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MICK JAGGER'S DEATH-CONCERT
The Rolling Stones' tour of Ame
rica last year ran the gamut from
agony to ecstasy. The agony was at
Altamont on December 6 where the
Stones held a free concert policed
by the Hell's Angels.
The following article is condensed
from America’s top rock magazine
Rolling Stone:
“I didn’t know his name or any
thing, but he was standing along
side of me. You know, we were
both watching Mick Jagger, and a
Hell’s Angel, the fat one. I don’t
know his name or anything, he
reached over — he didn’t like us
being so close or something, you
know, we were seeing Mick Jagger
too well or something. He was just
being up tight. He reached over and
grabbed the guy beside me by the
ear and hair and yanked on it,
thinking it was funny, you know,
kind of laughing. And so this guy
shook loose; he yanked away from
him.”
Now, this guy that you’re talking
about, is this the black guy that got
killed?
*
“Yeah, right. Four other Hell’s
Angels jumped on him. They started
mugging him and . . . ”
This is when they claim he had
the gun?
“No, no, he didn’t pull out the
gun yet. One Hell’s Angel pulled out
a knife and stabbed him in the back.

The black guy pulled out a gun and
held it in the air you know . . .
like that was kind of his last resort.
Some chick screamed 'Don’t shoot,’
and he was too scared to shoot be
cause he could have shot anyone
in the crowd. And one of the Hell’s
Angels grabbed the gun from him
and stabbed him again in the back.”
Robert Hiatt was the first doctor
to reach 18-year-old Meredith Hun
ter after the fatal wounds. “It was
obvious he just wasn’t going to make
it. There was no equipment there
to treat him with.” Hiatt was be
hind the stage and responded to
Jagger’s calls from the stage for a
doctor.
The incredible thing was that the
promoters had asked the Hell’s An
gels to act as “security” guards.
“Jagger was very, very shattered,”
according to an associate who was
with the Stones post-Altamont.
Mick Taylor, the newest Rolling
Stone, was still aghast at what had
happened when contacted in Lon
don shortly after his return from
Altamont.
“It was just completely barbaric,
like there was so much violence
there it took all the fun out of it
for me. There was violence taking
place in front of the stage, right in
front of us. I was frightened for
all of us. The Hell’s Angels had a
lot to do with it. The people who

were working getting the concert
together thought it would be a good
idea to use them as a security force.
They’re just very, very violent
people.”
Photographer John Young moved
in with his Leica to capture some
of the bashing, and wound up with
13 stitches in his head. The Angels
were beating a couple of naked peo
ple to the ground during Santana’s.
In moments the nudies were up
again, and Young started taking
pictures, when the Angels resumed
bashing them. An Angel spotted him
amongst other photographers, and
soon several were bashing him.
All these things happened, and
worse. Altamont was the product
of diabolical egotism, hype, inepti
tude, money manipulation, and, at
base, a fundamental lack of concern
for humanity.
The 300,000 people, anonymous
bodies huddled together on the little
dirt hills, were indeed an instant
city — a decaying urban slum com
plete with its own air pollution. Be
fore the Stones appeared, about a
dozen Angels ploughed through the
crowd on their bikes.

Meredith Hunter wasn’t the only one who
never made it home from Altamont. Three
others died that day, two from a hit-and-run
auto case, one by jumping into an irrigation
canal where the fast-moving water over
powered him.
Much of the disaster could have been
due to bad trips. Some of the bad trips

were the result of yellow pills given away
in the crowd and said to be organic acid.
Several bummed out when they drank wine
without knowing that it had acid in it.
A man had died before the Stones’ eyes.
Did they give a damn? Yes or no? No, accord
ing to Gwen Hunter, the 17-year-old sister
of the dead man. “No-one has contacted us.
The Stones should have. But I didn’t expect
them to because I know they don’t care.
They should have called my mother, but
they didn’t because it doesn’t matter to them.
They’ll just go off somewhere and start,
another rock festival.”
No-one has offered even the slightest con
dolences to the family. A San Francisco
attorney has advised the Hunter family that
they have an excellent case for criminal
negligence against the Stones since they, in
fact, hired Hell’s Angels. Those who tried
to help victims of the Angels during the actual
violence were soon set upon. Marty Balin,
of Jefferson Airplane was one of the people
who found out the hard way.
Ralph J. Gleason wrote: “Why did Jagger
and Cutler (one of the promoters) put the
Angels with a truckload of free beer in
charge of stage security? Why did Grateful Dead
and others involved go along with the idea?
Now it has ended in murder. And that was
murder. Somebody stabbed that man five
times in the back. Overkill, like Pinkville.
Like a Chicago cops reaction to long hair.
Is this the new community? Is this what
Woodstock promised?
Meanwhile as the arguments raged, scaven
gers were combing over the grounds for pop
bottles they could turn in for deposit, and
several had taken geiger counters out to the
raceway to find change and valuables that
were left behind. Who knows, maybe the
festival for them will have been worth it.
For Rolling Stones report on the aftermath
of the concert read pages four and five.
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Do you think rock can become
the music of revolution in Australia
when it failed to do so in America?
Jay Ruby and Ralph Gleason have
been pointing out in “Jazz and Pop”
for the past few months that the ‘system’
has devoured the radical cultural and
political movement in its maw. Only now
we have hippie capitalists and entre
preneurs. Henry Fords with long hair.
What about the people who really
have cause for a revolution in the U.S.?
The Black Americans? What about
some coverage of their music?
Not the Uncle Tom music of TamlaMotown, Stax and Atlantic. Nor the
blues, which paternalistic middle class
white boys can use as a hobby horse. No
I mean the real music of black America
today.
How about people like Ornette Coleman, Cecil Taylor, Charlie Haden, Bob
by Hutcherson, Archie Shepp, Don
Cherry, Albert Ayler, Barre Phillips,
Ed Blackwell, Kark Berger, Mike Mantier, Carla Bley, Hilly Higgins, Don
Ayler, Perry Robinson, John Carter,
Roscoe Mitchell, Sonny Simmons, Don
Puller, Henry Grimes, Malachi Favors,
Milford Graves, Sonny Murray, Andrew
Cyrille, Paroah Sanders, Joel Freedman,
Sun Ra, Sheila Jordan, Sonny Sharrock,
Lester Bowie, Joseph Jarman, Jeanne
Lee, Howard Johnson, Beaver Harris,
Cal Cobbs, Alan Silva, Jazz Composers
Orchestra, Art Ensemble of Chicago,
Jacques Coursil, Clifford Thornton, Ed
die Gale, Jimmy Lyons, Paul Bley, Lib
eration Music Orchestra, Patti Waters
and Leon Thomas et al.
How about reviews of the following
books “Black Music” by Leroy Jones,
‘Four Lives in the Be Bop Business’ by
A. B. Spellman and “Serious Music and
All That Jazz” by Henry Pleasants?
John Doyle,
Lind field,
NSW
How about sending reviews instead of
names huh? — ED.
DEAD HEADS
Sir,
Thank you for your review of
“Aoxomoxoa”. It’s about time more
heads became aware of the Grateful
Dead. I’ll just say that they will find
out what the word music means when
they listen to the Dead. How about a
decent spread on them, as they are
definitely Owsley quality.
I really dig REVO LU TIO N but how
about concentrating on the cultural side,
hell, the Moratorium didn’t achieve any
thing. I was pleased to see the report of
it in WOMAN’S DAY in the section
labelled “Good Living”. As was said
in the Macquarie Moratorium rave, “the
Moratorium is over but the war isn’t.”
It’s cool to see a magazine that is
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Send letters to Feedback, c/o Revolution, 27 Drummond St., Carlton 3053
trying to present a realistic view of the
music scene in Australia today. However
I would advise Ed Nimmervoll to listen
to “Shady Grove” again and Rob Smyth
to have a bit more respect for Jerry Gar
cia. Shit, he’s the world’s best guitarist!
Clapton’s good, but not like Jerry.
Jim Trainer.
“The Farm”
Eastwood, NSW
DYLAN’S BIRCH
Sir,
Ever ready to rush in with a
quick caustic criticism and — (flash
flash!) see my name in print. I have to
express my mystification at the omission
by the writer of the ‘Pirate Dylan LP’s’
story of any reference to the “John Birch
Society Blues” LP. I wish I could say I
have heard it but alas no. — I do know
that it is reputed to be properly recorded
with good equipment and that parts of it
were to have been released on a disc
(which was canned by CBS) after the
‘Freewheeling’ album. There’s 12 trax:
Ramblin’ Gamblin’ Willie; I Was Young
When I Left Home; Percy’s Song; Corina Corina; Get Lonesome Sleepin’ By
Yourself; Long John; Mixed Up Con
fusion; East Laredo Blues; I’ll Keep It
With Mine John Birch Society Blues;
Who Killed Davy Moore; Eternal Circle.
Nobody likes a clever wak but I thought
I'd tell you — maybe CBS can be put
through the roller and made to give us
what we want now! Eh?
I am, believe me,
Yours in the vapours.
Teen,
Neutral Bay,
NSW
RAPE LOGIC
Sir,
I am certainly not pro- the Viet
nam War, but I have reservations about
being anti- it. Therefore the following
follow-up comment to the poster fea
tured on the second page of the second
REVOLUTION is not so much a point
of view as a suggestion.
If someone you knew was being
raped, and you went to their assistance,
perhaps you might extricate yourself
from the situation when it became too
unpleasant — but could you ever look
yourself in the face again? .....................
Jo Sutton
Brisbane.
HONORED?
Sir,
In the June-July issue of your rag

JULY 3 DEMONSTRATION

REVOLUTION offices are at 27
Drummond Street, Carlton 3053.
’Phone: 34 8121. While REVOLU
TION welcomes articles from readers
we accept no responsibility for unsoli
cited material. In fact, as a general
rule, we accept as little responsibility
as possible.
REVOLUTION
is
distributed
throughout Australia by Southdown
Press, Melbourne.
It is published
monthly,
and printed by Waverley Off
r
set Printers at Glen Waverley, Victoria.
Published by Go-Set Publications P/L.

American
Independence
Day
(the
fourth of July) has traditionally been
the time for mass action against Ameri
can Imperialism. This year July 4th falls
on a Saturday and there have been a lot
arguments about whether the Friday
evening before (the 3rd) or the Saturday
would be the best time for a demonstra
tion.
The Brisbane and Sydney committees
(carry overs from the Moratorium orga
nizations) have both decided on
the
Friday and up until Thursday 18th Fri
day was the day in Melbourne too. Now
there has been a big split and so Mel
bourne will have TWO demonstrations.
Although everything points to Fri
day afternoon being the ideal time for a
demonstration, certain elements of the
organizations involved in the July 4th
campaign (namely the Communist Par
ty, Save Our Sons, Carlton SDS and
anarchists plus various other uptight
groups) decided that the leadership of
the committee was top heavy with revo
lutionary socialists and picked on the time
as an issue through which they could
take over the control.
On Thursday 18th things came to a
head. A motion was put at an open meet
ing that the time should be altered to
Saturday. After two hours of discusion
the motion was passed but once a walk
out of the Fridayites became imminent
the Saturdayites backed down & so
there will be two demos.
The Saturdayites arguments were so
much crap. It was obvious that the
whole thing was a straight power strug
gle but at least the solution has left every
one with a choice (always a good thing).
Arguments against Friday included
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such inanities as “If rains in the after
noon” (really!) and “the police will beat
us up in the dark” — if the police are
going to do any beating up, which is
unlikely, they’re just able to do it the
daytime.
As the original committee is till run
ning things the Friday Melbourne demo
is still on )at 4 o’clock in the Treasury
Gardens) so everything is cool. If you
can’t make it Friday, the C.P. will be out
in force on Saturday outside the Ameri
can consulate at 10.00 a.m.
The demonstration is basically against
American imperialism and as such is a
definite advance from the rather vague
demands of the Moratorium. It calls for
an immediate end to American hostili
ties in South East Asia and recognition
of the National
Liberation Front of
South Vietnam as the popular govern
ment of the country. July 3rd is the next
step in the attempt to influence our rul
ers towards a sane foreign policy and
deserves to be supported by everyone.
The organizers hope to see on the
streets
thousands of people
voicing
their protest, we hope that happens.

DESIGN EXHIBITION
If you want to gain an insight into
the connection between the designing
process and its outlet — namely mass
manufacturing products in the modern
capitalist state — then trip along to the
Australian Design Centre, Princes Gate,

the Moratorium figured prominently in
your columns. I hope to become a reg
ular purchase of your publication but if
your paper becomes a Junior Tribune
than I am afraid you will lose my forty
cents each month.
(I am not a conservative nor radical—
somewhere in between). I am however
a supporter of Australia’s involvement in
Vietnam and would be honored to fight
there. I want peace as much as the next
man, but the only peace that will satisfy
me is when all North Vietnamese and
Communist Chinese troops are with
drawn from Indo-China.
People condemn our involvement in
Vietnam yet they do not condemn Chi
nese and Russian involvement. How can
people expect Australia to withdraw only
to have fights in Australia or is it that
they would like to be dominated by the
Communist Party Machine. Well I for
one want a choice in who dominates me
whether he be socialist, facist or capi
talist.
J. G. Jenkinson
Townsville
Queensland
JAZZ LESSON
Sir,
Thank you for your bold leap
forward in recognising that rock music
is appreciated by a wider range of
people than the Johnny Farnham Fan
Club sterotype. However, a warning to
critics Nimmervoll and Smyth et-al —
don’t take yourselves or, for that matter,
rock too seriously. Rock has its appeal
in its spontaneity, not in its technique.
For gosh sakes, don’t follow the lead of
the jazz critic in taking the music apart
bar by bar, chord by chord or beat by
beat. In rock, the sum of the parts more
often than not falls far short of the
whole. Jazz lost its way, its audience and
its life when its followers took it too
seriously and took it apart. They em
phasized technique and so technique is
only what the muso’s gave ’em and now
only the dedicated few can reach it.
There are jdangerous signs of this
happening to rock. Who cares if a Creedence song only uses elementary tech
nique in all its parts? What is important
is that the elusive magic of the whole
thing far transcends any mechanical ad
dition of the pieces.
Trevor Mules,
Economics Dept.
University of Adelaide
Flinders Street, Melbourne.
The exhibition is being staged by the
Industrial Design Council of Australia,
with R.M.I.T.’s Industrial Design school.
It’s open from 9.30 a.m. — 5.30 p.m.
weekdays until July 10th. Films on de
sign and exhibitions of paper sculpture
arc also available.
Available also in Melbourne now
a new type of theatre experience — the
concept of which is just emerging in
Australia. It’s a throw out from the
traditional orientated theatre — still too
reluctant to try anything less than 5
years old in content.
The scene involves creative music,
theatre and visual arts, and is located at
the Parthernon Galleries Workshop, 33
Harware Street.

FLAMENCO COMING
Brilliant Flamenco guitarist Paco Pe
na starts his Australian tour on the 11th
July at the Conservatorium in Sydney.
Other dates are— 13th Conservatorium,
15th and 16th Playhouse Canberra, 18th,
Dallas Brookes Hall Melbourne, and
the 19th at the Adelaide Town Hall.

FREE DISCO
Wednesday night at Berties disco in
Melbourne is now a free night at which
new groups can audition. If you’re inter
ested in being part of the entertain
ment contact Berties or Peter Andrew at
Let It Be Agency.
ON THE HORIZON
CONTINUED ON PAGE 3
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Stevie: First, the three of them have to get off the ground.

