurted across here and there and ignited these things, and it 
was worldwide. And the real capper in it is the death of Tin Pan Alley. It exploded with 
the rest of it."
Neil Diamond and Robbie Robertson. Images, categories of "hip" and "straight" 
aside, it's an odd coupling.
"We thought it was an odd combination, too," says Diamond. "Robbie being so 
rooted in his thing and me being in my area. But we thought the combination of the 
two would create a third thing that neither of us had experienced before."
The two had met casually, a few years ago, when Robertson lived in Woodstock. 
Then they met up again when they discovered they were neighbors in Malibu. `And 
then it was time to go off and sit on the beach and talk about things. And after a while 
we began to think we could maybe set off a few sparks between us."


Robertson shrugs off Diamond's "commercial" aura. "The main thing, you know, 
was trying to understand whether the experiment would work musically. It seemed just 
weird enough that it was a worthwhile undertaking."
Beautiful Noise may become a movie, says Diamond. Early on, he and Robertson 
were thinking of it as a possible Broadway musical. Now, they'll pursue a film version. 
But, of course, Diamond's still touring, and he has a TV special planned for later this 
year, and he's talking about building this camp for kids. It was at a camp, after all, 
where Diamond first experienced fresh air and was inspired to write songs.
And, as he says, "Songwriting gives me the greatest joy, the greatest sense of 
accomplishment, the sense that my life does have some purpose, although I don't fully 
understand it right now. It's what I am."
He said.
-September 23, 1976
Rolling Stone
For the author's bio that Rolling Stone ran with feature articles, I wrote: "Fong-Torres himself 
has written some hundred songs, including "Tommy Was a Commie" and "Johnny Wore 
Shoulder Pads." Modesty kept me from offering a sample lyric (i.e., from "Tommy": "He don't 
iron clothes, but a Curtain instead"), and from adding such classic titles as "Bleeding Ulcers" 
and "I Saw Her Handling Beer." Those songs were composed in the late sixties. At Rolling 
Stone, I wrote several more, including a parody of Bob Dylan's "Serve Somebody." My song, 
which I thought was more to the point, is called "Suck Somebody."
Neil Diamond would've been proud.
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THE LIFE AND LURVES OF
Diane Keaton
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[image: ] 'm not complaining, mind you, but by the mid-seventies, I was firmly identified as a 
rock journalist, a music writer-and nothing else. Maybe that's why I found time for 
Chinatown and to write that foreword for the book Chink!
Actually, at Rolling Stone, all of us handled stories that reached beyond the world of 
music. Early on, I reported stories having to do with drugs, religion, and, especially, radio 
and television. Having had experience on the air at KSAN, I covered the underground 
radio scene and the many battles stations fought with the Federal Communications 
Commission and various politicians over drug lyrics and perceived obscenities. And I was 
the front man in our annual sniping at the Grammys, which, in our early years, was deaf, 
dumb, and blind when it came to rock and roll. My profile subjects were almost all musicians, but I did have the occasional visit with comedy acts. And, one day in 1976, when I 
was in Las Vegas with Neil Diamond, I bumped into Mae West, and wrote a story about 
it.
There was no question, however, that Diane Keaton was a personal breakthrough.
It wasn't as though someone at Rolling Stone looked at me one day and said, "Let's 
have Ben write about movie stars." I had to come up with the idea and pitch it.


I did it out of love. Years before, watching the occasional TV, my roommates and I would 
drool over Keaton, then starring in a commercial for a deodorant. When she crossed over to 
movies, I followed along, lapping up both her work in films like Play ItAgain, Sam and Annie 
Hall, and her nearly psychotic appearances on the Tonight Show with Johnny Carson.
When, in 1977, she wrapped shooting on Looking for Mr. Goodbar, I learned from her 
manager that, given her druthers, she'd prefer Rolling Stone over The New York Times and 
other suitors for her first interview in two years.
As calmly as I could, I volunteered for the task of spending a few days with Keaton in 
New York.
Maybe it was because Rolling Stone had announced plans to move to Manhattan, and 
I'd already made noises about staying in San Francisco. Maybe my fellow editors wanted to 
see what I could do in foreign territory-not New York, but the movies.
Here's what I did-with wonderful cooperation from Diane, from her family, and from 
Woody Allen. When his name came up, Keaton offered to call him on my behalf, and suddenly, the article had a special guest.
ANNIE HALL (DIANE K E A T O N) is getting ready to engage Alvy Singer (Woody Allen) 
in their first conversation. They'd just met for a doubles match at this tennis club in 
Manhattan, and now they're back in street clothes, which means for Annie a white 
men's shirt and baggy, wrinkled tan slacks, a black vest and a white polka-dot black tie 
that falls out over her belt buckle. Her hair is mostly swept up under a black fedora, and 
she enters laughing and waving..."Hi. hi."
Alvy Singer returns the greeting. Hall stands there, swaying a little, cups her 
hands together and smiles big. "Well," she says with another wave, "bye!"
As she turns to go, Singer speaks up: "You play very well." She pounces, "Oh, 
yeah? So do you!" and is immediately stricken. "Oh, God, ooh, what a dumb thing to 
say, right?" Nervous giggle. "You say, `You play well,' then right away I have to say, `You 
play well."' Her hands go to her hips, in reprimanding position. She shakes her head, 
looks down, all contrite, lets her left hand drop. "Oh, God, Annie.. .well, oh, well-" Her 
scolding is over, and she is bright again-"La-di-da," she singsongs, "La-di-da."
It is only thirty seconds into the scene, but the movie audience is already in love. 
They applaud Keaton's "La-di-da."
A romance begins.
And I become, like Alvy Singer, a man for whom love is too weak a word. I lurve 
her, I luff her, I loave her.
Jeez, what a way to be talking. I mean, I'm supposed to go and interview Diane 
Keaton. Her doorbell makes a loud, jarring sound. Seconds later, she opens the door, 
fast, and backs up, welcoming me in. "Hi, hi," she says, extending her hand. She is 
dressed in men's clothing: a white shirt, an old vest, oversize suit pants with subdued 
striping and rolled-her-own cuffs. I hand her a small bouquet of apricot roses-an old 
New journalism ploy-and she goes into a spasm: "Oh, wow," she says in her singing, 
soprano voice. "Wow ...jeez, you didn't have to do this."
Well. So this is Diane Keaton, Woody Allen's leading lady in Play It Again, Sam; Sleeper; Love and Death and, last and most of all, Annie Hall.


At age 31, Keaton is the closest she's been to emerging from behind Woody Allen's 
diminutive shadow. Through her title role in Annie Hall she has become the comer 
among actresses. A dramatic lead role in the film version of Judith Rossner's Looking for 
Mr. Goodbar, due out this fall, is expected to nudge her even higher.
Today, though, she is straight out of Annie Hall. There are her clear, excitable blue 
eyes, her high, round cheekbones, her long, straw brown hair and those large, fluttery, 
wayward hands. I expect a flustered Keaton, speaking sentences the way my father drives, as if she knows she's headed for an accident and must make all these sudden stops, 
backup moves, and surprising little turns.
She does not disappoint. At her kitchen table, we talk about being Capricorns and 
being pigeonholed in all the astrology books as humorless. I note that Keaton doesn't 
seem to mind a laugh now and then. "Just occasionally, you know," she says, "not very 
often. I have a severe life."
Her kitchen is very white-walls, doors, floors, white appliances, Braun coffee 
grinder and Osterizer, white salt and pepper shakers, spice rack and watering can, Keri 
lotion in a white container on the white kitchen shelf. And a white wall telephone.
"White," she says, "is very cleansing for me. Also, I like a lot of room. It opens 
things up to me. I don't like it closing in."
And yet, her outfits are mostly dark and layered, so that most of her body is constantly covered up. "I feel most comfortable that way, relaxed," she says. "I'm very selfconscious about my body." Her clothes, she says, date back to her childhood in Santa 
Ana, a suburb of Los Angeles, and going through thrift shops with her mom for funand for actual clothes, which Diane would design and Mom would sew. "Stores were a 
way of expressing ourselves," she says, "since there were not a lot of museums in Santa 
Ana." She studies her pants, which look like they belong in a museum. "It's beautiful 
fabric, isn't it?" she asks gently. "I love patterns and stripes." She says she thinks she 
found today's outfit in a men's store. And, yes, that ensemble she had on in the tennis 
club scene in Annie Hall was out of her own closet. "Mainly, I like that kind of clothing," she says. "I don't have a lot of gowns." A laugh begins to build. 'And I don't have 
any tiaras!"
The rest of the apartment is sparse and contemporary. Her bed, which is a yard off 
the ground on a wooden platform, also serves as a dresser. It is tightly made, a white 
cotton spread shrink-wrapped around her mattress.
Diane's apartment is in the Upper Sixties; Woody Allen's penthouse is a few blocks 
north. Like Keaton's place, it is clean and open, but it is filled with color, the tasteful, 
dark colors of rugs and wing chairs and chests and canisters and shelves full of chinaware and books. Allen has lived here some eight years, including the year he and 
Keaton lived together, 19 71. And guess who helped him decorate?
Allen, himself decorated in tan slacks and blue work shirt over a T-shirt just beginning to tatter, says Keaton accounted for "tons of stuff all through the house. In recent 
years, she's gotten more and more interested in a kind of gallery, spare, white look. But 
she's crazy about it here. Our tastes have coincided an enormous amount, which I 
found very surprising, considering that I came from an urban New York Jewish background and hers was totally different."


Well, now, you're what Grammy Hall would call a "real Jew. " She hates Jews. She thinks they 
just make money, but let me tell you, she's the one, is she ever.
-Annie Hall to Alvy Singer
KEATON AND ALLEN ARE BEST FRIENDS. Allen wrote Annie Hall (with Marshall 
Brickman, also his cowriter on Sleeper) for Keaton (whose last name is actually Hall; 
Keaton is her mother's maiden name). Although it is not exactly their story, there is an 
understandable tendency to take what is on the screen to be what happened in real life. 
For example, that quality of Keaton's, that comic nervousness and self-deprecation 
that makes her so lovable, so easy to want to reassure. Allen knows it well.
"I think it's something that she grew up with, and she probably learned at an 
infant's age that that kind of thing is very endearing to people," he says. "But it's not 
at all calculated. Tony Roberts [costar in first the stage, then the film version of Play It 
Again, Sam] used to feel that she was the type that would wake up in the morning and 
immediately start apologizing. She's one of those people who is forever putting herself 
down-and always coming through."
When something counts, says Allen, Keaton gets all jittery. And she does not eat. 
So at the Caffe Tartufo, while I lunch, she orders a Perrier water and tosses a carefully 
rolled stick of Doublemint into her mouth. "I love gum," she says. "It's very pleasing 
for me to crack it."
She talks about how she met Woody. She had been in Hair on Broadway in 1968 
and heard about auditions for this new Woody Allen play called Play It Again, Sam. 
Allen had written a vehicle for his own acting debut; he would portray a recently separated film critic with a Bogart fixation and an apparent problem finding dames. (Allen 
himself was going through a divorce from Louise Lasser at the time.) The female role 
was a small one: Woody's best friend's wife, with whom Woody falls in love.
Keaton had impressed Allen and the play's director, Joe Hardy, right away, but 
they had to go through some fifty other actresses. Finally, she was called back as a finalist. `And he had to come up and audition with me," says Keaton, "and he was as scared 
as I was. And I thought he was great-I'd seen him on television before and I thought 
he was real cute-you know? He looked good to me. I liked him. Mainly, he was as 
scared as me, which I found real appealing."
Woody, indeed, remembers being nervous. "I was scared because-first of all, I 
had never acted in my life. I was strictly a nightclub comic. And then, when we called 
her back, we were worried that she'd be too tall, you know, and we didn't want the joke 
of the play to be that I was in love with a, you know, super-looking woman. And so we 
got onstage together, and both of us were nervous-I felt, 'Oh, this is a real actress, she 
was in Hair, and I'm just going to waste her time'...and we measured back to back, and 
it was like being in the third grade." Allen, who usually maintains a sober, jokeless air 
during interviews, laughs at the memory. `And we were just about the same height, 
and so that was it."
Keaton had an immediate crush on Allen, and Woody was also openly smitten. 
Something in the way she dressed:
"She'd come in every day with an absolutely spectacularly imaginative combination of clothes. They were just great." Asked for an example, Allen himself gets imagi native: "Oh, she would-she was the type that would come in with, you know, a football Jersey and a skirt.. .and combat boots and, you know"-he is cracking up again"you know, oven mittens....


'And I thought she was very charming to be around, and of course you always get 
the impulse with Diane to protect her. And she was so bright and so quick. She's also a 
real easy laugher, which is very seductive, and we kind of drifted together, is what happened."
"The first time I called for Diane in California, I picked her up in Santa Ana, and 
she...."
Allen looks out one of his floor-to-ceiling windows, as if measuring distance. 
"From here to across the street was a supermarket-and we wanted to get some gum, 
'cause she always had, like, a chaw of gum in her mouth, like a baseball player, and she 
said, 'Well, let's get in the car and go.' And I said. 'You're going to get in the car and go?' 
And she said, 'Yeah!' Her whole life, she had been getting in the car and driving four 
hundred feet to the supermarket. She said, 'You're not going to walk, are you?' And I 
said, 'Well, yeah, of course, I mean, I walk thirty times that length without thinking to 
get the newspapers,' and she couldn't believe it. And I walked with her, and she said, 
'You know, hey, I guess you can walk.' I mean, it was so shattering."
Woody and Diane acted together in Play It Again, Sam for a year-"A long haul," 
says Keaton-and every night, Woody would lose-or give-Diane back to her husband, the way Bogie gave Bergman back to Henreid. But in real life, it was the beginning 
of a beautiful friendship. Keaton got a small part, "about six minutes," in 1970, in a 
comedy called Lovers and Other Strangers. Then it was Woody Allen almost all the way, 
beginning in 19 72 with the film version of Play It Again, Sam, for which Allen expanded her role, and followed by Sleeper and Love and Death. With Allen, Keaton matured into 
a comic actress able to help shape her own character and able to move into drama, in 
The Godfather. While Keaton is most often referred to as "Oh, yes, Woody Allen's girlfriend," she has done more than hang on to his coattails with her oven mittens.
Faced with the suggestion that Allen has been her crutch, Keaton's voice becomes 
cold steel. Even her gum is quiet. "I don't believe that at all," she says. "I feel that everybody has a career based on somebody and we're influenced by somebody and I have to 
feel that I have the talent to back it up. And I feel I've worked hard. I don't agree with 
that. Otherwise I'd kill myself."
Woody: "I have not been a crutch for her at all. It's been absolutely aboveboard. 
You could reverse that and think that she's been a crutch to me in many ways; I mean, 
she's been an enormously supportive person to me on projects."
Keaton, he says, is "the best person in the world to let read a script, because she's 
totally ingenuous. She's not trying to be impressive, she doesn't care if it was written 
by Chekhov. She's perfectly willing to pick it up, read it, and say, 'I think it's boring' or 
'I think it's wonderful.' I feel secure working with her. If she tells me something is 
creepy, I reexamine it."
In her vocabulary, Keaton alternates "wonderful" and "neat" to indicate her 
highest approval.
Alvy (picking up a book): Sylvia Plath. An interesting poetess whose tragic suicide was misinterpreted as romantic by the college-girl mentality.


Annie: Oh, yeah, right ...I don't know, some of her poems seemed neat to me.
Alvy: "Neat?" I hate to tell you this, but it's 1975. "Neat" went out about the turn of 
the century.
-Alvy and Annie in their first talk
"YOU'D NEVER KNOW I T from just a quick meeting with her-or the quality she projects-but Keaton is a genuine intellectual," says Woody. "When you meet her, she is a 
gangly, sometimes awkward, sweet kind of actress, and you tend to think of the other 
actresses you meet who are obsessed with the part and agents and parties, and she's 
not that way at all. She is very responsive to books and ideas. If she reads Camus or 
Dostoevsky, it doesn't just wash over her. She gets very, very involved with ideas and 
knows what they're saying and how it affects her life, and life in general. Her personality belies that completely, and that's the most curious thing about her."
Woody was not exactly Keaton's Henry Higgins. "When I first met her," he says, 
"all the equipment was there, but she had come from Santa Ana, California, and had 
not been exposed to any kind of cerebration at all. And she gradually got more and 
more exposed to theater, literature, poetry, art, and photography. She just took to it 
naturally."
That's precisely what Keaton is to Allen: a natural, in her humor, which he agrees 
is more attitudinal than verbal (or even visual); in her intellectual growth, and, most 
of all, in her acting. "She wishes she could work on parts the way other actors and 
actresses do it"-in fact, Keaton points to Robert De Niro and Katharine Hepburn as 
two of her favorites, for their enthusiasm and "gung-ho attitude" toward the craft of 
acting-"but she's a natural."
Woody Allen, of course, is a little biased. But he absolutely swears that being madly 
in love with Keaton had nothing to do with his instincts. "It was inevitable," he says, "it 
was just apparent the minute I was acting with her in Play It Again, Sam that she was a 
major comic talent. And it was confirmed for me by people who would come to the show. 
I remember Jack Benny came one night and said, 'That girl is going to be gigantic."'
Allen enthusiastically joins the critics who have taken to calling Keaton "the consummate actress of our generation" (Hollywood Reporter) and "one of the most dazzlingly and beguilingly funny girls in movies in years" (New Yorker). And people close to 
her-her mother, for one-are saying she'll be the next Hepburn.
"That is exactly what's happening to her," says Woody. "I've always thought she 
was born to be a movie star. She's got a real American quality."
Alvy: I love what you're wearing.
Annie: Oh, you do, well, this tie was a present from Grammy Hall.
Alvy: Who? Grammy, Grammy Hall? What'd you do, grow up in a Norman Rockwell 
painting?
DIANE AND I SIT, SIDE B Y SIDE , in her two canvasback living room chairs, like fellow passengers on an airplane. She is a touchy talker; her hands are constantly busy, 
going through her hair, or to my elbow or hand. She does not talk a cappella; there is 
always accompaniment, whether by her eyes, hands, a crack of a stick of gum or, most 
often, by an easy, open laugh.


I ask about her mother. "My mom, Dorothy?" she wants to know. "Um, let's see. 
We were a very tight family, and I really liked my mother an awful lot. She's a crafty 
person. She did rock collages, and she became a photographer, too. She's a very emotional, sensitive woman, a journal keeper, a letter writer." But, no, she never wrote professionally. "She doesn't think she's good enough."
Her father, Jack Hall, 55, is a civil engineer who worked for the city of Santa Ana, 
then built a business of his own. "He was the one who in my career was really, really, 
he really, you know, was supportive, in a real emotional sense."
Diane was the first of four children (she has a brother, Randy, who is a draftsman 
and a poet; Dorrie, who graduated college with a degree in art; and Robin, a nurse who 
sings well but "doesn't have the confidence to get out there," according to Mom).
From the beginning, Diane was a two-sided person-shy and private, with a flip 
side that longed to be special, to attract attention and approval. For example, her parents (who still live in Southern California) remember how, at age 5 or so, Diane put on 
productions in the living room, in front of the fireplace, "singing and dancing, just adlibbing. She was always entertainment-oriented, but she was shy about it. She entertained us."
At age 6, she faced her first real audience, for a recital in Sunday school. She forgot her lines. "I just burst into tears and broke down sobbing, and they had to take me 
off the stage." But she soon became a regular in the church choir.
As a teenager, Diane had no boyfriends. To gain attention in junior high, she tried 
out for the talent shows-unsuccessfully. When she was rejected, she would organize 
and star in her own neighborhood productions. But she also kept trying at school. "It 
took a couple of years," she says, good sport in her voice, "before they saw the wonderfulness of my talent, that it should be seen and shared by all."
"High school," she says, "was a big popularity contest, at least it was for me. Being 
popu-lar, and that's too bad. I just wish I had a little more sophistication and a better 
education."
The telephone in the kitchen rings, and she tells "Max" that she is having an interview and gets off the phone. "Max," it turns out, is Woody Allen. During the Broadway 
run of Play It Again, Sam, Keaton and Tony Roberts got to calling Allen "Max" because 
"he didn't like to be recognized on the street." In Annie Hall, Roberts and Allen call each 
other "Max." (Allen, by the way, calls Keaton "Keaton.")
In junior college Keaton studied drama, and at age 19 she took off for New York 
and acting school. While attending acting school, she joined a friend, Guy Gilette, and 
his brother Pip in a rock and roll band, the Roadrunners. "I played tambourine and 
danced. I sang a couple of Aretha Franklin songs and `In the Midnight Hour'-let me 
tell you, that was real bad. I was not, needless to say, a very good rock and roll singer. 
But I loved it. We'd play around, but not in the city. We'd get ten dollars a gig."
From there, with only a couple of stops in summer stock, Keaton went on to 
Broadway, and to Hair, "the American tribal love-rock musical."
She started out in the chorus (on the Broadway cast album, you can hear her 
singing her part of Black Boys-"Black boys are so delicious...") and then took over the 
part of Sheila. Sheila? Keaton sings lightly: "How can people be so heartless?" then 
switches over, still singing, into "Good morning starshine...." That was a featured role, I 
remark. "Yeah," she says. "La-di-da."


Keaton became known, over the years, as the one cast member in Hair who 
wouldn't remove her clothes at the finale. "I didn't think it meant anything." (Also, she 
was, is, self-conscious about her body.)
Diane had breezed through adult life with hardly a political thought in her head, 
and then, at age 2 3, in Hair, she became only more removed. "I was strongly suspect 
of things. Hair had a lot of 'peace and love' as what it was saying, and then being a 
member of it, and knowing all the political things that went on inside, and how 
important it was for people to get more attention for themselves and who got more 
publicity. There was a lot of inner rivalry. So I have a tendency not to be political in an 
outgoing way. I would like to deal with my own-get myself straightened out before I 
go around sounding off ideas."
Being in Hair, Keaton could not help but be influenced in some way by what went 
on around her. "Drugs were around," she says. "Personally...I smoked dope, but I 
didn't like it. I wasn't naive. I knew about homosexuals, drugs, masochism...... In Hair? 
"In life!"
In your life?
"No!" She makes a gum-popping sound. "That wouldn't be good. I don't need 
that. That would really make me crazy!"
References to her "getting better" pop up regularly in our talks. I ask if, over the 
last couple of years, she doesn't feel more, as they say, "together"?
She is uncertain. "I don't know if I want to say I've gotten better." I venture that 
she has.
Her eyes widen. She is all hope. "You think so?" she asks.
Annie and I broke up and I still can't get my mind around that, you know, I keep sifting the 
pieces of the relationship through my mind and examining my life and trying to figure out 
where the screw-up came....
-Woody Allen as Alvy Singer
IT WO11Lll SEEM THAT THESE K1Ds had everything going for them: a shared sense of 
humor, a mutual trust, even dependence, in their film careers, a common interest in 
the arts and letters. They are both, as Keaton says, "sort of isolated." And finally, there 
is that remarkable similarity in their heights.
Woody Allen has gotten to where he can laugh about it. "People tell me all the 
time that Annie Hall is autobiographical, and I keep telling them that it's not really 
very autobiographical, but nobody wants to hear that. And one review-one out-oftown review that I had gotten said that in order to really enjoy the picture you had to 
know a lot about Diane's and my private life together-and of course, this is completely untrue, because I would say 80 percent of the film is totally fabricated." 
(Which reminds me of Keaton's mother discussing Allen's relationship with her 
daughter. "Woody's had a very positive influence on her," she said, "very much like 
Annie Hall." To which Jack Hall added, "It's 8 5 percent true-even to Dorothy and my 
mother!")
The debate gives me a way to ask about the breakup. In Annie Hall, it was sudden 
and straightforward, Annie turning to Alvy and saying, "Let's face it. I don't think our 
relationship is working." I ask Allen how it was off the screen.


"It was nothing like that," he replies. "She was not involved with anybody else 
and she wasn't running away to California. She lived here, and at one point we 
talked about the idea that we had been living so closely for years and it might be 
nice, we thought, to try it with her not living here. This was a mutual decision. And 
if we didn't like that, we'd move back in together again. And she took an apartment, and I helped her move in and all that, and we were very friendly and still seeing each other. I mean, we were still lovers intermittently after that for a while. 
Gradually, we sort of cooled down and drifted apart more. But it was nothing like in 
the movie."
Keaton says she is still uncertain just why she and Allen broke up. "I don't know," 
she says. "It's very hard to say." But she points out another difference between Annie 
and Diane: "The point of the movie was that [Alvy Singer] was too isolated and not able 
to like life, which is what my character says-`You're like an island, all to yourself. I 
want to go out a little more."' Which, she says, is not exactly her. She laughs: "I mean, 
lookit my life!"
Diane Keaton does not care to see her own films, but she saw Annie Hall at a theater in her neighborhood. "I thought it worked emotionally," she says. "I was surprised 
that in the end, I felt something when we said good-bye."
How did Keaton allow herself to do Annie Hall, to lay herself (albeit fictionally) on 
the line?
"I think," she says, "that being an actor in any case, you lay yourself on the line. 
Now, this seems more personal, but everything is personal. I'm for it, and I also have 
my conflicts about it.
"I'm very involved in expressing myself; hopefully I'm not a fool for doing it: hopefully there's some merit in it; even if it's just amusing, that's okay. It's a balance, you 
see, you have to watch it. I don't think you ever work out that conflict. So I visit my 
analyst and we talk about it." She laughs. "I save it for her, she can hear all the horrors. She's a brave soul."
Keaton started seeing her analyst four years ago-shortly after her split with 
Woody Allen. He encouraged her. "It's an interesting experience," says Allen, who's 
had twenty-one years of it. `And certainly one that can't hurt."
Keaton began with three sessions a week, then increased to five. "Time is very 
important. It takes a long time. I don't believe in any of these quick, weekend things. 
It's complete idiocy. It's too much of a jerk-off idea, to me, it's too easy, it's easily taking care of things for the moment. It's like-'Oh, yes!'-like acting in a certain sense, 
getting it all out: `I feel much better, now my life is'...and of course it isn't, because you 
really have to examine it."
Keaton finds herself too concerned and wasting too much time worrying over 
"the negative aspects of life. Life is nothing but a series of conflicts, in a way, surmounting one and coming to the next." But she is getting better. She knows all about 
her self-deprecatory act. "Sure, and that's manipulative on my part, to get that 
response, that you're okay, `It's all right, nice Di.' Absolutely. Lots of times people apologize for something just to make sure they've hit the bottom line and they can do nothing but go up. That's real obvious and it gets real boring. However, in my past I've done 
an awful lot of apologizing. I always liked to say I'm sorry before anything happened, 
but I don't do that as much anymore."