‘I Was Pissed Off
After Blind Faith’
BY JONATHON COTT

ROLLING STONE SERVICE
LONDON—“I knew it was a hype as;
soon as it was called Blind Faith,” Stevie
Winwood remarked about what is now
No Faith.
“It was just a rush,” said Stevie, “and
as soon as Robert Stigwood got a holdi
of it, we sort of played where he put us.
I didn't have any control over it. Andl
what was worse was that everyone in
the group felt different about it. I didn’t
want to play coliseums. What’s that
building in L.A. that looks like a choco
late cream cake? I was really fed up
with playing in those places and to those
audiences. It was very false. We could
play really terrible one night and get
exactly the same reaction as if we really
played taking good.
“I was pissed off after Blind Faith.
And when I got back, I started working
on a solo album and Jim backed me up
and then C hris came back from Air
Force. . . . Have you heard Air Force?
Things have to be under control, and
Ginger knows how to get people under
control. But it’s what you do with those
people.”
Eighteen months ago Traffic broke up.
Stevie went off to Blind Faith; Chris
Wood played with Dr. John and Air
Force; and Jim Capaldi worked with exTraffic member Dave Mason (who’s just
released his song, “World in Changes,”
on Harvest records) and, for a short
time, with Heavy Jelly, a group com
posed of some ex-Aynsley Dunbar Re
taliation musicians. “We needed to play
in different situations,” Chris said.
“We all tried to do things,” Stevie
said. “Really tried. And all of us found
similar difficulties. I found out how im
portant it is to work with people who
are more in sympathy than, say, certain
people in Blind Faith.”
“Does it seem like a long time to

you? How did that gap strike you?”
Jim asked about the eighteen months
fertile void. And three days before their
first public reappearance at the Round
house in April, Traffic gave a dress re
hearsal in the Island Records Studio,
having b ro u g h t themselves and their
music back together.
“It’s good to have an audience,” Stevie
says to his enthusiastic admirers — an
assistant who was taping the proceedings,
Stevie’s brother Muff ( “just listening”)
and myself. “It’s amazing how people
sitting here make the songs speed up. It
affects your playing. We rush into things
and record something immediately after
writing it, and it’s great. But we forget
how it sounds to the perspective of the
relaxed listener.”
Traffic’s new music has been pared
down to the m o st b a sic stru ctu re.
Rhythm, bass, and melody functions are
meted out among the three. In a new
song suite “Freedom Ride,” for example,
Jim starts out with an orgy of drums,
accompanied by Chris on bongos. Chris
then begins a bass riff on sax, Stevie en
tering on organ with melodic patterns
spinning out and back into bass riffs
while Chris solos. Stevie takes over with
a lonesome, crafty, wrong-note blues and
floating suspensions backed by Chris on
bass organ. Then Stevie sings “like a
hurricane inside your heart,” as Chris
goes from flute to sax and back again,
Jim’s rhythms binding everything.
“The basics are all there,” Stevie says,
as he comes over to talk. “It’s just a mat
ter of getting it all off.”
Muff, smoking a pipe, smiling, bigbrotherly pride: “You seem to have lost
your cliches.”
Stevie: “Well, you’ve got to keep mov
ing.”
Me: “Do you miss not being four mu
sicians?” (In fact, they often sound like
six.)
Stevie: “We’re looking for a fourth
person because there are some things we
can’t do, like “Heaven is in Your Mind.”
I mention that Steve Stills is in Lon
don.
“When you get to the realtiy of the
thing,” Stevie says, “I don’t think Steve
Stills wants to play with us. We’d like

playing with him and George Harrison,
too. We want to play with other people.
On an album or a tour, with time to get
it together. But we’d better get the three
of us off the ground. We’ve got to get
ourselves to ourselves first and finish
our album off in May and then we’ll
look out.”
Stevie talks of his new house “up on
the other side of Oxford” as if he were
really talking about the reformed Traf
fic. “We’re going through the bit of findout which is our land and which isn’t.
We’re getting the surveyor’s report. Yeh,
I’ve been getting myself together. I even
went off to the dentist.”
I notice his right thumb is bandaged.
“Some p e o p le b lam e the guy who
slammed the door, but what was my
hand doing there? I don’t remember. It’s
no good having your hands insured with
out your head.”
Jim is striking maracas against the
mike to test it. Chris and Steve adjust
their sound equipment. “We want people
to listen to us,” Chris says, “which is
why we’re going to perform with only
100 watts for each of us.”
Never before has Traffic sounded so
much like a chamber music ensemble
with its small intensities. Chris plays or
gan and Stevie begins singing a beautiful
new Traffic song: “Once again I’m north
ward bound . . . We traveled on together
searching for the end.” And the words
and that special poppyfield-widening-toinfinity sound that defines Traffic gather
the room into the music.
They fall happily into older songs like
“No Time to Live,” “Medicated Goo,”
and “Pearly Queen.” And they do “John
Barleycorn,” a 14th century folk song
“about corn and the earth and what it
goes through.” Then Richie Haven’s
“Parable of Ramone,” performed almost
as a folk ballad (“One day we did it
with acoustic guitar, flute, and triangle;"
another day with two guitars”) and Neil
Young’s “I’ve Been Waiting For You.”
Jim went out to pick up some refresh
m en ts, and cam e back quickly. “I
smashed the car up,” Jim says. “Coming
out of the alleyway where I was parked.”
Stevie: “What did you hit?”
Jim: “Some chick comes screaming
down the street as we came out and
p u shed me into Glyn John’s Rolls—
[crashing sound]. The chick’s screaming
at me. Everyone’s giving me motoring
lectures, man. It was one of those things.
Wherever the chick was today, she and
I were going to meet on that taking
corner. She didn’t have much time to
see me. She was really close. She’d just
picked up her car from the garage, it
had just been mended. And she hit mine.
My immediate reaction is like . . . noth
ing! Everybody’s flipping and I can’t flip.
Let’s do a number now. [Announcer's
voice]: This is a new record called ‘Body
Damage’!”
Chris plays bass riff on sax: Stevie
plays long sustained organ chords under
a melodic line of what sounds like hun
dreds of repeating car horns, Jim lays
the rhythms down: crash, crash.
Time is getting late and just about
stops. Jim, in his red number 64 foot
ball shirt, introduces himself and you to
“Cavalcade,” deep lacquered American
accent: “And here is a young lady who
comes all the way from Portobello Road
to sing you a song.” Jim in drag with a
scarf around his head, looking like the
wolf in granny’s bonnet, and singing like
Florence Foster Jenkins: “I’m the wan
derer, I get around.”
Stevie’s on drums. Fanfares snares.
Jim on tambourine, dancing: “Bootch-youtch-ah-bouth-y-outch . . . She wanted
a medley of oldies.” Jim croons, imitat
ing Steam’s “Na Na Hey Hey — Kiss
Him Goodbye”:
Ay-ay Nah-nah
Ay-ay Nah-nah
Yay Yay
Ahh Ahh
Caterwauling, growling. Stevie rocking
on drums.
Jim, Tony Bennett croon: “Shucks!”
Like Screamin Jay Hawkins and James
Brown: “Good God! Agh! Uhhh! Ooh!
Ennnh.”
After this incredible half hour scat
parody, Stevie picks up his guitar and
plays R and B and rock figures for 20
minutes, and it’s as if there were three
guitars tuning into and backing each
other.
“Are you going to do all this at the
Roundhouse?” I ask.
“Just the things we were playing be
fore.” Stevie says quietly.
Two thousand persons listen quietly to
Traffic at the Roundhouse three nights
later, and the group plays then as they
pla>ed at the studio. At the end of the
month, Traffic will tour England and,
shortly thereafter, Germany and then to
the States in June.
“It’s just a mutter of going some
where,” Stevie says as we say goodbye,
the rain melting the frozen traffic in the
Grove.

from Rolling S tone

Eric Joins Miles’
New Rock Group
NEW YORK — Eric Clapton has
played guitar with the Yardbirds, John
Mayall’s Bluesbreakers, Cream, Blind
Faith, Delaney and Bonnie, Billy Pres
ton, and Howlin’ Wolf, as well as with
the Beatles and the Rolling Stones.
Who’s left?
Miles Davis, that’s who.
Clapton and Davis will play together
July 17th-19th at the Randall’s Island
Festival in New York with Jack Bruce
and drummer Tony Williams, organist
Larry Young and English guitarist John
McLaughlin.
Bruce has been working out with
Young and McLaughlin in Tony Wil
liams’ Lifetime. But it goes further back
than that. McLaughlin has played with
Bruce and Ginger Baker in the Graham
Bond organization. Miles wrote a number
titled “John McLaughlin.” McLaughlin
played on In a Silent Way. Tony Wil
liams was Miles* drummer from 1963
to 1968.
So, two weeks ago, Bruce, after talk
ing to Miles, approached former Creammate Clapton, who agreed the challenge
of such a lineup was indeed interesting.
Although both Clapton and McLaughlin
are lead guitarists, it is expected that
McLaughlin’s jagged, chopped style will
be complimentary to Clapton’s own long
lines.
"I don't understand what Miles is do
ing,” says Eric, who has long said that
he finds it difficult to get into jazz heads.
“But I don’t suppose that matters too

much”
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Eric Clapton: *Miles wants to be
a pop star . . . he wants exposure*
“Miles wants to be a pop star in the
sense that he wants exposure in the pop
world, and feels that he can turn on hip
people if he has that exposure,” says
Bruce. “If everyone digs it, it would be
nice to play in Europe.”
Says Miles: "I think I can put together
a better rock and roll band than Jimi
Hendrix.”
Meanwhile, Clapton is getting together
a new band, which will debut on June
14th at the Lyceum Ballroom in London
in a charity concert in tribute to Dr.
Spock for the American Civil Liberties
Legal Defense Fund, to help defray the
defense costs of the Chicago Seven.
With Clapton will be one-time De
laney and Bonnie organist Bobbie Whit
lock, D & B bass player Carl Radle, and,
hopefully, D & B's original drummer,
Jim Keltner. Hopefully, because Clapton
has not yet been able to track Keltner
down. George Harrison will probably be
at the Lyceum too, as will Stevie Winwood if Traffic isn’t already in America.
But Whitlock, Radle and Keltner will
be the nucleus of Clapton’s own band,
with Whitlock doing all the singing as he
does on Eric’s new solo album, which
is currently being remixed.
But if Clapton wants to stick to Whit
lock for the vocals, actor Nicol Wil
liamson has his own ideas. With Jane
Fonda, Simone Signoret, Mia Farrow,
Andre Previn, and Vanessa Redgrave,
Williamson will appear at the Lyceum
on June 7th in another benefit in aid of
the Civil Liberties Defense Fund, and
wants to sing with Eric. Williamson’s last
singing gig was at a Nixon command
performance at the White House.
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W HERE DOES
RESPONSIBILITY
LIE?

BY THE EDITORS OF ROLLING STONE
SAN FRANCISCO — A 21-year-old
Hell’s Angel has been indicted for the
murder of Meredith Hunter at the Roll
ing Stones’ disastrous free concert at
Altamont.
Alameda County District Attorney
Lowell Jensen announced the March
24th arrest of Alan David Passaro, who
was taken into custody at Soledad Pris
on, where he was already serving a term
for grand theft and sale of grass. Jensen
said Passaro was out on bail, awaiting
trial on those charges, the day of the
concert. He has since been transferred
to the Alameda County Jail, where he
is being held without bail on the murder
charge.
Passaro has a long prison record dating
back to 1963 in Antioch, when he was
arrested for auto theft and sent to Ju
venile Hall. He has been arrested six
times in the past, four of them result
ing in convictions. At the time of his
arrest for murder, he was serving time
for back-to-back convictions in June and
July of 1969 in San Jose.
According to Alameda County Sher
iff Lt. James Chisholm and Detective
Sergeant Robert Donovan, their threemonth investigation included interviews
with more than 1000 people. The key
evidence, they said, was footage by
crews of the Maysles Brothers, who
filmed the entire concert for their docu
mentary on the Stones tour. Several
crews had the murder on film.
At almost the same time as the Grand
Jury indictment, San Francisco attorney
Ephraim Margolin, who was represent
ing the Hunter family in a possible law
suit, pulled out of the case. Allan Brotsky, a member of attorney Charles
Garry’s law firm, is considering taking
on the case for the Hunter family, who
have yet to hear a word from the Stones*
or any of their representatives. (Garry
is best known as the Black Panthers’
attorney:)
There was some surprise at the indict
ment. Many say some sort of handsoff deal exists between the Alameda
County Sheriffs and the Angels, and the
manner in w h i c h the investigation
dragged on seemed to indicate little was
beind done by the law. Now, there is
speculation that more indictments may
come down, since Hunter was brutally
stomped before the actual knifing.
The Alameda County Coroner’s re
port on Hunter, the 18-year-old Berkeley
black who was one of four to die that
dreary December 6th at Altamont Race
way, also confirms that he was beaten
as well as stabbed. While the cause of
death is listed as shock and hemorrhage
due to multiple stab wounds, the report
also lists no less than nine head abra
sions large enough to be classed as
wounds.
There are five stab wounds listed on
the back of the body, nine on the head,
and two on the neck. (The “wounds”
listed on the arms and inside of the el
bow are actually needle-marks, con
sistent with the finding of 1.0 MG% of
methamphetamine in the urine and 0.1
MG% of amphetamine in the liver.)
“Shock and hemorrhage” means that
blood flowed to one particular part of
Hunter’s body after he was stabbed,
thereby causing what is known as “blood
shock,” or just “shock.” This might not
have been fatal but for the fact that
the pulmonary artery, the one that sup
plies blood to the lungs, was severed
by one of the stab wounds, thereby
causing the hemorrhage. The viciousness
of the knifing is best seen in the stab
wounds themselves, which ranged from
two and three-quarters to four and onequarter inches in depth.
Forthcoming from Rolling Stone will
be a new inquiry into many of the un

answered questions f r o m Altamont.
While much of what went on down there
is still a mystery, some things have be
come more clear in the last four months.
Sam Cutler, the Stones’ road manager
for their American tour, returned to
San Francisco two months after Alta
mont to tell the whole story, as he saw
it. There are several things to keep in
mind in reading Cutler’s comments. The
first is that, because he is no longer
with the Stones, he isn’t acting as their
apologist. Also, he was there for the
whole tour, for all the wheeling and
dealing, including the free concert. So
he should know what goes on. Finally,
he has his own ass to look out for, too.
“You can say the main threat to the
Stones was the Angels. Undoubtedly,
there were a few Angels that would have
been only too happy to do Jagger—and
me—but equally there were a whole
bunch of people in the crowd who would
have been only too happy to do the
same thing. It was such a weird trip.
It was a violent, heavy, downer, black
trip. Evil,” Cutler summarized.
The man Cutler keyed on, however,
was John Jaymes, whose role in the
Stones’ organization had never been made
clear—for good reason, as it turned
out. Jaymes seemed to be everywhere
on the tour, like he was running it
single-handed or something. Who is he?
“John Jaymes is a nobody,” Cutler
says. “He’s not the business manager of
the Rolling Stones, he never has been
and he never will be, though he has
been represented that way. John Jaymes
is like a crass hustler. I mean, like one
comes in and says, OK, this is what
I’ve got to offer, right, and I’ll give it
to you, and although I’m not extorting
a promise from you to do anything about
it, it would be groovy if you could
see your way towards doing this, right?
“Well, that’s John Jaymes. John
Jaymes came on the tour—the reason
he came to Los Angeles was because
the Chrysler Corporation had managed
to have 18 cars for the Stones’ use in
Los Angeles, which we’ve lost, man.
We couldn’t locate. We found three of
them or something. We rented 18 dif
ferent cars and we could find three.
So Chrysler sent their public relations
man, the You Could Be Dodge Material
man, John Jaymes. So this fat, very
monstrous, very archetypal American . . .
arrives from Young American Enter
prises, right? Who— as far as I’ve been
able to establish—own the advertising
rights to the fickle finger of fate, LaughIn—they own all the concessions for
Laugh-In. So they sell ten million f a k 
ing plastic fickle fingers of fate.
“Jaymes is bad karma to boot. From
Los Angeles to when we arrive in New
York, he builds this incredible kind of
trip like The Man Who Can Get Every
thing Done with a minimal amount of
problems. Well, that really wore thin,
because in fact it wasn’t true. He’d gotten
six members of the New York Narcotics
Bureau — full members, man. This is
John Jaymes’ trip: he can get you a
bent cop when he wants to. I didn’t want
bloody narcotics agents from New York
with loaded guns standing around be
hind the Rolling Stones on stage. That’s
your East Coast Mafia bullshit trip
John Jaymes’ partner has just retired
from 20 years on the New York Nar
cotics Bureau. Leave the rest of it up
to you. You work it all out. I mean,
it’s such a finking rotten trip, it’s in
credible,” Cutler said.
jaymes is a man with connections,
then, and it was through these connec
tions that he was able to secure Golden
Gate Park in San Francisco for the con
cert. He struck out. Cutler and Rock
Scully cf the Dead were in a bind now,

because they’d been doing nothing while
Jaymes took care of everything. There
were no permit applications for the park,
so now there was no site for the con
cert. Then, Cutler recalled, the City
came up with three possible sites, all
of them owned by the Bank of America,
two of them “fppking useless.” The third,
Deer Island near Novato in Marin Coun
ty, 35 miles north of San Francisco,
turned out to be just fine, but the bank
was asking for too much bread.
Enter (again) Jaymes and Schneider,
who have discovered Sears Point Inter
national Raceway. Which, it turns out,
is owned by Filmways, which also own
Concert Associates; the latter had pre
sented the Stones in Los Angeles, and
complained about the hard bargain the
Stones drove on their contracts. Just
when the site is almost set up for the
concert, Cutler says, Filmways decides to
claim 50 percent of the film revenues.
Thus, another deal falls through.
In almost no time, some more wheel
ing and dealing brought them Altamont.
Scully and Cutler arrived at the new site
to view it for the first time just twenty
hours before Santana’s set was to begin.
Scully almost croaked right there, but
Cutler felt the show must go on regard
less of the inherent ugliness of the site,
and by 10 AM. Saturday, the PA was
set up and the stage had been moved
over from Sears Point.
That, Cutler felt in retrospect, had
been a big mistake; the stage built for
Sears Point was to be on a hill-top. It
was obviously inadequate for Altamont,
but time was too short to build one
right.
“One of the biggest mistakes—which
we could do nothing about—is that the
whole thing would have been very cool
if we’d had a twelve-foot high stage,
with one set of steps at the back,” he
says now.
But they never seriously considered
cancelling, he admitted, because,” . . .
the energy that had been going all the
time was a kind of buoyant, vibrant en
ergy, and it was also a very powerful
one.
“I think it disintegrated because no
one knew how to handle the fact that
the Stones had decided to come and
play for free, quote, quote, in San
Francisco. No one knew how to handle
it. No one knew how to handle it, and
I don’t think I knew how to handle it.
We did our best. But we got caught
up in the bullshit.”
That nobody knew how to handle it
was obvious by the manner in which
the Hell’s Angels completely took over
the festival. Even today, Cutler still
doesn’t like to Atalk about the Angels;
it looks like he’s becoming a San Fran
cisco resident, and people in San Fran
cisco don’t generally criticize the Hell’s
Angels publicly because it’s neither cool
nor healthy.
Or, as Cutler explains it, “I’m not
putting the Angels down at all. There’s
no doubt, for example, that the Angels
—that a lot of cats got hurt that didn’t
deserve to get hurt. Because they were
in the way . . . The Angels had a bum
trip on ’em. No doubt about that—
they like walked into it. There ain’t no
•doubt about that either. Right in the
beginning a number of Angels tried to
sort it out as best they could and it just
got worse and worse for them. And it
just got blacker and blacker and blacker.
Talk to the Angels. You’ll find 20 An
gels out of the 300 or however many
were there who had a groovy time. They
were the 20 who stayed at the Angels
bus. The rest of them had a total bum
mer.”
The exact nature of the understand
ing between the Angels and the concert

promoters, if indeed there was any un
derstanding, is still uncertain. Cutler
admits the Angels were given $500 worth
of beer by the Stones, but insists they
were not hired as security. They were
told it was going to be a party, and,
presumably, the beer was t o make them
more festive.
According to Cutler, prior to the
festival, “I asked how one deals with
the different groups in this area. If
you’re organizing a thing for 300,000
people, how do you deal with 300,000
people? What do the Angels want, what
does anybody want out of it? So as part
of this process of finding out, we went
to see the Angels. Rock Scully and I and
Emmett Grogan went to see the Angels.
“Now the Angels didn’t want any
thing out of it. The Angels aren’t cops;
they wouldn’t police an event, and no
body would invite them to.”
The obvious question, then, is how
they ended up in that role. To which
Cutler only replies that they did even
though nobody expected them to, and
that he didn’t want any police in any
form for the concert.
“The only Angels I ever talked to
were the San Francisco Angels,” he
claims. “They were coming to a party.
And it was clearly understood between
them and me and Rock and everyone
else that it was a party. That’s what we
wanted it to be.”
But the Angels definitely were given
$500 worth of beer — “Five hundred
bucks? Peanuts. What’s five hundred
bucks to the Rolling Stones? Nothing—
paid for by the Stones, prior to the
concert.
“The Dead have bought beer for the
Angels. The Airplane have bought beer
for the Angels, lots of groups have. The
traditional way of making it all cool and
groovy and calm and nice for the Angels
and for everybody else is to get a
supply of beer in; the Angels give it out
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and drink it and have a party at their
bus. It’s happened before and it’s hap
pened successfully. No reason to believe
that it wouldn’t h a p p e n successfully
again.”
Then why do the Angels claim they
were hired as security?
“That’s an honest misconception on
their part. No one in the whole world
can hire the Angels to do anything.”
Cutler has now worked himself some
what into the Grateful Dead circle, and
seems to be pretty happy with them.
“As people, they are real, there’s no
bullshit about them, there’s no pop star
charisma about them,” he says.
“It’s a sad thing that lots of things
that I will say will kind of muck up
whatever kind of degree of friendship
that exists between me and the Rolling
Stones,” he laments. “I guess that with
some members of the Rolling Stones
that kind of friendship is pretty low and
with other members it might be a bit
better, but that’s life, ain’t it? Or that’s
life with the Rolling Stones, life in the
pop melee. I think it’s miserable.
“I don’t think the Rolling Stones, as a
group, have a c t e d honorably. T h e y
haven’t acted honorably quite simply ,be
cause of all the shit that’s been flying,
directed at me, and Mick Jagger has
made no attempt, at all, to protect me.
Maybe I’m old-fashioned. I believe that
if I work my guts out for somebody,
and make ’em a lot of bread—which I
did for example at Hyde Park—from
the Hyde Park concert which the Stones
made $400,000 out of, that’s what they
got for the American film rights. I got
not one penny. And I dug doing it.
“The Rolling Stones can get up and
say, ‘Sam Cutler is a shit,* maybe, but
he’s not as much of a shit as every
body’s made out. Because the whole Altamont trip personally cost me a lot. It

cost me, for example, the whole fi
nancing of a series of festivals I was
going to do in Europe, which in fact
while it’s been embarrassment, is groovy,
’cause that’s the last festival I want to
be involved in anywhere. It’s the death
of festivals. Bloody good thing as well.
It can go in some other direction as far
as I’m concerned.”
Cutler, as his remarks make obvious,
was miffed at the Stones. He had sought

to see Mick back in London, but his re
quest for a meeting got shuffled aside.
Finally, he got to see Jagger for 10 min
utes—an “embarrassing” 10 minutes, ac
cording to Cutler, because neither could
think of anything to say to the other.
But Cutler does have ideas about how
the Stones might begin to improve mat
ters.

“Well, for the start they should clear
ly and unequivocally come out with
what they’re going to do with the mon
ey,” he suggested. “The Maysles Broth
ers should quite clearly state that their
half of the film is profit. In other words,
that the money is not being given to
anything, it’s not being given to any
kind of a charity or anything.”
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I was in Vancouver early last August,
when we heard about W oodstock from
an ad in the local underground paper,
The Georgia Straight. Having just
spent tw o m onths in A lberta doing
road w ork, we were looking for som e
thing to get our heads together again.
I guess our reaction to the ad was ty p 
ical o f a lot a people. A part from
w ondering disbelief at the huge list of
top bands, the conversation all over
N orth America was going som ething
like: W oodstock? Isn’t that where
Dylan lives?
We w aited a few days and saw Blind
Faith, then drove three thousand miles
in three days back to M ontreal in the
VW. A fter a n ig h t’s sleep, we picked
up a fo urth passenger, and headed
north to the New York border.
‘W oodstock’ was n o t at W oodstock it
self, b u t on a farm near a little village
called White Lake, som ewhat further
dow nstate tow ards New York City.
At the b order, the heads were already
queued up, trying to hitch through. I
was lucky when they asked for I.D.,
getting through on m y Canadian socialinsurance card. We noticed more and
more cars full o f long-haired people the
closer we got to White Lake; this was
starting to look like som ething of a
pilgrimage. The streets of M ontecello,
a small tow n ten miles before White
Lake, were full o f heads shopping and
milling around. The straights were
starting to look slightly freaked.
A bout tw o miles further on we were
right into it. Inspite of radio stations
warning th at the place was jam m ed,
and th at police had blocked roads, noone had stopped coming. It was now
about 4 o ’clock, and it was to take us
over eight hours to reach the access
road to the farm . Cars were parked
all along b o th sides of the road, and
eventually the cars on the road took
over all lanes, jam m ing them in that
one direction. In addition, thousands
of people were walking in. There were
dozens o f teeny hoppers everywhere;
all those dark-haired, big breasted Jew 
ish chicks from New York (“ Far out
m an, w h a t’s yo u r sign?” ).
It was a warm night, and we sat on the
roof o f the VW, watching all the heads
and treaks and nippies going by. But
those labels were nothing now; they

were just people. The only ones w ith
a label were the straight people, the
families standing in front o f their
houses along the roadside; freaked into
wondering smiles. Moms w ith cookies,
kids with lem onade; m ost were trying
to sell, b u t some were giving it away,
already getting those W oodstock vibes.
Big smoking joints were being passed
in and ou t of cars and dow n the line.
One guy was tripping dow n the road
handing ou t handfuls of “peace pills” .
But m ore about these later.
I guess it was about 11 o ’clock w hen it
rained for a while. We picked up a
spade from East Orange, New Jersey,
and spent the tim e sm oking and saying
w hat everyone else was saying: Like
wow, I d o n ’t believe this m an.
Finally, about 1 a.m ., a flashing red
light appeared up ahead in the dark.
We had made it to the access road. A
lone cop, The Sullivan C ounty Sherriff,
was battling w ith the chaos and lo o k 
ing p retty freaked. We squeezed the
VW into a triple-parked place right
opposite the entrance. People were
coming out from the first n ig h t’s p er
formance. We had missed people like
Ravi Shankar, Jo an Baez, A1 K ooper,
Arlo G uthrie and Tim H ardin. But the
best was yet to com e. The night was
warm and the vibes were good, and we
crashed in the clam p, sweet smelling
grass.
Saturday
On Saturday m orning, at about 10 o ’
clock we w ent down the access road
towards the stage. Cops had n o t been
asked, or even w anted to go in there;
peace was everywhere. People were
selling all kinds of dope and beads and
things from little stalls in the trees.
Others were cam ped out in tents and
campers, cooking over little fires. I
guess they had been there for days.
It was like any holiday cam p, except
everyone was stoned.
People were
really enjoying themselves, n o t just
playing at it.
Passing through the wreckage o f the
fences - the crowd had pulled them
down the day before - we came to a
slight hill. We walked up to the top
and ZAP. There it was, a huge natural
am phitheatre, with m aybe 100,000
people sprawled out in it. Right down

at the b o tto m was the stage, w ith tw o
huge towers of speakers, m aybe sixty
feet high, on either side. There were
also three other towers o f spotlights.
But just so m any people. We walked
hundreds of yards down through the
crow d, and found tw o square yards o f
m uddy grass about fifty yards from
the stage.
They were playing a record o f Jo an
Baez singing Bob Dylan, which they
used a lot during breaks - kept us
peaceful I suppose. A bout twelve o ’
clock a band called Quill from Boston
started the m usic, followed by tw o
other groups, including a good one
called M ountain; I think from New
Y ork. All during this tim e, whenever
there was a break, there was an end
less stream o f announcem ents being
read o u t. Half o f them were ju st lost
people trying to find each o ther, b u t
the other half were ju st unreal. ‘Frank,
m eet George in front o f the stage, and
bring his epilepsy pills.”
“Jam ie,
Charlie needs his insulin” etc. etc.
All those people suffering from epil
epsy, diabetes, asthm a etc. W ho’s k id 
ding who? Because during all this was
the weirdest running rep o rt I ’ve ever
heard: The acid news. From the b e 
ginning there were warnings o f trouble
from the purple peace pills. Already
the hospital ten t was filling w ith
people on bad trips.
A fter the first alarm s, som ebody came
on and said th at m aybe it was O.K.
False alarms; ju st a few u p tig h t people
having a rough tim e. The w ord was:
“Go ahead. If you have any trouble go
to the hospital ten t. But a little while
later - bad news. Maybe the purple
acid w asn’t so bad, b u t the green acid
was som ething else. The g u y ’s om in
ous tones said like: Som ething bad is
happening, b u t I d o n ’t w ant to say
w hat it is, in case I freak oth er people
out. Then again, a little while later,
the same guy came on and said: We’d
b etter cool it. Now the brow n acid.
T h a t’s som ething else agian. There
were num erous appeals for girls to go
to the hospital te n t, to act as head
nurses.

Finally Jo e M cDonald came on, and
said that h e ’s from the San Francisco
Bay area, and they do a lot of acid

around there, and the stuff here is all
bad, so cool it. Everybody should get
stoned on the country air. But now
there were 400,000 people listening to
all this, and some guy comes on and
started group leading everybody on
breathing. Maybe 100,000 people are
breathing, but it seemed like m ost
people were too stoned to get involved.
It was all just floating by.
Some m ore people played - Jo h n Seb
astian, The Incredible String Bstnd, Joe
McDonald did a set on acoustic guitar,
including his crowd pleasing tune-up.
Give me an F, a U, a C, a K. The
crowd gives them , “What does that
spell?”
Towards the end o f the afternoon
Canned Heat came on. I guess the
whole W oodstock thing really started
then.
Everybody got up to dance,
shaking out the dam p, the near b o re
dom ; and started to shake o u t a lot o f
oth er things too. When y o u ’re stoned
o ut o f your head in a crowd of
400,000 heads, all dancing to Canned
Heat, I guess y o u ’ve got no doubts th at
y o u ’re where i t ’s at. Nudists started
gearing off and running around; every
one is feeling good - alive.
At night the Joshua light show p u t on
a huge, all-stops-out, rhythm -synchronated show. It was on a great canvas
screen backstage from a platform built
up behind it. The bands came on, all
of them no good. The G rateful Dead,
Janis Joplin; I can ’t rem em ber them all
now. Except that Creedence Clearwater
Revival w ent over very big, b u t Sly and
the Family Stone stole the show. The
night was warm and smoke drifted
everywhere. People lit fires and they
sprayed those big spotlights around.
Towards dawn The Who came on,
straining the sound system to new
levels. You can dig watching Pete
Townshend bash his guitar up in the
sunrise doing My G eneration. It was
during their set that Abbie Hoffm an 9
charged on, trying to stir us up about
the White Panther leader Jo h n Sinclair,
he had been given 10 years forgiving
a nark two joints. He was also m anag
er of the MC5 (Motor City 5), a good
b u t kind of weird band ftfom D etroit.
Pete Townshend bulldozed Hoffm an
off the stage with his guitar; also a
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couple of photograpers too, if I re
m em ber. That w asn’t what W oodstock
was about. The Revolution was history
at W oodstock. This was after it had
happened.
I finally staggered back to the car as
the last band, the Jefferson Airplane,
were starting their set. It was getting
to be too m uch: I had to eat, and
sleep, wow! sleep.
SUNDAY
Saturday had been overwhelming in
the music, the size of the crowd, and
the incredible birth of the W oodstock
event, from all the things that had
come together there. But Sunday was
probably weirder in its events.
By now W oodstock was a continuous
headline in the New York Times, and
world news. It was the third largest
city in New York State and an u n 
official disaster area. If we were no t
directly aware of where we stood with
the outside world - and we w eren’t,
who cared? Then we were told what
was going on by the announcers. The
organisers were always anxious to tell
us how great we were - nervous flattery.
They had good reason to be nervous.
What w ould we do next? Large crowds
o f Americans just aren’t in the habit
of gathering together w ithout some
kind o f disaster. As it was the whole
thing was an organisational disaster.
Every gas station within tw enty miles
was dry. Emergency food and water
supplies were being rushed in. The Hog
Farm com m une were working like hell
keeping things going there. The air was
constantly full of helicopters - among
them arm y ones bringing in medical
supplies, taking o ut bad cases. And the
m ud in the am phitheatre was giving
o ff an even so nitty-gritty stench of
swam py garbage piss. It was a major
expedition to go to the dyke each
day. It seemed like the only way to
survive was to get stoned and stay
stoned, so you d id n ’t need to move.
A fter a couple of hours resting we
w ent back in and got right in front of
the stage this tim e. The crowd swelled
again and things looked set for another
day like Saturday. The first set was
Jo e Cocker and the Grease Band. We
lay back and w atched a plane sky
writing LOVE and a peace sign. But

as Jo e Cocker finished a gusty wind
was whipping in his face and dark rain
clouds were com ing over the hill, and
the smell of ozone was in the air. They
cleared the stage and disconnected the
pow er
and
everybody got under
blankets and sm oked to kill the discom fert of it all. But the rain was
just too heavy. People gave up on
com fort - if you co u ld n ’t beat it, join
it. They started gearing and rolling,
wallowing in the m ud. The nearby
creek was already full of wallowing
w ater babies, and m ore piled in. It was
like all inhibitions, even whole egos
were falling aw ay, dissolving. An arm y
helicopter drifted over, a black soldier
sitting in the doorw ay. He waved back
to about 300,000 peace signs, and
m aybe 100,000 clenched fists. Gangs
of little kids were running around, hav
ing a ball. Bunches of people banging
Coke tins together got their own music
going they danced and jum ped in
tribal jo y to frenzy vibes. The u n fo rt
unately few spades at W oodstock were
getting th at scene going. How m uch
do we miss no t having those people
here? C ountry Jo e and the Fish were
on stage playing anyw ay, electricity or
not. A nudist jum ped up in front of
them , a big grin on his face, stretching
out his arms in a come-and-get-me ges
ture. A helicopter came over show er
ing the crow d w ith flowers. There
were city kids digging the countryside.
Kids w ho’d m aybe never even seen a
cow before.
A fter about 3 hours the music came on
again. C ountry Jo e and the Fish did a
proper set this tim e. Jo e M cDonald
did a lot of w rithing around the stage,
I guess rubbishing Jim M orrison. His
organist, Mark K apner, did one num ber
with his little ukelele, about one foot
long. He then lum bered about the
stage w ith it, poured lighter fluid on
it, b u rn t and sm ashed it, and threw
the remains into the crowd in a superb
satire on Jim i H endrix effort at the
M onterey Pop Festival.
There was no light show th a t night.
But who cared when the line-up includ
ed Ten Years A fter, The Paul B u tter
field Blues Band, B lood, Sweat and
Tears, The Santana Blues Band, Crosby,
Stills, Nash and Y oung, Jo h n n y W inter,
and The Band going over the biggest.
Maybe one guy cared. He was an extra
freaky nudist, w andering around b erat