Still, Keaton is by no means ready to dump analysis. In fact, she says, if she 
couldn't afford her shrink, she'd go to a pay-what-you-can clinic, the way Woody Allen 
did in his leaner years. Keaton-can you believe this?-has had problems with men.
Back in junior high Diane was constantly fantasizing about sex. "But I must've 
had a lot of guilt feelings about it because I was very frightened of the whole idea-but 
I was also very, very caught up with it, too." When she finally got around to making 
out, she didn't make out so well. "I was scared." And her sex life, early on, was a series 
of fits, starts, and stops. "I was always getting in relationships where it was 'If he likes 
me, I'm not interested, and if I like him, he's not interested."' She both feared men 
(because she feared sex) and distrusted them (because she feared being dumped). "So 
in the past, I would say good-bye first."
Aside from her time with Woody Allen, Keaton was in a rut. "I was disgusted with 
the idea of male-and-female relationships because I had not had anything that I considered really wonderful, so I thought that one way to deal with it would be to not be 
involved at all, as if that was the way to live, which is of course pathetic."
In Play It Again. Sam, Diane Keaton turns to Woody Allen the morning after their 
first night together and asks, "What were you thinking about while we were doing it?"
"Do you always think about baseball players when you're making love?"
"Keeps me going."
"Yeah, " says Diane, "I couldn't figure out why you kept yelling, 'Slide!"'
In Annie Hall, Woody Allen looks gratefully at Diane Keaton moments after the 
first time they do it and says, "That was the most fun I've had without laughing."
I ask Diane Keaton, "In real life, was Woody actually funny in bed?"
"Oh," she says, "I'd rather not talk about it." But, she adds, she generally approves 
of "amusing things" happening in one's sexual relations. "I don't want to have anything to do with someone who can't make fun of it once in a while."
-June 30, 1977
Rolling Stone
From Diane's mother, Dorothy Hall, came a letter, calling the story "dazzling! Very close to 
neat." She thought I'd done a good job pulling together her recollections, which, she now 
said, were part fact, part "parental license."
From Woody Allen came a short note, which Rolling Stone was happy to publish: "I 
thought your story on Diane was accurate, and entertaining, one of the best I've seen."
And from Diane, a few months later, came a postcard, turning the tables and asking 
how things were with my life, my wife, my work, San Francisco, and "anything and 
everything?"
What a neat set of notes. Writing about motion picture actors.. .1 could get used to this.
As fate would have it, I wound up writing a movie-or trying to, anyway. And, before that, I 
got involved in television.
In 1977, as Rolling Stone prepared to move to New York, it also celebrated its tenth 
anniversary. Jann hooked up with CBS for a prime-time special and, to insure that Rolling Stone would have substantial input in the show, sent David Felton and me to Los Angeles to 
join the writing team. He might as well as sent us to join the Los Angeles Rams. We quickly 
learned that our ideas were too-well, too "Rolling Stone" for the writing and production 
team. And Jann, who'd envisioned a show jammed with all the big stars the magazine had so 
kindly featured over the years, learned how busy big stars could suddenly get. We wound up 
with a production number, "Strawberry Fields Forever," featuring dancing berries, and another 
one, "Life in the Fast Lane," featuring Leslie Ann Warren doing a Vegas vamp. Other big stars 
included Ted Nugent, Art Garfunkel, and Melissa Manchester. If there was any salvaging to be 
done, it was by Steve Martin, Bette Midler, and Gladys Knight & the Pips. John Belushi 
showed up on the set, but wisely chose to do no more than hang out with David, me, and a 
couple of others.


David did write an amusing sketch with Martin and Keith Moon, in which Moon demonstrated the proper way to destroy a hotel room. I wrote a tribute to Elvis Presley, who'd died 
just before the show would. And, to introduce some segment I've long forgotten, I wrote new 
lyrics to the Coasters' tune, "That Is Rock and Roll," and had the thrill of the actual Coasterswell, it was four guys who were more or less actual Coasters-recording it for the show.
The show was so bad that Felton was moved to write an apology for it in Rolling Stone 
before it aired. It was fair warning, but it didn't stop the critics from putting us on a spitand spitting. Billboard, for one, called it "an utter embarrassment to fans of the magazine for 
the last decade."
Pshaw, I thought. You're just being nice.
The most exciting thing about the special took place behind the scenes. One Friday 
afternoon in September, while we were in production, someone called the switchboard at CBS and said, "Hey, there's a bomb." Employees were evacuated while police searched the 
studios.


[image: ]In the dugout at the Eagles showdown with (from left) Dave Marsh and Jann Wenner.




The only bomb there was hit the air two months later.
The next year, the Eagles exacted revenge on us for that Leslie Ann Warren numberand for past critical grievances-at a grudge softball game in Los Angeles. After drawing 
national media attention, we, the Gonzos, faced the Eagles and some five thousand spectators on a field at the University of Southern California. Among the five thousand, all of whom 
seemed to be on the side of the millionaire rock stars, were Governor Jerry Brown, Joni 
Mitchell, Steely Dan's Donald Fagen, and Daryl Hall. "I'm here as an enemy of Rolling Stone," 
said Mitchell. And she wasn't joking.
The game quickly settled into a rout, and by the time I was called off the bench to pinch 
hit in the top of the ninth, we were down, 15-5.
Here's how the L.A. Herald-Examiner reported that moment: "In the top of the ninth, the 
Gonzos stage a rally. Wenner pops off the bench, lights a fresh smoke, and begins making 
lineup changes. Writer Ben Fong-Torres goes into the game and the crowd applauds when he 
is introduced.
"'My God,' Wenner says to his bench. 'Ben gets a hand.' He repeats in disbelief: 'Ben 
gets a hand.' Spotting writers Dave Marsh and [Joe] Klein together, he announces, 'All right, 
let's see who gets a bigger hand, Klein or Marsh."'
On the field, meantime, I faced drummer Don Henley on the mound and hit into a force 
out. Soon, despite having given up twenty hits, the Eagles marched off the field, triumphant.
Despite that setback, Wenner maintained an affection for Hollywood. In 1979, he got 
into the motion picture business. He signed a three-picture deal with Paramount Pictures 
and, acting as though he were simply assigning stories for the magazine, had three of us 
working on scripts. The first would be by Hunter S. Thompson, whose notoriety took off 
with the first sentence of his 1971 saga, Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas: "We were somewhere around Barstow on the edge of the desert when the drugs began to take hold..." 
His would be a drug-running story. The second certain Oscar-winner would be by Cameron 
Crowe, our boy wonder of a writer who, despite having turned 20, could still pass for the 
16 he was when he began writing for the magazine. His would be a story about life in high 
school.
For me, Jann had in mind a romantic comedy set in the sixties in San Francisco. That was 
the extent of his idea. I came up with a title, Somebody to Love, and a story about a straight 
guy and a hippie chick, and their up-and-down love story, with a backdrop including the 
social, political, and rock revolutions going on in the Haight-Ashbury and throughout San 
Francisco and Berkeley. I wrote a treatment. Wenner gave me a great deal. I'd take a year off 
to write the script. Of course, I wouldn't get paid that year, but, by happy coincidence, my fee 
for the screenplay would be exactly a year's salary at Rolling Stone. Knowing nothing about 
the business side of the film industry, I jumped right in.


In the end, it was three strikes, we're out. My script reached a second draft, then went 
into the dead end that Hollywood calls "turnaround." Hunter, surprising nobody, never delivered a script. And Cameron bowed out, telling Jann he'd already committed his high school 
idea to another studio. Wenner reassigned the script to Charles M. Young. While the pinch hitter took the called third strike, Crowe produced Fast Times at Ridgemont High and found a 
new career.
Wenner would find his way into movies, but only as an actor. In the 1985 John TravoltaJamie Lee Curtis movie, Perfect, he played the editor of a rock magazine. And, if you knew 
what he looked like, you might have spotted him in Jerry Maguire, the Oscar-nominated Tom 
Cruise film written and directed by...Cameron Crowe.
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WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED
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[image: ]his piece is for fans of Hunter S. Thompson: those who know where he lives, the real 
identity of his attorney, and even what "the mojo machine" was. (It was the early 
version of IBM's facsimile machine, which enabled Thompson to miss his deadlines 
in style.)
In 1980, BBC/Time-Life produced a documentary on Thompson, Fear & Loathing: On the 
Road to Hollywood. Focus, a magazine published by KQED, the Public Broadcast System affiliate in San Francisco, asked me to wax poetic, nostalgic, psychedelic, or whatever I wanted 
about the good doctor. The editor, John Burks (the same JB who'd been managing editor 
when I joined Rolling Stone), asked me to keep it short. Thus, I left out one of the better stories, about the time the magazine's brain trust gathered in Palm Springs.
It was November 1972, and we-editors, spouses, and a few other companions-were 
being hosted by a wealthy friend of Jann Wenner's, an investor in Rolling Stone. As the meetings wound down late one afternoon, Thompson showed up. And, soon, we were all raving 
on a psilocybin high-all except Dr. Thompson, that is. He'd quietly handed out the little 
tablets, muttering that he wasn't sure what they were.


I remember that dinner was 
extremely difficult to navigate. 
Holding a knife and fork over my 
slice of steak, I asked someone for 
directions. When darkness came, our 
host began projecting a movie. While 
some of us freaked out over the 
images and sounds, others tried to 
relax in the Jacuzzi. And here came 
Hunter, carrying a carton of Roman 
candles he'd found. He couldn't make out the instructions in the dark, so, naturally, he lit a 
match up near the box. Fortunately, the fireworks never went off.
[image: ]
As we began to come down from whatever we were on, I staggered into the kitchen. 
On a tray were a dozen or so slices of cake that the kitchen staff had apparently planned to 
serve. We figure that, once they saw us in the throes of drugged dementia, they fled.
Thanks, Hunter.
I D o N ' T REMEMBER what day or, for that matter, what year it was. All I know is that 
it was about 9 in the morning-that's because no one had shown up for work yet at the 
offices of Rolling Stone magazine. Except for this thumping bass/drum beat blasting out 
of the large corner office usually occupied by the editor. But since the editor usually 
went to sleep around 9:00 A.M., it had to be someone else.
I tossed my stuff into my office and made my approach. But as soon as I saw the 
overstuffed, four-foot long canvas bag outside the door, with an IBM Selectric typewriter sticking out of it, I knew that the doctor was in.
I walked into the room and yelled good morning at Hunter S. Thompson. The 
Doctor (of Divinity, he says) turned from the editor's typewriter; he looked startled 
at the sight of another human being-he'd apparently been by himself for quite a 
few hours-but recovered quickly and yelled back, "Got any good rock and roll 
records?" He waved his head at the four overhead speakers, as if dismissing jazzrock fusion noise. "Got any Stones? Dead? Anything! I need volume!" I put on the 
Stones' Exile on Main Street for him and made my escape. Back in my own room, I 
had some trouble rapping out my own story, what with the distant yet immediate 
accompaniment of Bill Wyman's bass and Charlie Watts' drums. But in the other 
room, a miracle was unfolding: Hunter Thompson was meeting a deadline, and all 
was well.
When I go to high school press conventions or college journalism classes, the first 
question in the Q & A sessions afterward is, invariably, "What is Hunter Thompson 
really like?"
I remember responding, once, "Don't take anything Hunter says seriously. In fact, 
don't take anything Hunter takes." Which got the cheap laugh it deserved, but was 
hardly to the point. Hunter simply can't be dismissed with a one-liner. I mean, we're 
talking about:


• Hunter, who rode with the Hell's Angels, got stomped by them and lived to write 
about it.
• Hunter, who stumbled into what has become known-and, in college circles, 
quite revered-as "Gonzo journalism" by fouling up while on a story: then, reporting 
on his experiences, he'd give vent to all his adrenalized emotions and, in the process, 
tell more about the event than any objective facts or highly placed sources ever could.
• Hunter, the demented, acid-eating, speedfreak journalist who went to Las Vegas 
with his attorney to look for "the American Dream." On assignment, of course.
• Hunter, who scored a scoop on the campaign trail by interviewing George 
McGovern while the two stood at adjacent urinals.
• Hunter, the comic strip hero in Doonesbury (he's called "Duke," as in "Raoul 
Duke," Thompson's sportswriting alter ego) who's gone Hollywood. Not only is there 
the BBC documentary, Fear and Loathing on the Road to Hollywood, and a film version of 
his book, Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, but there is a feature film about him (Where the 
Buffalo Roam, starring Bill Murray as "Dr. Gonzo"), and there is a screenplay being 
written by Hunter himself, for Paramount Pictures. Something about drugs, I hear....
That, aside from straight bio material, is Hunter Thompson. Some straight bio 
material: Born in Louisville, Kentucky maybe forty years ago; sportswriter in Florida; 
worked as South American correspondent for The National Observer; wrote Hell's 
Angels: a Strange and Terrible Saga, in 1966; moved to Colorado and ran for sheriff in 
Aspen as part of a movement called "The Aspen Freak Power Uprising": wrote for 
Rolling Stone, also published in Playboy, Esquire, The Nation, Ramparts, and The New York 
Times Magazine.
Which still doesn't answer the question, "What is Hunter Thompson really like?" 
Which, I figure, is a polite way of saying, "Is he really as screwed up as he seems to be?"
The answer is yes and no. Yes, he can be deranged, as indicated by the gibberish 
that makes up much of what he writes. Even at his most berserk in print, as Tom 
Wolfe explained in his anthology, The New Journalism: "That approach seldom grates 
in Thompson's hands, probably because Thompson, for all his surface ferocity, usually casts himself as a frantic loser, inept and half-psychotic, somewhat after the manner of Celine."
So, when he staggers on stage at one of his college lectures and mumbles his way 
through some alcoholic parody of a Hunter Thompson talk, he knows just what he's 
doing, much the way a Southern Comfort-swigging Janis Joplin knew just what she 
was doing. He may abuse himself, but he doesn't mean to hurt anyone else. He breaks 
rules, but then, more rules ought to be tested. And in searching for the American 
Dream, he paints screeching-ugly nightmare portraits of its presidents, its powers, its 
proles. Yet in the end, he, too, is an American dreamer, as in the last sentence of Fear 
and Loathing in Las Vegas, set in an airport somewhere in the Rocky Mountains:
"I took another big hit off the amyl, and by the time I got to the bar my heart was 
full of joy. I felt like a monster reincarnation of Horatio Alger ...a Man on the Move, and 
just sick enough to be totally confident."
-March 1980
Focus
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Fifteen Years Dead
[image: ]
[image: ]here were, in San Francisco, smoother-sounding bands. There were better-looking 
bands. There were more ambitious bands. But there was no band that more accurately represented the spirit of the city, circa the sixties, than the good old Grateful 
Dead. And if there was ever a more articulate spokesman for that scene than Jerry Garcia, 
who came to be known as "Captain Trips," let him stand, or forever hold his peace.. .and 
love.
From the first-from the first issue, in fact, when they were featured in a two-page pictorial in the aftermath of a dope bust at their pad in the Haight-the Dead were favorites of 
Rolling Stone.
We covered the busts and interband dramas that came along with the music; we covered the music, as it evolved from an amalgam of R&B and acid rock to a melodic blend of 
country, folk, and rock. In fact, the band was so proud of Workingman's Dead that they 
brought working tapes into our offices, as if we were a friendly FM radio station.
The world at large thought of them as freaky hipsters, but, over the years, it came 
around. Never comfortable in the recording studios, the Grateful Dead became a concert phenomenon, giving rise to a cult of Deadheads who followed them from show to show, and 
taped those shows, and traded those tapes with each other.
That's where the Grateful Dead were at when the band reached 15.


By 1980, Rolling Stone-and I-had gone through a number of changes. With the magazine headquartered in New York, I had kept an office in San Francisco and commuted to Los 
Angeles to oversee West Coast coverage. But after a couple of years-with a break for the 
screenplay-I'd begun to feel like an uneasy mix of outpost and outcast. Once central to the 
magazine's editorial decisions, I was now a voice on the phone at meetings being conducted 
in New York.
By the end of March, my voice would reach Manhattan from my home telephone, as we 
shut down the San Francisco office. Covering our closing of our doors, the local press 
bemoaned Rolling Stone's desertion of the city.
As if to mark the magazine's withdrawal from San Francisco, here I was, off to write, 
once more, about the Grateful Dead.
THEY DIDN'T SING "Happy Birthday" to the Grateful Dead, who turned 15 on June 7 
in Boulder, Colorado. Not that they didn't try. Pockets of Deadheads in the crowd of fifteen thousand at Folsom Field, on the campus of the University of Colorado, attempted to work up the simple song. It wasn't that they were met with stony silence or anything. The problem was that it was impossible to be heard over this... rumble of noise 
that started as soon as Warren Zevon finished his set. The mix of whooping and 
whistling, of screeching and screaming, filled the air during the Dead's ten-minute 
tuning-up. It rose in volume with the beginning of each new tong and settled into 
mere pandemonium between numbers. But Boulder, where Deadheads had gathered 
by the thousands the day before, was calm compared to New York.
Three weeks earlier, the Dead had played Long Island's Nassau Coliseum. For 
three straight nights-well, for three consecutive nights, anyway-crowds of seventeen thousand Deadheads packed the joint and gave out a nonstop screech reminiscent 
of a Beatles crowd. The only quiet moments were for the sweet, slow songs that Jerry 
Garcia sang. Those were like campfire sing-alongs, everybody joining in on "Sugaree" 
and "Candyman," arms and cassette microphones swaying side to side in the air. The 
rest of the time, it was get up on the chair, Jack, and scream the night away-through 
two sets (three hours, plus the legendary "break"), through a fiery drum duet by 
Mickey Hart and Bill Kreutzmann, and through songs ranging from "Johnny B. Goode" 
and "El Paso" to the newest stuff, like 'Alabama Getaway," which was received as an 
instant classic.
"New York," one of the Dead family had said before the first concert, "is extra 
intense." For the Dead, the East Coast has been intense for years. This time about fiftyone thousand tickets were sold with no advertising, save some radio station announcements. On their end of the deal, the Dead turned an arena into a cozy room, keeping the 
people wired with a mix of sixties vibes and eighties technology. Throughout the auditorium, one noticed the reach and clarity of the rented sound system.
Microphones, on stands, sprouting out of the packed floor area, invariably connected to expensive portable tape decks, such as the Nakamichi 500 being operated by 
a young man with a scarf on his head and a knapsack on his back. Near the middle of 
the hall, another mike was attached to a crutch, held aloft and angled toward the stage 
speakers.


The dancing, true to the Western-based music of the Dead, was free-form hoedown. "The Woodstock Sun Grope," as writer Cindy Ehrlich aptly put it, is alive.
The people doing the dancing, passing the joints, and making the tapes were by no 
means all time-warped hippies. Probably half the crowd was under 18, and there were 
even some first-daters making out in the balcony while the newest Dead member, Brent 
Mydland, performed "Easy to Love You." His is a plains-of-California voice, high like 
Neil Young's and romantic like Jesse Colin Young's. His keyboards-electric piano and 
organ-give the Dead the extra coloring they'd been missing in the last years of Keith 
and Donna Godchaux's membership in the band.
Fifteen years after arriving on the San Francisco scene, and after having gone 
through acid, financial burns, Haight-Ashbury busts, death, and creative highs and 
lows as extreme as drugs could take them, the Grateful Dead are still drawing bigger 
and younger crowds. As a band, they sound fresher than ever. And they may be on the 
verge of their first hit single.
Of course, their albums have always jumped onto the charts-but that's because 
of the automatic 250,000 or so snapped up by Deadheads. The Dead have even placed 
a few singles on the charts "Truckin" and "Uncle Johns Band" reached the bottom half 
of the Top 100 ten years ago, and more recently, "Good Lovin"' (from Shakedown Street) 
threatened. But through the years, the Dead, saddled with an image as washed-up hippies, have been anathema to most radio programmers.
That is, until Go to Heaven and its first single, `Alabama Getaway." Showcased on 
Saturday Night Live in April, `Alabama" almost immediately became the most-played 
album track on album-oriented rock radio stations.
On the eve of the first concert in Boulder, Garcia sat on a bed in his Holiday Inn 
room. The beds were covered with blue velour spreads Garcia had brought in himself. 
In the tradition of touring rock artists, the TV set was on with the sound off. At 10 P.M., 
Garcia for once wasn't wearing shades, but his glasses were tinted a smoky gray. He 
wore-what else?-a plain black T-shirt and beige tennies. The subject was hit records, 
and Garcia was chortling.
"That's incredible," he said about the airplay 'Alabama" was getting. Of course, 
he's often thought about having a hit. "Oh, sure," he agreed. "We were sure our very 
first record was going to be a hit." He laughed heartily.
Fifteen years ago Garcia had no idea how long the band might last. "I wasn't 
thinking about time," he said. "I was hoping it would do something like what it's done. 
It went way past all my expectations."
Despite the years and the tolls the Dead have paid, Garcia sees few fundamental 
changes. "The only big difference," he said, "is that our functioning ability has gotten 
to a point where it's competent. On our worst nights we're competent. It used to be on 
our worst nights we were just bad." He chuckled. The Dead, after all, were famous for 
dropping acid before shows and, subsequently, for many musically wasted nights. 
"Now I'll walk away from the bad ones not nearly as wounded as I used to feel. And not 
only that, it's more the whole band will feel that we haven't had a good night rather 
than one of us. Used to be that thing where everybody might have a good night but me. 
That tells me that somewhere along the line our whole aesthetic has gotten more 
focused. We share more of a common vision."
Going on 38, Jerry Garcia obviously doesn't feel his age. "I try not to lose touch with my more youthful self," he said. "I still basically don't think of myself much differently than I did when I was about 17. I may have a case of extremely protracted adolescence. I still get treated like a kid in certain circumstances." Garcia is. in fact, often 
in a protective bubble, watched over by band associate Rock Scully, with whom Garcia 
shares a Marin County house.


"It's just ...I mean, anybody who's a little off the wall is not a member of that invisible adult class that moves gracefully through every aspect of life-everything from 
walking into banks, insurance, tax, all that straight shit. I certainly see it, but I don't 
feel that I'm part of the adult world. Nobody I know's like that. The only other side of 
that world is the kids. Like walking through an airport, which is as close as I get to the 
public-apart from walking through the streets-you're thrown in with lots of more 
or less normal people; if there's a family traveling, it's usually the kid I can relate to, if 
I have to."
In Boulder, Garcia didn't hide from people. He often sat in the small lobby of the 
Holiday Inn, talking with friends. But for every stranger who ventured up to him, there 
were knots of others, decked out in Dead T-shirts, who grabbed an eyeful, then walked 
away, affecting nonchalance.
When Garcia does talk with teenagers, he said, it's "one-on-one." There are exceptions, of course, but he thinks he's no longer a spiritual guru to the counterculture, the 
gifted rapper known as Captain Trips. "Most people who've gotten at all past a very 
superficial involvement have read the interviews and stuff and heard me talk my way 
out of that space," said Garcia, laughing. "So if that space surrounds me somehow, or 
I'm identified with it, they know it's not something I subscribe to personally. And most 
people don't come on to me as if that were the case. If they experience anything, it's 
the normal celebrity fear. I get that myself. I was always afraid to meet the people who 
awed me." Those, he said, were mostly bluegrass musicians. "I would never have the 
nerve to introduce myself. I was much too shy for that. But I'd go see them." To Garcia, 
then, the younger Deadheads "are really the same kind of people we were when we 
were their age. The thing they like about Grateful Dead music has something to do with 
what we like about it. It's not a case of mistaken identity. They know who we are."
"What we stand for, and what we represent to a lot of people, is misfit power," said 
guitarist Bob Weir. At age 32, Weir retains his preppie good looks. He was idly tuning 
his Ibanez guitar in the clubhouse of the university's football team, along with Phil 
Lesh, Brent Mydland, and John Barlow, Weir's old friend and cowriter. Barlow, a rancher in Wyoming who was filling in for Danny Rifkin as road manager on this segment of 
the tour, piped up: "We're positive miscreants. Weir and I always vied for biggest asshole in our prep school." The two, only a couple of nights before, had attended a 
reunion at Fountain Valley School, just outside nearby Colorado Springs.
"I don't wanna talk about that," Weir snapped, but Barlow spoke up again. "We 
saw a lot of people our age who definitely had a little soul death," he said. This triggered 
Weir. "Yeah," he said with a sigh, "twenty, thirty years older than me-and chronologically maybe a couple of years younger."
Weir, who has a nervous, halting style of speaking, suddenly sounded determined. 
"I refuse to get hammered by age into being an old fart," he said. On the couch, working on a steak and a glass of wine, Phil Lesh jerked his head back and widened his eyes. 
"I'm not clutching to my youth," Weir said, "but there is a spirit here of, 'We gotta keep things fresh.' I see friends of mine who haven't managed to keep things fresh in their 
lives, and I find that lamentable. I think we relate more readily to people who haven't 
had the life kicked out of them. Kids-and older people-who are gonna stay young forever." People such as Michelle, a 36 year-old law school graduate and friend of the Dead 
family who'd flown in from Northern California to catch the Nassau shows. "I can't talk 
about it," she said backstage after the first concert. "To describe the indescribable-tata! Basic problem." But she did talk, in a husky, awed voice, about the Dead as "quantum chemists" and about their ability to, if I heard right, "stretch the Tao."