ing the crowd abo u t the evils of
electronic music. But you can ’t please
everybody.
A bout 8 o ’clock on M onday m orning,
the last tens of thousands o f people
scattered am ongst the garbage and
m ouldering fires from the cold night
before, were ju st dying - I felt like I
was - for Jim i H endrix. But n o t y et,
Shanana came on, a last m inute re
placem ent w ith Paul B utterfield, for
Iron B utterfly and J e ff Beck. They
are a group of Colum bia students w o rk 
ing on the side, b u t very successful.!
They do satires on 1950’s h it p a ra d e ’
music. I guess they have released a
record here now , b u t m uch of their
appeal is visual. A greasy lead guitarist
spits at the audience, the lead singer
is p re tty and com bs his hair a lo t, and
other guys dance around and clap their
hands together. They sing things like
Teen Angel and Who Wrote the Book
of L ove: All very camp b u t the crowd
was n o t up to it by th en . Sighs of
relief when they finished, and at last
Jim i H endrix came on.
The old King of the Amps had a wall
of am plifiers straining the speaker sys
tem to its highest limits at the festival.
A part from M itch M itchell (Granny
Goose) on bongos, he was w ith an all
black band, including a far o ut cat from
Uganda I think, called Ju m a, on flute.
Hendrix had been living and playing
with this group at his place near Woodstock, since the Experience split up.
Most of their set was some good jam 
m ing, b u t interspresed w ith some old
hits, like Foxy Lady.
H endrix was obviously in a good m ood
doing these old hits, and rapped with
the crowd a bit. He comes across as a
very together person; I really liked
him on television shows. In fact, he
was in such a good m ood, he played a
tune h e ’s usually bored w ith: Woodstock came to and end w ith a rendition
of Hey Jo e .
So now it was all over. We staggered
back to the car again, and back to
M ontreal. There was only the raving
left, of which this article is a p art.
Life Magazine p u t out a special edition.
I guess lots o f things on W oodstock
were p u t o u t. Bob Pig Hope made
snotty jokes, editorials were w ritten
etc. etc. The statistics were endless.

God knows how m any people were
there, or tried to get there. There were
four thousand injured, m inor b u t for
a handful; and six hundred bad trips
counted. It turned out one guy had
died from an overdose of som ething,
and someone else was killed by a trac
tor. But three or four people were
born too.
These were not the im portant things.
It was m ore like; how m any minds
were blown? There was absolutely no
violence. Straights could m aybe con
nect th at with the absence of cops, b u t
n o t with the fact th at everyone was
stoned. But did th at alone account for
so m any good vibes? Or w hy every
body you trod on in the m ud smiled
at you? Maybe it was because so m any
there were New Yorkers, all making
the best o f a bad scene, so they knew
they were O.K. I think there was
som ething in us being, for one w eek
end, a m ajority. Instead o f always
being the alienated m inority, always in
the negative, on the defensive, we were
the positive. Instead of always fighting
the straight scene, we m ade our own
scene; a free one too. It felt good.
Do your thing was for real th en , n o t
just a slogan.
I think to o , of all the things you could
see there. A young chick nursing the
head of a total stranger, talking him
through a bad trip. Or an o th er one
.stripped to the waist dancing like a
young goddess - those p oor bastards
you see in the strip clubs. Or a little
kid just jum ping for jo y , because th a t’s
what i t ’s all about. All this in one
view. And all that music - th irty o f the
top bands and singers in the world.
I ’m sure looking forward to th at movie.
I ’ll be there in the front row.
by Craig R obertson

God stepped on the clouds
Above the other Gods with special
names,
He knew about beauty and stuff we
search for.
And today I am a tear drop
And you are an eye.
GULLIVER
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“Ernest Mandel, the Trotskyist
Fourth International leader from
Brussels, climbed on to a barricade,
gazed at the spectacle of fire and
desolation and exclaimed joyfully,
in his heavy Belgian accent: ‘Ah!
comme c’est beau! C’est la Revolu
tion!’ He was watching his own car
burning.”

That magnificent passage — from
Patrick Seale and Maureen McConville’s
Penguin Special French Revolution 1968
— may have been the reason why the
Federal Minister for Immigration, Mr.
Lynch, announced on May 13 that the
internationally-known Marxist economist
Dr. Ernest Mandel had been refused a
visitor’s visa to address the inaugral
Socalist Scholars Conference at the
Univeristy of Sydney later in the same
month on the topic: “The Crisis of the
Capitalist Relations of Production”.
A more likely explanation is that
Lynch was simply following in the foot
steps of His Master’s Voice. In September-October 1968 Mandel had spoken at
33 colleges and universities in North
America. Twelve months later he was
invited to participate in a conference
organised by the Graduate Students As
sociation at Stanford University in Cali
fornia, where he was to debate Professor
John Kenneth Galbraith, the former US
Ambassador to India, on “Technology
and the Third World”. The US Secretary
of State, Mr. Rogers, recommended
Mandel’s entry permit but he was over
ruled by the Attorney-General, Mr.
Mitchell. The American Embassy in
Brussels told Mandel that he was barred
under a section of the Immigration Act
of 1952 which referred to keeping out
aliens who had “written or published the
international doctrine of world commu
nism” — a reference to his book Marx
ist Economic Theory, published in 1962
when he paid his first visit to America.
Strong protests from leading US intel
lectuals went unheeded by the authori
ties, although an appeal has been lodged
with a federal court to have the ban
lifted.
But we cannot be sure why the Aus
tralian Government banned Mandel
from our unpolluted shores. Lynch has
refused to say anything more meaning
less and pernicious than that the
“national interest . . . demands that
facts be not stated even though they are
established.” According to a report in
The Age (14 M ay), it was widely believ
ed in Canberra that the Attorney-General
Mr. Hughes, had been advised by the
Australian Security Intelligence Organi
sation (ASIO) that Mandel was a “wellknown communist in Europe”. Of
course, Mandel would describe himself
as a communist in the classical sense of
the term, but ASIO is probably unaware
that he has been bitterly attacked by the
West European (and Soviet) Commun
ist Parties, who have recognised him to

R e p r e s s iv e

Pseudo■
Revolution

These days anybody can be proud of
being a revolutionary. This does not re
fer to the old-style subversive revolution
ary who fights and dies in South Ameri
can or Vietnamese jungles. It means rath
er the now-revolutionary of our own
society — the new-look revolutionary
whose only fighting risk is forgetting his
wallet or cheque book, thus preventing
him from participating in the Leviathan
men’s fashion revolution, from taking ad
vantage of the revolutionary new V.W.
or from savoring the delights of the
goods adverstised in the Channel ‘7’ Re
volution. The squares and hippies can
tune in with Channel ‘O’ whose new
motto is “Make Love, not Revolution”,
and buy exactly the same goods as the
Channel 7 Revolutionaries do.

In the English-speaking world, Mandel
is perhaps best known for his numerous
articles and books, particularly the am
bitious two-volume Marxist Economic
Theory, first published in France in 1962
and released in an English translation in
1968. This is probably the most import
ant study of Marxist economic theory
to appear in English since Paul Sweezy’s
The Theory Of Capitalist Development
(1942). Reviewing the French-language
edition, the late Isaac Deutscher wrote in
The Economist (22 September 1962)
that Mandel was “an independent
thinker, combining an exceptionally wide
erudition with a remarkable lucidity and
fluidity of expression”, whose ideas were
expounded in “the brilliant and provocat i v e style of classical Marxism”.
Deutscher concluded that “no student
can afford to ignore this very important
work”. Of the English translation, the
American liberal economist, Professor
Robert L. Heilbroner, declared it to be
“an event of great importance”. Writing
in The New York Review Of Books
(5 June 1969), Heilbroner went on to

note that this “masterful re-presentation
of Marxism . . . is as welcome as it will
be indispensable”. The work was de
scribed by George Lichtheim in Marxism
In Modern France (1966) as “a mas
sive and enormously learned” exposition
of Marxist economic thought, whose
author was “obviously in complete com
mand of his subject, and thoroughly
familiar with the entire corpus of AngloAmerican academic literature as well”.
Although we can still read Mandel,
Australians now share with the peoples
of the US, the USSR and Eastern Europe
the signal honor of not being able to
dialogue with him. What should really
disturb the Australian Government is the
fact that Mandel has been invited to
teach later this year at Belgium’s leading
Roman Catholic institution of higher
learning, Louvain University. But then
Messrs. Lynch and Hughes, both devout
Australian Catholics, probably regard
many of their contemporary West Euro
pean co-religionists as heretics and ex
ponents of the “permissive society”. They
must also be concerned about the deci
sion of New Zealand’s conservative
Nationalist Government to allow Mandel
into that country in June of this year.
Mandel’s exclusion from Australia is
a clear-cut case of political repression
and mindless parochialism. It shows that
the government is frightened of the free
exchange of ideas that it does not agree
with, although it stops short of banning
Marxist works since this type of action
is too blatant and obvious. Instead,
Mandel himself is denied a visa and
cloudy references are made to the
“national interest”.
The Mandel affair is by no means a
shot out of the blue. For example, in
November 1967, the Federal Govern
ment refused a visa to Dr. Nikus
Nikolaides, who was secretary to Greek
Premier George Papandreou when the
military coup took place in April of that
year. The Australian authorities went
one better than our “firm and trusted
ally” — at the time Nikolaides was on a
lecture tour of the US presenting the
case for the restoration of liberal demo

cracy in Greece. It is interesting to note
here that several months afterwards Mr.
Andrew Peacock — who is currently
Minister for the Army — was reported
in the Melbourne Herald (17 June
1968) to have been impressed by the
“remarkable stability in Athens” during
his trip to Greece. Unfortunately, he
did not seem to be aware of how that
“stability” was maintained.
Finally, it is instructive to look at one
gentleman who has been allowed into
Australia on a visitor’s visa on no less
than three occasions in the past 13 years.
Mr. Jaroslav Stetzko describes himself
as “Prime Minister of Ukraine in 1941”.
He is the leader of an international move
ment of extreme Right-wing emigres
from Eastern Europe and the nonRussian territories of the Soviet Union
who makes Barry Goldwater look like
the young Pierre Trudeau. Most of the
leaders of the movement, known as the
Anti-Bolshevik Bloc of Nations (ABN),
are former Nazi collaborators with a
long record of anti-Semitism. Stetzko
himself is a regular contributor to West
ern Europe’s leading neo-Nazi journal
Nation Europa, along with such notables
as Sir Oswald Mosley, Ante Pavel ic and
George Lincoln Rockwell.
In the middle of Stetzko’s latest visit
to Australia in January of this year,
Mr. Isi Leibler, Public Relations Chair
man of the Victorian Jewish Board of
Deputies and a well-known anti
communist enjoying close ties with both
Mr. B. A. Santamaria and Dr. F.
Knopfelmacher, pointed out that the
ABN had a particularly notorious record
of anti-Semitism. Nevertheless, the for
mer “Prime Minister of Ukraine in
1941” did not encounter any difficulties
with the local authorities. Perhaps it
was because he was fervently defended
during his first visit to Australia in 1957
by a then relatively unknown senator
from Victoria, who described him as
“a man whose object is to free his
people from . . . Communism” . The
politician was none other than the “Prime
Minister of Australia in 1970” — John
Grey Gorton.
,

Seen in this light the concept of re
volution no longer poses any threat to
the established society. Revolution which
formerly signified a total challenge to
existing structures of society (e.g. the
French Revolution) or theory (e. g.
the psychoanalytic revolution) now means
changing to a different brand of cigarette
with a revolutionary new filter, another
model car with the same old built-in
planned obsolescence, to a new tube of
toothpaste containing 20% more, or just
to a new self-styled revolutionary T.V.
program conducted by that time-honor
ed radical and revolutionary martyr
Johnny Famham.
In other words, the oppositional con
tent of the term “revolution” has been
eliminated. The word has become di
vorced from the concept whose content
is essentially critical. The The pseudo
concept which is represented by the
word, is a functional one, i.e. it serves
the interests and needs of business, press
agents, advertisers, government, etc. It
means whatever those who are in a po
sition to manipulate language want it to
mean. It is patently not in their interests
to allow or promote a concept whise lo
gic demands the abolition of the private
property from which they derive profit.
The latest revolution in panty-hose ap
pears a legitimate successor to the Rus
sian Revolution of 1917. Whereas once
revolutions involved sacrifice in over
throwing an unjust order, the only forms
of revolutionary struggle recognised by
modern capitalism are lay-by and hire
purchase.
As distinct from revolutions in history,
which constituted themselves as move
ments of the masses of the people from
below toppling intolerable social struc
tures, the modern capitalist revolutions
are invariably instituted from above, by
the upper classes and their public rela

tions men. These “revolutions” in mod
ern capitalism aim at containing dissatis
faction, monotony, attention and hostili
ty by diverting these aggressive feelings
on to the managed administered and
profitable ground. Revolution is no dan
ger when it is run by capitalists in their
own interests.
The people will have a sense of parti
cipation and individual identity when
programes are ‘brought to you’ by the
makers of a standartized airconditioner
“designed especially for your comfort”.
That the promotors of this particular
product “care about you” is evidenced by
the fact that the bright-faced T.V. per
sonality is enthusiastically speaking “di
rectly” to you through the television set
in your own living room.
Ironically the human subject is sup
posed to become himself by taking into
himself the essence of an object (manu
factured for profit by someone else. Pa
thetically the subject loses his subjectivi
ty in the world of objects.
Now that the majority of people’s basic
needs are satisfied, advertising must make
necessities out of luxuries, essentials out
of what the consumer considers unecessary to his happiness. Social advance is
equated with more and more material
goods, satisfaction of needs with needs
materially satisfied.
The system which maximises profit
destroys individuality. Goods are produ
ced on such a large scale, production
must be planned years ahead, and the
underlying population must be conditio
ned to need these (standartized) pro
ducts since the individual would not na
turally need them. Otherwise the corpo
rations stand to lose millions of dollars.
Apparently paradoxically these large
profit-making corporations have appro
priated the subversive concept of revolu
tion.