Tom Davis, a writer and performer for Saturday Night Live, declared himself a 
Deadhead of ten years' standing. Sitting at our table, he concurred with Michelle. 
"There are a limited number of bands that are capable of 'stretching the Tao,"' he said. 
Then, in an officious tone, he added: 'An American band, too, I'm proud to say. Even 
while our country is hanging its head, at least we have people like the Grateful Dead!"
A lawyer friend of Michelle's who also made the trip told about a superior court 
judge in Sonoma County (in the wine country north of San Francisco) who's a 
Deadhead. "He plays tapes on a deck in his chambers, and he's got a Dead sticker on his 
blotter." Michelle added: "My husband, Chris, has argued final arguments-to 
juries!-behind three nights of the Dead. His trip is so charged that he wins."
Such stories abound among Deadheads. In San Francisco's Bay Area Music 
Archives, Paul Grushkin, 28-year-old keeper of the books and records, spoke warmly 
about his twelve-year romance with the Dead. "The Dead are a very personal thing," 
he said. "I think half the fun of being at a Dead concert is watching the changes you 
go through. Watching yourself metamorphose...maybe in time with the music."
Grushkin recalled a high point, a Winterland show in 19 72: "I didn't think I was 
that stoned-maybe something like hash, or peyote... Anyway, that click, whatever it is 
that Deadheads say about going into hyperspace, where suddenly everything is 
quite... different... unnatural, not your normal course of events.. .And I couldn't decide 
through the next three or four hours whether it was me feeling that way, or if it was 
because of the band, or the audience, or the drugs."
In Boulder, Garcia, trying once again to explain his band's appeal, said: "They 
might like us in the same spirit that people like drugs. I think we're like a drug, in 
that sense. People turn each other on to us. And there's that personal contact 
involved with every Deadhead. There are very few Deadheads who are Deadheads in 
complete isolation."
"They've helped me to know myself a little better," said Grushkin. "Dead concerts 
are a marvelous time for introspection and reflection. It's the perfect music for that. At 
concerts, I see people who just suddenly get the spirit, like you do at a gospel concert. 
You understand-not for everybody else, but for yourself. And what happens is, you 
are immediately, totally distant from your wife or loved one, from everyone. There are 
moments when it is really splendid or scary, and it's for you alone. It goes back to the 
[Robert] Hunter song, 'That path is for your steps alone.' I think it's 'Ripple."'
The Dead concert experience has been crystallized in two one-liners. A bumper 
sticker of unknown origin declares, THERE IS NOTHING LIKE A GRATEFUL DEAD CONCERT. Even better is a remark by Bill Graham, so good he had it painted on the side of 
Winterland on the occasion of its closing (with a Dead concert, of course): "The Grateful 
Dead are not only the best at what they do; they are the only ones who do what they do."


It follows, then, that Deadheads are a unique breed. Some have even been known 
to steal and fence their way across the country-or, in 1978, to Egypt-to see (and 
tape record) the Dead. I told Kreutzmann that many Deadheads have little more than 
their tape decks, backpacks, and thumbs. He straightened up. "I think they're damn 
lucky!" he shouted. "They're luckier than hell that they don't have to be tied down to 
a regular old nine-to-five shit job, and get off on traveling with a pack and an Uher. I 
think that's sweet as hell!"
David Gans, a Dead tape collector, knows a Bay Area "tapehead" who owns 
upward of one thousand hours of the Dead in concert. "He's obsessed," said Gans. 
"He's a 29-year-old virgin, for Chrissakes! I said to him. 'What about women? 
Marriage? A little sleazy sex now and then?' He said, 'Well, I've gotten by this long 
without it."' Gans shook his head. "You remember that April Fools' I)ay concert [at the 
Capitol Theater in Passaic, New Jerseys where they came out playing each other's 
instruments on 'Promised Land'? That was here, in Oakland, by the third."
Gans, 26, used to be a full-tilt Deadhead, but he's begun to pare down his tape collection. "There's always a new generation of Deadheads," he said. "People grow up and 
out of it." Gans, a musician (whose band does a number of Dead songs) and freelance 
writer, struggled with having to be defensive about it. "There's a certain level of embarrassment attached to being a Deadhead," he said. "It is so frowned on by the nons. 
There's jazz heads who go, 'Don't talk to Gans. He's a Deadhead. He doesn't understand 
McCoy Tyner.' And the truth is, the thing the Dead do is jazz, only in a rock idiom. It's 
musical conversation, much as the best jazz is."
Paul Grushkin has no problem being a Deadhead right in the open. "I enjoy spending a weekend getting prepared for a concert, and all of my Deadhead associates do the 
same thing," he said. "I don't think it's quite like preparing for the Eagles or the Cars. 
With the Dead, there's an excitement that begins Thursday or Friday and builds. You're 
really bouncing off the walls, as if you're psychically getting ready to give it your all, 
and whatever it is, you're gonna be right on top of the mother. In fact, it's been about 
six months"-Grushkin's eyebrows danced-"and boy. I'm ready for another one. 
Goddamn!"
In New York, Bob Weir, speaking for the band, had begged off interviews until 
Colorado. The Dead, he'd said, were going through some delicate changes and "learning about each other," and they couldn't have an outsider watching, listening, and 
asking questions. Weir had sounded weary, as if he were talking about a marriage on 
the rocks.
Three weeks later, in Boulder, I asked about those changes. It turned out they were 
musical, and still incomplete. "It's not quite as manifested as I'd expected," he said, 
"but the old format has just about been played out. We have July and part of August 
and October off. In that time, I expect a fair amount of new material will be written, 
and there've been a lot of discussions about rethinking our mode of presentation."
"The old format," Lesh explained, "is two segments. The first is always songs, and 
the second is longer stuff, medleys, jams." The idea now, he said, is to "get it tighter." 
"Make it more succinct," said Weir. "There's got to be a way to get more music in."
Does this notion symbolize other changes within the band?
"Well," said Weir, who has a habit of giving that word a Western, Gabby Hayes 
twist, "I think we're a bit more flexible and musically mobile than we have been for years. We got into sort of a static situation with Keith and Donna, where we were pretty much locked into this old format. Then for the past year or so with Brent, it's been 
like getting to learn what to expect, and getting him to learn our operation." "Expect 
the unexpected," Mydland interrupted. Weir continued: "We're just now starting to 
loosen up to the point where we were, say, back in 19 70, '72, where we can start drifting from key to key, from rhythm to rhythm, and in the jams, some interesting stuff has 
come up. Once again, we're tending to go to new places every night."


After seven years with the Dead, pianist Keith Godchaux and vocalist Donna 
Godchaux were invited to leave the band. "Essentially," said Lesh, "it was 'Don't you 
guys feel you could profit from being on your own, doing what it is you do best, 'cause 
you're not doing it with us?"' The reason given was "limitations." The Dead wanted 
more and different keyboard sounds; Keith stuck to his grand piano.
Brent Mydland, 27, who in June 1980 celebrated fifteen months with the Dead, 
had played behind Batdorf and Rodney, and then with his own band, Silver, before 
touring with the Bob Weir Band. When the Dead met to discuss the Godchaux situation, it was Garcia, whose own band had toured with Weir's band, who suggested 
Mydland.
"One of the first few albums I ever bought," said Mydland, "was the first Dead 
album." Weir and Lesh looked surprised. "I didn't know that," said Lesh.
"I saw them live at the Fillmore West," Mydland continued. 'And one thing that 
stood out was `Good Morning Little Schoolgirl."' That song featured the vocals and keyboards of the menacing-looking Ron "Pigpen" McKernan.
Pigpen died in 19 73, his liver shot through with alcohol. In a group known as the 
house band for the Acid Tests of Ken Kesey and his Merry Pranksters, and a band 
who-even into the mid-seventies-was said to enjoy spiking anything potable, Pigpen 
never took drugs, except once, when he was dosed.
Now, Garcia says that the drug image was overblown. "It's always been part true 
and part false. It's never been anything but something you do in addition to playing 
music. The fundamental thing we're doing is being a band, not selling or promoting 
drugs. The fact that we all take drugs isn't even true. Not all of us do take drugs, and 
none of us takes drugs regularly. I think drugs are just a reality of American life, in one 
form or another. I mean, hell, they're there."
Still, there's no arguing that they were more there for the Dead than for most people, especially in the early days. Hart was talking about how the band used to drop acid 
before virtually every show, and that prompted Kreutzmann to mention a major 
change in the Dead.
"In attitudes, how you feel before you go on," he said. "We don't get all wired and 
crazy." An example: "We really burned hard yesterday [in Boulder 1. It's like you have a 
bank account of psychic energy, and we used a lot yesterday. So I woke up this morning feeling a little behind and tired, and instead of going out and using stimulants to 
feel up, I just wait till the music comes around and let it build like that."
After fifteen years, what's ahead for the Dead? A tighter show? Maybe. Work in 
other media? Definitely. Mickey Hart got a taste of film work when he scored part of 
Apocalypse Now, and he wants to do more. Jerry Garcia, who edited most of the Grateful 
Dead movie and has done musical and sound effects on such films as Phil Kaufman's 
Invasion of the Body Snatchers and Roger Corman's Big Bad Mania, hopes to direct a movie version of Kurt Vonnegut's 
Sirens of Titan, to which he has 
secured the film rights.


"Moviemaking," he said, "is 
something I've always wanted to 
do. Not all the ideas I've had are 
music. Making a movie is really 
solving problems-visual and dramatic problems of various sorts, 
and I've convinced myself I can do 
it, and do a good job of it."
In short, lots of new beginnings. I asked Garcia if he feels 
lucky to have survived and to be 
doing just what he wanted.
[image: ]
"I feel very lucky indeed," he 
said, laughing again. "I feel we've 
scored real well on that one. But I 
also feel that, in terms of being a 
practical model, we haven't done 
anything exceptional. That is to say, anybody who can imagine themselves doing something better than what they're doing should just go ahead and do it, and have no fear 
of failure or success, but just go for it. That's all we've done. And apart from that, it's 
not as though we're especially gifted. We may have been lucky-even that, I don't 
know about-but we have been exceptionally determined."
I was reminded of a remark by a Deadhead. The Dead, he said, were unique for 
their willingness to take chances.
Garcia nodded emphatically. `And we'll continue to take them. That's our shot. 
That's who we are. And we're also an illustration that you can go through life that way 
and it'll work. It might be bumpy, but it's never boring."
-August 7, 1980
Rolling Stone
Fifteen years after that fifteenth anniversary report, Jerry Garcia died. I wrote about him for 
two magazines: People, for its special tribute edition, and Rolling Stone, in which I addressed 
the band's unique relationship with San Francisco. "Sure," I wrote, "the Dead moved out of 
their Haight-Ashbury digs shortly after that bust of '67, but they were forever tied to San 
Francisco and the sixties, and they never resisted or disavowed those bonds. It wasn't just 
that the Dead were born in the city. It was that the city was reborn with the Dead."
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Ilothwij Dangerfield:
HE WHINES THAT WE MAY LAUGH
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[image: ]or many years after he'd become the king of late-night talk shows, the question 
was asked: "What's the real Johnny Carson like?" In reading about Carson's predecessor, I found that, years before, much of the country was asking, "What's Jack 
Paar really like?"
Some performers-even those who play pretty much themselves on a public stage five 
nights a week-manage to put up an invisible shield, so that what you see isn't necessarily 
who they are.
Given Paar's emotional vulnerability and Carson's willingness to turn his personal life 
into comedy fodder, what were we to make of someone like Rodney Dangerfield?
Here was a comedian who played a character as narrow as the red tie he wore every 
time out. He walked out, sweating, and Uzied one-liners at the crowd. Then he sat down and 
killed Carson with a few more gags and moved over for the next guest.
I loved it. And when, in 1980, he took his character into the movies, beginning with 
Caddyshack, with Bill Murray, he was suddenly squarely in Rolling Stone country. Ironically, 
I no longer was. I'd left the magazine, in part because of the distance between San Francisco and Manhattan; in part because I needed to answer a nagging question: Could I 
have a life-and a career-outside this magical oasis that was Rolling Stone? It turned out 
that I could. I found open doors at magazines ranging from Esquire to Parade; from Mother 
Jones to TV Guide. Early on, though, I maintained ties with Rolling Stone, on a freelance 
basis. So now, more than ever, it was up to me to come up with story ideas. Rodney-no 
disrespect intended-was a no-brainer. I suggested the idea in spring and was soon off to 
New York, to catch him at his club, Dangerfield's. We hit it off, and soon moved from backstage at the club to dinner to a visit to his apartment, where, finally, I began to uncover the 
life behind the lines.


RODNEY DANGERFIELD LOOKS as if he needs about ten years' sleep. Sitting at a table 
in Room 304 of the Sunset Marquis in Hollywood, he's dressed in a blue robe, dark blue 
sheer stockings and black slippers. His eyes and chest are red, and he's looking forward 
to a nap before his evening show at the Comedy Store.
It's his first L.A. concert, every set is sold out, his manager is trying to accommodate every studio and network in town-each VIP's gotta have four tickets-and 
Rodney's trying to relax. He's telling a story about getting no respect when he suddenly hears the sound of steady hammering, steel pounding against concrete. Outside his 
room, right under his DO NOT DISTURB sign, they've begun to tear up the carpet.
Rodney listens for a second, as if picking up the rhythm. "It's something about 
me," he finally says in a thick, tired voice. "Guy says, 'Who checked in? Dangerfield? It's 
time to rivet!"'
"Last week was a rough week for nle, last week. I saw my kid and the milkman going to 
a father-and-son dinner"
RODNEY DANGERFIELD WHINES so that we may laugh. Sure, he's 58 and looks like a 
dirty old uncle, and sure, his is a world of hookers, horses, and hangovers. But if you've 
ever felt like a dance floor, and the world is one big foot, you can relate to Rodney and 
his bottom line: "I don't get no respect."
He looks like a midlife crisis. There's a surface orderliness; he's groomed and 
dressed like a businessman at a convention. Gray hair slicked back over a haggard, 
shades-of-Mayor-Daley face. Dark suit, white shirt and bright red tie. Silk stockings, 
shiny shoes. But the neatness gives way to what he calls "the heaviness" that looms 
over him. Life gives Rodney Dangerfield the jitters. He is in a constant sweat. He wipes 
his brow incessantly. He tugs at his tie, herky-jerky. As he recounts the horrors of his 
daily life, he shifts his shoulders uncomfortably, and his eyes bug out of their bags. He 
moves the floor mike around as he roams the Comedy Store stage, looking for sympathy, but all he gets are laughs. The crowd, trained by his appearances on The Tonight 
Show, responds to his lines as if they were familiar rock and roll riffs, whooping and 
clapping as Rodney pours it out:
• "I can't relax, you know. I go to the bartender, I say, 'Surprise me.' He shows me 
a naked picture of my wife."


• "I was in a bar, and they told me to get out. They wanted to start Happy Hour."
• "I'll tell ya, last week I really got stuck. I went to a discount massage parlor. It was 
self-service!"
• "I know I'm ugly. On Halloween, I open the front door and they offer nle candy."
• "With my wife I got no sex life. Outside my bedroom window they caught a peeping Tom, sleeping."
• "Last time I made love with my wife, it was ridiculous. Nothing was happening. 
I said, 'What's the matter, you can't think of anyone either%"
And that's one minute of Dangerfield. In one set, he unreels maybe 175 lines. The 
gags range from gross to ethereal, and he paces them, tossing in a long, forty-second 
anecdote so the crowd doesn't get laughed out. After all, this is showbiz, and Rodney's 
not doing this just for laughs. To counter the hyperkinetic, hangdog image, he frames 
himself in a hooray-for-Hollywood polish-not the shuck and jive of a Vegas headliner, but the street-smart, hep-cat rap of an old timer-so that with all the pathos, he's 
clearly an entertainer.
"Showbiz-what a racket. Sometimes I think back on all the women I had to sleep with 
to get where I got!"
D A N G E R F I E L D, OF COURSE, is an old timer, and this is his second time around. He was 
a stand-up comic in his 20s, and did so-so. He gave that up for marriage and got into 
business for himself, selling house paint and siding. In 1963, at age 42. he started his 
comeback, and now, after only sixteen years, he's a star. He gets kicked around in TV 
commercials, most prominently for Lite beer. He was a guest host on Saturday Night 
Live. He's got his first album out in a dozen years (No Respect, on Casablanca), and he's 
costarring with Chevy Chase, Bill Murray, and Ted Knight in Caddyshack, a film about 
life in a country club. Rodney plays an obnoxious condominium developer who throws 
around money and insults. He handles the physical stuff with ease-a dance here, a 
boat wreck there-and gives color and life to an otherwise ho-hum affair.
Unlike many younger comedians, Rodney is not limited to a straight or hip crowd, 
to a young or old audience. Unlike older comics, such as Henny Youngman and George 
Burns, he's not a nostalgia item, respected for endurance. He's not topical, social, or 
political. He's simply one of the funniest fall guys around.
When he appears at Dangerfield's-the club he owns in New York City-he 
draws the likes of John Belushi and, once, several members of Led Zeppelin. Rodney's 
friends are mostly young comics, such as Robin Williams, Andy Kaufman, and Robert 
Klein. "He is one of the finest joke writers of all time," says Klein, "in a league with 
Neil Simon. He's a natural. He's a character for America." Jim McCawley, a talent 
coordinator for The Tonight Show, calls Rodney "one of the best stand-up comics in the 
world. He has an incredible economy of language, and it's wonderful to watch him. 
It's a real art."


Rodney is on the couch, sweating and talking with Johnny Carson about show business. 
"Tough business," he complains, turning to the sympathetic Carson. "Well, look at all the 
years you've been in show business-ended up with a desk job!"
I F YOU HAVEN'T BEEN To his club or caught him in Vegas, chances are you've seen 
Dangerfield on The Tonight Show. It's here, with Johnny Carson, that Rodney's at his 
best. He spends two to three months working up new material for each appearance, 
polishing it into a two-sided hit: three minutes, maybe eighteen jokes, in front of the 
rainbow curtain, then three more minutes on the couch, with another fifteen or so 
jokes in the guise of an interview, with Johnny playing straight man.
Here, we can see flashes of Dangerfield the ad-libber. When there is a moment's 
silence between jokes, he cranes his neck and says, "It's so quiet, you'd think E.F. 
Hutton just spoke." But usually it's all been set up. One night, he gave Carson a rundown on his latest run-ins with his wife ("My marriage is on the rocks again; my wife 
broke up with her boyfriend"), his son ("What a kid! He put Krazy Glue in my 
Preparation H"), his dog ("I wanted to mate her; she wanted fifty biscuits"), life's little 
surprises ("This morning I did push-ups in the nude; I didn't see the mousetrap") and 
sex (`At my age, I want two girls at once; if I fall asleep, they have each other to talk 
to"). Finished, he looked blank for a second, sighed, turned abruptly to the guest sitting 
next to him, actor James Mason, and blurted: "What's new with you?" While a polite 
Mason tried to look amused, Carson shot out of his chair, spewing laughter. After a few 
commercials, the audience was still applauding, and Rodney had to take a bow.
"One guy gave me a hard time, kept lookin' at me, said, `Where do I know you from?' I 
said, `Ever watch Johnny Carson?' He said, `Yeah, you too?-
I FIRST LAUGHED AT R O D N E Y six or seven years ago. It must've been on The Tonight 
Show. He was talking about how rough his neighborhood was and about this great idea 
he came up with to prevent burglaries. "I left all the lights on in the apartment, the 
radio on, and a note on the front door. It said, I'M INSIDE. I get home. I still got robbed. 
The guy left his own note. It said, I LOOKED ALL OVER FOR YOU."
A perfect joke. Fast and visual. A subject everyone can relate to. A punch line that 
leaves no hope. Prime Dangerfield. And for all I know, it actually happened.
Probably not, though. Whatever the parallels between Rodney's stage and real 
life, there's still plenty of fiction. For one thing, the ever-present wife of his gags does 
not exist; his real wife died in 1975. For another, he doesn't live in a rough neighborhood. He has a spacious apartment on Manhattan's Upper East Side, just a mile or so 
north of his club.
The apartment is simply appointed. Taking me through, Rodney plays down its 
contemporary furnishings. "Naw, it's not lovely," he says. "I'm a very unpretentious 
man." He pops into the small kitchen, where I meet Thelma, his maid and cook of sixteen years. He shows me his bedroom and points to his desk: All my jazz here, that's 
where I do my action."
Rodney indicates a nearby door; it's Joe Ancis' room. Joe is Rodney's friend of 
some thirty years. In New York comedy circles, Joe's a classic, a master shpritzer. He 
was a buddy of and major influence on Lenny Bruce, and is a surrealistically fast and funny man who could never perform in front of strangers. He worked in Rodney's aluminum-siding business and still sells paint. Joe's family lives across the street, but, as 
Rodney explains, "For some reason, life didn't work out. We have harmony, so he's 
been over here." Joe is into his second year at the Dangerfield home.


Rodney points out his 19-year-old son's room (Brian is off at college) and introduces daughter Melanie, 16. She's sitting on her bed, reading and listening to Pink 
Floyd's Wish You Were Here. She wears a white T-shirt with I DON'T GET NO RESPECT 
emblazoned on it.
"I have all the respect in the world for him," she says of her father, then splits to 
see a girlfriend. This leaves Rodney to answer the phone, which rings seven times over 
the next hour, with calls for Melanie, for Joe, and sometimes even for him. Thelma isn't 
answering the phone; she's in the kitchen watching TV and yelling advice at gameshow contestants.
Since becoming a father at 39, Rodney has had to raise his children by himself 
(with help from Thelma). He sacrificed the middle years of his career, forsook potential 
momentum, to stay close. It's his nature. He's a worrier, especially about people he 
loves. But it's also a response to his own upbringing.
"No respect at all. When I was a baby, I was breast-fed by my father!"
RODNEY WAS BORN JACOB COHEN in Babylon, Long Island, in 1921, the son of a 
vaudeville pantomime comic. His mother, he says, was "just a housewife. I never got 
that much love. My father and mother were always separated; my mother brought me 
and my older sister up. She was always pushing my sister into show business. Maybe I 
thought that was the way to go, so I used to try to be funny around friends, relatives, 
doing imitations of the family."
Jacob lived on Long Island until age 10. At the height of the Depression, in 19 31, 
he and his sister moved into their paternal grandmother's apartment in the Bronx. It 
was a five-flight walk-up, and Jacob slept on a cot. A year later, his mother took the kids 
to Queens.
"My mother made the mistake of moving into a neighborhood that was rather 
well-to-do -Kew Gardens-'cause her sisters lived there. But we never belonged there. 
We were living above a store, and I delivered orders after school. I'd be going to school 
with these kids, and after school I'd be delivering orders to their houses, you know what 
I mean? Also, in those days I experienced quite a bit of anti-Semitism in school, even 
among the teachers. And the fact that I came from a split home. All in all, I felt on the 
outside. Like, Christmas to me meant delivering trees to make some money." Telling his 
story, Rodney sounds weary, but no more than usual. There's no self-pity as he looks 
back. Just the facts.
At age 15, Jacob began writing jokes, "maybe because of depression. You wanna 
escape into unreality." At 19, he adopted the stage name Jack Roy-Roy having been 
his father's vaudeville handle-and landed his initial job, in the Catskill Mountains, 
first home-away-from-home for many great comics. Jack got the job by scraping up 
twelve dollars to pay the agent's commission in advance, and he worked ten weeks at 
twelve dollars a week plus room and board. With his act-jokes, bits of burlesque, even 
a few songs-somewhat polished, he returned home to look for club work. All he found was a job as a waiter at the Polish Falcon in Brooklyn for five dollars a night. He realized that some waiters doubled or tripled their income by doing a singing stint onstage 
with a piano and drums.


"So I go to the entertaining-waiters association to join the union. 'No work, get 
out, can't join the union.' I have my last three bucks. I say, 'Look, here's for Christmas,' 
and I beg him to put me in the union." Rodney shakes his head. "You're always begging your whole goddamn life. You wonder why certain people can become comedians. 
They're used to humiliation." He continues: "So I got in the union. I was a singing 
waiter."
Jack Roy scratched out jobs here and there, getting paid with eight quarters for 
one gig in Newark, New Jersey. He still lived at home, and would until he was 28, when 
he got married. Till then, "I worked, did okay. I was adequate." Joe Ancis remembers: 
"He always wrote beautiful stuff-good, solid comedic lines, good concepts. But it 
lacked a character."
Rodney says he quit because he was tired of traveling and the pressure, and 
because he wanted "a normal life." He was, he says, "looking for love." His wife, Joyce, 
was a singer, and she also gave up showbiz for normalcy. But, says Dangerfield, "I later 
learned it wasn't show business that was crazy, it was me."
"Last week, I broke up with my psychiatrist. He told me I was going crazy. I said to him, 
'If you don't mind, I'd like a second opinion.' He said, All right, you're ugly too. "'
Even while he was away from showbiz, Rodney was "always writing jokes. 
Writing, writing, writing." He sold his gags to such comics as Joan Rivers and Jackie 
Mason, but he knew he should have been doing them himself.
In his earlier stab at it, the woe-is-me jokes never quite fit him. Now, at 40, he was 
beginning to look the part. While in the siding business, he came up with the line: "The 
trouble with me is, I appeal to everyone who can do me absolutely no good." As he 
reeled through a tumultuous marriage, he could say that line-and many others like 
it-with authority.
His marriage, he says, "was a real mixed-up affair. I divorced the same girl twice: 
got married, divorced, married, divorced-one of those numbers. I was very much 
down at the time."
Jack Roy was booked into a Brooklyn club he'd worked in the early days. To avoid 
embarrassment, he asked the owner, George McFadden, to advertise him under another name. "He came up with Rodney Dangerfield," says Rodney. "I don't know where it 
came from." (Most likely from the J.P Donleavy novel The Ginger Man, which features a 
character named Sebastian Dangerfield.) Still, some of his old friends heard who 
"Rodney" was and caught his act.
"They said, 'Rodney Dangerfield?' I said, 'If you're gonna change your name, 
change it."'
In 1967, he asked his agents to get him an audition for the Ed Sullivan Show. As 
soon as he heard Rodney, Sullivan booked him for six shows. Other TV appearances followed, and later that year, he recorded his first album, The Loser.
"I found myself starting to pack places," he says. No respect caught on fast. "Jack 
Benny mentioned to me that it was the greatest image he had ever heard of. Everyone gets no respect." In 1968, Rodney put out another album, I Don't Get No Respect. By 
this time, he was a father of two and, on and off, a husband. To stay close to his family, and defying all advice and odds, he opened his own nightclub in 1969.


"See, I had a lot of personal problems," he says. "I thought to myself, I have two 
kids. I have to bring them up. I had a boy in the hospital for a year and a half. He had a 
disease of the hips. So what's important for me? To go around the country making 
money, or to stay home and visit him twice a week? So I said, 'I'll open a place.' 
Everyone said, 'You can't do it, you're crazy.' Well, I just felt I had enough heat going 
that I could do it, and it worked out. I got lucky."
But not until he borrowed $250,000 from "friends, relatives, the bank, everybody." The club was paid off a year and a half later. "Everyone got their money back."
Dangerfield's is on First Avenue just up from the Manhattan end of the 
Queensboro Bridge. It's on a busy block and sits between a French restaurant and a 
movie house that shows such fare as Sheer Panties.
The club itself is a mix of cheese and sleaze. Fifties-style Vegas trappings--dark, 
masculine colors. Near the bar, a cork board displays vintage photos of Rodney and 
celebrity buddies. In the showroom, capacity four hundred, people are crammed 
around tiny black tables.
Onstage, the performers warming up for Rodney-a standard jazz band, a singing 
impressionist and a lounge thrush-don't have much more room. It's a very unpretentious place.
Before the show, Rodney sits at a rear table, signing papers and taking care of other 
business. That done, he mixes with the crowd at the bar, kvetching to a friend about having to fit a shoot for a new Lite beer commercial into a vacation with the kids. Then it's 
show time. He lights up a cigarette, and while the band vamps, he sips from a glass of 
water, blows his nose, leans into an offstage mike and pronounces: "No respect." The 
crowd whoops, and he strides onto the stage, singing "Once in a Lifetime."
Afterward, in his dressing room, he glad-hands fans and presses VIP flesh in a 
warm but distinctly move-'em-through manner. Nice seeing you. All right? Nice seeing 
you.... His dressing room is decked out like a mobile home-paneled walls, flowered 
couch, red plastic chair. If there is one distinguishing feature, it's the breeze that pours 
through the room.
"It's always too hot for him," says Joe Ancis, slipping into shpritz. "The fucking air 
conditioner is always wailing heavy, man, and every time I go in, I say, 'Man, you could 
fucking hang meat in here."'
Ancis obviously enjoys talking about his friend, whom he describes as "a very 
righteous, honorable person. He's basically, in the vernacular, a real stand-up guy." In 
fact, in Joe's view, it's Rodney's positive qualities that have kept him from becoming a 
bigger star.
In a wild mix of speaking styles, from be-bop to scholastic, Ancis explains: "He's 
not sycophantic, man [he pronounces it psychophantic]. He can't suck, and he refuses 
to be glibly obsequious, which is part of the politics of show business. He can't make 
that route, man, and if he did, I think he would be, like, gigantic in a million fucking 
areas-pictures, television, or what have you. The range is there. He has the acting 
ability; the character's a strong thing. I could see him in a Walt Disney scene with the 
dad and mom going on a picnic in Yellowstone, that kind of shit, man."


Robert Klein agrees. "If pure ambition were mixed in there, added to the intelligence and talent, he'd be a giant. It could be a fear of failing. He doesn't have enough 
patience. He makes people laugh, and he's happy doing that, but he basically doesn't 
have confidence in people."
Dangerfield denies fearing anything. He agrees with Ancis that he can't suck. 
"Show business is a funny thing. It's a question of business relations, of energy, of 
who's selling you and who's putting you where and into what. Like, I go into Vegas and 
I work a room, and people say to me, `What are you doing there? You should be headlining, you should be doing this and that.' What do I know? Maybe the guy who's selling me is not as good a salesman as the guy who's selling other acts. Maybe it's people 
you have to hang around. I can't suck. That's not my bag. I've seen people trying to get 
bigger and make more money. And the bigger they get...I've never found one who's told 
me he's happy. Most people are trying to see how much money they can die with."
So he's content with a career that seems to grow a bit each year. In the last two 
years, though, he's goosed it some: "My kids grew up, so I could leave town." Rodney 
also admits to laziness: "I was rather lax, 'cause I had nowhere to go, so I didn't work 
on my act at all. And that goes for The Tonight Show, too. I was in show business, but I 
wasn't in show business."
Rodney decided to get to work. He found an agency he was comfortable with (the 
Agency for the Performing Arts) and took on a new manager. Estelle Endler, who'd 
been his press agent on and off for ten years. Then, "The last six to eight Carson shows, 
I tried to make them as funny as I could get them. Make all the jokes killers."
Next to Rodney, on a dressing-room chair, is a large sheet of paper with tiny handwriting in six vertical rows. It's a list of possible new material for the next Tonight spot. 
As he writes a gag (or, on occasion, buys one for fifty dollars), he adds it under one of 
these headings:
OPEN GIRLS OLD WIFE DOCTOR MISC.
I ask about the sex and drug jokes. Rodney has a decidedly old-world view of 
sex: he sees himself as a frustrated, dirty old man who gets refused by hookers ("She 
told me she had a headache") and whose wife either uses him to time eggs or parties 
with every other man in town ("I have good-looking kids; thank God my wife cheats 
on me").
Rodney agrees that his sex gags aren't exactly liberated. "But still," he says, "there 
are plenty of women around who're frigid, and people who think sex is for the man. 
You'd be surprised how the world don't change. A lot of the young people aren't that 
hip."
The drug jokes are mostly innocent-as in naive: "I tried sniffing coke, but I couldn't get the bottle up my nose." One of his best lines in this category isn't even a joke, 
but an offhand remark: "It's tough to be funny when you're coming off drugs." The 
way he looks and sweats, it's a perfect line. And Dangerfield himself is far from innocent or naive.
"If I knew you better, I'd tell you how young I am," he says, laughing heartily, "tell 
you all my bad ways." Later, he admits to having smoked dope. "I used to get drunk 
every other night in the club, wipe out Chinese restaurants, have fun." He's since cut 
down on drinking, and makes occasional attempts at diets and health foods.


"I'm getting old. I'm at the age now, if I squeeze into a parking place, I'm sexually satisfied."
As FOR LOVE IN HIS LIFE, Rodney is sober and reflective. "I have people who I 
know..." he begins, then states, "I'm not too active socially with girls. Perhaps it's difficult to find a mental rapport with someone who's in show business." He mentions 
an involvement with "a young lady, a very, very lovely girl," that has waned. "People 
seldom project into another human being," he says, seemingly out of the blue. 
"They're only concerned with what's in their head, you know? I called her up one 
time, long distance...." He drops the story, shaking his head. "It's something that 
makes me look good." Finally, he resorts to a prefab reply to questions about his sex 
life: "I have fond memories."
It comes down to laughs. To Rodney, sex and drug jokes are no different from the 
others. "You do whatever you feel will get the biggest response. I wanna get as many 
laughs as I can."
And the bottom line on Rodney is that he is funny, from his standard opening"I'm all right now, but last week I was really in rough shape"-to the wonderfully terse 
closing statement at Dangerfield's-"That's it, show's over, get out."
After all, when love is gone, and the kids are grown up and ready to split, and 
there's no interest in making more money, and you're 58 and wondering how much 
longer you've got anyway, what's there left to go for?
Rodney was wondering that one day a few years back. "I asked my old man-he 
was 76; he died when he was 78-I said, `What's the answer to life? You're an old 
codger. You lived through vaudeville for twenty-five years. And after that, you were a 
customs man, in the stock market. You did very well. So what's the answer to this 
whole thing?'
"He looked at me, and he said, `It's all bullshit."'
-September 18, 1980
Rolling Stone
The story-especially with Annie Leibovitz's hilarious and perfect cover photo-was a hit. 
Thousands and thousands of others had felt the way I did. There was something beneath the 
surface of this joke machine. He seemed like a nice enough guy. Was he?
Soon after the publication of the article, I got an offer to write a book about Rodney. I 
let him know about the interest, but he begged off. He had said a lot, he said, and he didn't 
want to say much more, It would hurt his kids, he said. "You understand, right?"
For months and years, as Dangerfield's star continued to soar, I'd get the occasional 
inquiry, and, on his behalf, I demurred. I understood.
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[image: ]cannot write funny. I couldn't do it to save my wife. Emceeing film festivals, moderating panels, making speeches, singing karaoke, teaching classes, and working on 
radio and television, I can come up with stand-up comedy stuff. On the phone, I get 
into riffs-"shpritzing," as Rodney Dangerfield's pal, Joe Ancis, calls it-that send 
friends into hysterics.
But on paper? Nothing, and I marveled at David Felton's pieces in Rolling Stone, in 
which he matched the comedians he profiled, laugh for laugh. Hunter Thompson's fearful, 
loathing dispatches from Las Vegas had me in tears. I've loved humorists from childhood, 
from Ring Lardner and Max Shulman (Rally 'Round the Flag, Boys) to Jack Douglas, author of 
such books as Never Trust a Naked Bus Driver. I was also mad about MAD.
And so, while at Rolling Stone, I would profile comedians at every opportunity, ranging 
from the pioneer improvisation troupe, The Committee, to their offspring, Firesign Theater and 
Cheech and Chong. I covered Saturday Night Live stunts like producer Lorne Michael's 1976 
offer to the Beatles for an on-air reunion ($3,000, later sweetened to $3,200), and the Joe 
Cocker-John Belushi duet.


Steve Martin came into the mix sometime in 1972. I'd caught his opening act at The 
Boarding House, a nightclub particularly friendly to folk, country, and cabaret acts. Knowing 
nothing of his background as a comedy writer and occasional performer on The Smothers 
Brothers Comedy Hour, I approached him about coming onto my Sunday DJ show on KSAN. 
He accepted, and would pop in, whenever he came to town, doing his highly visual bits on 
the radio. It was theater of the mind, whether you minded it or not. When, in 1977, I became 
a contributor to a new TV show, Evening Magazine, I did a piece on Martin. On the spur of 
the moment he choreographed an elaborate bit for the two of us. Whatever I'd ask, he'd 
ignore it and riff, instead, on his life story. As he spoke, he'd start to sit down, then stand 
back up, then sit, then stand. By segment's end, I was wearing a pair of his prop bunny ears. 
It felt good. I'd experienced a little of what Martin would bring to his television appearances 
in the years to come. He never wanted to do an ordinary interview.
By the time I got the assignment to conduct a Rolling Stone interview with Steve, he'd 
exploded into superstardom. He was selling out arenas, had three gold albums, and was a 
television sensation. After establishing himself as a favorite guest host on Saturday Night Live 
and doing fill-in work for Johnny Carson, he got a production deal with NBC. He became a 
movie star with his first project, The Jerk. In addition, he'd published a best-selling book, 
Cruel Shoes.
Yet through all his successes, he struck me as the same Steve Martin who'd opened at 
the Boarding House. Offstage, in a nonperforming situation, he was almost painfully shy and 
withdrawn. But once the switch was flipped to "on," he was magic.
"SO I WANTED EVERYTHING TO CEASE, and I wanted to throw the dice."
Steve Martin, overdosed on success, threw his dice, and what a number he rolled: 
the lead in Pennies from Heaven. In this MGM tragi-musical, which zigzags from doomed 
darkness to dreamy fantasies, Martin plays Arthur Parker, a song-sheet salesman, who 
lies and cheats, sings and dances-who does just about everything, in fact, but act 
funny. For a man who rose to stardom through comedy, he was clearly taking the 
biggest risk of his career.
It was a role Martin worked hard to get. He had to learn dramatic acting-from 
the director, Herbert Ross-and take tap-dancing lessons for months, well into the production of the film. He had to accept what amounted to a year's retirement from, to put 
it mildly, a wildly successful comedy career. And he even had to butt up against his own 
friend and manager, Bill McEuen. "I just think he shouldn't be doing a dramatic role at 
this point," McEuen said, a few weeks before the movie opened. "I would've been happier if he'd done a couple more comedies first, then tried something different."
But Steve would not be stopped. Martin had seen Pennies in its original form, as a 
six-part, nine-hour television series produced by the BBC in 1976 and shown later in 
the United States on various PBS stations. "I couldn't believe it," he said. "I'd sit there 
and go, 'This is the greatest thing I've ever seen.' What the movie's about is so common 
to everything. Arthur's desire to be like what the songs told him. I saw this great parallel to when I was growing up in the fifties. The rock and roll songs were so simple, 
everything was so simple. You loved her, you got her, you lost her. Pop music now, or in the sixties, was complicated, but these songs were just, 'Here's what life is gonna be.' 
And that promise has been made to people of our generation as well as to people of 
Arthur's generation."


Ten days after Pennies opened, Martin's mood was a reflection of the film's business-a mixture of disappointment, optimism, and caution. Backed by rave reviews, it 
did well in New York City, but elsewhere, reviews were mixed and business was so-so. 
"I'm disappointed that it didn't open as a blockbuster," said Martin, "and I don't know 
what to blame, other than it's me and not a comedy." About the critics? "I must say 
that the people who get the movie, in general, have been wise and intelligent; the people who don't get it are ignorant scum."
When Martin got the role in Pennies, he was 3 6 years old and the hottest comedian in the country. His concerts competed with large rock shows, drawing audiences of 
twenty-five thousand people. Two albums sold more than a million copies each, and a 
third had the million-selling single "King Tut." He played Vegas and published a bestselling book, Cruel Shoes. All four of his NBC specials have given that beleaguered network something to smile about. And his first full-length feature film, The jerk, grossed 
$100 million on an investment of some $4.5 million. In fact, it was on the strength of 
The jerk that Martin was mentioned as a possible Arthur Parker when Herbert Ross 
began casting Pennies. Several other actors, among them Al Pacino and Richard 
Dreyfuss, were sent scripts. But Rick McCallum, executive producer of Pennies, says 
most of the actors were put off by the "unsympathetic" nature of the Parker character 
and by the work the part required.
When Martin met with Ross and writer Dennis Potter at Martin's home in Beverly 
Hills, Potter recalls: "Steve started talking about Arthur, what he felt about the part. As 
he talked-he actually put on a hat and did a tentative dance-he instinctively understood Arthur, and from that moment on, I had no doubt." Ross, who got into film as a 
choreographer and has directed a few dancers (The Turning Point and Nijinsky being 
among his credits), calls Martin "literally the only actor in Hollywood who is equipped 
to do a musical. There is not one actor who has the skills that he does."
We are at Martin's house in Beverly Hills. From the outside, it looks like a forbidding fortress. But inside, it's sunlit, wide-open spaces, all white walls (or, more often, 
half walls or columns with rectangular cutouts) and gray carpeting, with careful, 
tasteful and clearly professional decorating. Furnishings are mostly contemporary, in 
greens, roses, and maroons. Bookshelves are filled with a substantial library of histories and collections of American art (there are two dozen books on James McNeill 
Whistler alone), along with leather-bound scripts from Martin's films and TV specials. 
It is a house with no clutter, no magazines on the coffee table, no records strewn about 
(in a cabinet, though, one finds albums by Steely Dan, Kraftwerk, Devo, Mozart, and 
tapes of thirties music). On the walls hang artwork, both modern and Nineteenth 
Century, including a John Henry Twachtman. Martin has been a serious "looker" since 
college days and a collector since he could afford to be one.
Offstage, with friends or strangers, Steve is, simply, off. He's a cooperative interview, but he doesn't want to talk about fellow comedians, he says, "because all I'm 
gonna do is say nice things, and it's gonna be so boring." He wants to keep his relationship with Bernadette Peters (costar of Pennies) private. And the same goes for his 
art collection. Agonizing over whether to even talk about it, he explains: 'As a comedi an, I'm willing to trade out my private thoughts about things that are personal to me 
for space in the magazine, and I'm willing to say dumb things that, six months later, I 
go, `Why did I say that?' But when it comes to art, which is so personal-and I'm not 
trying to make it part of my personality-I'm not willing to say dumb things about it. 
I want the freedom to be stupid about it, to learn about it, to think about something I 
still don't understand. It's like why I'm a vegetarian, I don't know. I can't defend myself, 
and I don't have to defend myself. It's like the artist doesn't have to explain or justify 
anything about it. And I think it's important for me to keep that position, for my own 
personal health."


But on occasion, Martin the comedian emerges. He notices my scribbling into a 
notebook. "What're you writing down?" he asks.
I tell him, "Striped dress shirt, black slacks...."
"Well," he volunteers, "my shoes are mauve. They're dress shoes, but I want to 
break them in, so I'm wearing them two hours a day." He chuckles.
And the socks?
"Oh, I'm breaking in these socks, too."
Why did you decide to take such a risk with your career?
I was asked about that before I went into the project, and there was no hesitation. When I first started doing my act, it was not.. .normal. It was not what was 
expected. That's why the public caught onto it. And I said, "If I start getting trapped 
by my own sameness, I'm not doing what they secretly want, which is for me to do 
what I want to do."
The last time I saw you, you said this movie would be the biggest challenge of your life. 
Did your expectations come true,'
More than I thought, I was in such a state. I'd been on the road-about seventeen 
years. But three years really steady, and it was debilitating. You get physically tired, 
emotionally tired, and start wondering what you're doing.
It got to the point where when I'd do new material, it sounded like old material 
even to me [puzzled laugh]. And one thing I didn't understand that frustrated me was, I 
was doing comedy and the audience was doing an event. They were at an event, and I 
was going, "Wait a minute. This is my little joke. Why are you waving balloons at me 
during my joke?"
I needed a break. I wasn't looking for a dramatic role; I didn't know what I was 
looking for. Then this thing came along, and it was like seeing the perfect circle. You 
knew you had to enter it.
After the first weeks of shooting, did you feel confident about your acting, or was there 
fear?
[Laughs] I would not allow myself to be afraid. I thought that would really hurt 
me. I felt I had been through so much. I'd faced twenty thousand people in concert, and 
I refused to be intimidated. It was not easy.
What has it been like for you to see the film?
There's something about the movie that overwhelms me, and it's touching and it's 
different and I love what it's saying, even though I can't express it. When I was in college- one reason I was in show business is I'd read a poem and think, "God, that thing 
is beautiful." And I would get in my speech class and read the poem. I wanted to pass it along. The thrill for me is when a sympathetic person watches this film and gets the 
same feeling I had when I saw the BBC version.


Was your goal always to be in movies?
Yeah, stand-up comedy was really just an accident. I was figuring out a way to get 
onstage. I made up a magic act and, "Hey, I'm in show business," and that led to nightclubs. I felt like a comedian, that was my work. As I got into the movies, I was reminded, "Hey, this is really why I got into show business." I do like the movies. It's so condensed. You get to try and make it right.
But there's nothing more condensed than a one-liner to an audience that laughs right 
back.
But with movies you've got constantly new material, constant new challenges.
Wasn't it in college [Long Beach State, 1964] that you hit on your particular brand of 
comedy?
College totally changed my life. It changed what I believe and what I think about 
everything. I majored in philosophy. Something about non sequiturs appealed to me. In 
philosophy I started studying logic, and they were talking about cause and effect, and 
you start to realize, "Hey, there is no cause and effect! There is no logic! There is no anything!" Then it gets real easy to write this stuff, because all you have to do is twist everything hard-you twist the punch line, you twist the non sequitur so hard away from 
the things that set it up, that it's easy.. .and it's thrilling.
For a while there, you thought about becoming a teacher.
But then I thought, "I can't give up show business." I'd studied philosophy and 
realized the only true value was accomplishment. So I changed my major, transferred 
[to UCLA] and went into theater.
You were already doing some comedy. Where did you first perform onstage?
At this club, the Prison of Socrates, on Balboa Island [near Newport Beach]. It was 
Hoot Night, and I got up and just threw everything in to try and get to fifteen minutes. 
So I had my magic, and I read poetry and played the banjo, and I juggled. It's exactly 
what I'm doing now.
What kind of a response did you get?
Gosh, I don't know. Part of the thing, when you're young and naive, is that you 
think you went over when you didn't, and that's what keeps you going. Your desire's so 
great to do it, you don't just quit.
How did you meet your manager, Bill McEuen?
Well, I used to go to high school with his brother, John, and we slowly communicated. We didn't get together, though, till I started writing for the Smothers Brothers. I 
was about 22 when we decided to sign a management thing, and neither of us, I swear 
to God, knew what we were doing. [Dumbstruck voice] "I got a manager now ..."
I can't believe the intensity of his devotion. He tape-recorded everything you did back in 
the early days.
Sure. He used to sit out there every night, watch every show, and laugh. And I'd 
hear his laugh and it'd sort of keep me going. It was like him and me, kind of cheering 
each other up. I know I'm dying, he knows I'm dying, and we're laughing about it.
For a while you slipped into a hippie look. How much did it reflect your life?
Well, I was just going through a stage, like anybody. I was listening to rock music. 
I smoked some marijuana. That was when I was about 20. Marijuana's so strange in that you can get a lot of different things from it. When you first start smoking it, you 
get really high, and then after a while, you just get tired. When I started writing, I quit.


How did you get the job writing for the Smothers Brothers?
I had written a stack of things in college, in creative writing class. I had a girlfriend who was a dancer on the show, and she showed Mason Williams [the show's 
head writer] my stuff.
After your hippie phase, around 1971, you started wearing white suits. How contrived 
was that?
It seemed at the time like something really far out. It was planned, and then the 
white suit became gurulike when I started achieving success. But when I cut my hair, 
I didn't do it to think, "Well, this will help me out in show business." I just wanted to 
forget about the past.
Even before the white suit, you were doing some strange things, not only in your act but 
especially after the shows, leading crowds out into the streets and going to McDonald's and 
ordering three hundred hamburgers... and one French fry.
That's what I had to learn in acting, that it was the degree of your commitment to 
an idea that made it successful or not. The idea could be wrong, but you must be committed, and that's what I was to the act at the time. All the way.
I remember the first time I ever walked out of the hall at the end of the act, and 
the audience came with me and I had them all get in a swimming pool-which was 
empty-and then I swam over the top of them, and they all put their arms out, and I 
thought, "Gee, there's a breakthrough! I'm gonna do this every time now." It was that 
spirit, I think, that caught fire to the rest of my act. I stopped going outside because it 
got too dangerous. I realized if I go out and take three thousand people, someone's 
gonna get run over.
That's when the concerts became "events."
But even after that, they were great shows, shows that thrilled me. It was like playing an instrument. The audience was an instrument. I can do this, and they'll do this. 
There was a period of, like, a year and a half where I felt so good; my body, my fingers, 
everything was working. When it got beyond that.... I don't want sour grapes, like I was 
selling out twenty thousand-seat concerts and was unhappy. I wasn't, on one hand. It 
was the traveling, the circumstances-it just got me. I started doing things like collapsing onstage. It was a signal.
What about the time you had to go to the hospital?
It was a concert in Knoxville, Tennessee, with about seven thousand people in, 
like, a gymnasium. They were hanging from the rafters. It was about 100 degrees outside and humid, so it must've been 125 degrees onstage. The first five minutes I could 
feel sweat coming from my hair and running down my face. And the suit got soaked 
through. And I was about a half-hour into the act when I realized I couldn't go on. I 
had to leave. They called the medics and took me to the hospital. It was just exhaustion. 
I was a wreck.
How did it affect your performance? Did your act become rote?
No, that wasn't the problem. My act was always formulated. It's not like you get 
depressed and go out and do a lousy show. You could be exhausted, and something 
happens and you're on top of it. That's the enigma of performing. You can be very 
down and go out there and suddenly feel it. Or be very high and never connect with the audience. I started getting tired when I was getting into the nonconcert situations, like 
Atlantic City or Las Vegas. I felt something was missing.


When you began to get a lot of media attention, people tried to explain why you hit when 
you did. Did you agree with their assessments?
You know, in those articles, I always looked for something larger. I always felt 
there was a deeper meaning to what I was doing than just being "wild and crazy," 
something more philosophical. I had a view that there was something funny about trying to be funny. I needed a theory behind it in order to justify it at the time, but now I 
don't. I see it for what it was. It was just fun, and it was stupid, and that's why it was 
successful.
But a lot of "stupid" comics have failed. Why did you succeed?
It was like everyone was ripe, and I was there and had the act I'd been doing for 
ten years, and boom, you know? I just think people wanted something new. I mean, I 
wanted something new, so I sort of became it.
You were one of the most popular guest hosts of Saturday Night Live. Was there an 
instant chemistry?
It grew over the years. After a couple of times, it was a lot easier to write for me, 
and we had things to go to. I was not much of a contributor, except for my monologues.
When you were invited onto SNL, did you already know the show?
Sure, I saw the very first show, and I loved it. Saturday Night Live was a huge force. 
It made movie stars John Belushi, Dan Aykroyd, Bill Murray. They and Richard Pryor 
and Lily Tomlin and myself were the comedy of the seventies.
Do you plan to get back to the stage soon?
I want to stay in contact with live performing. Once you lose it, you've lost something real important. I want to go back with something really fresh. I need six months 
at the Comedy Store to get back into shape, and I look forward to going back. I'd like to 
start from the bottom again. Work up a whole other feeling. And to get that feeling 
again of funny.
Can a successful Steve Martin still play the jerk who thinks he's making it when he's 
actually making a fool of himself?
I'd still be that character. That's me. I can't walk out and be a somber Lenny Bruce 
or change the focus of my material. Onstage, when I say I've made it, it doesn't mean 
career-wise or celebrity-wise. It means [smugly], "I'm good." You can always think 
you're good when you're really not.
How are you coming up with new material now?
My act was ad-libbed, really, for over ten years, and the good ad-libs stayed and 
that's how it evolved. I sat down and wrote some things, but pretty much everything 
was, "Hey, that'll work," laying at night in your bed and going, "Well, that's another 
good idea!" [Laughs.]
Offstage, you're a very serious kind of distant.
That's what my close friends say, too, you know.
Why is it that you come off so cold to people?
You know, I can't answer that. That's for a shrink to answer. I'm a lot better at it 
now than when I was touring. When you're touring and if you go to a party, there's 
automatically a celebrity-audience distance. It follows you around, especially when 
you're on the road in small towns. Any time there is awe, it gets very difficult to be nor mal, to be yourself. But I'm not saying that that's what made me the way I am. I've 
probably always been distant.