This does not imply that the corpo
rations have become revolutionary, but
that the revolution had become incorpor
ated.
The so-called “sexual revolution” may
serve as an example. The past few deca
des have seen the rapid growth of “per
missiveness” as socially acceptable. Sex
outside marriage (both pre- and extra-)
is condoned by increasing numbers of
people. The Pill has removed an import
ant barrier to pre-marital sexual rela
tions. Sexiness has also entered the office
and sexiness sells merchandise in the
mass media. Sex is a commodity to be
bought and sold on the consumer mar
ket.
Predictions as to the radicalizing ef
fects of liberalising sex — both those who
believe that people would be corrupted,
and those who thought it would ultima
tely lead to the overthrow of the existing
social system—have been shown to be
wrong.
Freud had argued that repression was
necessary to the development of civili
zation.
Western civilization has now
reached a point where scarcity has been
almost overcome and the sublimations of
sexuality unnecessary. This should mean
that all repression could be overcome —
not merely in the field of sex as narrowly
defined. Our society remains repressively
structured but allows a de-sublimation
of sexuality. This sexuality serves the
ends of capitalist domination if only be
cause its liberating quality has become
emasculated. So the sexual revolution is
no threat to the established society at all.
Similarly the revolution in pop music
is sponsored by big record companies.
Any words can be used in the songs as
long as they make money. It may be too
early to predict whether this newspaper
will continue to follow this course . . . .
— DOUGLAS KIRSNER.

be one of their most effective critics.
Mandel himself was born in Germany
46 years ago, but fled to Belgium after
Hitler came to power. He became a
Belgian citizen just before the outbreak
of the Second World War. He fought
in the anti-Nazi underground and was
decorated on a number of occasions for
bravery. After the war he was widely
considered a man to watch in Belgium’s
rather subdued Social Democratic Party;
but he broke away several years ago to
become one of the leaders of a trend
within the international Trotskyist move
ment (or Fourth International) and the
editor of the weekly socialist newspaper
La Gauche.
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The breaking up of Cream was lamented as no
such split had been before. Even now, their albums are
still being released: Live Cream has only recently come
out in the United States, and no doubt we’ll see it here
shortly.
The backgrounds of Jack Bruce, Ginger Baker and
Eric Clapton are well enough known to need no retelling;
suffice it to say that, at Cream’s birth, you would have
looked long and far before you came across any three
musicians of comparable stature. From the first, every
one had their idea of what Cream was going to be; then
as if to say that they were having none of it, Cream re
leased a first single which was completely unlike anything
any of them had done before. This single contained noth
ing ‘heavy’, no solos, and no shadow of the blues. It
was Wrapping Paper’, and it was a remarkable sure be
ginning. It established the fact that Cream was to be
its own brand, with absolute musical freedom, in no
way limited by anyone else’s preconceptions. It also
established, more tentatively, one of Cream’s major
themes; this is important, because Cream remains the
only band to set down lyrical themes and pursue them
over the course of a number of LP’s. These were the
connected themes of isolation( disillusion and alienation.
These themes led them to the most consciously escapist
lyrics in rock; paradoxically, the music was always rigidly
structured, never ‘free’ in the sense of free-form.
‘Wrapping Paper’ is a song of isolation and disen
chantment, yet it is one of the more optimistic of
Cream’s songs. It echoes the sea with tinkling piano and
soft, distant guitar. Jack Bruce’s breathy vocal perfectly
fits the mood of lightness and peace.
Wrapping paper in the gutter,
Moving softly as the wind on the sea . . .
Because it wasn’t what was expected of Cream,
‘Wrapping Paper’ didn’t make the impact it should have;
“for a better idea of what Cream can do”, Melody Maker
referred its readers to the other side, ‘Cat’s Squirrel’.
‘I Feel Free’ followed the first single, and received
a far better reception. It was in turn followed by the
album, Fresh Cream, which wasn’t all that fresh. It con
tained all that the Graham Bond/Yardbirds/Bluesbreakers fans wanted: several blues, a number of solos
and a predominance of ‘heavy’ tracks.
It was, flatly, not what Cream were capable of. I
realize that at this point I can be accused of having
had my own ideas of what Cream ‘should’ have been
doing, but I should point out that I heard Disraeli Gears
before Fresh Cream: the first LP suffered horribly by
comparison. I’d no preconceptions about Cream, because
I know very little of them; in fact, I was digging up
vegetables all that year, so I’m excused from blame!
Fresh Cream had also suffered the indignities of bad
production. Felix Pappalardi and Tom Dowd worked on
Disraeli Gears, and it was a lot better. Perhaps the prob
lems in production arose because, even when plaving
soft, Cream were a ‘loud’ band: their softer things
sound as though they were recorded loud, and reduced
after.
‘Dreaming’ was the one track on Fresh Cream that
represented Cream’s capabilities. Obviously, their techni
cal mastery was represented: Bruce’s bass playing, par
ticularly in ‘Spoonful’, was well-nigh faultless (though
less imaginative than his later efforts were to prove);
Clapton played some fine guitar (‘Sleepy Time Time’
stood out) and old Ginge bashed away superbly through
out. But the material wasn’t worth the effort, for the
most part. ‘Rolling and Tumbling’ must have been a

cliche the day after it was written, and ‘Cat’s Squirrel’
is undemanding and innocuous.
Disraeli Gears was something quite different. The
first side of this LP is stunning. ‘Strange Brew’ went out
as a single and did fairly well — by this time, Cream
was gaining momentum, and the group issued a pro
nouncement not long after that it wouldn’t be releasing
any more singles. In the meantime, ‘Anyone For Tennis’
had come out, to be met with a barrage of irrational
hostility. Clapton had written a ‘pop’ songs! Never
minding whether or not it was good (and it was), thous
ands of Eric’s admirers staged hunger-strikes which upset
the routine of boarding-schools the length and breadth
of England. I’ve no doubt the Queen secretly struck
Clapton’s name from the New Year’s Honors List, while
the Duke looked first at his wrists, then at his razor,
and then at his turntable, whereon lay Cream’s offensive
recording. “It just ain’t blues,” he muttered to himself.
The sad thing about the outcry that did follow the
release of ‘Anyone For Tennis’ was that Clapton believed
that he had ‘sold out’. It’s no doubt this same insecurity
that causes him to wander from group to group. The last
worthwhile thing he did was ‘Badge’, and that was some
time ago.
The progression from Fresh Cream to Disraeli Gears
was astounding. Apart from the flickering, unnatural
‘Strange Brew’, three tracks stand out. ‘Tales of Brave
Ulysses’, probably more than any other single song,
attracted a wider audience to Cream. The wah-wah pedal
wasn’t too tired at that time: only Hendrix and Clapton
were using it, and in the intense, tight ‘Tales of Brave
Ulysses’ it took on an almost physical presence. The
breaking up of the rhythm in this song to suggest a
pause, a dark moment where something’s about to hap
pen, really works well. Cream must have thought so
too: in ‘White Room’ and ‘Deserted Cities Of The Heart’
the same sort of change is used to even greater effect.
‘World Of Pain’, with a lovely solo from Eric, multitracked, builds on the tension of the songs before it.
Rather than end it and relieve the tension, Cream allow it
to fade. The climatic and beautiful ‘Dance The Night
Away’, far the best track on the LP, takes up the strain
and after a sustained series of climaxes, finally abandons
it in a superbly conceived finish. Ginger Baker’s drums
are the key: it’s always he who pushes the song to each
successive moment of climax.
The final track on the first side, Baker’s own ‘Blue
Condition’, is a dirge, sung in an unbelievably flat voice
by its composer. It’s simply great. The second side
doesn’t have the same impact, as there’s been no attempt
made to let it flow as the first side does. ‘We’re Going
Wrong’, written in two different keys, is a standout. Jack
Bruce’s woman-like (though anything but effeminate)
vocal emerged distinctly from ‘Wrapping Paper’, and
over the course of three albums he developed this style
remarkably. You can hear the beginnings of it in ‘Hear
Me Calling Your Name’, which he recorded with Gra
ham Bond; but by Wheels Of Fire it had become a
highly stylized and moving way of singing, unique to
Bruce. His subsequent Songs For A Tailor has further
extended this style.
Wheels Of Fire was the pinnacle; Cream was, by the
time of its release, a hugely successful band on both
sides of the Atlantic. Much of the group’s reputation re
volved around its incendiary presence ‘live’; by the time
of Wheels Of Fire, Cream had been seen and heard in
in the United States, and the double-album shot to
number one in a few weeks. The ‘live’ record was hailed

as brilliant, the studio-recorded disc less enthusiastically
received. The ‘live’ record may be the best surviving
concert performances put down by Cream (I‘m yet to
hear Live Cream), but next to the studio disc, it is
insignificant. In the studio, Cream scaled heights that no
group had even approached in England previously:
‘Deserted Cities Of The Heart’ and ‘White Room’ are
devastating; ‘As You Said’ is at least their equal, but it
is virtually Jack Bruce alone. Significantly, all of these
songs were written by Jack Bruce and Pete Brown.
For while Eric Clapton was always the member of
Cream uppermost in the minds of most of Cream’s
adherents, it was Jack Bruce who made Cream a great
group. When Cream was formed, it was an amalgam of
two music ‘poll’ winners, Eric Clapton and Peter ‘Ginger’
Baker, and a runner-up, Jack Bruce. But from the first,
it became apparent that Bruce was the dominating mem
ber. I’d hesitate to call anyone a genius in his field, but
Jack Bruce comes close enough; he was Cream’s driving
wheel — without him, Cream would have been consid
erably less than it eventaully became. Bruce pushed
himself, and the group, to greater heights on each suc
ceeding record. Ironically, Cream’s Goodbye LP had only
three studio-recorded tracks, of which Jack Bruce’s was
the weakest. It could be that the interest had waned, and
he let go a little Wheels Of Fire and Goodbye marked
the emergence of Ginger Baker as an unusual and really
interesting composer. He’d written ‘Toad’ and before
that, ‘Camels And Eelephants’, but these were little more
than the excuses for Ginge to assault his listeners’ ears
with his particular brand of flailing virtuosity.
Wheels Of Fire, though, contained a small master
piece: ‘Pressed Rat And Warthog’ ( “Ginger Baker,
drums and recitation,” say the notes to the song). What
a recitation it is! There’s no way of writing about this
song — it exists as some part of a dream does; when
you listen to it you’re reminded of something you can’t
quite put your finger on. (If it doesn’t affect you like
that at all, and you can’t see what I’m talking about,
ignore all that; I just said it to be civil.)
Goodbye's finest minutes are those taken up by
Ginger Baker’s fantastic ‘What A Bringdown’. I don’t
know how seriously he takes his song-writing, but it’s
clear that his abilities are out of the ordinary, both musi
cally and lyrically. I was vastly disappointed by ‘Do
What You Like’ on Blind Faith’s LP (which was in
general a half-hearted and uninspired recording), be
cause it represented a return to the earlier style of
writing which Ginger outgrew on Wheels Of Fire and
Goodbye. Like the best songs by Bruce-Brown, ‘What A
Bringdown’ throws you headlong into another Universe,
each part of which is some fragment of its composer’s
imagination — and a touch of Lewis Carroll, too!
Well, Cream is no more, and we probably won’t see
its three members together again (at least not without
Delaney Bramlett, Steve Stills, Graham Nash, Madeline
Bell and friends joining in!), so we’re left with only these
recordings. Disraeli Gears, the studio-recorded Wheels
Of Fire and part of Goodbye will survive whatever
changes in taste time imposes upon modem music. And
as long as these records are still available, Cream will live
as one of the finest of rock bands.
— ROB SM Y T H
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I was taught to speak very good
English, as you can see I speak
very clearly - but the sound of
myself inside is the sound of
the music and that's
what I was a fte r................... "

TAJ
MAHAL
Taj, you were born and bred in New
York City — How did you develop such
an acute and sensitive feeling for country
blues?
Well okay, aside from a few minor
changes, I moved from New York City
when I was a very young child, to Mas
sachusetts and, in my culture, the black
American culture, music is a great part
of the culture as you will understand.
It’s a greater part of the sensitive feeling
of the Negro people. The language that
I was taught to speak was very good
English — as you can see I speak, verv
clearly — but the sound of myself inside
is the sound of the music and that’s what
I was after. And so, I just sought after
the music to do this.
You weren’t always a musician —
you were trained as a veterinary surgeon
— how did you come to become a full
time musician?
No, I just couldn’t understand plaving
the blues without knowing anything
about the country you know — I mean,
meaning farming, and agriculture, and I
didn’t like cities and I liked music I was
playing, even when I was studying in
school. So it was always something that
was with me and it just developed on
it’s own until I was overcome with the
music and I just had to follow that.
Have you had a formal music train
ing?
None. A couple of weeks of piano
lessons, you know, and no real formal
training. Just singing what I wanted to
sing.
How many instruments can you play?
Oh, it’s probably about 18 instruments
but I don’t use them all. I enjoy sounds
— there are sounds that I hear and I
just like to try to play them.
What are the unusual instruments you
play?
Well, the dulcimer — veah, I guess
that would be an unusual instrument to
you. It’s very beautiful. It’s based pretty
much on the um, Scottish and Irish
music. It’s a long instrument shaped like
a leaf with three or four strings. It’s
just pretty and I learned how to play
it because it was easy to play.
Have you used it on any record?
No. Well, no.
What do you feature most in your
Act?
Um, right now, it’s some guitar, a lot
of harmonica and vocals. It’s moved
along you know: I don’t like to stand
behind the guitar too much — I don’t
mind sitting now and then but I don’t
like to stand and play.
Who do you admire most in the con
temporary field of countrv music and
also in the traditional field?
Well, Robert Johnson’s one of my
greatest influences, and Ray Charles and
Muddy Waters and — well mostly all
the blues people — all of them, because
they all have something to say. Often
times white musicians don’t understand
the music, they pass over a lot of people

who could teach them something. They
can only technically play the notes you
know, but they don’t understand what
they’re playing and that’s why sometimes
when they’re playing, they’ll play one
middle passage like this and another
middle passage and neither of them will
be connected — they’ll sound right to
them but it’s not what it means.
Do you think that white men can
play the blues properly — can they
really understand the blues?
There are a number of gentlemen
who I know that can play to the point
where I can feel it. And that’s the only
way I have to judge it and I haven’t
seen them all. I’ve heard a lot of them
on record. I think anybody can feel, but
it depends upon what sort of back
ground you come out of — like for in
stance the English — I think the English
feel a lot more than the Americans do.
Just by the way they keep their country,
you know.
I suppose the ultimate audience to
play to would be a black audience?
I’m a rare instance in the States of
what I’m doing and they’re now starting
to turn toward our way you know — to
see what we have to sav about what’s
going on. But, that would be the ulti
mate — I’ve played for black audiences

and I really have much better of a time,
it’s like I can really relax.
If you got out of the music business
what would you like to do?
My trouble is that I’m such a multi
talented person and I love to work with
my hands a lot so like I’m doing potterv,
building things with my hands — build
ing, farming, animals, travelling you
know, staying outside as much as I
could and perhaps working maybe for a
government in Africa on the game re
serves and just becoming more familiar
with my primitive self as it’s still left
untouched in some parts of Africa, you
know. Music, I don’t think I’ll ever get
out of it — the business of touring and
playing. I never knew to what an extent
it was physical drain on a man and I’m
just finding out after two months on the
road in America and in the month I’ve
been in England.
Let’s hope that one day you can make
it to Australia, Taj.
Yes. As a matter of fa c t.. . . I’ve met
several Australians on the West Coast
who specifically come to tell me about
my music — that people play it down
there. I read a review from there once
and it was very favorable.

"I just love music and listened to
everybody I could well, every record, and it all
accumulated there in my head and
came out whatever way I play it
which is, I hope, different
from other peoples................ "

JOHHHY
WINTER
How did you feel appearing at the
Albert Hall in London in front of 8,000
fans, when a year ago you were virtually
unknown, even in America?
Yes, well it is a little scary because
European audiences are different, but of
course music is an international commu
nication and I hope that sound can
break any barriers of language or cus
tom down. This is the first time I have
played outside America.

Before you were discovered”, lots of
record companies had your records and
now they’re all pushing them out and
saying we had Johnny Winter. How do
you feel about all that?
It’s really horrible. What was strange
about it, was that I recorded a lot of
things — well for 10 years, from the
time I was 15 till I was 25, for you
know, different Texas record companies
and a few of them got national labels.
But I was just trying to get a hit be
cause in those day, you didn’t play what
you wanted to, you just tried to play
what the top 100 dictated.
What was so bad about that material
was that a lot of the things weren’t even
records that were released eight years
ago locally, they were so bad — but
you know a lot of them were just dim
old things that were just practising, and
trying things out. I think they just took
every tape — every Johnny Winter song
they could find and put ’em together.
Some of them weren’t even me singing.
It was somebody else, you know.
You’ve been termed the only white
blues guitar player who can play like a
negro. Now who would be your greatest
influence?
There’s really nobody particular be
cause I think that’s just the wrong thing
to do — it’s like pick one person and
this is your idol, and copy their style. I
just love music and listened to every
body I could — well, every record, and
it all accumulated there in my head and
came out whatever way I play it, which
is I hope, different from other people’s.
It’s really wrong to just learn from one
person. Everybody influenced me like
Muddy Waters, B. B. King, Lightning
Hopkins, Lighting Slim, Otis Rush, Al
bert King, just every blues record I
could find, I bought.
You have toured with Taj Mahal.
What do you think of Taj as a guitarist?
Taj — he’s really more of a harp
player than he is a guitar player. He
plays acoustic — he plays national
guitar — but ar, it’s not the same kind
of thing. I kinda think of Taj as a harp
man. We did this show with him in
Rochester, New York, just a week ago.
After one year of it, how do you feel
about the hectic life of a star?
Yeah, I really am, yeah. The business
thing enters into it so much and that’s a
drag. I always thought of myself as a

musician, you know, and I enjoy play
ing. We used to play 6 nights a week,
5 or 6 hours a night and now you do
3 or 4 shows a week and play 45
minutes or an hour. Plus the fact that
you don’t get to stay in a place long
enough to meet the people and really
see what the place is like. We played
in clubs in Texas for two weeks or
maybe two months and now we go in
and you know the scene, airport, hotel,
concert and every place is just like every
other place — you don’t really get a
chance to see anybody you know. You
give your autobiography a dozen times
to a few people and shake hands and
say well, I’ll see you next time, and it’s
not living.
Do you think the type of music you’d
be writing now, would reflect the incred
ibly fast pace you’re living?
I wrote some songs for — wrote some
lyrics for my little brother’s album. My
little brother, he’s 23 but — any rate
he’s recorded an album for Epic and he
wrote all the album music and I wrote
the words and I really got some morbid,
down lyrics to some of the songs. Really
hating everything, but I’ve gotten out of
it because you can’t go backwards and

you just have to accept the parts you
don’t like and try to make ’em better.
You know it’d be very frustrating to be
back where I was, even though I like
the life style better.
Which do you prefer, performing or
recording?
Performing definitely. Because it’s a
totally different thing when you put out
a record. You’ve just said what you
think will be good and what would be
nice and you record it and put it out
there and see what people think about
it. When you play and work off an
audience’s reactions and they work off
you, you can tell right then whether
there’s something. If you’re not getting
through to them you can try a few other
things to see if those work. They can
freak you or turn you off or whatever
they do and you just sing to them —
right then you know. It’s a more spon
taneous thing — I’m a pretty spontan
eous person normally. I like playing too
much.

David Elficktalks with two great musical talents
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by Paul Merriam
UndergroundownUnder? Heavy. First
consider de-stigmatizing yourself imme
diately by talking about not ‘'under
ground” but rather “Progressive” or
“Free Form” or ANYTHING but
“Underground’ . . . the name hurts.
Now, you must consider that the things
I say about radio are generally from a
Purist’s standpoint and are therefore
often hard to manifest in the workaday
world of dollars and cents radio.
“I believe that to have a successful
(both financially and socially) free station
it must first become totally committed to
being what it pretends to be. Not neces
sarily a bunch of Hippies, but at least
Hip, if you know what I mean. Like,
if Management just wants to iumo on
the Psychedelic Bandwagon and Jingle
along to the Bank I would tell them to
piss off. Mainly because Plastic Radio
is just that — plastic, and therefore
transparent — easily seen through —
and your audience (if it is a truly Hip
type of folk) will see the hypocrisy and
fail to support you (and your sponsors).
Sure they’ll listen to you (if there’s noth
ing better), but without a rapport of
honesty they won’t give the sponsors
their support (patronage). Well, one of
the best ways to develop a form of hon
esty is through consistency. And in this
line of thinking it should be noted that
four hours a day leaves twentv of some
thing else, and that’s not consistent . . .
24 hours a day! Consistency . . . but
we often must start by crawling and
later walk and then run . . . everything
in its due time, etc. etc.
Now say the financial end is O.K.,
I only mean to point out that the finan
cial is only one part — an integral part
— of the whole, and that all parts are
interdependent upon the success of each
other. That is to say that, as in ecology,
there exists a subtle and delicate balance
between all things, and if one is out of
synch with the others the whole gig is
blown. A radio station is a combination
of elements that make up the whole.
Announcers have to be professional, but
not too avant-garde. Commercials have
to be able to sell but not be pushy. This
new type of radio is an integrated artform that, at its best, should flow from
music to announcer to commercial to
music and on and on and on, flowing
like life, never jerking and lurching into
and out of one consciousness and an
other, now screaming inanities of com
mercial come-on and now squelching
Archies into our undesiring heads like
many of America’s “popular” (Top 40)
stations do. Yes, it can (and must)
offer surprises — variety is the spice —
but always remembering that our audi
ence is one of hopefully an expanded
awareness and can see through THE
HYPE. Oh, the eternal HYPE!
So let’s look at the parts that make up
the whole.
THE A N N O U N C ER: He should be
professional, that is, he should have had
some experience in radio, he should
know the “rules”. Not that he must fol
low them, but he must know the rules
before he can experiment away from
them. Our type of radio tends to be more
relaxed, more informal, but it still can’t
afford to come off “amateur”. To get
professional prices an amateur product
won’t do. And, even more important
than the announcer’s knowledge of radio,
he must know his MUSIC, and know it
well. Because of the nature of Free
Form, the announcer must be able to
relate all kinds of music — the Beatles
to Brahms, the Stones to Shostakovich,
old funky blues to the Moody Blues and
on and on ad infinitum. Because of its

eclecticism, our radio is often difficult to
classify. One minute may be acid rock
and then suddenly transform into poli
tical satire and then into a set of songs
dealing with sunshine. But always the
announcer is in control, letting his music
often do the talking and/or editorial
izing. Music programming in blocks.
May be ten minutes, all segued together,
and then some cogent comment from the
announcer before a spot, but always all
flowing. Maybe a set lasting twenty
minutes and then triple spotting, but be
careful here. And this logically leads us
to another part that makes up the whole:
THE COM M ERCIAL:
How to
“alter” a commercial spot? . . . well, use
your fertile imagination and vour record
library and let the creative forces flow.
Don’t push, but don’t be afraid to TELL
people what to buy. People need to be
told what to do, but tell them without
offending them. And above all, tell them
HONESTLY. One of the best spots you
can do is an ad-lib from an announcer
who knows and digs the product and
has been supplied with a "fact sheet”
instead of commercial copy. Here the
announcer must be capable of extem
poraneously rapping with minimal infor
mation, but if he knows the product and
HONESTLY likes it he will naturally
want to spread the word to his audience.
And this, we often forget, is the his
torical basis of all advertising. SPREAD
ING THE WORD. If the product is
good the word will spread, and in the
old days, if your product was no good
that word spread too. Advertising should
share the good things — make them
known to all of us. And here it should
be noted that at KZAP we would dis
criminate against certain advertisers. If
we felt that our listeners would be
offended by patronizing a potential ad
vertiser we would refuse his business.
This may seem like so much ethical
snobbery at first glance, but when we
investigate what really happens we see
its merit; as listeners grow to know the
announcers and the advertisers (by
name) they will slowly then start becom
ing participants. That is, they will begin
to try first this product advertised and
then that one, and each time they will
have already some PRE-CONCEIVED
idea of what they actually find when they
visit the advertisers. If the IDEA matches
the actual PRODUCT, that is, if the
advertising was HONEST, you get a
subconscious gold star for honesty from
your listener.
As far as the actual production of
spots, let your wildest imagination be
only your jumping-off point. Fit the
spot to the product — sometimes. Like
a spot for a bookstore could feature
sitar music in the background and a spot
for a rock dance could have all sorts of
commotion going on. But don’t forget
the element of surprise, not to mention
the bane of the Hip subculture, the PutOn. The only rule to remember about
production is that there are no rules.
Exclude nothing. Include anything. And
DO consider the ad-lib spot if vou have
competent announcers. They’re very
effective.
I guess another part of the whole is
that "thing called PROGRAM M ING.
But haven’t we really been covering that
by talking about what we have talked
about? Music play-lists are not a part
of Free radio. The Jock MUST know
music. At KZAP we considered that
65% of our programming was hard rock,
and the remaining 35% was made up of
a combination of Folk, Ethnic, Country,

Paul realized the growing number of unheard artists around
1963 and thus began an out-and-out campaign to establish what
later became known as “ underground radio”
He first began his “ underground radio” career at station
KWVB AM in Sacramento (the capitol of California) in 1963
which took him up to 1965. About this time more and more
people were involved with the same idea, though it ’s populari
ty was still small.
He left KWVB to move among radio people in San Francis
co, working occasionally with KMPX FM (the first station to
program purely underground stuff), whose sucess was later
to become world-known.
He gave up direct work with “ underground stations” when
he took on the position of producer and announcer for KFPX
AM as he found himself another revolution in radio to absorb
his energy — this was the first talk back station in California
and the whole west coast.
A fter a year he returned to his firs t love and established
the firs t widely-successful “ underground station” in Sacra
mento — KZAP FM. Since the success of KZAP Paul has been
involved in establishing underground formats for stations
throughout the United States, but is soon to return to California
where he w ill take up official residence again, very likely with
his old almr mater KZAP.
A wiggy, dashing red-haired guru
with a vision. The epitome of vitality,
energy and life. Somewhere along the
underground, progressive media his vibes
rock the core of the stone-people and
please the souls of the gentle. His voice,
strong and soft, floats casually along an
invisible sound wave. There in your own
private chamber a warmth, a friend, a
man who loves you enough to spend a
whole day preparing the few hours he
has with you, to turn you on.
This is the man behind the mike giv
ing the underground the sound, giving
the medium its message. It’s not radio
to fill the empty spaces of your room
with clattering and stumbling antics so
you can ignore your loneliness and get
on with what you are doing. It’s the
soft light of an open fire which draws
you in. Taking your cold ears gently
between discs, it creates the environment
but doesn’t drive your attention away.
Generally, even the most sensitive and

intense conversation draws support from
its sound. There is something magical
about underground radio (done well)
and a lot of wisdom put down along
with it.
Since the music and the man are
inseparable entities we asked Paul Merriam to explain exactly the how and why
behind this “break - from revolution” ,
this hip subculture convergence on the
U.S. radio dial.
Anyone in Australia with one hundred
dollars ($100) (for a licence) in their
pocket who can pass a public service
board inquiry, and have proof of un
limited financial support and a great
desire to raise a few hairs on the heads
of the establishment, will find this in
valuable information.
(Incidentally, the Australian Broad
casting Control Board, contrary to a
variety of confused sources, says an
inquiry into the use of the UHF ban (as
yet totally unused air waves) will be
made soon.)

Classical, Spoken Word, and ANY
THING that seemed to be relevant to
anything. We were doing a Free Form
News thing, but that takes a lot of
work. In doing news, or for that mat
ter in doing anything, try to keep your
audience in mind at all times. Remem
ber that you’re not programming to ALL
the peoples all the time, but rather to a
select (but large — much larger than
one thinks at first) group of people with
the “Now” consciousness that is actually
the vanguard of almost everything that
is happening these days. Therefore they
would rather hear about pop festivals
than stock reports and rather hear of
Love than Laos. A prime responsibility
of Free radio is to lift the consciousness
of its audience. Free radio exists in part
to raise the vibrations of its audience,
and to feed it joy rather than bummers.
Since we’ve mentioned “responsibili
ties” of Free Radio, I may as well speak
about Public Service. Free Radio can
be an instrument of communication for
all that have ears to hear. It can help
to unify a community into a sinele, posi
tive consciousness, and conversely, it can
if improperly used, feed fuel to fires of
misunderstanding and polarity. We have
a responsibility to help emphasize our
similarities rather than our differences.
But Public Service also means meeting

the needs of the community. If there
are free clinics, tell the people. If there’s
a switchboard, tell the people. Encourage
the community to become part of vour
radio station. Get them INVOLVED.
Most folk want to help, but they are
never told how to help.
A radio station can become that in
strument that will let people get involved
in their community.
I think if you were to ask ten FreeForm Jocks how to program you would
receive ten different answers. Or maybe
only one. It would say there’s no way
to program a show. It just happens.
Like life. Spontaneous. Each one is
different, like people and snowflakes and
fingerprints. Every day is a different
mood therefore a different show. Some
times you begin with a theme, like
Man’s inhumanity to Man (Dylan, Buffy
Saint-Marie, Country Joe etc.) and then
work into the reverse of that in a Superlove trip with Judy Collins and Joni
Mitchell and Country Joe again this time
doing “Janis”. Or maybe you don’t have
anything at all to say so you do a twohour set of Beatles. Or an hour of the
Stones. Or anything. ANYTHING,
anything. FREE. Free Form. Flowing.
Like Life. On and on and on on on
. . . on and on . . . flowing.
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In March, 1964, Martin Sharp’s cartoon ‘the Gas Lash’ ap
peared on the back page of the Orientation Week edition of
Tharunka. (University of New South Wales Student paper).
He was a co-founder of OZ.
The censorship battle had begun m earnest. In those in
tervening six years Martin Sharp lived in London, designed
L.P. covers for the Cream and has played an integral part of
the enormouslv successful London Oz.
Now he is back in Australia with an exhibition of his art
istic works. The exhibition is a chronological record of his
development.
Where does he stand now regarding censorship, com
munication and artistic ambition?
Revolution’s David Elfick spent a couple of days with
Martin producing the following dialogues:

CENSORSHIP,
ENVIRONMENT
ANDART

c

DAVID ELFICK AND
MARTIN SHARP DIALOGUES.
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CENSORSHIP AND POWER
It’s now six and a half years since
the ‘Gas Lash'. Is censorship so impor
tant to you now?
If I come up against censorship again
I will fight it but I haven’t been coming
up against it.
Underground 'papers in England have
become obsessed with putting pubic hair
everywhere because they are allowed to.
Are they getting carried away with the
‘novelty' of censorship freedom?
Yes, will it seems in America that
most of the underground press has gone
into sex magazines. Some are pretty
good, some of the comic strips are very
good, Crumb and people like that are
making a good whack of bread out of
it. But it ends up that everyone is in
terested in making bread after all.
Is there any justification for any kind
of censorship at all?
T iere is no justification for it as long
as it exists. There may become a justi
fication for it after seeing what happens
when it ceases to exist. Censorship ap
plies all through life, it doesn’t just
apply to films and books and magazines,
these are just the material manifestations
of an overall psychological censorship.
For the first few days of the Peruvian
earthquakes the papers were printing
the death toll at 200, although it was
closer to 35,000. All this to prevent
relatives from other areas going up to
the earthquake region and making
things more chaotic.
Yes there will always be censorship
in an emergency. Put yourself in that
position and you would find yourself
applying censorship because people in

power just lay their scene on everyone
else. It is important that an attack is
kept up all the time just to make the
point that censorship exists. Then they
get fed up with being attacked.
CREAM TIMES
Was it satisfying doing the covers for
Cream's Wheels On Fire and Disraeli
Gears LP’s?
Yes I liked doing them.
How close were you to the Cream?
I was sharing a place with Eric Clap
ton and I knew what he was into and so
I just did what I felt like on the covers,
you know, a head, three faces, a head of
the Cream, three heads, different direc
tions.
The Cream were immensely powerful,
were they able to mould people's tastes?
There is the power of the audience
and the power of the musicians and they
both feed into each other and get a
current going and that’s when the best
music comes out, it’s not really power
. . . People are giving their attention and
the musicians are giving their audience
more attention, it becomes a circuit
thing.
Do you prefer the live sides of the
Cream's albums to the studio sides?
Well, that’s the atmosphere that’s
there, you couldn’t really experience it
if you weren’t there, but that’s time
capsuling, freezing, the moment, because
you haven’t got the actual physical ex
citement of sitting in the crowd.
Do you feel that the millions of
people who bought the Cream's albums
have bought you designs?
They have the cover and associate it
with the record, that’s the important
thing. I only do covers that mean some
thing to me. The last one I did was one
for Sebastian Jorganson and Tina Date.

The Album is about Ned Kelly and it
was quite a challenge because I had to
get over Nolan’s image of Kelly which
was so powerful. With a record cover
one has the same problems as with a
painting. You have the titles but I treat
lettering as an integral part of the com
position. The same problems exist but
the finished product is a bit smaller.
Are you happy working within the
confines of a record cover?
Well there is a discipline that goes
with it and you accept it. It’s your
framework like Michelangelo painting
the Sistine Chapel. He paints two square
miles of it or something lying on his
back and that funny looking room ends
up a great masterpiece because it was
such an extraordinary thing to handle.
What does matter is fulfilling the occa
sion and going beyond it if you can. I’ve
done a few editions of Oz that were
just posters. I would have liked to ex
tend that much more.
EXTENSIONS, LONDON AND
AUSTRALIA
Have you ever thought of making
movies?
Yes, I made a small one in London
called “Darling Do You Love Me”. It
was about a cartoon, one of the cartoons
that I had in my office. It starred Ger
maine Greer and Alister Burke, just two
people in it and only about four minu
tes long.
Has it been available out here?
I think that it might have been shown
at the film festival. It was a film about
my castration fear and I got over it by
the time the film was made and when I
saw it I was so embarrassed, I mean it
worked. I saw it in a public theatre and
my ears went bright red. I haven’t seen

it since.
Has London changed since you first
saw it?
No I don’t think so. I think that it is
kept alive by the people that move
through it rather than the people who
live there. There are a lot of good
people who are down in London and
shouldn’t be down and that’s bad and
there’s not very much money there at all
so its stagnating. It needs money as a
lubricant. People are selling themselves
on the swinging scene which is created
by people who came there for the
swinging scene. There’s not an enormous
amount happening there really.
It seems to be going pretty well here.
Sydney and Melbourne are not very
much different to other cities except that
they are a hell of a long way from any
cross-fertilization.
Well in a way that’s true, but I had
a pop education here that was better
than the one they were getting in Lon
don at the same time. The Sydney Sta
dium used to have some incredible con
certs. Buddy Holly, Chuck Berry,
Johnny Cash, those big shows were ter
rific and the bleachers were an incred
ible place to see a show from. People
dancing in the aisles and people freaking
out. It was good.
Did you go as a screaming teenager
or were you old enough to realise what
was happening?
I just used to dig it. First time I ever
heard it my parents had taken me to see
Ester William’s Water Ballet at the
White City. I could hear all this music
coming across from the Stadium, really
rocking out. It was Bill Haley and his
Comets. I though I’ve got to get there
because that’s where I’ve got to be. I
don’t want to watch these bodies trailing
up and down the pool.