As a kid, too? In high school and college?
Well, I had one very close friend in high school and college, two different people. 
Otherwise, it was hard to get to know people. But I had real good rapport with these 
specific friends. We had this communication, generally through humor.
Do you appreciate a comic like Andy Kaufman, who seems more interested in arousing 
the audience than in getting laughs?
I've only seen Andy Kaufman be funny. I always felt like if what I was doing then 
hadn't broken through, I would eventually have gone on to something like that. I 
always felt like Andy Kaufman was the next step.
What about other comics? Do you keep tabs on them?
Not much. I can look at it almost objectively because I don't feel like one anymore. 
I feel like I've moved... changed somehow, and it's so far behind me in some spiritual 
way. I feel more inclined toward the movies now. I'm not looking for my next college 
date. I want to be a comedian-actor.
I hear you met recently with Stanley Kubrick in London.
It's not the kind of stuff you want to put in the papers. That's the way deals are 
blown. But I met with him in London for about eight hours. He likes The jerk, and we 
talked about doing something together.
You're also the executive producer of a late-night show on NBC called Twilight Theater.
It's part of my television deal; we created a production company that feeds ideas 
to NBC, and late-night really appealed to me. We're doing a prime-time situation comedy with Martin Mull-that's in development-and Twilight Theater, which is our version of those Alcoa anthology shows from the late fifties. We've got Roddy McDowall as 
the host, and it looks like we present great drama. He sits by the fireside and pulls books 
off the shelves and introduces the next, you know, piece of art, and it's all sort of 
pompous. Then we do New Wave, with a punk-expressionist set.
(Among planned segments: a soap-opera parody set in a high school whose population is three-quarters punks and one-quarter preppies; a New Wavey video clip of 
Rosemary Clooney doing "Come on-a My House," accompanied by Spazz Attack, the 
dancer in Devo's video of "Satisfaction.")
Now that you're two films past it, what do you think of The Jerk?
I saw it recently; it came on cable TV. I sat there... "You know, this is pretty funny." 
I liked it. There are things I would've done different, but I recognized that was me then; 
that's the style of the film.
The jerk got worked over by the critics, and that came around the time you were being 
slammed for the Cruel Shoes book. Other writers said you were repeating too many bits and 
putting out too many albums. How did you respond to all this?
The thing that's wrong is that they [the critics] try to make you ashamed of 
your work. And nobody has the right to do that. We do this out of-oh, I can't say 
why [laughs]. I was gonna say love, but that's not true. Love sounds like you're implying [in a sincere voice], "I want to go out there and make those people happy." And I've 
never thought that. I wanted to get onstage and exercise this craft. It's to please 
yourself.
...Or to make the world a better place?


I'll tell you, I'm sure musicians don't feel they're going out there making people 
happy. They're happy with moving their fingers across the neck of that guitar, and 
that's the way I felt. It just happens in comedy that that's superficially what it looks like 
you're doing. I never thought I was making them happy. I always figured they hated 
me. I felt happy that the show went right, and if I had this elevating moment, I felt 
there was communication. That's why when the thing got out of control-you know, 
the rock-audience syndrome with some guy throwing a beer bottle at you and the people running up onstage. That really got to me because it threw everything out of sync. 
I learned how to handle it, but I didn't want to have to handle it.
How have you handled the money that's come with success?
Well, I don't want to sound like I have $100 million. I did well. I have no 
complaints.
You have what? About $50 million?
That's about eighty million [laughs]. I have no problems with money at all. I'm not 
depressed because of it. It's so relative. You can quibble over $100 but not over 
$100,000. But I hesitate to discuss money because it's-I don't care who you are, 
there's a real hatred of rich people, there's hostility-this real snide attitude toward the 
rich as though you didn't earn it and that it was easy, or that there's a great difference 
between the rich and the not-rich. What's the difference? Now why is he an asshole? I 
mean, I didn't start it out as a business. There are two things-what you do and the 
business of what you do-and I don't feel like a businessman.
Bill McEuen told me that he wanted to do well more to have freedom than for the money. 
But he also said, "While we're hot, why not take it? If we don't, we'll hate ourselves in ten 
years. 
I have to tell you something. Bill vacillates, and it depends on the mood he's in. 
Sometimes he'll say, "Fuck you, we're only doing this for the money, and if we don't get 
the money, we're not gonna do it." Other times he's the most artistic, dedicated, devoted-to-art person I've ever met. And I think all of us are like that. You're making so 
much on a concert tour, and it excites you a little and you go, "How much?" There's a 
certain thrill to it. It's detached. I don't care if I'm getting five cents for a show or 
$100,000, it's just as hard. The work is the same, and you're not gonna let it die. I 
mean, you're out there sweating, working for something else.
You know, talking about selling-that's a whole style. You're on the road, you're 
selling records, it's a period of your show-business life that maybe happens once, or two 
or three times. Everything's coming together. The road was meant to sell records, it was 
meant for you to be out there and be Number One: it was to do everything, to explode 
and ride that wave. But it only comes every once in a while, and now I'm happy. I intentionally beached to calm it down, to let it subside, because if you're on that wave, pretty soon it's gonna break, just by its own weight.
Is there that sense of having retired a champ? You didn't quit, but you stepped back by 
your own choice.
That's right. Pull it back and just say, "I'm gonna get sick of this, they're gonna get 
sick of it," and you just go... [Martin leans back, allows himself one of his wide, eye-closing 
smiles, breathes out and sits up again] "That was wonderful."
-February 18, 1982
Rolling Stone


Long after this interview, Steve and I have stayed in touch. A few years ago, I asked him for a 
"blurb" for my memoirs, The Rice Room. He wrote back, and we happily quoted:
"The Rice Room is a poignant examination of Ben's life. I couldn't put it down ...in fact, 
I'm still holding it."
See? Some people can just plain write funny.
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Annie LThoii!t:
THE PHOTOGRAPHER AS AN ACTIVIST
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[image: ]nnie Leibovitz first joined me, if memory serves, on an interview with Grace Slick and 
Paul Kantner in 1970. She'd already proven herself as a professional photographer 
with her portraits of John Lennon, accompanying a Rolling Stone interview conducted by Jann Wenner in 1971. And for the next decade, she would be a critical part of the success of most of Rolling Stone's cover stories, and of Rolling Stone itself.
W H E N I F I R S T K N i, W H E R thirteen years ago, Annie Leibovitz was a gangly bundle of 
nerves, a young photographer who exuded insecurity. At work, though, she was both 
sharp, in terms of knowing what she wanted, and blunt, with her adolescent manner. 
Do this, do that. No. Don't worry, it'll be great. It was just right for the young, brash San 
Francisco-based magazine we both worked for: Rolling Stone.
And her photographs, mainly of rock 'n' roll artists, were great. With Annie 
Leibovitz shooting my stories, even the worst would look good, and the good would look 
fantastic.
Annie contributed more than illustrations. She often disarmed our subjects with 
her quirky charm, so that they acted differently-often more candidly, than they might 
with a reporter. Shooting them in separate sessions, she would pick up and pass along her own insights on the characters of her subjects; those invariably made their way 
into my stories.


I remember, from just the stories we did together, Grace Slick hoisting her daughter China; Ike Turner caressing Tina (a slave master and his caged tigress); Mick Jagger 
at the helm of a yacht off Oahu; Ray Charles in the cockpit of his own aircraft.
Her new book, Photographs, includes shots for the last two cover stories I did for 
Rolling Stone: Rodney Dangerfield, in a blue-eyed panic over a baby Annie has forced 
into his arms, and Steve Martin, who becomes a part of one of his prized contemporary 
art pieces.
These are examples of Annie as the activist photographer, the woman who goes 
to a session armed with ideas, ready to go as far as a subject will allow, and, often, 
further.
Photographs, as a result, is a scrappy book. There's Debra Winger, topless, 
Frenching her dog Pete; there's Linda Ronstadt in a torrid red camisole, sprawled rump 
up, across her Malibu bed; Christo mummified in his own sheets, Lauren Hutton, topless and smeared in mud: Carly Simon with a leg up on James Taylor; a nude John 
Lennon climbing and kissing Yoko in a photograph taken the day of his death; Richard 
Pryor and Lily Tomlin, laughing and crying, and, finally, Yoko, crying.
The photographs-mostly from 1977 on, coinciding with Rolling Stone's move 
from San Francisco to New York-are a testament to the way many of the most prominent people in our social and cultural landscape look or pose these days.
They also are testament to the growth of Annie Leibovitz, who's traveled a ways since 
Rolling Stone's black-and-white, smudgy newsprint days at Third and Brannan streets.
Leibovitz, now photographing exclusively for Vanity Fair, was back in San 
Francisco recently, on a promotional tour for the book. Most of her interviewers, she 
says, "ask me how I get people to do it. I don't think I make them do anything. It's the 
old idea of journalists as manipulators. But 95 percent of my pictures are collaboration. Like Debra Winger. Maybe it shows a bit much, but she's that way: boisterous, 
tough, brilliant. I think she was using her dog. It was 3 8 degrees, and the dog was 
warm. Actually, I'm probably more embarrassed by the picture than she is."
Leibovitz has also drawn attention with her shots of shirtless men, ranging from 
then-teen idol David Cassidy in 19 72 to writers Jerzy Kozinski, John Irving, and Robert 
Penn Warren.
"It was so easy shooting them seminude," she says. "You didn't have to worry 
about what they wore. Actually, it just seemed appropriate to me at the sessions. I 
mean, it was hard to imagine Mick Jagger with his shirt on. You're dealing with people 
with a lot of sexual attraction."
Even the well-worn Robert Penn Warren?
"Oh, I loved that, shooting a series for Life on poets. To work with people who were 
not self-conscious about how they looked. I'd been reading Warren, and he was writing about time passing, about dying. And he gave himself over to me immediately. He 
sat in his bedroom, which was all gray; it looked like no one lived there. I found out he 
spent most of his time there.
"He told me, `I'll do anything you want.' So I took off his shirt. And the picture I 
got-his eyes were broad, naked; he was ready for anything. That was his poem to me, 
about his loss of youth. About being at peace with himself. And ready to die."


Leibovitz is constantly asked about the last John Lennon photo. "I'm still very 
emotional about it. But every time I look at that picture..." She shakes her head. "I'm 
still holding it in."
She credits Lennon with helping her to relax in her work. He was her first Rolling 
Stone cover portrait in 1970. "I was really scared. But he started me off on the right 
track. The way he acted, he showed me we're all equal, just human beings."
Leibovitz got her start at the San Francisco Art Institute; then lived-and shot 
photos-for six months in a kibbutz in Israel. On her return, her boyfriend, a photographer for Time, Life, and the Chronicle, urged her to show her photos to Rolling Stone. 
"He thought it'd be great if his girlfriend worked for Rolling Stone. Me the small one, he 
the big ones."
At the rock magazine, the art directors were impressed with her portfolio, including a shot she'd taken the day before of poet Allen Ginsberg and a Cockette sharing a 
joint at a rally.
`And the rest," she shouts, "history!" Since Rolling Stone, it's Annie who's scored 
the big ones: Esquire, Paris-Match, Stern, the London Sunday Times and-oh, yes-Time 
and Life.
Leibovitz is insecure no more. Working on the book, she said, "I've gotten to like 
my work. Together, the pictures looked really strong. I saw a great deal of strength."
At age 32, with her first book out, Leibovitz says, "I feel like I'm just beginning. 
The book is like a calling card. To let me shoot at my own pace."
What advice does she have for aspiring photographers?
"Become stand-up comics." She's been on tour too long. "No, the way I did it 
was-I had that opportunity at Rolling Stone. So starting at small papers and magazines is a good idea. And remember that people buy ideas, they don't buy 
photographs."
-November 19, 1983
San Francisco Chronicle
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Rick llE!lsoll:
A TKAVELIN' MAN AT HIS OWN PACE
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[image: ]fter a couple of years of freelancing, I came to realize that I wasn't much of a freelancer. Sure, I'd done well by freelance standards, appearing in a wide range of magazines, from Parade and TV Guide to Esquire and Playboy, and branching out far 
beyond rock and roll with a piece on the classic restaurants of San Francisco for Food & Wine 
magazine.
But I got most of my work from people finding and calling me. I wasn't much of a selfsalesman. I'd never found it easy to promote myself, and that's exactly what freelancing 
required. I had to pitch not only ideas, but myself.
Yet when a good friend, Claire Harrison, a publicist I'd known since the sixties, suggested that I write for the San Francisco Chronicle, I initially resisted. My ego questioned 
the wisdom of a national magazine writer going local. But, freelancing, I'd already written 
for several Bay Area publications. And as I looked at the overdue bills piled up in a basket, 
I realized I could use a regular paycheck. And the Chronicle made it easy, offering me a 
feature writing position that didn't require my being at the office. Thanks to Claire's husband, Ed Reed, I'd learned about personal computers in 1981, and I could file stories by 
modem.


By its assignments, the Chronicle further widened my world, as I wrote about prison 
guards, sex workers, New Age devotees, and computers. Of course, I also wrote music articles, 
ranging from teen heartthrobs Menudo to Carmen McRae and Cab Calloway. The latter's 
reaction to Michael Jackson's "moonwalk"? "Fifty years ago, they called it the buzz," the 78year-old Cab told me in 1985. "None of these steps they're doing now are new. The breakdancing is nothing but what we called acrobatic tap." Rap? "That was scattin'. Times change, 
names change."
I saw Calloway at the Venetian Room in the Fairmont Hotel. The landmark nightspot 
was trying to keep up with the times, booking artists like Donovan, John Sebastian, and exTemptations David Ruffin and Eddie Kendricks, as well as standard-bearers like McRae and 
Rosemary Clooney.
In 1984, the Fairmont brought in Rick Nelson who, to most of the room's older patrons, 
would forever be Ricky. For those who sought black-and-white memories, Nelson gave them 
their money's worth. Behind the scenes, however, things weren't quite as harmonic.
THE FAIRMONT'S PUBLICITY OFFICE IS IN A SNI1'. "They're not listening to a thing 
we say," says the publicist. "It makes us look like ninnies."
"They" are the people surrounding Rick Nelson, who's about to open at the 
Venetian Room. He's played Vegas, Tahoe, and Atlantic City, but this is his first time in 
any Fairmont supper club, and he's beginning with a series of false starts. He was supposed to arrive in San Francisco the night before opening night last Tuesday. Just before 
the holiday weekend, the Fairmont got word that he wanted to end his rare day off 
(from touring) at home in Los Angeles. Fair enough: he'd be here early Tuesday. Early 
on Tuesday, the hotel got the latest: He'd take off from L,A. in his private jet around 
4:30, just five hours before he was to hit the stage.
He therefore wouldn't do a rehearsal; not even a sound check. "Don't worry," his 
people told the Fairmont. "He doesn't need one."
"We strongly recommend a sound check," the hotel publicist says, "because 
this room is different from the Cow Palace or a regular auditorium." Ella Fitzgerald 
does sound checks. So does Vic Damone and everyone else. But Nelson would trust 
his advance sound engineer. The Fairmont, then, had to scrub a run-through that 
would have been open to the press, for publicity purposes. Ditto any live interviews.
Except this one, which had been scheduled for Friday, then Saturday by phone, and 
was finally nailed down to opening night, between performances.
The shows-no surprise-started late. At 8 P.M., Nelson hadn't arrived at the 
Fairmont. At 8:56, he was reported in his suite. By 9:45, he was on, fifteen minutes 
late, with a show full of rock and roll, delivered laconically and casually, with a winning grin here, a raised fist there, and very little eye contact. This may be the Perry 
Como of rock.
After the show, and a short delay in his suite, he has maybe thirty minutes to talk. 
He sits in the parlor of his suite and fidgets with a cigarette. He looks like he's in a dentist's chair, and he is not at all relaxed about being asked why he's so late getting to this 
important date.


He plays innocent. "Just getting out of L.A., you know ...so, it took us a long time to 
get out of there, a lot longer than I thought. Actually, it didn't seem like it was outrageously late. I don't know."
He is all the things I'd been told to expect. Unfailingly polite, modest, outwardly shy, 
and not particularly glib or articulate. At 44, he looks 30 (until you get close up and 
notice that his bountiful hair is dyed: that his chest hair is a distinguished gray, and 
that a few lines have crept onto his still-angular face) and sounds about 20. His sentences are halting, pock-marked by nervous tics, as if he were still in a scene in The 
Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet.
He carried his reserved manner onto the stage. and his style, combined with his 
rock-dominated repertoire, earned him a tepid response from the Fairmont audience. 
Sure, there were those in the front rows who lip-synced while he sang "Garden Party" 
(his last big hit, in 1972). But no applause greeted his classics, all well-delivered: "Poor 
Little Fool," "Travelin' Man," `Stood Up," "I'm Walkin'," "Lonesome Street," "Hello 
Mary Lou" and "Believe What You Say." Except for low volume on his microphone for 
the first couple of songs, he didn't suffer for the lack of a sound check.
"I'm not sure what category tonight's audience was," said Nelson. "I felt like a lot 
of people hadn't heard 'Garden Party.' Even in Atlantic City, there's usually somebody 
out there recognizing it." The Mr. Manners in him quickly took over: "I don't want to 
put down any audience. They came to see... something."
Many in the audience were there to see a memory from a bygone era, a cute kid 
from a warm TV show. Nelson nodded. "There were people who grew up with me and 
weren't necessarily music fans, but there are a certain amount of people who were into 
the music."
He never tires of meeting fans who ask him about the television show. "That's a 
compliment," he said. "I look at the shows now, and they were good. They had a beginning, middle, and an end. You can't really compare them with what's happening now, 
because it's a different time."
In what remained of our time together, Nelson offered these random thoughts:
About acting: "I really haven't pursued acting. I enjoy music too much. I've always 
felt closer to music, even when I was a little kid."
About his hitless slump from 19 64 to 19 70, after eighteen Top Ten records beginning in 19 5 7: "I never felt I was in a slump, just that a new thing started happening, 
like the Beatles, and a lot of American artists had trouble getting air play.... That was a 
time I was really searching for direction; I didn't have any."
In the early seventies, Nelson was among the pioneers who mixed rock and country music; in the process, he sprouted long hair and wore fringed cowboy outfits. What 
did Ozzie think? "My dad always hated my hair," said Nelson, "even when I was 11, 
'cause I'd comb it all to the front."
About his status as a bachelor (After nineteen years, he was divorced two years ago 
by Kristin Harmon, an artist who, along with brother David Nelson's real-life wife, 
appeared on the TV series): "I'm divorced; I have a girlfriend and great kids."
About his being, currently, without a record company: "That's OK for right now. 
I'm doing an album." His last effort, Playing to Win in 1981, had smatterings of New 
Wave, and it left Nelson dissatisfied. "The end result was a compromise. It didn't have 
a direction. I ended up doing songs that I kinda talked myself into doing 'cause a pro ducer wanted me to. The things I feel best about are basically what I'm doing now. It's 
rock and roll."


About being wealthy and being able to do what he wants when he wants: "I think 
that's part of why I was terrible in school. I was never able to function." Were there 
problems with authority figures? He shrugged. "I guess. My folks spoiled me with a certain amount of freedom, giving me choices, not just saying, `This is the way it is.' I have 
a tough time when a guy who's an attorney runs a record company and tells you how 
you should sound, what kind of band you should use. My first reaction is to...go ride a 
truck. There's a certain freedom to riding a truck."
Finally, a little fire. But a knock on the door signaled the end. Not that Nelson 
appeared to be in any hurry. He thought about a comment he'd made three years ago, 
that "My whole career's been a comeback."
"I still feel that way," he said. "There's always a turnover in the audiences. Certain 
people phase out, and a new group that doesn't know anything about you comes 
along. It's a great feeling to have kids enjoying the old songs. The stand-up bass, rockabilly, which is what I started with in 19 5 7, is a new sound to young people."
By the time we left, Nelson was fifteen minutes late for the second show, he was yet 
to change, and a man from the Fairmont was stationed outside his door, waiting. He 
would be waiting for awhile.
-San Francisco Chronicle
June 1984
Rick Nelson, along with his fiancee and five band and crew members, was killed on New 
Year's Eve, 1985, when a chartered vintage DC-3 taking them to a concert in Dallas burned 
and crashed. Nelson had been working on a new album, but the last vocal he would commit 
to tape would be as part of a group, singing background vocals for two songs by Lionel 
Richie, "Se La" and "Dancing on the Ceiling." Rick Nelson was 44.
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Eddie fflurphjj:
WHO DOES HE THINK HE IS?
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[image: ]ife at the Chronicle-when I was there, a day or two each week-was strange. The 
paper itself was fine. Overwhelmingly dominant over the afternoon Examiner, the 
Chronicle meant power. If you wrote for the Chronicle, you got your calls answered; 
you got your interviews; you got in. And when you wrote, you got read.
But in the Chronicle Building in downtown San Francisco, employees walked around 
in a state of distraction, disarray, disinterest. At Rolling Stone, we were friendly, with hugs, 
kisses, and, at minimum, hearty hellos at the start of each workday. We were family. At 
the Chron, people seemed to look down, away, or straight ahead as they passed you. In 
the departments where I did most of my work-the Sunday Datebook and the People 
department-staffers were friendly, with varying degrees of warmth. And the late, fabled 
columnist, Herb Caen, always said hello. But, too often, as I made my way around the 
newspaper offices, I was reminded of the pod people in The Invasion of the Body 
Snatchers.
Fortunately, I'd carved out a deal that allowed me to do freelance work as it came 
along. In 1983, settling into the Chronicle groove, I got a call from a former fellow editor at 
Rolling Stone. Paul Scanlon was now at GQ, and he needed me to run down to Hollywood to write a short piece on what might be called a "starlet," a young actress dazzling enough to 
warrant a session with the legendary studio photographer, George Hurrell.


I hadn't heard of this Daryl Hannah, but, within a few days, the spread was complete, 
and, not long after that, I wound up with a plum gig: the pop music column in GQ.
Meantime, through Paula Batson, a publicist who'd become a good friend, I hooked up 
with a chain of specialized magazines being published out of Knoxville by two young wizards, Christopher Whittle and Philip Moffit. For three years, before their 13-30 Corporation 
began running out of steam, I roamed the country and a particularly beautiful part of Europe 
on various assignments. For Moviegoer, which was distributed free in movie theaters, I went 
to Atlanta to watch Chuck Norris kick ass, and then to Nice, in the south of France, as 
Michael Douglas swashbuckled his way through Jewel of the Nile. For Campus Voice, I profiled various rock and movie stars.
One of my first assignments took me into the vibrant world of Eddie Murphy, just feeling his oats as a movie star. He'd killed on Saturday Night Live; he'd scored big in 48 HRS; 
he'd begun to talk about being as big as the Beatles.
Wit sometimes enables us to act rudely with impunity.
-Duc Francois de la Rochefoucault,
French author, soldier, wit (1613-1680)
0 N THIS SUMMER DAY, Eddie Murphy is under a lot of pressure. But from the way he's 
behaving on the set of his latest movie, you'd never know it.
During one of the breaks in the shooting of Beverly Hills Cop, Murphy is planted 
on the hump between the front seats of his trailer. His eyes are closed; his head is rolling 
from side to side; he is zeroed in on a cassette of his own music, which is booming 
through the trailer.
This 23-year-old movie star doesn't seem to have a thing on his mind, even 
though he's surrounded by a maelstrom of controversy and activity. First off, Best 
Defense has just opened to bad reviews and howls of protest. It seems that audiences 
were led to expect a Dudley Moore-Eddie Murphy teamup but got no more than a 
cameo by Murphy. Then, too, rumors have been flying around Hollywood that the 
young comedian is acting up on the set of Beverly Hills Cop. And there's the July 14 
brawl in a Sunset Strip nightclub that landed Murphy in the middle of flying furniture, 
glassware, and fists.
Here in the trailer, however, he looks as if he couldn't care less. And that 
could be because he really doesn't care, or because he just doesn't have time to 
worry. Almost every night, after finishing the 8 A.M. to 8 P.M. workday on the set 
in L.A., Murphy goes to Stevie Wonder's studio and works on his music. The tune 
that's on the tape deck now is "Party All the Time," which Rick James wrote and 
helped Murphy record. Although he has begun recording music only recently, the 
comedian has been writing pop, funk, and reggae songs for a year and a half. His 
voice is flexible-just what you'd expect of a master mimic. In one song he sounds 
a lot like Stevie Wonder; in another he throws in a touch of hiccuping Elvis 
Presley.


"I don't feel there are any more entertainers like the ones back in the time of 
vaudeville: people who did everything--comedy, acting, singing, dancing," he says 
between songs. "That's the reason I'm doing the music. The next time I go on the road, 
I want to take a band with me. I want to do my stand-up comedy, impressions of artists 
with a band backing me, and then have my own music, too. I wanna perform the next 
time I go out. Make the audience, say, `What did we just see?"
And to hear Murphy tell it, he plans to conquer the screen world as well. "This is 
where I can reach the most people; movies play around the world. I wanna do what 
Chaplin did: write, star, produce, and score the movie. But then every two or three 
years I'd go on the road with a show like David Bowie's. He is the hippest motherfucker in show business. He's an unbelievable actor; he's got this tremendous stage persona; he does everything but tell jokes. His kind of career is what I want. Only I tell 
jokes, too."
And with that, Eddie Murphy immerses himself in another of his songs. But a 
knock on the door interrupts his trance; the star is needed on the set.
Murphy doesn't budge. He knows this business too well. To the crew member's 
message that they're ready on the set, he responds, 'Are you ready, or are you ready 
ready? Call me when you're ready ready." Instantly he winds back into the music.
Murphy isn't big on rehearsing his lines before a scene. "As long as I know 
where a scene is going, I'm all right. I have what you might call a gift, a knack or 
whatever. Maybe it's because of the films I'm doing and the type of show I used to 
be in. On Saturday Night Live, if we rehearsed too much I started to complain, 
'cause my performance needs to look like it's spontaneous. If I'm robotic, like I 
know every line and breath and I do a take, say, ten times, I think it gets progressively worse. In the beginning my energy's up, I'm experimenting with things, and 
it's better.
"I like having input," he continues. "The only movie I didn't do a lot of writing 
on-like in every scene-was Trading Places. The director, John Landis, knew the jokes 
and knew what he wanted. On 48 HRS., the script was more or less a shell. Every day 
Nick [Nolte], Walter [Hill, the director], and I would have meetings to change the 
scenes around. We pretty much wrote the movie as we went."
And how did the original screenwriter react?
"Well," says Murphy with a smile, "we didn't get no credit, so it made him look like 
hot shit."
He is interrupted by another knock at the trailer door; it seems that they're ready 
ready now. On the set, Murphy alters his lines with every take; the script supervisor is 
kept busy erasing and penciling in the changes he makes. But this tinkering definitely 
improves his speeches. In Beverly Hills Cop, he plays a policeman from Detroit who visits Beverly Hills to find out how a buddy of his died. The scene being shot today shows 
him telling a lieutenant why he trailed two men into a strip joint. In the script Murphy's 
line reads, "I saw bulges in the suspects' jackets." By the time he's through, he is saying, "I saw bulges in their jackets, and that's a bit bizarre, having bulges on the way into 
a place like this."
Murphy does the scene and walks off, straight into a group of crew members who 
are reading a story about Vanessa Williams' renunciation of her Miss America title. 
Murphy is immediately engrossed by the subject. He hasn't yet seen the Penthouse mag azine photo spread that got her in trouble, but the speculative talk is raunchy, and he 
has to be pulled away for the scene.


At the director's "Cut," he goes right back to the Vanessa discussion. Then he spots 
a television camera taping footage for a behind-the-scenes video of the movie, and he 
mugs. Next he launches into Mario Lanza's "Be My Love," his voice booming over the 
clatter of the set. And he keeps on singing, right through the yells of "Ready," of 
"Silence, please," and even of "Rolling," stopping and switching into character in the 
middle of the now-or-never shout. 'Action!"
Not that Murphy is purposely trying to disrupt the set; it's just that he doesn't take 
anything too seriously. If there's a method to his acting, that's it. Only Murphy doesn't 
call it acting.
"I'm an entertainer and a comedian," he says. "I'm not impressed with the whole 
acting groove. It doesn't blow my mind to be an actor. The whole respect thing that 
actors get is bullshit. Don't call me an actor. I'm a liar. That's all acting is: lying. You 
turn the cameras on and I can make tears run down my cheeks, like All my sons are 
dying,' and make the audience believe me. I can tell a good lie."
Eddie Murphy has been interested in show business since childhood. He wanted to 
impress girls, he says, so at age 15 he launched his first attempt to become a singer.
"Comedy wasn't the groove back then. You didn't get no girls by telling jokes. I 
couldn't sing, but I had a band. Music was just an excuse to be onstage." After a couple of years, Murphy turned back to his first love: comedy.
He and his two brothers were raised by their mother and stepfather (his biological 
father died when Murphy was 8) in Roosevelt, a lower-middle-class community on 
Long Island. "The Murphys," he says, "are just funny people. At family reunions, 
everybody's trying to outjoke everybody else. Uncles, aunts, and cousins-we all got 
big mouths. We were poor people, but we're a real proud family. We have so much pride 
we seem arrogant. We're not. I'm not."
In fact, says Murphy, despite his public swaggering, he's insecure "about everything. I wonder if I'm good-looking, if I'm talented, if I can sing. I wonder how funny 
people really think I am, or if it's a fluke."
At age 17, Murphy tried out at the Comic Strip, a Manhattan comedy club. Not 
only did he land a regular spot at the club, he found his managers there as well: the 
club's co-owners Bob Wachs and Richie Tienken. That pair was also friendly with 
sometime Comic Strip performer Joe Piscopo, and the connection led to Murphy's auditioning for Saturday Night Live.
SNL was in a state of creative limbo following the departure of its entire original 
cast in 1980. By the time Murphy tried out for it, a new cast had been recruited, and 
the new producer (Jean Doumanian) didn't think much of him. It took intensive prodding by Piscopo, among others, before Murphy was hired-to do bit parts. He wasn't 
happy. but his low profile may have served him well: after that unfunny season, the 
entire cast was dismissed-except Piscopo and Murphy.
In the fall of 1981. on the first show of his second year with SNL, Murphy became 
a star. He did it by unveiling a new and hysterically funny character, the effeminate 
exercise instructor Little Richard Simmons. During that season he created a crowd of 
other memorable characters, including Velvet Jones. pitchman for the book I Wanna Be 
a Ho; the full-grown Buckwheat from the Our Gang comedies; and the prison poet Tyrone Green. ("Kill my landlord...C-I-L-L"). He also did devastating takeoffs on such 
luminaries as Muhammad Ali, Bill Cosby, and Stevie Wonder. He was brash and he 
took risks, especially in poking fun at both stereotyped black characters and black cultural heroes. What's more, he got away with it, mostly by sugarcoating his performances with his disarming smile and cartoonish laugh.


And, says current SNL producer Dick Ebersol, "he has the most magical TV eyes 
I've ever seen. He can get away with a lot just by flashing them to tell an audience he's 
laughing. He's kind of like Johnny Carson in that way."
In the spring of 1982, Murphy began getting movie scripts. One of them was 48 
HRS., a film originally written for Richard Pryor. Murphy landed the Pryor role and 
stole the film. 48 HRS. went on to gross $ 77 million. His next movie, Trading Places, was 
one that Paramount had also hoped to make with Pryor (and Gene Wilder). Again 
Murphy took Pryor's place, and the movie pulled in $92 million. The two films wound 
up numbers four and five in The Hollywood Reporter magazine's Top 100 list for 1983, 
and Murphy came in second in a recent poll of theater owners who were asked to name 
the leading box office draws. He finished ahead of Burt Reynolds, Harrison Ford, and 
Richard Pryor; only Clint Eastwood outpolled him.
Murphy, who had also cut a record of his nightclub act, was a changed man when 
he returned to the set of Saturday Night Live for the 1982-8 3 season. "By the seventh 
or eighth show," says Ebersol, "his attentions were divided because of all the demands 
on him." Murphy, who in his first full year had written constantly for the show, now 
contributed little. He began to quarrel with Ebersol, refusing to act in skits he didn't 
find funny. It was the beginning of the end for Murphy and SNL.
By the beginning of the 19 8 3-84 season, Murphy had signed a $15 million, fivepicture deal with Paramount; he had no need for the TV show but was lured back, on 
a limited basis, by loyalty to Ebersol and by a hefty deal: $ 300,000 for ten live appearances and ten pre-taped bits. (During the previous season he'd made $8,700 a show, 
up from a starting salary of $750 a show.) Even so, by the time he made his last appearance, he was anxious to leave. He was quoted as saying, "I don't think the show is 
funny. I hate it."
Now, a summer later, Murphy has mellowed. "When I first left the show, I think it 
was overkill. I was tired of my work," he says. "But now that I'm gone, I realize how 
much I loved everybody I worked with. I get sad sometimes watching, just reading the 
names, 'cause I really grew up on that show. The show molded me: everybody bigbrothered or big-sistered me, right down to the new people who were there when I left."
He now recalls Ebersol with fondness. "When I was fucked up, I could go to Dick. 
The year 48 HRS. hit and I was the hot shit on the show, I was going crazy. It was happening too fast: my ego was all fucked up. I'd go from being the happiest guy in the 
world to being depressed. I was manic-depressive. Joe Piscopo was the first person I'd 
go to; if Joe wasn't there, there was Tim [Kazurinsky] or Dick. If they couldn't help, I 
was fucked."
With Saturday Night Live behind him, Murphy took a small role in Dudley Moore's 
movie Best Defense. It's a piece of work he wishes he could undo. Bob Wachs explains 
the appeal of the deal much the way he must have explained it to Murphy: "I thought 
it was important that Eddie be on the screen; it would've been a year and a half 
between movies otherwise. He got paid a very handsome sum of money to do it." (Murphy reportedly got $1 million.) The reviews, however, were mostly negative. 
Distributors protested the misleading advertising for the movie, in which Murphy spent 
less than twenty minutes onscreen and the two stars didn't share a single scene.


The film opened big, raking in almost $8 million at the box office during its first 
weekend. Murphy is happy about the box-office figures. But he expresses deeper reservations about his part in the film. "Best Defense was a bizarre one. It was the first time 
I was weak in this business, the first time I did something other than what I wanted to 
do. I read the script and wasn't nuts about it, or about doing a cameo after two very 
successful movies, but it was, `Well, it's not your movie, and they'll give you X amount 
of dollars to work for a week,' and I went into it for financial security. It was the first 
time I felt I was whoring myself artistically."
But what kind of security did he need after signing his multimillion-dollar deal 
with Paramount? Murphy nods; it's a fair question. Low-voiced, he says, "It was greed. 
I can't be condemned for it, 'cause we've all been guilty of it at one time or another."
Back on the set, Wachs is less than pleased with Murphy's candor. "Did he say 
`greed'?" He tries playing editor. "Do Moviegoer readers want to read about greed?" he 
asks.
A few weeks later, back home in Alpine, New Jersey, Murphy sounds even more 
embarrassed. After the big opening, Best Defense receipts fell 60 percent the second 
week and another 50 percent the third. "Word of mouth sells a movie," says Murphy. 
"That's what made 48 HRS. big. The idea of Dudley and me in a film was pleasing to 
the public, so the movie opened real big. But if a movie sucks, I don't give a fuck 
who's in it, it'll crash. This movie sucked real bad. I saw a screening at Paramount, 
and I felt like putting a Band-Aid on my eyes 'cause I'd just been fucked. I was 
depressed."
Beverly Hills Cop-which is now in the can-will be better, he promises. He slows 
down the pace of his speech to deliver a statement. "Beverly Hills Cop is my apology to 
the country for Best Defense. It's as entertaining as 48 HRS. but funnier, and it has the 
same kind of dramatic overtones. It'll be a very good movie."
Relaxing into one of his reflective moods, he says that he sometimes wishes success had come to him later in life. He's thinking about the protests over his HBO special 
late last year. Gays were upset at his jokes about "faggots" and AIDS; others protested 
the crudity of his language and material in general. "My attitude was `Fuck everybody; 
this is me, this is the way I express myself onstage," he says. "Then after the special 
came out, I was scared. People got offended. Now I'm thinking, whatever I'm doing, I 
have to be doing it right. It doesn't mean I don't feel guilty about anything I've done, 
it's just that I know I'm growing into something else. It's fucked up that I have to grow 
up comedically in public. If I could change one thing in my career, it would be to put 
off success until I was 30 years old."
On balance, though, "I'm in control of my life," he states. He's engaged to Lisa 
Figueroa, a college student. He remains an abstainer from drugs and alcohol. And he 
stays close to his family, on whose members he has lavished money, cars, and a house.
Then he adds: "I'm still manic-depressive; I still go up and down. Everybody does. 
But sometimes I'll wake up and my manager'll say, `This is wrong, that's wrong, this is 
wrong, that's wrong,' and I'll say, Ah, so what? I'm happy to be alive.' And sometimes 
I'll wake up and want to cry. And not really have any reason: just a bunch of small stuff, wondering about my career. Or sometimes I'll get depressed about certain places 
I can't go anymore, like the park."


And that's a problem-not because Murphy needs fresh air, but because he needs 
fresh comedy material. "I've seen at least fifty guys in clubs who in the next ten years 
will be stars. They have hours of material, of life experiences. My life now is being in 
the studio. Nobody wants to hear a routine about `Hey, the other day I was in the studio and the camera came up real close....' What I need is a vacation, to be around people. I gotta go out and live. "
But when you're Eddie Murphy, the living ain't always easy. One evening last July, 
he got involved in a good old-fashioned bar fight. It took place at a Hollywood nightclub, and by the time it was over, there were claims that Murphy had instigated the battle, that he'd thrown a glass at a man. Lawsuits were threatened.
Murphy just shrugs. "What happened was I was talking with a friend, and all of a 
sudden somebody pushed me. I pushed the guy back, he pushed me again, I hit him, 
and it turned into a barroom brawl with everybody punching everybody, and at the 
end of it, because I was Eddie Murphy, somebody said, `Eddie punched me,' somebody 
said, `Eddie hit me with a chair,' and somebody else said, `Eddie threw a glass.' 'Cause 
Eddie's got money, so let's get paid."
Still, he got something out of it, didn't he?
Murphy brightens and flashes that smile. "Yeah. Get your ass kicked and you got 
a whole new routine."
-Moviegoer
December 1984
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Tom Hanhs Plaijs It Cool
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[image: ]month after filing the Eddie Murphy article, I was back in L.A. for a day with a young 
comic actor named Tom Hanks. That's all the piece was worth in the fall of 1984: a 
day at the Fox studios, where Hanks was working on a film that would disappear 
shortly after its release.
One day was perfect for my schedule, too. I was now juggling Chronicle articles with 
my column in GQ, freelance articles for GEO, Parade, and TV Guide, and-believe it or 
not-a teaching gig back at my alma mater, San Francisco State. The Journalism 
Department had a sudden need for someone to teach the Contemporary Magazines course, 
and John Burks, who was Rolling Stone's managing editor when I joined in 1969, recommended me.
Right after midterms, I was off to see Hanks, and, after our brief visit, I was back in San 
Francisco, meeting a GQ deadline and planning my next lecture.
Hanks, as we all know, would survive the bump of a bad movie. And, many years (and a 
couple of Oscars later), he would remember our day together, these two lads from Oakland, 
California.
YOU SHOULD KNOW Tom HANKS, but you probably don't. At best, you've got him 
confused with someone else.


Look at his picture. Wasn't he in Mr. Mom? You know, the wired wacko who stole 
that Night Shift movie from Henry Winkler? And isn't he the same guy who played the 
gonzo groundskeeper in Caddyshack and the crazy counselor in Meatballs? Didn't he used 
to be on Saturday Night Live? ("Get outta here, you knucklehead!") Or was it SCTV?...
Nope. Tom Hanks is not Michael "Mr. Mom" Keaton or Bill "Meatballs" Murray. 
Hanks is the man who got wet with Daryl Hannah in the smash movie Splash and cooljerked his way through Bachelor Party. But just as Tim Hutton, Tom Cruise, Matt Dillon, 
and Rob Lowe are sometimes crowded into one hunky horde, Hanks is kind of lost in a 
comic crowd.
"I'm a poor man's Bill Murray, according to a lot of critics," Hanks admits as we 
sit in his trailer on the lot of 20th Century Fox in Hollywood. "They say something like, 
'The producers couldn't get Bill Murray, so they got this other kid, the ripoff Bill 
Murray."'
Hanks just shrugs. "I'm not surprised. It's mostly because of Bachelor Party, 'cause 
the guy was real iconoclastic." In other words, gonzo, wild and crazy, with maybe only 
two wheels on the ground-kind of like, say, Keaton in Night Shift. Hanks nods. 
"Yeah," he sighs, "I'm a poor man's Michael Keaton, too. It's partly because I'm not 
tall, I'm not blond, and I'm not good-looking. Neither is Michael, so we get lumped into 
a bunch of the same stuff. And people say, `Oh, I just loved you in Mr. Mom.' I say, 'Well 
thank you.. .that really makes me feel good.' I like that better than `I loved you as Robin 
the Boy Wonder on the old Batman series."'
We're on the set of Hanks' new movie, a spy comedy called The Man With One Red 
Shoe. Between scenes, he is dressed in a black sweatshirt and faded jeans; he fiddles 
with a pair of shades. He talks easily, sometimes earnestly, sometimes with a sarcastic 
edge to his thick voice. But, like Murray, the sarcasm is softened by an innate warmth 
and intelligence. Like Murray, Hanks can disarm with the dance of an eyebrow or a 
jazzy offhand shake of a finger that says, "Hey, we're just kidding around, folks."
Even on the subject of being confused with others, he sounds almost flip. `At least 
for the time being," he says, "I'm one of the faces-I'm one of those guys."
Those who've worked with Hanks disagree. In their view, Hanks could break out 
of the pack any film now. Ron Howard, former star of Happy Days, was Hanks' director 
in Splash. "I think Tom has a very specific place in the business if he wants to take 
advantage of it," he says. "He's that every man, the guy who leads a pretty normal life 
but isn't boring and can be very entertaining; who makes you identify with him. There 
hasn't been anybody concentrating on doing that lately, and I think Tom is a strong 
enough actor to accomplish it."
Hanks comes off as what he likes to consider himself: a serious, theatrically 
trained actor who happens to be able to handle comedy roles. Yet, when you're meeting him for the first time and you're curious about just what makes him tick, it helps to 
have common ground. With Hanks I get lucky. Within minutes of our being introduced, he's regaling me with a song:
[image: ]


YEP, OUR COMMON GROUND IS OUR HOMETOWN, that maligned city in the sunny 
shadow of San Francisco-Oakland, California. And besides being two of maybe five 
people on earth who know "Oakland," by a one-regional-hit jug band called the 
Goodtime Washboard Three, we soon find out we are both sons of restaurant dadsmen who cooked and ran kitchens for a living. And finally, I learn that Hanks' stepmother is Chinese; I'm Chinese.
We are instant bosom buddies. And as much as Hanks would like to project an 
image as a serious actor, sometimes-like right now, when he's talking about his stepmother-he can't help but go a little crazy.
Tom was 10 when Frances Wong and her own large family invaded the Hanks 
household of Dad and three kids (one brother lived with his natural mom). As he 
recalls a typical family gathering and mentally tallies up the Wong-Hanks clan, he suddenly stands and throws himself against a wall of the trailer, to illustrate how his 
house turned into a crowded Chinese restaurant.
"It was like, wow, this steady parade of people milling around making these huge 
dinners, twenty-two people sitting around the big plywood table my dad made. I'd just 
kinda sit there and be polite. 'What're we having for dinner? Oh, squid. That's delicious.' But it wasn't unpleasant at all. It was really kind of fun, but it was pretty 
bizarro."
Hanks was born into a family that seemed to be constantly on the run. "It was 
because of my dad's being in the restaurant business. He'd go from restaurant to 
restaurant, setting up their kitchens and then leaving. And also, both of my parents 
had been married a lot; between the two of them they had a lot of failed marriages. But 
we never thought, `Oh, this is terrible.' We had a lot of laughs. It wasn't dull, because, 
every six months, it seemed, we'd pack up in the middle of the night and move away."
In school, he says, "I was always very manic. I had a lot of energy. But I was able 
to get away without the connotation of being a bad kid." In fact, he remembers himself as being almost too good to be true. In high school, he says, "I had friends who were 
involved in a church group; we were essentially healthy, clean-cut, fun-loving kids who 
liked going to school. I could not wait to get to school. It was just the creative buzz that 
couldn't be found anywhere else."
At Skyline High, Hanks got mostly Cs-his love for school wasn't scholastic in 
nature-so when he went to college, it was to nearby Chabot Junior College. There he 
took a course that involved seeing plays and writing papers about them. Hanks got 
hooked and saw as many plays as he could afford (he had a job as a bellboy), often 
alone. "It was hard when I had friends who had Warriors tickets, to say to them, `You 
want to see Desire Under the Elms with me instead? It's a Eugene O'Neill play that was 
written in 1924. Let's go, it'll be a grand time!' Not on a bet. So I went by myself."
One night in Berkeley, Hanks saw O'Neill's The Iceman Cometh. The play was interesting and entertaining enough: set in a flophouse saloon in 1912, it's about the 
dreams and illusions held by a barful of bums and prostitutes, and how they're shattered by a visiting salesman, the "iceman." But there was something else about that 
evening that, to be theatrical, changed Hanks' life.
"To be sitting in this storefront theater and see this play written in 1946 and only 
done well probably once before, on Broadway.. .and to be totally mesmerized for four and 
a half hours. I wasn't so much in awe of the actors or the play but of the experience of being in a room and sharing with three hundred other people those particular hours out 
of a lifetime. I had never had any concept that that was the real scope of what a play could 
do. I didn't necessarily want to be an actor; I just wanted to be some part of that."


Hanks transferred to Sacramento State University to study theater arts. He never 
got a college degree, but after a performance at a community theater, he was invited to 
be an apprentice with the Great Lakes Shakespeare Festival in Cleveland.
There Hanks did bit parts, swept floors, and struck sets. Near the end of the season, because of a shortage of union actors, he got a substantial role in The Taming of 
the Shrew. The next summer, he was invited back, this time for a major role in The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona.
"That," he says, "was really the situation where I said, 'Okay, here's where you 
have to pull your weight, because your ass is out on that stage in a very, very big way. 
Here comes the responsibility of being an actor."'
After touring with Verona, Hanks decided it was time to try New York. It was 
1978, and by now he was married to an on-and-off sweetheart from California. 
Hanks isn't anxious to talk about his personal life; he doesn't even volunteer his 
wife's name (it's Samantha), admitting only that they fell in love during his scuffling 
days in the mid-seventies, that she also acts, and that they have two kids. He recalls 
a few highlights of the early days in the Big Apple: the infection of his wisdom tooth 
upon his arrival, his sleeping on-and bloodying up of-a friend's couch, the arrival 
of his wife and son from California, an outburst at a bank after a clerk refused to 
cash his out-of-state unemployment check, and a desire to do bodily harm to actress 
Marlo Thomas.
"We sat around wanting to kill her for her TV series That Girl, because it was about 
this actress who moved to New York, had this gorgeous little apartment, and wandered 
around New York City trying out for parts. We wanted to kill Marlo Thomas 'cause it 
wasn't anything like that for us."
Hanks attacked auditions with a brash confidence. "I liked auditioning," he says. 
"I liked the butterflies, the sizing up of the others. I figured, 'I'm as good as half of these 
people, and I'm better than the other half." Though he went home most of the time 
without a job, he wasn't fazed by the constant rejections. "Sometimes I knew why I 
didn't get it, because I just went in and sucked to high heaven. Other times it was 
because they were going for somebody blond, or they had somebody in mind in the first 
place-you crack that. I learned a trick, that right after any audition you don't feel 
good about, go out and buy yourself something. Buy a pen, a Reggie candy bar just 
do yourself a tiny favor. It'll make you feel a little better."
After more than a few months of auditions and enough Reggie bars to fill a 
dugout, Hanks landed a role in a nasty little movie called He Knows You're Alone, "about 
a moron slashing up brides," he says. His most pleasant memory of that film, he says, 
was: "We could afford Christmas out of the $800 I got for that."
He survived by doing readings of plays for playwright friends, then heard that 
ABC-TV was conducting interviews in town. "They come into every city and look at 
actors and take some of them off and stick them in their TV shows, and this is exactly 
what happened to me."
Hanks wound up in a situation comedy called Bosons Buddies, about two struggling advertising agency types dressing up as women in order to live in a cheap-and all-women-hotel. "It was stupid, no doubt about that," says Hanks, "but I read the 
script and said, 'It doesn't really matter; this thing is funny."'


The show debuted in 1980 and lasted two seasons; it never got great ratings, but 
Hanks put his acting skills and prime-time exposure to good use. He came across as a 
dry, quick-witted, and comic rebel, and when the series ended, he began receiving film 
scripts.
It wasn't long before he was cavorting with mermaids and bachelors, although in 
the future he hopes to be able to mix theatrical work and drama along with films.
Not that he's ungrateful for the movies he's made and the rewards of his profession, chief among them a sense of continuing education. Hanks still has some residual 
guilt about not getting a college degree. He says he does a lot of reading: "nonfiction, 
biographies, semi-historical things, and it's partly because I probably have an inferiority complex about not finishing college. I think I should become learned in some way, 
so I can go"-here, Hanks cranks up his stuffiest voice-"'Well, you know what 
Manchester said in his biography of Churchill...a very fascinating expo-se!"'
He looks over to a violin on a nearby counter. He's been learning it for The Man 
With One Red Shoe, in which he portrays a concertmaster who's mistaken for a spy. He 
doesn't play in the film, he says, but he knows the fingering for the pieces he appears 
to be playing.
"This is probably the hardest instrument to fake. You've got two hands doing two 
completely different things. And I play some of the pieces horribly, as dismal as you're 
going to get. But if I were just going to learn how to fake the damn thing, it wouldn't 
have had the oomph. It was demanding, and that meant taking it with me, picking it up 
in my spare time. It's not just that the role commands it. It just helps me out, and it 
makes me feel a tad proud."
For Splash, he learned scuba diving. And of course, there was his potato-juggling 
in Bachelor Party, which he actually learned while doing Bosom Buddies.
Next, he says, "I would like to learn to fly. Man can now fly like a bird and swim 
like a fish. Okay, I have swum like a fish. Time now maybe to fly like a bird. Then I'll 
have the planet earth covered, and I'll be able to go anywhere."
-1985
Campus Voice
The first hint, for most of the country, came when he accepted his Oscar for Best Actor in 
Philadelphia, when he thanked his high school drama teacher.
Tom Hanks remembers.
But, I learned not so long ago, he doesn't reserve his powers of recollection for special, 
showbiz moments.
In May of 1995, I was invited to emcee the National Educational Media Network's 
scholarship awards presentation at the Paramount Theater in Oakland. Tom Hanks would be a 
special guest presenter of one of the awards, named after the same teacher he'd thanked the 
year before.
In the flurry backstage, we ran into each other. It'd been ten years, he'd become one of 
the biggest stars in Hollywood, and he'd done a thousand interviews. The Man With One Red Shoe, along with any media he did for it, should have 
been long forgotten. But no. He greeted me like some 
bosom buddy, instantly recalling our time together, 
singing "Oakland, We're for You."


On stage, he responded to my introduction of him by 
telling the audience about our interview, and about a 
Linda Ronstadt profile he remembered from Rolling 
Stone.
[image: ]
I felt as though I'd been part of an Oscar acceptance speech. He liked me. He really liked 
me.
But will he read this script I'm working on?...


[image: ]
 


R!ck!e Lee Zones:
SAY GOODBYE 

TO THAT SLINKY BLACK DRESS
[image: ]
[image: ]Q was a nice, three-year ride. No free threads, but a good time, nonetheless. My job 
was to give the magazine's readers a quick dip into the pop scene every month. I visited radio programmers and top deejays like Rick Dees; musicians ranging from Jan 
Hammer, on fire with his music for Miami Vice, and Lou Reed to Hank Ballard and Pia 
Zadora.
My lead paragraph for the Zadora piece, in fact, landed me an approving mention in the 
first issue of Spy magazine. The column was headlined: "She's Zadorable," and I began:
I wouldn't be surprised if you hadn't bothered to read even this far. After all, the title 
implies that the subject this time is that laughingstock of pop culture, that compact queen of 
kitsch, Pia Zadora.
Spy didn't continue into the next paragraph, but, just to be clear, I will:
But it's not. It's about a serious singer of fine old songs. About a lifelong entertainer 
who's been down longer than a porn queen but who's shown the resilience of the box 
springs she tested out in one of her tawdrier cinematic efforts.
Yep: It's about Pia Zadora.