“UfUl B0BHurns THE first prihter that made

The idea came after seeing TINY TIM* backed by the London Philharm onic
at the Albert Hall.
*Master m utator of musical m etaphor.
(Vincent keeps on trucking in the background)

The left half painted by m yself and the right half painted by Phillipe Mora,
neither of us saw the o th e r’s half. The only link being an indication o f the
lines and colors like the children’s game of ‘heads and bodies and legs’ a voyage of chance to discover new images. I would like to paint a whole
exhibition like this, one artist merging into another and so on in a circle.

I
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THE EXHIBITION
How did you get this exhibition
together?
It took quite a lot. I’ve got the first
paintings I ever did for an exhibition
there and also the latest one. Also a few
from school and a couple from a show
of a couple of years ago. Just for points
of reference. But most of the stuff is
new.
You've painted the whole gallery,
and you've got tapes and concerts going
all the time. Have you tried to make
this an environmental centre rather than
a straight exhibition?
Yes. The idea was to have my paint
ings and my friends’ paintings and to
paint the whole building out so that you
would get different moods from different
colors in different rooms. And I’ve made
some tapes which are collage tapes of
all different things from Richard Tauber
to Tiny Tim, all linked together, even
verbal things like Bradman being
bowled for a duck in the last test in
England. Things like that. So it will be
working on multiple levels the whole
time so people will start relating. It is
an environment, yes, and the paintings
were the excuse for the environment in
the first place. The whole thing is an
idea.
Do you think you can appreciate it
better stoned?
Well you could probably get stoned
looking at it. When you walk from one
room to another all the images and
sounds and colors set up a vibration
that charges the air with energy and it
disorientates you because vou have just
walked in from the outside world with
cars travelling past and suddenly you are
in an environment that is totally differ
ent.
Has the impending destruction of the

gallery building shaped the exhibition?
Well it wouldn’t have happened if
they hadn’t intended to destroy the
building. Freedom exists where nothing
is to be lost. I was going to have my
show at the Gallery first but I was a bit
wary because it was going to be im
possible for me to carry through my
ideas. And then there was a shipping

to. Other people started to arrive and
help, like Charlie Brown who is the
manager of the exhibition. It was so
beautiful getting it together. It got to
such a state that I didn’t have to make
notes or anything. Anything I imagined,
any fantasy I had was carried out' so
gracefully that I wasn’t even aware that
it was happening. You usually spend

strike and the paintings hadn’t arrived
and nothing was coming off and I was
a bit down and suddenly someone just
said “here”. This was where I had an
exhibition five years ago, so there was
a beautiful feedback and there was all
this space and I could do what I wanted

hours looking for a pot of glue to do
a collage. I just had to think ‘glue’ and
there it would be — like the glue was
saying, “here I am, you need me at this
moment”. It was fantastic — it took me
into a level that I hadn’t been into be
fore.

Do you think that the same thing
could have happened in London?
No I don’t.
Do you ever get offended by the
people who buy your paintings? A
bloated capitalist buying your ((Erect
Penis” painting to hang in his toilet for
a laugh.
To stop this scene, we didn’t sell any
thing for the first week which was pri
marily a statement that exhibitions are to
be looked at. The music tapes were an
idea equally as important to me but not
as well executed, the whole thing is in
tegrated. I’m doing silk screens here on
the premises as the exhibition is running
and new paintings are being done, posi
tions are being changed. So the whole
thing is growing and moving.
Like an environmental workshop.
Yes and experimenting with the con
cept that is behind it. You never get
this freedom in a gallery. It’s possible
to get a building and transform it into
something. Someway you have to cover
your costs. It should be in the interests
of a country to say to someone, “visual
experimentation is important because
we have to develop our visual faculties.
Visual communication is much more
instant than verbal communication. We
want you to investigate this field. Like
the Bauhaus, this is a University of the
visual arts you explore and investigate” .
You don’t have to worry about selling
them and they go onto public displays or
are reproduced as posters. What a turn
that would be instead of having to push
against the thing the whole time. There’s
no entry fee.
We keep it open seven days a week
up to eleven o’clock at night so th^t
poeple who can never get to art gal
leries can come. I like to think about
money as little as possible.

ME conscious OF U/HflT PflIMTinG UJflS ABOUT.”

Above: U nexpectedly, the astronaut
discovers a sleeping Pierrot on the m oon.

Above: ‘King Of The Canvas.’

Right: That certain night, that night we m et, there was magic abroad in the air;
there were angels dining at the Ritz and a nightingale sang in Berkley Square.
Below: Mickey Mouse meets Vincent Van Gogh on the road to Taracon - the
result of a chance encounter betw een tw o paintings becom es frozen in a third
painting - the validity of all images, from painting to com ics. This is p art o f a
series of three paintings, Van Gogh alone on the road, Van Gogh m eets Mick
ey Mouse, Mickey becomes Van Gogh, Van Gogh becomes Mickey Mouse.

Above: ‘A rto o n s’ weaving together the different worlds o f the
painters, here M unch’s adolescent sits nervously on Van Gogh’s
billiard table in ‘Night C afe.’

/smo-ram
© © G a c a D H
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Munich, the third largest city fo Germany, is its
pop capital, with a futuristic “city of the year 2000” —
Citta 2000— being the focus of young people’s activities.
Situated in the swinging Schwabing area (Munich’s
equivalent of London’s Kings Road or Berkeley’s Tele
graph Avenue) Citta 2000 is everything that the top
floor of Sydney’s Imperial Arcade ought to be.
Designed expressly to cater for young people’s
needs, Citta 2000 contains record bars, clothing bouti
ques, bookshops, restaurants, a cinema, a drugstore, a
pinball room, and Blow Up, Germany’s most exciting
discotheque.
Here among the standard lightshow and go-go
girls you can find top German groups such as Amon
Duul or The Can, and often English groups such as
John May all’s Bluesbreakers or the Moody Blues.
Built by the legendary Sarny Brothers, Citta 2000
has everything necessary to keep teenagers off the streets,
though Australian parents mightn’t be too happy with
some of the posters and books sold.
Germany has, in practice, followed Denmark’s ex
ample in abandoning restrictions on pornography. Posters
featuring nude pop heroes are freely available, as are
dramatically illustrated sex books — often posing as
education aids. Cinemas still bar people under 18 from
the porno movies, but these have little attraction for the
young people who are getting their kinky sex experiences
first hand.
Underground papers in Germany are like those any
where, perhaps a little more heavily political. But on the
other hand, glossy magazines often have contents you
would only expect in the Berkley Barb.
Glossies like KONKRETE, PARDON, and UN
DERGROUND have a left-wing bias ,and are strongly
critical of repression of the young, exposing brutality m
children’s homes, detention centres and schools.
Political writings in these magazines is predictably
Marxist, concerned with the international youth revolu
tion. Recently one of the female members of the editorial
staff of KONKRETE took part in a gun point rescue ot
an imprisoned Berlin student radical.
Much of the political character of these magazines
is hidden behind their pornographic front, featuring un
retouched photos of naked men and women, a sort of
liberal youth-orientated version of PLAYBOY, with
informative articles and experimental layouts.
UNDERGROUND is essentially a pop music mag
azine, though as its name implies* it emphasizes the
activities of the acid-rock and jazz-pop groups. It also
participates in organising large rock festivals in con
junction with Peter Hauke, who is an impressario in the
class of Lee Gordon.
Hauke stages massive pop events in the major cities
of Germany, and is responsible for introducing groups
like the Soft Machine, Wild Angles, Blodwyn Pig, Fleetwood Mac, Led Zeppelin, Family, Move, Yes, and
Arthur Brown, to German fans.
Unlike his Australian or American counterparts,
Hauke has publicly revealed the costs involved in presen
ting half-a-dozen groups in a raging pop festival. Bands
cost $30,000, their transport and hotels $7,500; the
stadium where the festival is staged costs $12,000, and
another $1,000 goes for a lightshow; other expenses
bring the cost of the event to $60,000. For such events
ticket prices range from $3-$5 and takings come to
$62,000. One finds it hard to believe such a large out
lay would be risked for only $2,000 profit, but all
Hauke’s expenses and a fee are included as costs, so
maybe these figures are honest.
In Munich such events are staged in the Circus

m
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Krone, a solid circus structure, built along the lines of
the tents that house circuses in Australia, but here with
the convenience of decent seating and heating for winter.
Last month Hauke staged a 5 hour Pop Camp at
the Circus Krone, presenting the English groups Tyran
nosaurus Rex, Chicken Shack, and Colloseum, supported
by the German group Jeronimo.
Tyrannosaurus Rex begin the evening, like the other
group to follow, it has a gimmick. Tyrannosaurus Rex
is a two-man group, basically bongos and acoustic guitar.
But in the course of the set, electric organ, bass and
guitar are also played. Marc Bolan, the singer comes on
as a rocky version of Donovan, and sings and plays sit
ting on the floor. Heavy amplification, with echo and
reverb effects, builds the sound of bongos and guitar to
the strength of a respectable group, and using a basic
folk style, Marc Bolan adds a few freaky effects, playing
his organ like a tom-tom, and making animal cries close
into the mike.
Jeronimo comes next, long haired and bearded, with
a sort of Grateful Dead image. A trio with drums,
electric guitar and bass, their presence on stage is over
whelmed by the armory of equipment that surrounds
the drummer — 2 normal drum kits hitched together, a
row of large cymbals, and behind him 2 enormous mili
tary drum kits at 45 degrees. Throughout Jeronimo’s set
there is apprehension about these two monstrous drums
— everyone is waiting to see how they’ll be used. Finally,
in the last number of the set the drummer, who has in
appropriately taken the name “Ringo”, breaks into a wild
solo. It goes for about ten minutes and he still hasn’t
used the two monsters. Then he does — and it’s a big
comedown — he’s all show, jumping in the air, aboutfacing, stamping his feet: he loses track of the music.
Chicken Shack comes on and play routine bluesrock, undistinguished despite the guitarist-singer’s at
tempts to liven things up with Freddy and the Dreamerstype leaps in mid-chord. But he too has a trick card, and
for his last number he plays it, walking around the stage
with his guitar on an extended lead. In back there is a
lacky playing it out like one of the R & R crews on
Bondi Beach.
So the guitarist goes and sits on the front of the
stage, still belting out freaky blues. Another lacky ap
pears in front of the stage with a huge footstool and the
guitarist rests his long legs on it, then stands on it, then
uses it to step down into the audience. Panic breaks out
as everyone stands on their seats to see him. Suddenly,
people are running from all over the circus to stand
near him. In the back the lifesaver plavs out more lead
and the guitarist starts walking through the crowd, his
face straining as he grasps at the knobs on his guitar to
push in a bit more reverb.
He sees an aisle cutting across the circus and makes
for this in an attempt to get across the crowd and back
on stage, but the reel man has hit a snag, and gives him
a warning tug. Back he comes, still straining to get more
reverb, walking backwards, hoping he’s making for the
stage.
The crowd is crazy by now, for the lighting man
was unprepared and there is no follow spot to pinpoint
this showmanship. So instead he flicks the houselights on
and off in a desperate attempt to give the event some sort
of visual counterpoint.
Finally, the guitarist makes it back to the stage, and
ends the set with a few more high jumps and bold
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whacks at the strings of his guitar. He loses his plectrum,
but that doesn’t matter — the German kids are wild for
Chicken Shack and anything goes. Finally, they finish on
a wild crescendo and leave the stage amid wild cries
for more.
The crowd relaxes. There is a break while Collo
seum sets up. The audience heads outside for a smoke.
Many had been smoking hash before the concert, but
that has worn off now. Instead they are high on Chicken
Shack, their bodies alive with vibrations from the earbending sounds, their excitement raised to its maximum
by the guitarist’s crazy gimmickry. No-one seems to
notice or care that he wasn’t a very good guitarist, or
that amid the heavy amplification the band played pretty
conventional blues sounds.
Back inside Colloseum has a heavy act to follow,
but they’ve got a few tricks in their bag. One is Dick
Heskell-Smith, looking like something out of a 50’s jazz
dive, a sort of Benny Goodman (bald and wearing horn
rims) with his pants tucked into Apache boots. Dick’s
groove is that he plays soprano and tenor sax — at the
same time.
So now the crowd sits back and listens to Colloseum’s jazz-rock, a sort of upbeat electric mainstream
that features some interesting solos by organ and guitar
as well as Heskell-Smith blowing hard on his two saxes.
But in back of all this John Hiseman is playing the
double drum kit that is now standard weaponry for
loud groups. It has been a drummers’ day, starting with
the bongos of Tyrannosaurus Rex, and the big drums of
Jeronimo. Even Chicken Shack gave their drummer a
solo burst at cymbals and skins. But as Colloseum
unwind it is obvious that John Hiseman is the drum king
of the day, effortlessly pumping away at the speedaction pedals on his bass drums, while his sticks glide
over the tom-toms and snares in a cooly confident crossarmed style.
Hiseman saves himself for the last number of the
set and then lets go, belting away intensively on one
drum, then the next, never losing the beat, for ten
minutes or more. The others have left the stage and he
is lit from below — red-blue-yellow-green — giving eerie
shadows to his frantic movements. He goes on and on,
building to a thumping crescendo, bouncing his sticks
and catching them without a hitch.
For the crowd this is the end, their minds are well
and truly blown. Weakened by the onslaught of Chicken
Shack, they have no resistance, and they rise to their
feet cheering Hiseman’s everv blow as if he were some
primitive druid exorcising spirits out of the skins.
The drummer ends exhausted, and so are the audi
ence. They walk out in the Munich streets weak at the
knees. Five hours is a long time to have your eardrums
vibrating — somehow your head doesn’t feel the same
anymore. There is that aural tremor ringing in your
ears and your vision is distorted. It is not easy to walk
or talk.
But some kids want more and head for Blow Up
where the German psychedelic group Amon Duul is
blasting away. Other head for the Drugstore for a coffee
while they come down. In the Schwabing the talk is of
the Stones and their German tour in September, and
next week it’s Herbie Mann! Th.ese kids dig Herbie
Mann? Actually, yes, but that’s another storv.
— A LB IE THOMS
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A PRODIGAL SON RETURNS
TO H IS VEGETAL MOTHER
by ROB SMYTH
One m ight be forgiven for thinking
that living in a mansion in Surrey would
have created in Ross Wilson a fondness
for venison and sauternes. On the
co n trary , he has returned from England
intent on prom oting m acrobiotics and
Zen. M acrobiotics (you’ll find it in
the dictionary as “the art or science of
prolonging life” ) could hardly be said
to smile upon the consum ption of
venison and wine, so i t ’s an u n attrac
tive prospect for anyone as self-indul
gent and cynical as myself.
Nonetheless, Ross patiently explained
the reasons for his firm belief in
m acrobiotic food. “I t ’s a really good
thing for everybody!” he said, and I
m ust adm it he doesn’t appear to have
suffered from it.
Ross was singer and song-writer for
the Party Machine before he went to
England, to join Procession. Brian
Peacock ‘phoned him from London
and asked him to come over, which he
subsequently did; he sang and “played
a bit of g uitar” .
Procession made little im pact in Eng
land, though they did manage to
secure an eight-week residency at the
M arquee, on Saturday nights. Ross
was disappointed by the group’s refusal
to move ahead.
“ Going to England was a waste of tim e,
musically, even though I was with
Procession. It was hard to swing them
over to w hat I was doing.
Brian

Peacock, Trevor Griffin and m yself got
on really well, bu t the others w eren’t
interested.”
Perhaps if Procession had been willing
to progress in the way Ross Wilson
wanted them to, their success would
have been m uch greater. Ross did
record w ith the group while in England,
but w e’re not likely to hear the results.
Ross looked back on the recording
with blunt honesty: T did a session
but it w asn’t released - it was really
b ad .”
I couldn’t induce Ross to be more
specific, bu t his contem pt for the music
scene here is apparent: “ Everything
is putting itself down h ere.” He was,
needless to say,
m uch m ore im 
pressed by some of the things he was
in England. He was astounded by Pink
F loyd’s stage act, wherein the Azimuth
C o-ordinator, operated by orgainst
Richard Wright, throw s the music to
any point in the hall; the fact th at the
music can be physically relocated in
this way gives an amazing feeling of
disem bodim ent, of detachm ent from
the m usicians.
I t ’s vastly different
when the sound comes only from speak
er banks directly behind the m usicians.
Ross also saw King Crim son, and found
them ' ‘really im pressive” .
His prim ary influence is Frank Zappa
(“We’re both interested in absurdities”),
so he also saw the M others w hen they
were in England.
While he was w ith Procession, Ross

MflCROBIOTICS:
a stomach revolution
for western man
by ROSS WILSON

Macrobiotics
(from
the
Greek,
Macro: Great; Biotic: Way of life) is
a practical solution to the individual
who wishes to be in harmony with all.
It is one product of the ancient Oriental
understanding, the philosophv of Zen,

Tend ency
P o s itio n :
S tru c tu re :
D ire c t:
C olor:
T e m p e ra tu re :
W e ig h t:
Taste :
B iological:

that there is a single princioal that gov
erns every facet of life, including eating
and drinking. According to this prin
ciple everything that exists in the Uni
verse can be placed in one of two
classifications: Yin (expansive) or Yang
(contractive) as shown in box.