My other columns were about payola and about the use of rock and roll in advertising; 
about the return of swing and jitterbug-this was in spring of 1985-and about rock fashions. (This was, after all, GQ.)
I happily entertained ideas from record companies, which is how I came to visit with 
Boz Scaggs and Chris Isaak, with David Byrne and Iggy Pop. And, for one electric afternoon, 
with Rickie Lee Jones.
It wasn't even a whole afternoon. The day I was meeting Rickie Lee, I was also tracking 
Huey Lewis & the News, who were singing the National Anthem at a baseball game in 
Oakland that evening. So I flew into Hollywood on a Friday morning, and hooked up with 
Rickie Lee at noon. By three, I was off to the airport to catch up with the News. By Monday, 
the column was on its way to New York. And, that night, I wrapped up a piece for the 
Chronicle, all about a new pop phenomenon being tagged "Bimbo Rock." The eventual title 
of the story was, "Boy Toy Rock: Sex Sirens of the Decade."
And no, silly. I wasn't talking about Huey & the News.
" I'M GONNA GET ONTO S U N SET, " says Rickie Lee Jones, who's leaning forward, looking interested, behind the wheel of her jag. "We'll have more fun." I just nod. As far as 
I'm concerned, she's the boss.
We're headed out to the beach because she needs to get away from this wretched 
sky. It's like God's been smoking a cigar and coughing all over Hollywood. "I just want 
to miss these two hours," says Rickie, "'cause I get asthma when the air is bad."
She's the boss with her words, which she delivers in any number of ways: 
enthralled little girl, jaded hipster/punk, wearied show-biz vet, ethereal poet and storyteller. And she's the boss because-well, because on this brown-dirty day, with the 
heat just coming on, she looks like such a refreshing quencher.
Fresh in from Arizona, where she was visiting her father, she shines with a golden tan, which she shows off against an abbreviated hot-day outfit: a peachy pastel top 
and a short, layered, tie-dyed skirt. The red straps of her sandals match the red outline 
of her shades.
Rickie is smaller than I expected her to be. Her musical history is a long, flowing 
river of jazz, poetry, dreams, and psychology; elegance from waste; determination from 
despair. In the beginning there was the cool, streetwise jitter patter that surrounded 
her first and still only big hit, "Chuck E.'s in Love," in 19 79. Then the album Pirates, a 
rollercoaster paean to lost love. Next, her form-breaking ten-inch mini-album in which 
she embraced both Billy Strayhorn and the Drifters. And last fall, The Magazine, which 
in her mind's eye is a theater piece. Anyway, I expected her to be a tall, cool one.
"Yeah," she says, agreeing that she's smaller than her music. She says yeah a lot, 
only she doesn't just plain say it. She often stretches it out into a soft, satisfied coo. 
When she gets worked up-usually about the business side of art-the voice thickens, 
shoots up high, like a grotesque Lily Tomlin character in an uncontrolled furor. Driving 
along Sunset Boulevard, she is talking about the evolution of her art. 'And I feel now 
that I can give something much more spiritual, 'cause now I have some direction. And 
my intention is...." She looks at the sky ahead of her and explodes: "Fuck! Is that 
fuckin'-What is that! Smog?" She decides it's fog-"Oh, good"-and flips her switch back to calm. "I think if my intention is to try and bring the highest thing I can be in 
touch with, it just can't fail."


I look for my seat belt. This is going to be an interesting ride.
"This is a very disciplined time for me," says Rickie. "I want to know what I'm 
doing." Right now she's between projects. A theatrical version of The Magazine, which 
she'd like to see on Broadway; a long-form video of that production; her next album 
and an accompanying feature film; a new manager; and maybe a new record company are all up in the dense air.
Meantime she keeps moving. In recent months she's taken classes in acting and 
aikido; if she had the time, she'd take a sign-language class as well. Her mother works 
with a number of deaf people at a nursing home in Olympia, Washington; last winter 
Rickie celebrated her 30th birthday at her mom's. She was inspired by signing. "It's a 
beautiful language," she says. `And they insist you use your emotions and your face 
when you use it."
Rickie, of course, could use the language onstage.
Yeah... "In an abstract way. On the last tour I was doing some poetry, and there's 
different ways to do poems. I was thinking of a way where the spoken language was 
secondary to the position your body was in. Your body was the poem. Now, I had just 
broken up with somebody and I lay back on the floor with my hands on my head." In 
the car, moving at a leisurely twenty-five or so, Rickie leans back and places her hands 
over her ears. `And I lay back like this, and it seemed to me everything I was going to 
say was already being said.
"Somewhere in there is where I'm looking for. Just write down little pieces, different kinds of poems. Give them subjects, but assign them a body instead of words."
Rickie, who's from Chicago, was a teenage runaway; in Olympia she was kicked 
out of high school for insubordination. Now she's anxious for some "real structured 
learning, taking exactly what I want." This, then, is her way of going to college? She 
looks away from the road and fairly purrs: "Ye-ah."
While she goes to school, Rickie is on vacation from the record business, which to 
her mind is an evil necessity. The Magazine, despite a chorus of positive reviews, generated no hit singles and sold only 350,000 copies. (Her first LP sold 1.75 million and 
went platinum; Pirates managed 860,000.) Rickie blames Warner Bros. Records for 
not pushing The Magazine properly and for picking the wrong singles; she blames a 
fouled-up video of "The Real End." And she blames herself.
"I understand why it's not on the radio," she says. "I'm not vibing radio to play 
me. I don't like them. I don't like what they play, and I don't want to be part of it."
Without radio support, though, Rickie feels lost. She yearns for the days of 
free-form FM stations. "That's how the shit exploded in the sixties. But FM now is 
just like AM. They've turned everything that was ours and private into something 
that's to be merchandised. All I can do is what makes me feel right." And yet she 
understands: "You can't get too eccentric, 'cause you'll eccentric yourself right out 
of a career."
Still, Rickie herself got across in the late seventies with a stylized image. She was 
hanging out with Tom Waits, the seedy-voiced nighthawk who slept (when he slept) at 
the Tropicana Motel, and whose motelmate, Chuck E. Weiss, inspired a certain hit ditty. 
Rickie knew the beat/cool thing, the slinky black dresses, and always the beret-she knew it could be exploited. "People want something defined; you have to give them 
something they can hold on to."


Rickie gave them a jazzy, latter-day Janis Joplin. She was always on the edge: when 
would she spill over? It happened in 1982, on tour: "I was drinking like a fish." Tapes 
of some of the shows remind her that she had a fine band. "The music was fuckin' 
great." But between songs, she swigged Jack Daniel's and screamed at the audience. 
She stripped off a sweatshirt to reveal a negligee and lace underwear, and she moved 
like a soused Little Egypt.
"I used to wear incredible things onstage," says Rickie. "It was my alter ego."
Did her other self feel good performing in lingerie?
Rickie touches herself, "Ye-ahh....
"It's real feminine and seductive, but it changed." Now she sounds almost 
betrayed. "It turned into whorey. I don't know how it got there."
But now she's into real life. "It's too fucking hard to make up somebody. 'cause I 
keep growing. I don't wanna be Madonna, to be a simple flat image. The problem is that 
it's show business. I've some show business in me, so I think I'll find a way, but right 
now I don't care too much about people buying my image. If people like poetry and 
music, then they'll buy it."
We roll into Santa Monica, it's darker and breezier than it looked from a town 
away. "We can go to the smog or the clouds," says Rickie. "Let's eat lunch." She sashays 
into the Belle-Vue, an old world French restaurant she's favored since she came to L.A. 
twelve years ago. She sounds like a kid as she orders up a seafood salad. "I usually don't 
eat animals," she announces, "but I'll have one of the little critters today."
Rickie says she's lost nearly twenty pounds in the last two years. She became a 
compulsive eater in Paris, where she'd gone to start work on The Magazine. By then 
she'd controlled her usage of drugs, but she stepped up her drinking until one night, 
six weeks into the bottle, she somehow came to her senses. That left eating: "I ate with 
the same fervor that I took drugs."
She went to a counselor and relearned eating. Now she eats lightly and exercises 
regularly. After a mentally exhausting tour for The Magazine, she spent twelve carefree 
days in Tahiti, getting golden and watching the native women outside their homes play 
with their babies. Rickie lets out a primal roar: 'Ahhh! I was so happy. I said to myself, 
`You know, I'm not able to work this stuff out with me, but I think I could have a baby 
here.' I was of the opinion before that if you're gonna have a baby, it should come out 
of a relationship. I changed my mind. I'm not gonna keep trying to squeeze this out of 
a relationship. Suddenly I went, 'You can't do that anymore. There's nothing to be had 
from people. No one will end or begin any stories. They are only friends."'
The last time out with a man, says Rickie, they even got engaged. And she was 
shocked when he broke it off. Nearing 30, she found herself thinking about commitment, about patience. "Before," she says, "I was just a giver-upper. You know"Rickie's suddenly in a domestic fight; her fists are clenched-"'Fuck this, I'm leaving!"'
Again, Rickie calms down. We've decided against the beach and are back in the 
car, headed to her rented house in Laurel Canyon. "I want to learn to do this loving correctly," she says softly. "I'm going real slow now. I've loved really easily, and that's okay. 
What gets tricked or fucked up is when you start going, `I'm scared; what're they gonna 
do to me, what do I want and I'm not gonna get it.' I can't even articulate it that much, but it's fear that starts getting in the way of the things you feel. 'Cause your feelings 
will change. Everybody changes."


Finally, she lets the subject go. "I don't know, man. I have no answers. I have no 
fucking idea. I'm doing it one day at a time."
And yet, she says as she pulls into her garage, love does inspire stories. Her falling 
out with Tom Waits motivated most of Pirates. Now another movie is beginning to play 
in her head, "about the times at the Troubadour and all the creatures there, Tom and 
Chuck E. Weiss."
Rickie Lee Jones' house is a mess, given completely over to musical instruments, 
books and several typewriters. The necessities of life-food and clothing-can be 
found, in various states of use, in almost every room.
She sits at a corner of a sofa, but when I ask what it meant for her to turn 30, she 
slides up the back of the couch, leans back and considers herself.
"Yeah," she says, "it means something to me sexually or in the woman role in me. 
I feel better." She lets out a short, nervous laugh. "I don't know why. I feel older, but it 
feels better. I feel real strong. I feel directed and confident-I feel something that's okay 
about being a woman that I didn't have before. I was like a tomboy before. Thirty isn't 
a kid anymore, and I guess in my head I go, `Oh...' and it took ten years to say I guess 
I've grown up."
Five years ago, she says, "I was a lot older; I looked older. I grew backwards, truly. 
I know time is not linear. In some line I've grown older; in some line I've grown 
younger. 
Not that Rickie wants to stay where the two lines have met. "I don't want to stay 
anywhere," she says. "I like growing. It's impossible to stay anywhere, so I'm not gonna 
want to."
Time may not be linear, but try telling that to the airlines. For our goodbye, she 
pulls me to her for a kiss on the cheek. She's the boss. Then she plops down on her front 
doorstep to unwind. As I leave, Rickie is looking idly at the long and winding road in 
front of her.
-July 1985
GQ
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Lames Brown:
THE GODFATHEK'S BACK, WITH A BULLET!
[image: ]
[image: ]ould it be true? I was going to have a chance to meet the Godfather of Soul? In 1986, 
after almost two decades of writing about pop, rock, and R&B artists, I heard that 
James Brown was coming to town, to play, of all places, the Venetian Room in the 
Fairmont Hotel.
I'd been a fan since who knows when. Brown was ageless, and, from the first time I 
heard him, singing "Night Train" and "Try Me"-please stop me before I start writing like 
one of his MCs-he was timeless. I played his record on my college radio station, and on 
KSAN, and at home.
Now, I was going to interview him. It didn't matter, either to him or to me, that it would 
be at the Fairmont, which had begun to book pop acts that had-shall we say-begun to 
appeal to people who'd come of age in the sixties.
Brown was riding high on a new hit record, and I was riding high on the idea of meeting this icon of American music. This way Ray Charles, all over again.
As things turned out, the visit, stretched over several events-rehearsal, press conference, personal interview, and showtime-took a couple of contentious turns. And, when all 
was said, I felt that the Chronicle article, with its space limitations, didn't reflect the many shades of Brown. I welcomed the opportunity 
to rewrite the piece for BAM (BayArea 
Musician), a local magazine with which I'd 
become friends. In fact, when the publication 
decided to launch an annual awards show to 
celebrate our music scene, I was one of the 
first hosts. And when, one particularly sad 
month, it found itself without any possible 
subject for a cover story, BAM plastered my 
photo on the cover, and tried to turn my career 
into a story, down to details like the green 
BMW I was driving.


It was an Audi. Damned irresponsible 
journalists.
"CALL H I M M R. B R 0 W N, " a colleague advised me on the eve of my first meeting 
with James Brown. "Or he might not talk to you."
I put "Mr. Brown" right on top of my list of the things James Brown has been 
called, or has called himself: the Godfather of Soul, the King of Soul, the Living Legend 
of Soul, Soul Brother Number One, Mr. Dynamite, the Sex Machine, and the Hardest 
Working Man in Show Business.
But it'll be Mr. Brown to me. After all, I've heard a few stories about the man. 
Legend has it that he's a General Patton of music. He runs a tight band, levying fines 
for showing up late, dressing wrong, or fluffing a note. In fact, during a two-week 
engagement at the Fairmont Hotel in San Francisco, he fired and rehired a horn player within an eight-hour span. James Brown is the boss of bosses.
But if the man demands respect, he also deserves it. Brown is a true pioneer of 
rock and roll and R&B. He mixed gospel and jazz in the mid-fifties and came up with a 
sound that's been echoed by several generations of musicians. He blazed more trails 
with his fiery stage show, a mix of the intensity of Baptist evangelism and the raw animalism of sexual abandon. His spins and knee-drops; his ritual exits with the routine 
of the coronation by capes; his absolute control of the big band and singers, added up 
to theater of blood, sweat, and tears.
In recognition of his influence, so obvious in such peers as Prince and Michael 
Jackson, Mick Jagger and Tina Turner, Sly Stone, Parliament Funkadelic, and a host of 
urban, funk, punk, rap, hip-hop, Afro-pop, reggae, Salsa, and fusion musicians, Brown was 
one of the first ten musical acts inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame last month.
This month, thirty years after his first record, he is on top again, with his prefight 
appearance in Rocky IV, and, especially, with his song from that film, "Living in 
America."
But the James Brown story spins beyond musical credits. He's a symbol of black 
achievement.
He was born into a poor family in Georgia nearly fifty-six years ago; to make rent 
money, he danced at an army base at age 9, raising the $ 5 he needed for the family, and going to the show with a few extra bucks. It was 19 39, and it was James Brown's first 
taste of show business. But before he reached the stage, he'd spend some time in a work 
camp for stealing a car at age 16; in detention, he excelled in music, boxing, and baseball. Released, he sang in a gospel group that ultimately became his backup, the 
Famous Flames.
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In 1956, his first single, "Please Please Please," did well, but it'd be nine years 
before he crossed over to the pop charts with "Papa's Got a Brand New Bag."
In the sixties, he sang and spoke out for civil rights, called for peace amid the 
Watts riot, and encouraged black capitalism. Besides Lear jets and Lincolns, he 
bought three radio stations. He hobnobbed with the likes of Richard Nixon and 
Hubert Humphrey; today, he considers himself a friend of President Reagan.
In the seventies, his music went into a monotonous funk, and he cut records 
with such all-too-revealing titles as "Sex Machine Today" and "Original Disco 
Man." He's been married at least three times (and is today). He's working on a biography.
First visit: 10:30 A.M., Nob Hill Suite, Fairmont Hotel.
JAMES BROWN OPENS TONIGHT in the hotel's posh supper club, the Venetian 
Room. In his two-floor suite, complete with baby grand, Brown is guarded. In public, 
he's always surrounded by attendants. Here, he maintains a polite distance-even 
after I've called him "Mr. Brown" several times.
But when I appear to have some knowledge of his past accomplishments, he 
warms up. And when I tick off a tally of the musicians he's inspired, Brown's suddenly on fire. "You're well-versed!" he declares in a low growl. He helpfully adds 
Lionel Richie to my list, and he claims to have influenced fully 80 percent of the popular music of today.
He wears shades, a light blue scarf, a silk robe over an aqua shirt opened to the 
waist, and sports slacks. The pompadour that used to pile high over his head is now 
generously settled over its sides.
I mention his induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. "I didn't deserve to 
be in," he says. "I came with soul music. I did record 'Please Please' right in the rock 
and roll era, [but] I felt my career has spanned much broader than any entertainer 
that ever lived."
"Living in America" happened, he says, because "Stallone wanted James 
Brown. They'd mentioned a couple of other artists-Lionel... Ray Charles.. .but he 
said, `No way; it can only be James Brown.' He felt that Blues Brothers and Doctor 
Detroit (in which Brown did musical cameos) were the beginning of what should 
have happened to me."
For James Brown, these are the best of times. Besides the place in the Hall, the 
hit record and the life story, he's being sought for commercials. "Coke and Pepsi are 
fighting over James Brown," he says. "All the car companies want me.
"You gotta admit one thing," he says. "God has been very good: something's 
been working in my favor, because `Living in America' is the biggest record I've had 
in four or five years."
It's actually been thirteen years since Brown penetrated the Top 20 (with "Get 
On The Good Foot Part 1 "), but he doesn't admit to any dips in his career.


Consider Brown's stand at the Fairmont (he was, in fact, the first act to bring 
contemporary music into the Venetian Room, in 198 3). When Tina Turner played 
the room, just before her Private Dancer album became a hit, she said she couldn't 
wait to escape the supper club circuit, to get back to the rock concert halls. The insinuation was that the Fairmonts were only a handy, rent-paying gig.
Brown says he's not here to make money. "We do so much business here," he 
says. "My problem is we lose $100,000 a week when we play here, with my expenses." (A spokesman at the Fairmont disputed Brown's claim, but agreed that he might 
be earning more with separate shows in bigger facilities elsewhere.)
At the Fairmont, Brown says, "You test your skills. The audience here is 75 percent the same as Vegas and Atlantic City. You play here and you're ready for those 
halls."
So Brown isn't here for the money. Still, it seems, a year ago, he could have used 
some. Last January, he testified in a Baltimore court that he couldn't afford to pay 
$170,000 to creditors; that he ate at McDonald's restaurants. (In 1984, the IRS sold 
Brown's furniture and three cars to obtain $100,000 in back taxes.)
Brown sits down to a breakfast of pastry, bacon and eggs, juice and coffee. He 
shakes his head at the unpleasant story I've just brought up. "Somebody came up 
with some bad information," he says. "I haven't been poverty-stricken since 1952. I 
haven't been off; I just went out of the country. Three years ago, we played twentysix miles outside Paris to a million and three thousand people, three times 
Woodstock." Brown is loved all over the world and has always made money, he 
says-at least "enough to stay out of unemployment lines. Somebody's trying to 
write me down."
Somebody-Brown accuses an unspecified "they"-took his radio stations 
away "because I was a revolutionist. ..they're afraid I'd come back and do what I did 
in the sixties. The system thought I got a little too strong, helping communities survive, teaching kids, guiding them from what I did."
Being friends with well-placed politicians was no help, he says. "The system 
works for or against you. It's something Hubert Humphrey told me. He said, 'James, 
there's no room for an independent. If there had been, I'd have been president.'
"I'm very close to the Reagans," he says. "I converse with them a lot."
Brown says he was one of the first people to call for a national holiday in commemoration of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Reagan, I remind him, was originally 
opposed to any such legislation. Reagan also made speeches on Dr. King's birthday 
this year representing himself as a longtime civil rights supporter; the record differs. 
"Somebody told you that I was poverty-stricken," Brown counters, "and we're playing to more people than ever in my life. Your information down the pipeline has been 
false.
"I'm not political," says Brown, "but I give a man his due. Naturally [the press] 
attacks the President. But Mr. Reagan signed it into law. Did anybody else sign it?"
James Brown is the Godfather to the hilt. When a room service waiter requests 
payment for breakfast, he pays, then gets on the phone, identifies himself as "Mr. 
Brown," and gently explains that he'd set aside $500 with the hotel for such expenses; that he was asked for cash. "I have a fellow interviewing me and it didn't come off 
right, you know."


Returning to his table, he says, "It's not important, but sometimes it rubs me 
wrong."
But appearances are important. When two of his longtime assistants enter the 
room, they are formally introduced, and Brown addresses them as Mr. Ray and Mr. 
Stallings. They, of course, call him Mr. Brown.
He and his band are highly disciplined, says Brown, because "I watched the 
other way fail. Nothing that way ever made it. You don't see people marching, one 
with dungarees and one with shorts." He indicates Danny Ray (his MC, cape-draper, 
and road manager) and Henry Stallings (hair stylist and general manager). He says 
he trained Ray's voice (a booming echo of Cab Calloway at the Cotton Club) and 
spends hundreds of thousands on suits for his entourage. "Look how they dress," he 
says, while the two men sit silently. "I can send my men anywhere, and they can 
handle it."
Brown may be self-absorbed, but he's also willing to give credit where it's due. 
His influences, he says, include Louis Jordan, the stylish blues and jazz artist of the 
forties. His cape routine, done to "Please Please Please," has its roots in church-and 
Gorgeous George, the colorful wrestler of the fifties. "I used to come back on stage 
carrying a suitcase, and they threw a towel around me; I threw it off. And I thought 
of Gorgeous George. He had capes, and that was flamboyant, so I put that in the act." 
It's still there. And at the age of 5 6 (Brown says he'll be 5 3 in May, but that's disputed by various biographical sources, and during our talk, he said he was 9 in 
1939), he has no thoughts of retirement.
"Retirement from what?" he demands. "When I see the president of the United 
States, or George Burns or Bette Davis.. .Thank god, I have the greatest track record 
in the world, and now I got the biggest record of my career. I just got started."
Second visit: 2:30 P.M., the Venetian Room.
JAMES BROWN WANTS TO TAKE CARE of the rest of the press in one loud, fell 
swoop. He opens his rehearsal to a group of reporters and sits for a quick interview. 
At the rehearsal, he noodles on the piano for the TV cameras while Maceo Parker, Jr., 
the saxophonist-who's back with Brown after a stop with Parliament Funkadelic- 
teaches a riff to the Fairmont Orchestra's horn section.
For "Living in America," Brown wants a flag on stage to unfurl behind him as the 
song begins. But, given only a few hours' notice, the best the hotel can do is call up a 
modest-sized Old Glory from room service and hang it up at the back of the stage.
Brown repairs to a side room to talk with reporters.
He is revealing. "My own [musical] arrangements hit a lot harder than `Living 
In America,"' he admits. "That was a lot softer, but it was good for airing.
"It sounds so funny when I listen to my old stuff," he says. "Today's stuff don't 
drive as hard. I'd like to see music get back to that."
He is generous. Asked how he feels about Prince's success with a latter-day version of James Brown, he says, "I feel good about that; I hope he and Michael Jackson 
and David Bowie and Mick Jagger and Tina keep doing a female James Brown actkeep on." It is clear that he's just listed some people he believes he influenced. For 
good measure, he adds, "Certainly the rap music didn't hurt me because I started rap 
a long time ago [with the record, `Brother Rapp,' in 1970)."


Asked how his music has changed since "Papa's Got a Brand New Bag," he says, 
"I don't see anything different; people are just late catching up. I was twenty years 
ahead of my time."
Third visit: 9:45 P.M., the Venetian Room.
THE FIRST SHOW OF OPENING NIGHT is stunning. Brown and his band-eleven 
pieces, a female singer, and the musical director-seem to be celebrating their success. They do "Living in America" not once, not twice, but three times. In the 
process, they run half an hour overtime, and get the audience rocking the Venetian 
Room as it's rarely been rocked.
Onstage, Brown is in charge. His strong voice is gritty on the funk, high, clear 
and sustaining on the ballads: when he does "Try Me" from out of '59, I expect to 
hear scratches. His trademark moves have been cut back; short shuffles and shimmies have replaced the multiple spins, splits and one-legged, across-the-stage skittering of the old days, but even if he's just toying with a mike stand, he's worth 
watching.
Most impressive of all is his absolute command of the band, whose members 
pick up cues from his slightest twitch. The endlessly repetitive, one-note riffs of some 
past shows are gone: now the band teases with bits of familiar tunes, then delivers 
long, inspirational dance grooves. The Godfather seems to have a formula: the 
tighter the band, the looser the crowd.
And the formula works. Score one for discipline.
A few minutes after the show, Brown is in his hair stylist's room, sitting under a 
dryer between shows, his hair in bright blue rollers. His glittering cape sits draped 
over a chair. It's nearly midnight, but he's still got his shades on. He laps up an 
appraisal of the show, especially the part about his mastery of the band. But some of 
the follow-up questions I have don't go over as well.
I show him a newspaper clipping about his testimony a year ago about being 
broke, about having to eat at McDonald's, and he nods recognition. "The judge said 
he was broke, too," he says. "Can you name me somebody who doesn't have to pay 
bills? God bless this country. They can say you owe $50 million, but you got a chance 
to make $300 million."
I ask again about his friendship with the Reagans. I'm curious: What do they 
talk about? "I don't want to get into that," says Brown. He recalls my negative 
remarks on Reagan, and knows I'm not just curious. His guard is up. "I say one 
thing. There's so many things he wants to do; everybody needs to get to know the 
President.... He's not there to stop you; he's there to enhance what you're about.
"He may not be your style," says Brown, who suddenly shifts gears. "I know 
whatever you think about James Brown is right, so I'm not gonna fight you; I'm just 
gonna lay back and let you write."
"I'm gonna leave you alone," he says, by way of ending the interview. "You 
want to know too much." Brown flashes a wide, disarming smile. "You're a very 
observant person, and I'm very fond of you. You came to see me the other day 
[actually, it was only this morning] and said, 'Wait a minute-I know about James 
Brown, but I see some more things here.' And after the show, you said, `I see something else.'


And I don't want to talk about it."
He smiles again and extends a hand. He can't help asking one more time about 
the show. Praised again, he shouts over the hair dryer: "I love you, I love you! You're 
so hip!"
And I'm glad to leave Brown-Mr. Brown, if you please-on the upbeat. After 
the performance he's just given, it seems only fair.
-April 1986
BAM
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[image: ]ne sad day in the first month of 1987, Paul Scanlon, my editor at GQ-the guy who'd 
been a fellow editor both in college and at Rolling Stone-called to say that they 
wanted to try someone else in my slot. He mumbled something about wanting to 
have "more classical music." That turned out not to be the case. I'd done a cover story on a 
singer who didn't have much going on besides a string of hits and a solid frame on which to 
hang some fashionable clothes.
That piece, I think, did me in. And although I was plenty busy with work at the newspaper, at other magazines, and on the radio, I was sorry to lose the column. By having to come 
up with a solid idea every month, I'd been pushed into arenas I'd never visited at Rolling 
Stone. I mean the territory of the rebels; those who pushed, and burst through all envelopes. 
Through the GQ column, I'd met Frank Zappa-at just the time that his daughter was enjoying a hit with "Valley Girl"-and David Byrne, who'd moved from Talking Heads into film, 
and Lou Reed, who'd gone from the wild side of the velvet underground and onto Madison 
Avenue, with a television commercial.
And Iggy. Was there a punkier punk? Did he not invent the concept of stage diving, a 
decade before it became the thing to do? Had he ever been mellow? That's what I set out to 
find out.


IGGY POP NO LONGER CLAWS HIS CHEST BLOODY while singing his rock and roll 
songs. He no longer flies off the stage, throwing himself onto his audience. He no 
longer invites and incites riots. And he's stopped abusing drugs and women.
You see, Iggy, who was one of the first all-out punk rockers of the late sixties, is 
into health these days.
At Tower Records in San Francisco, where he's signing copies of his new album, 
Blah Blah Blah, he stops every twenty minutes or so to stand, raise and clasp his arms 
and stretch left and right, drawing oohs, ahs and Instamatic flashes for that lean, supple body he's shown off on hundreds of stages and a handful of album covers.
In his sleeveless black shirt and blue jeans, his hair a careless splotch of black, 
Iggy looks more robust than many of his fans. There is a worn-out look to much of the 
crowd of about two hundred people. The favored color is black; the mood is blue: the 
colors of Iggy Pop's past.
On his platform, Iggy is all business. He refuses one fan who asks him to sign David 
Bowie's name to his copy of Raw Power, his 1973 album produced by Bowie. A middleaged woman pleads with him to forward a note to Bowie, thrusting the envelope at Iggy 
until his voice muscles up: "I'm not the post office, okay?"
But along with the usual admirers, there are strapping college kids, several stockbroker types, and an Asian postal worker. And it's these folks-the ones who are buying the new albums, not the old mementos-that Iggy is stretching for these days. So 
Iggy Pop is interested in becoming Iggy Popular; so he's straightened up and flown 
right. What else is new, in these days of aging rockers' repentance?
But Iggy was a monster-a real monster, not a cartoon creature like Alice Cooper, 
Kiss, or Twisted Sister-who, deep down, was also basically no different from you and 
me. He wanted to do better than his parents; he just wanted to be comfortable.
I G G Y, HIS JAPANESE WIFE, S U C x I , and I are at breakfast the morning after the 
record-signing. At the store, one fan had shown up with a yearbook from Tappan 
Junior High in Ann Arbor.
Suddenly Iggy becomes Jim Osterberg, 40, of Ypsilanti, Michigan, once voted by his 
class "the most likely to succeed." His voice is sober, measured, friendly in an earnest 
way, like an aspiring politician's. "In junior high, I was a very motivated person," he 
says. "My folks had very little money; we lived in a house trailer. I started going to school 
with very well-to-do kids, and I saw what they had-not just money, but also social 
graces. When you're around 13 and you learn about people who are leading really 
interesting lives that you couldn't imagine being lived on your block, you get excited."
But the more he got to know the rich kids, the less interested he became in being 
one. Instead, he turned into a punk, a rock and roller. "But this voice inside me would 
say, `But you can't make a living at that."'
Music soon drowned out the inner voice, and Jim formed a band with a few fellow 
outsiders. He played drums, but gravitated toward front and center when he put 
together the Stooges (and became Iggy) a little later in Ann Arbor. He kept postponing 
the band's debut-he was shy and uncertain, he says-until one night in the spring of 
1967, when he saw Jim Morrison and the Doors at the University of Michigan. "It was 
a degenerate show. He had this beautiful long hair, a lacy frock and black leather. He 
was very stoned. He'd mumble for about fifteen minutes and then he'd sing in a minc ing falsetto. And this was a honieconling dance! With football players. And they were 
furious. But what I liked was the way he stood there and communicated with that. It 
wasn't vaudeville. He was present. I realized, Wow! That opened up all sorts of possibilities."


On his own stage, Iggy Pop was "present" in his own way, and he quickly became 
too much for most rock fans and critics. He ascribes his fury, his self-destruction, to 
simple differences of opinion about his music. He thought the music was good.
But "I realized there were a lot of people who took what I did as a joke-took 
offense, even. And I struck back by exaggerating my behavior. As a performer, I knew 
the one thing that's death to a career is to let anybody come to your show and go away 
with the feeling that nothing has happened."
In other words, it was show business.
When the Stooges went defunct in 19 72, Iggy Pop himself was in a shambles. For 
most of the ensuing decade he would be rebounding from and relapsing into the addictions he'd developed-to groupies and to drugs, including heroin. He kept making 
music, thanks primarily to David Bowie, an early Stooges fan who picked Iggy up when 
he was broke, who helped him on Raw Power and the 1977 records, The Idiot and Lust 
for Life. Bowie was Iggy's one regular visitor when he institutionalized himself in Los 
Angeles in 19 74. Bowie helped put together Iggy's comeback tour in 19 7 7, and played 
keyboards in the shadows of every stage. Iggy had clearly inspired Bowie, who paid 
tribute in 1972 with his song about a glam-rock star, "Ziggy Stardust." Together, they 
wrote songs like "China Girl," for the Idiot album. When Bowie had a hit with it in 
1982, Iggy's share of the royalties pulled him out of deep financial problems. It was 
Bowie who encouraged him to try acting (he's had bit parts in The Color of Money and 
Sid & Nancy). Now Bowie has given Jim yet another running restart by producing several tracks on the latest album.
By 19 7 7 Iggy had kicked heroin. On the road, though, he still needed at least three 
crutches: booze, pills, and women. "The groupies became a problem and an obession 
at the same time," he says. "You don't have to take heroin to be screwed up; you just 
drink too much, constantly."
In 1982, he decided to reshape his life and career. First, he needed a woman-one 
woman for more than one night. Performing in Tokyo, he spotted Suchi in the audience 
and, in time-honored rock-and-raunch tradition, sent a roadie to fetch her. He liked her 
eyes, he remembers, and as they got to know each other, he also found her "supportive 
and modest and loyal... helpful to have around." While she was a rock fan, she also had 
"all the Japanese qualities that are imbued in young girls there to make them a fit center of home when they grow up."
They married in 1984 and settled in Manhattan, where Iggy planned his comeback. "I researched radio. I swallowed it and tried to get a feel for `How can I get on it?"' 
He was onto this line of thinking, he says, well before Bowie came into the picture. "I 
made it clear to Steve [Jones, of the Sex Pistols, who cowrote several tracks, including 
"Cry for Love"], `I want this to be radio-ready stuff, so we're talking melody, we're talking some nice chords that have emotive, provocative qualities to them.' Then David, 
who has a genius for that sort of thing, came in and it snowballed from there."
Blah Blah Blah, with its grown-up brashness and computer-disc precision, is getting Iggy the most radio play of his career. But he's taking few chances. So he's on the road, headlining at clubs or appearing as an opening act for the Pretenders. And he visits the record shops to make the retailers happy.


At Tower he stayed until the last customer had received an autograph. By the time 
he got up for a final stretch, he was late for his sound check. But he paused for a photo 
with the Tower Records staff, and when someone handed him a long-stemmed rose, he 
took it, placed it between his teeth and bit down-hard.
-March 1987
GQ
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Joni Mitchell Rocks Again
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[image: ]F- wenty years into writing about music, I found myself coming full circle in several different ways. I had returned to San Francisco State-only now as a guest instructor. I 
had reunited with the first radio station I ever worked for, KFOG. (In my post-college 
years, it dispensed what was called "beautiful music." Now, it rocked.) For a column for GQ, I 
had even gone back to my teenaged passion for Top 40 radio, and done an hour of high-energy deejaying on KFRC, which, in its prime, beginning in the mid-sixties, was called "the Big 
Six-Ten." Now, in the early eighties, its ratings drawn and quartered by FM and other competition, it was "the Amazing AM," and breathing its last before switching to an oldies format.
There would be more full circles to come, but in 1988, the most pleasant circle game 
involved Joni Mitchell, whom I'd met in 1969, and who'd been my first Rolling Stone cover 
story.
Now, we were meeting again, in Los Angeles. Only now, I was on assignment for 
Chatelaine, a Canadian magazine. And Mitchell, needless to say, had gone through a few 
changes of her own.
Jo N I MITCHELL SITS BEHIND THE WHEEL of a brand-new, black Mercedes-Benz 560 
convertible, and she is not happy.


She's in this car, a rental, because her own car has just been stolen. Mitchell feels 
as if she's lost a pet or a best friend. The car was a Mercedes-Benz she called "Bluebird." 
She bought it brand-new in 1969, with her first royalty check from Warner Bros. 
Records. It was beautiful, powerful, a survivor.
Now, she's got to contend with this new car her management company has leased 
for her and which feels.. .not quite right. On our way to a photo shoot for Chatelaine, 
she's jerking along the street until she discovers the brakes are on. We consult the manual to find the brake release.
We do, and Mitchell gets rolling-for about 300 meters. She pulls over. Both the 
left and right turn signals are flashing. A parking attendant from a nearby restaurant 
pops up at her side. "Oh, sorry, we're not going here," a flustered Mitchell tells him. 
"We're having car trouble." She locates the signal switch.
"We're back in the flow," she says, as she pulls out. "We're back in the flow."
She could be speaking about her career. In the last decade, it's been a series of 
stops and starts. Now, she hopes, with her new album, Chalk Mark in a Rain Storm, she 
is back in the flow again.
An hour before our joyride, she had been in the Hollywood offices of her managers, Peter Asher and Barry Krost, chain-smoking Camels and doing press interviews. 
Dressed in a simple black suit by Comme des Garcons, her blond hair defrizzed and once 
again draping her shoulders, the 44-year-old Mitchell didn't look so different from 
when I had seen her last, in 1969. She had one album out then and she had just settled in Laurel Canyon, folk-rock's answer to Beverly Hills.
Her early albums are still remembered by millions for their witty, whimsical, literate, and true-confessional songs. After a string of snappy hit singles that gave her popstar status in the early seventies, she embraced jazz and released the exotic and challenging The Hissing of Summer Lawns. Her last jazz album, in 19 79, an immersion into 
the music of avant-garde jazz bassist Charlie Mingus, was a commercial and critical 
flop. Around that time, she visited Georgia O'Keeffe in New Mexico, and her painting 
blossomed. (Mitchell has since exhibited her work twice in New York and plans a show 
in Tokyo this year.) In 1982, she was back to pop and rock with Wild Things Run Fast. 
Having married Larry Klein, a bass player thirteen years her junior, Mitchell waxed 
romantic. But radio wasn't listening to Joni any more. Dog Eat Dog, in 1985, reflected 
her disenchantment with the American government-but the timing was all wrong. 
"It was released in a rah-rah America-is-wonderful time," she says.
For Mitchell, making albums in recent years has not equated with making money. 
Which explains why she hasn't gone on costly tours to push her new one and why she's 
spending days on end, here and on the road, meeting the press.
"The first feedback you get is with reviews," she says, "and my reviews for years 
now have been incredibly disappointing.
"I've done good work. Any worker in any field needs the encouragement that her 
work is good. Otherwise she gets another job. So, if I don't get some enthusiasm somewhere soon, I'm done in this business. It's as simple as that."
"That sounds like something she says just prior to the release of a record because 
she's expecting another barrage of criticism," says Larry Klein.
Chalk Mark has a chance, if radio's response to the track "Snakes and Ladders," 
about a love affair fueled by materialistic aspiration, is any indication. It got heavy air play as a pre-album single release. Ed Rosenblatt, president of Geffen Records, 
Mitchell's label, says: "I think we're at a time when radio's perception of Joni is that 
she's hip. Perhaps it's based on the older artists selling."


On Chalk Mark, Mitchell writes and sings about her parents' courtship in Regina 
during World War II, about war between nations; and as a devoted environmentalist, 
she writes movingly in defense of the land. But the album's not all gloom and doom. It 
has a clean rock and roll sheen to it with guest musicians like Peter Gabriel and Tom 
Petty, and includes an unlikely but raucous duet with Billy Idol.
The rapport she felt with Idol was the same feeling she got when rock and roll was 
born, and she was Roberta Joan Anderson, an itchy kid, full of art and energy, in 
Saskatoon. (Mitchell, an only child, was born an Air Force brat in Fort Macleod, 
Alberta.) "Rock and roll," she says, "was the call of the wild. It was the thing that split 
a generation." She lived for weekend dances. She also got a ukulele and a Pete Seeger 
instruction record and, during her one year at the Alberta College of Art, in 1963, 
sang for free in the local coffeehouse.
Her songwriting began in the mid-sixties, after she had migrated to the Yorkville 
folk scene in Toronto and formed an act with folk singer Chuck Mitchell. They married 
and lived in Detroit but divorced after a year as her star rose and such artists as Judy 
Collins and Tom Rush began recording her material. Mitchell moved to New York in 
1967 and connected with Warner Bros. Records. To sign her contract, she went to 
California and never looked back.
In Laurel Canyon, Mitchell lived with musician Graham Nash and was, indeed, 
the lady of the canyon. When she became involved with James Taylor and, later, other 
musicians, she fueled her notoriety, alluding to various friends and lovers in her songs. 
"I'm not a kiss-and-teller," she says. "I never named names." In the early seventies, 
Rolling Stone magazine published a diagram of rock stars and their various amours. 
Mitchell was connected to a long list of musicians, managers, and media stars. She 
swears the list was "padded.. .with men I barely knew-and never dated."
Larry Klein, she says, entered her life in 1981, at just the right time. Dating had 
become "nerve-wracking.... I read a magazine article called `The End of Sex,' and the 
thing the writer said that sticks in my mind is: If you want repetition in a relationship, 
see other people. If you want infinite variety, stay with one person."
Since getting married six years ago, Mitchell and Klein have been homebodies at 
Mitchell's house in the Bel Air section of Los Angeles. Says Klein, "We're both compulsive creative types. We'll stay home, and Joni will be at one side of the house painting, and I'll be working on a song. Maybe later we'll go to a movie."
Mitchell regularly sees two close women friends-neither of them musicians. 
"They're women you can entrust your intimacies to without fear of betrayal," she says. 
"We meet once a week for what we call `Ladies' Night Out,' and now it attracts other 
women." She laughs, thinking back to childhood friends. "I had that kind of sorority 
with women when I was a preteen, just before the race for men occurred, or whatever 
that thing is that happens between women."
We're zipping down Melrose Avenue in the rented Mercedes, whizzing by the latest shops and hangouts. I ask Mitchell if she's aging gracefully. "I could do better," she 
says and breaks out in laughter. Then, she asks, "Think I should get nipped and 
tucked?" I, of course, say no. But is she seriously considering it? "We all thought about it after we saw Cher," says Mitchell. "Usually it looks grotesque and shiny and weird, 
but Cher's plastic surgery has inflamed the Hollywood community!" Mitchell laughs 
again, enjoying her dip into showbiz gossip.


She has no regrets about not having had children. "The children of artists are 
nearly always a terrible mess. They end up being emotionally deprived." Besides, she 
adds, "The creative drive is a family in itself."
Arriving at the photographer's studio, Mitchell apologizes for wearing black. "I'm 
in mourning for my car," she says. But she's brought a bright chief's blanket that she 
can toss over her shoulders and cinch with silver belts and a neckload of Tibetan beads.
In her dressing room, she discovers that the makeup artist and a woman from her 
management company are from Canada, and the three dive happily into home-country talk, about the weather, restaurants, Mounties, and dialects. "There's that oldcountry accent," says Mitchell. "It's like"-she drops into a drawl-"Don't forget to 
throw the cow over the fence some hay, eh?"
Mitchell moves into the studio, and the photographer's first few rolls capture a 
lackluster woman near the end of a long day of explaining herself. But a break and 
quick costume adjustment later, she's a different woman. With the chief's blanket on, 
she brightens. Peter Gabriel's on the CD player, and, long day to the wind, the stopsand-starts woman begins shuffling and swaying, smiling blissfully, as if it's a weekend 
night in Saskatoon many songs ago.
-June 1988
Chatelaine
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[image: ]n 1999, I taught a course in magazine editing at San Francisco State University, and, to give 
my students an occasional break from rock journalism anecdotes, brought in guest speakers. 
One of them, Kevin Berger, a senior editor at San Francisco magazine, turned out to be a former rock journalist. "But," he told the class, "I soon realized that music writing was a dead end."
"I wish I'd known that before," I quipped.
Actually, my music writing career has taken me down many different avenues-from 
magazines to newspapers to radio to books.
I was still writing for the Chronicle when, one day in the spring of 1989, Sarah Lazin, who'd 
been an editorial assistant at Rolling Stone, and was now a book packager and agent in New York, 
suggested that I consider writing a biography of the late country-rock pioneer, Gram Parsons.
Sarah was contacted by a publisher who'd been hearing Parsons' name bandied about, 
even though he'd died sixteen years before, of an overdose of hard liquor and harder drugs in 
a motel room in the high desert of California. He left behind a legacy of bittersweet music that 
seemed, every few years, to influence another artist, another band. Every year, it seemed, someone, somewhere in this world, wanted to pay tribute to Parsons, with a concert, a recording, a 
nomination in some musical hall of fame. So why not a book?
Having written a piece on Parsons for Esquire a few years before, I found it easy to put together a proposal. Sarah 
and I made a deal, and by 
fall, I had begun work on the 
book, hiring an assistant of 
hers, Holly George-Warren, 
to help on research and on 
planning trips to Parsons territory-the South.


[image: ]Hi-ho, Steverino! With Steve Allen on Fog City Radio.


Just as we nailed down 
plans for a trip in January 
1990, Sarah called in a 
panic. She was putting 
together a book about 
Motown Records, and the 
writer of the main text-a 
history of the label and 
biographies of all its artists-had dropped out of the project at the last possible minute. She knew 
I'd written frequently about Motown artists, and she knew I could meet ridiculous deadlines.
It was January 9. I was headed for Florida and Georgia on the 15th, and I'd be immersed 
in Gram Parsons for a week-at least.
No problem, said Sarah. I had till February 10th-or nineteen days, counting weekends, 
after my return-to research and write the main body of the book. She and the editor, 
Marianne Partridge, another former Rolling Stone editor, needed about fifteen thousand words. 
And-oh yes-the pieces had to be written to specific word counts, since the book had already 
been designed.
Not to brag-well, just a little-I beat the deadline by three days. But I cheated. I brought 
Motown cassettes on the trip, and while Holly drove us from Jacksonville, Florida, to Waycross, 
Georgia, and back to Jacksonville by way of Winter Haven and Tampa, we listened to the Sound 
of Young America and had a ball.
Back in San Francisco, after a few days of reading my old articles-on the Temptations, 
the Miracles, Gladys & the Pips, Stevie, Marvin, the Spinners, Ashford & Simpson, and the 
Jackson 5-and a ton of others, I dove into what amounted to a two-week term paper, forgetting family, friends, many meals, and even, for the moment, Gram Parsons.
Suddenly, before I'd done my first book, I'd done my first book.
Soon after finishing the Parsons biography-entitled Hickory Wind-and returning to the 
Chronicle, I got an offer to write another book. This time, it was Leslie Wells, who'd been my 
editor on Hickory Wind. With an eye to the success of Amy Tan's The Joy Luck Club, she wondered whether I might consider a non-fiction story about growing up Chinese-American, with 
a male, sixties, rock and roll slant.
I really had to think about that. I've been well aware that one reason I became a reporter was that, while I never shied away from the spotlight, I preferred to tell other people's stories. 
When I thought back to my youth, I recalled how, at parties, I always asked more questions than 
I answered. I liked it that way. Although I'd revealed myself in a few articles over the years, and 
on radio, those occasions couldn't compare with a book about my life.


And then there was my family. The Chinese (especially the first generation) are said to be 
particularly protective of their privacy. Outsiders are way outside. But I spoke with my parents 
(through a family friend who translated for me, such was the enormity of our language gap) 
and siblings, got the requisite approvals, and agreed to write what became The Rice Room.
Needing to take time off for the book, I left the Chronicle and didn't return. Instead, I 
joined Gavin, a radio and music industry magazine, as its managing editor. I'd long admired its 
late founder, Bill Gavin, for his pioneer work in programming and charting popular music for 
radio. He was the unseen, uncredited man behind Lucky Lager Dance Time, the show that, in 
the early fifties, introduced me to rock and roll and R&B as well as pop hits.
At Gavin, I continued to write about music, the subjects ranging from Atlantic Records' 
co-founder Ahmet Ertegun to a wide range of artists, among them Alanis Morissette, Garth 
Brooks, and Pat Boone.
Away from the office, I hosted a weekly show on KQED, the NPR affiliate in San Francisco. 
This was no DJ stint. Fog City Radio was a live, two-hour program of performances and interviews with artists, musicians, actors, authors, comedians, filmmakers, broadcasters-whoever 
we thought fit under our umbrella of the literary and performing arts. Streaming in at a clip of 
six or seven guests a show, I found myself interviewing a wildly wide range of talent. The music 
ranged from classical to swing, jazz, blues, lounge, R&B, folk, country, and rock. And a capella. 
And handbell orchestras. Kris Kristofferson and Tracy Nelson performed on one show; Lavay 
Smith & Her Red Hot Skillet Lickers on another. Amy Tan, dolled up in dominatrix gear, sang 
"These Boots Are Made for Walking." Arturo, a man who performed as Patsy Cline, sang with 
Elvis Herselvis, a woman who...well, you know.
My personal highlight came in March 1995, when the guest lineup included one Steve Allen.
Along with Gary Owens, the disc jockey who went on to mellifluous fame and fortune on 
television, Allen was one of my idols when I was in high school. Now, we sat together on the 
stage of the George Coates Theater in the Tenderloin neighborhood of San Francisco, and I was 
as nervous as Don Knotts doing his quivering man-on-the-street routine with Allen. I'd heard that 
Allen, now in his 70s, could be cranky, and that he'd walked out on one local radio host. I was 
in luck, however. One of our musical guests was Richard Olsen and his swing band, and, after 
playing "Memories of You," the song Allen performed when he starred in The Benny Goodman 
Story, Olsen struck up Allen's theme song, "The Start of Something New," to bring him on.
He was in great humor, and we wound up exchanging falsetto "SMOCK! SMOCK! "s. I 
asked about his experimentations with LSD in the early sixties (as part of a university study of 
creative people) and about his hosting Elvis on his Sunday night show. "I recognized right away 
that he had something," said Steve, who first saw Elvis on the Dorsey Brothers' summer 
replacement series, Stage Show, on CBS in 1956. "It certainly wasn't a glorious voice, in the sense of Sinatra or Perry Como. It was kind of a weird noise. But he had something much more 
important-he had a weird, freaky, charismatic, star quality."


For the year that Fog City Radio was on the air, Saturdays couldn't come soon enough.
In late 1997, Gavin, which had been founded as a radio programmers' tipsheet in 1958, 
began making plans for its 40th anniversary, and wanted to launch a series of books. I'd write 
the first one, a history of Top 40 radio.
From one book to another, and from the printed page to the airwaves to cyberspace, life 
continues to be a string of deadlines, met to the sound of music.
And life continues to yank me, on occasion, into the realm of the unreal. Shortly after 
Cameron Crowe, my once-young discovery, wrote the foreword for this book, he announced 
that his first film after his smash Jerry Maguire would be based on his own adventures as a 
beginning rock journalist. Once again, Rolling Stone is in the movies. And, for the first time since 
1979, when I appeared in Americathon, one of the undisputed worst movies of all time, they're 
gonna put me in the movies.
At least they're gonna put my character in the movie. Soon after auditions began, I 
received a stream of e-mails from twenty-something Asian-American actors hoping to play me, 
and asking how I dressed, spoke, walked, and acted back in the day. I resisted the temptation 
to refer them to a video of Americathon, and tried to be helpful. It was the least I could do, in 
the face of these young men, so taken with this rare opportunity for a decent Asian-American 
role in a mainstream motion picture, that they were surfing all over the Internet looking for 
Fong-Torres nuggets, not to mention rolling stones.
Having just had my memory refreshed by Crowe's foreword, I told one actor, Parry Shen, 
that I apparently used to say "crazy" a lot, as an approving response.
"Ben, I just got my interview with Guess Who."
"Crazy."
Shen wrote back, laughing through cyberspace. He had a piece of the script, for audition purposes, and in it, I was saying "crazy" the way Cuba Gooding, Jr., was saying, "Show me the 
money."
Shen told me that he was reading my memoirs, The Rice Room. "From the first ten pages, 
I was already saying to everyone, 'Man, I can totally relate to everything this guy's saying'...1 
felt like you wrote it for me."
In Los Angeles, Parry performs in an Asian-American theater group called hereand now. In a 
piece called "Good/Bad," he wrote, "the ensemble rattles off good and bad things about being 
Asian ...A good thing about being Asian is...living in America... having parents that always ask, 
'Did you eat?' A bad thing about being Asian is...not being able to hug your dad... if you don't like 
rice, you're screwed... living in America." Signing off, Shen promised: "For my next performance of 
'Good/Bad,' I'll mention your name as one of the good things about being Asian."
Thirty years after making the break from Chinatown to attempt a career in radio and rock and 
roll writing, what can I say about such a compliment?
Crazy.
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Ben Fong-Torres first contributed articles to Rolling Stone in 1968. He joined the staff as news 
editor in 1969, and began interviewing and profiling top performers and celebrities in popular 
music and entertainment. In 1974, he won the ASCAP-Deems Taylor Award for his interview 
with Ray Charles. During his 11 years at Rolling Stone, Fong-Torres wrote more than 400 articles, including 37 cover stories, and edited the magazine's music and "Random Notes" sections 
as well as several anthologies.
Fong-Torres has written for dozens of magazines, including Esquire, GQ (where he was pop 
music columnist), Playboy, American Film and Harper's Bazaar, and has been a staff feature 
writer and radio columnist for the San Francisco Chronicle. He was a weekend DJ on the 
acclaimed rock station KSAN for nine years, and the host of a weekly live arts and interview 
show, "Fog City Radio." Fong-Torres also wrote and narrated the syndicated radio special "San 
Francisco: What a Long, Strange Trip It's Been," which won a Billboard Award for Broadcast 
Excellence. He recently served as managing editor of Gavin, a trade magazine for the radio 
industry.
Fong-Torres continues to write for various national print and online magazines, and currently is 
editorial director of the music Web site MyPlay.com. His books include The Hits Just Keep on 
Coming: The History of Top 40 Radio, Hickory Wind: The Life and Times of Gram Parsons, and his 
best-selling memoirs, The Rice Room: Growing Up Chinese-American-From Number Two Son 
to Rock 'n' Roll.
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