YIN

YAN G

expansion
outw ard
space
ascen t
purple
cold
light
s w e e t, sour, hot
v e g e ta b le

co n tra c tio n
inw ard
tim e
descent
red
hot
heavy
salty, b itte r
anim al

Y in and Yang: tw o an tag o n istic y e t c o m p le m e n ta ry fo rc e s . Y in cons ta n tly changes to Yang and Yang to Yin. C hange is th e only c o n s tan t
th in g in th e u n iv e rs e .

lived in a m ansion at Reigate, in
Surrey. The grounds surrounding the
house covered two or three acres’ of
land, and the house itself was full of
antique furniture - including a grand
piano! It was tw enty-five miles from
London, so the group had all the seclu
sion they could have wished (Ross is,
at the m om ent, living in a quiet house
o ff Toorak R oad, in South Yarra).
Perhaps the m ost amazing thing about
the Surrey m ansion, th o u g h , was its
rent: twenty-five pounds a week! Be
fore going to Reigate, Procession had
been paying sixty pounds a week for a
place in London which was “now here
near as good.”
“ England’s m uch closer to everything,”
said Ross. “You can go over to A m er
ica for 300 D o llars- A ustralia’s all
right from some angles - E ngland’s a
very expensive place to live, if y o u ’re
no t making any m o n ey !”
Ross was im pressed in L ondon by
magazines like IT (International Times)
and Oz.
A pparently, O z’ sales are
heavy am ong the ‘p o p ’ buyers: “ The
same people who go to see Pink Floyd
are interested in O z.”
Brian Peacock’s visa expired and Ross
made plans to return on the assum ption
th at Brian was com ing back to A ustra
lia. More by accident than by design,
though, B rian’s visa was extended, so
Ross found him self back here while
Brian rem ained in England. Ross left
London in O ctober, and hitched back;
he landed in Darwin in Jan u a ry and
w orked up there for a while before
com ing dow n to M elbourne.
He has a num ber o f ideas, m ost co n 
cerned in some way or o th er w ith the
prom otion o f m acrobiotics. He has
been w riting for Spectrum and Co-

To realise true health and happiness
man should be the product of a balance
between these two forces (on the funda
mental level, through the food he eats).
Consider the following very obvious
but startling fact. Every single cell in
your body consists of the things you
have eaten. Each piece of skin, bone,
nerve and brain is the product of some
thing you ate quite recently. Eating and
drinking are the functions that allow
your body to live and to constantly re
new itself. Your very life depends upon
the nourishment you distribute through
your blood stream. The quality of your
life is dependent upon the quality of the
food you eat. If you eat good food your
cells will consist of good materials and
if you eat bad food your cells will be
bad. You will be unhealthy and un
happy. The Zen Macrobiotic concept for
life is that food and drink are funda
mental to health and happiness.
The beginning of a disease-free body
and clear mind is acceptance of the
truth that “You are what you eat”.
Proof of this truth is discovered in prac
tical application of Zen Macrobiotics by
YOU. It is only by practising what you
see preached here that you will truly
understand. Oriental philosophy believes
that there can be no theoretical discus
sions only practical ones. The scope of
Oriental philosophy is biological, physi
ological, social, economical and logical
and teaches the practical way to achieve
happiness. It prohibits the explanation
by any teacher of the deep significance
of the infinite universe and its order. The
student must discover this significance,
the path to happiness, himself.
In the context of Western civilization
this is a concept which is Revolutionary;
a concept which makes unnecessary
schools and professional education, the
makers of slaves and the slave mentality
which is clearly seen to be the cause of
all misery and unhappiness.
Happiness is the goal of all men and,
as defined thousands of years ago, by
Oriental sages, it is a state of being
determined by five factors:
1. A joyfulness resulting from a
healthy, productive and exciting long
evity.
2. Freedom from worry about money.
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pany Caine (Mike Rudd o f Spectrum
used to be a m em ber o f th e Party
M achine). Ross w rote the first verse of
his song, ‘Make Your Stash’, one of
the things which Spectrum are playing
at the m om ent:
Make your stash
Be careful when you do
They’ve got dogs
I hear th ey’re trained to smell
right through
Plastic bags
And things you think you do.
Ross d oesn’t write lyrics and set them
to music; nor does he get the music
down and then fit words into it: “ In
all my best stuff, lyrics and m elody
come at on ce.”
Thinking more o f music than o f m ush
room s, I asked Ross where his interests
w ould be now th at he is back in A ust
ralia.
“My major interest is food at the
m o m en t,” he replied, stirring a sauce
pan which contained onion, am ongst
various o th er things th at I failed to
recognize.
“I w ant to start a g ro u p ,” he co n 
tinued, “ but I ’ve got to get the right
people. I w ant to find people who are
open to the m acrobiotic ideas.
It
should be a band th at prom otes jo y ,
th at looks like i t ’s enjoying itself on
stage. I w ant the audience to feel th at
th e y ’re part o f w hat w e’re doing. The
name of the band has to be ‘Sons o f
the Vegetal M other’.”
At the m om ent, Ross plans to get to 
gether with Ross H annaford (Party
Machine guitarist, now w ith Q uinn)
and Procession’s Trevor G riffin, for
“A one-night special” , to be staged,
probably, at a M elbourne discotheque.

3. An instinctive capacity to avoid
the accidents and difficulties that could
cause premature death.
4. A loving realization of the order
that governs the infinite universe.
5. A deep comprehension of the fact
that one must be last in order to be
come first forever. This requires aban
donment of the goal of being the winner,
or first-in-line in any situation since the
attainment of this goal guarantees one’s
being last eventually. All through life,
business, politics, everything changes —
there is always a new winner. He who
has no fear of being last (humility),
therefore, knows a contentment that is
the essence of happiness.
In this short article, to attempt a de
tailed explanation of the Yin-Yang
philosophy of happiness would be fut
ile. To theorize is not enough for there
is no practical result — a happy life
that continually grows fuller should
actually be achieved.
Before swimming one must first enter
the water. If you are interested in the
Oriental philosophy that guarantees the
five elements of happiness outlined above
please try to find out more about the
Macrobiotic technique of feeding your
self. This may not be easy for although
an ancient philosophy, and one which
has been well established in Europe for
several decades and America for over 10
years, Australia’s isolation has prevented
introduction of this philosophy until
quite recently. It is probable that you
will hear more from me soon but until
then sources of information and litera
ture on the subject are:
1. Beggars Banquet Macrobiotic
Restaurant
Cnr. Evans and Mansfield Streets
Balmain. 2041
N.S.W.
2. Mr. T. Russell
C /o True Health Aids,
George Street
Sydney. N.S.W.
or myself:
3. Ross Wilson (Sons of the Vegetal
Mother)
17 William St.
South Yarra, Vic.
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It’s a bird. It’s a plane . . . It’s an
octet trusse! R. Buckmaster Fuller, in
his short 75 years as a passenger on
this planet, has brought forth so many
startlingly new and mind-expanding
ideas that no-one yet knows how to
classify him. Up until ten years ago, the
more conservative establishment were
quite smug in calling him, among other
things, a quack, a farce, and a crackpot
(as per Gallelio, Da Vinci, etc.). To
day, for Richard Buckminster Fuller,
the equation is closing. Now they are
coming to him. Fuller, whose university
career never went beyond mid-first year,
is famous for houses that fly, bath
rooms without water, for cars and maps
and way of living all bearing the mysterous label “Dymaxion” (meaning
maximum gain of advantage from mini
mal energy input), and for things called
“octet trusses”, for words like “syner
getics” and “tensegriety”, and a world
resources game called the World Game.
But he is best known for his revolution
ary break-through in structural architec
ture known as the Geodesic Dome.
The geodesic dome is built on a com
pression principle which uses no in
ternal supports and uses less structural
material to cover more space than any
other building ever devised. The dome
is extremely fast, easy, and inexpensive
to build. Non-English-speaking Eskimos
can put them together in matter of
hours out of color-coded components.
The day his company began erecting a
goedesic auditorium in Hawaii, Henry
J. Kaiser (Kaiser Steel) hopped a plane
from San Francisco to see the work in
progress. But by the time he got there,
the auditorium was finished and a con
cert was being held there that same
night.
Bucky (a nickname he prefers) sees
himself quite simply as a kind of tech-

nological avatar come for the liberation
of mankind. He says, “In 1927 I made
a bargain wiht myself that Id discover
the principles operative in the universe
and turn them over to my fellow man.”
The last 50 years he has spent doing
just that.
Recently, while on one of his many
lecture tours (he has clocked 3,000,000
miles in the last ten years), Fuller gave
a talk in Melbourne at Dallas Brooks
Hall. To some, the three hours barrage
of Fuller was a true test of their physical
and mental endurance. Yet, according to
the speaker, this spontaneous discourse
was only sufficient to cover a very small
segment of what needs to be considered.
He has been known to speak for 50
hours straight—just airing his thoughts;
The general outcome of any confronta
tion with this 5’3” ball of electrical
energy is to feel tremendously embar
rassed at your own gross lack of know
ledge. His inspiration make you want to
sit back and laugh, because with him
around there really could be nothing to
worry about. He’s a “she’ll be right”
man, but with reasons why.
At the University of Southern Illinois
a million dollar computer is being built
to co-ordinate world planning. It is a
comprehensive world resources game
whose goal is to assure a high standard
of living for every man, woman, and
child on the face of the “spaceship
earth”. A large football surface is de
signed to represent the world and each
“move” must ensure the most with the
least. It is called the World Game.
This world game is one of many
consoling Fuller visions. Up until this
time, man has erroneously complied to
the Malthus theory that there isn’t
enough to go around. Bucky has been
keeping his own private file of world re
sources, updating and revising it for the
last 50 years. He can now prove that
there IS enough to go around. Take the
fact that just 40 years ago only 1 per
cent of the world’s population had a
high standard of living, while today the
figure has risen to 44 per cent. This
increase has not been through an in
crease in world resources, but by more
efficient use of existing world resources,
“more with less” says Fuller. When this
more with less theory is fully applied,
every man in every country can live
comfortably, eat well( and enjoy life, the
story geos.
Buckminster Fuller is a man in a
hurry. But you can’t blame him for
being impatient. Audiences all over the
world clap thunderously after he finishes
his mammoth speeches. “I’m taking a
lot of your time,” Fuller says sometime
during the third hour. “But I don’t think
that man has much time.”

Name: Richard Buckminster Fuller (Bucky)
OCCUPATIONS: Architect, designer, futurist, poet engineer,
philosopher, mathematician, inventor, environmentalist,
scientist, cartographer, author, company manager, physicist
Mission: To end world poverty within 25 years by redesigning
the use of world resources
Age: 75
Achievements (in part): More than 500 design patents. Equip
ment for the more efficient use of resources (geodesic dome,
Dymaxion house, car, map bathroom) Floating city
Chronology: 1920-considered a crank and crackpot
1939-45 U.S. Govt, wakes up to Bucky because efficiency
becomes important in their war
1945-53 develops geodesic dome and world game
1953-70 Turns on thousands of people concerned about the
survival of their planet.

by Greg Quill
‘7 believe in the dignity of the
human race. Sometimes I wish I
could get up there in the sky and
look down and say: 'Hey, everybody,
you should see it all from up here. It’s
nothing like the newspapers say it
it.’ It’s as though / have the power
to help . . .”
Marian Henderson — a tall, proud
woman. An aloof kind of beauty and a
soft voice, almost a whisper. Years of
struggling for her own freedom have
given her the wisdom of a much older
person, a sad kind of wisdom that she
fears will someday overcome her child
like vision of the universe.
“I’ve always tried to see things
through the eyes of children. They per
ceive everything emotionally and in
simple terms. When bitterness and cyni
cism start crowding me out the only way
I can get any sense out of the world is
to surround myself with young people.
Right now I’m teaching art to very small
children in the city. They’re tough —
their lives aren’t all that easy — but
they have hope and energy. Just being
with them gives me something to believe
in. Kids and music are the only things
I’ve ever been close to . .
With the release of her album
“Cameo”, Marian has at last begun to
fulfill some of the predictions people
were making about her five years ago.
The album is a landmark in the history
of the Australian recording industry.
Marketed by Astor and distributed in
ternationally by the American company
MCA, it’s the first Australian-produced
album to be sold in over 50 countries
throughout the world. A cause to cele
brate.
And the event was accompanied by
even more promotional hosuc pocus than
usual. Press releases, receptions, inter
views — to most people in the business
the gushing PR roundabout is an ac
cepted necessity. But to Marian it was
another world — superficial, dehuman
ising.
“If I’d known I’d have to go through
all that, I’d never have done the re
cord. I wish someone had told me what
to expect . . .”
She has earned her freedom. She sur
rounds herself with the symbols of it —
a small house which she has renovated
herself, wall hanging of brilliantly col
ored hand-printed and dyed fabrics,
paintings, half a dozen instruments
standing in corners, antique and primi
tive woodcarvings, strange, hazy photo
graphs of a past she rarely talks about,
an overgrown garden (she doesn’t like
cutting things down), and her three year
old son Ben, in whom she sees a llth e
innocence and mystery of the world.
“Ben stops me from being as singleminded as I might have been. That’s

only natural — he’s a responsibility and
I can’t afford to be selfish where he’s
concerned. He’s my saving grace — I
don’t need anything else. He’s the living
proof that the human race can survive.
When all the wars are won and lost
we’ll all get back to basics — and pro
ducing human beings is the only thing
that’s sure. It’s all we know . ..”
Her child, her garden, her album —
it’s all a far cry from the folk dives she
knew a few years back. Small, candle
lit rooms, wooden benches, bad coffee...
But that’s her story.
“In the early sixties I was playing
piano in a rock band in Melbourne. I
don’t think we were very good, but we
had a ball. I was only 18. I had to
sing one night when our vocalist didn’t
turn up. That was the first time. Later
I became interested in jazz and did some
big band work. Then the folk boom hit.
I’d just started learning guitar and I was
labelled a folksinger. I’ve alwavs resent
ed that tag — I’ve gone out of my way
to tell people I don’t want to be called
that . .
The folk revival of the sixties was
never more than a giant hvpe — a
bubble blown into unreal proportion by
opportunists pandering to the kind of
misguided public sentiment that some
how equated dressed up ethnic (THE
word) ballads with mild social protst.
It distorted folk music and gave status
to amateurs. Far from being progressive,
it wallowed in old-time sentimentality
and turned out to be little more than a
comfortable diversion for the ivy league
set. Anyone who’d bothered to learn
three basic chords on a nylon-stringed
guitar could be a folksinger — even the
ones who didn’t want to be.
But the bubble burst, music got back
to rock and the folksingers vanished. It
was passe. The boom had given Marian
a glimpse of a worthwhile future in
music. Now it threatened to send her
back into obscurity.
“I was lucky in a way. There was
such a reaction against the folky thing
that it was hard for a lot of us to keep
on working. A few well-known folksingers packed up and went to England
where the scene was still pretty steady.
Others just gave up or traded their nylon
string guitars for solid body electric
ones. I was still being offered jobs here
and there — occasional concerts and
some television work — but it was im
possible to support myself on singing
alone.
“About that time I became very dis
illusioned with music. Periodically I start
doubting that I’m good enough to keep
it up. I’ve never been sure of myself
as a singer — no-one’s ever given me
any kind of constructive criticism, so I
have to rely for the most part on in
stinct. Anyway, I started working in
fabric design, at first for mv own bene
fit and then for money. That was all

I
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before dyeing and printing became fash
ionable. I even had an exhibition in the
Lasalle Galleries in Sydney. It was satis
fying for a while but the urge to get back
to singing was too strong. It’s always
like that. Music alone has never been
enough for me. I’ve found that if you
don’t live in yourself your music dies
too.”

Regular work was offered at the Pact
folk place in Sydney, one of the few
successful commercial clubs that still
clung to the old folky image. But that
wasn’t enough for her.
“I didn’t want that any more. It
seemed pointless to go on pretending to
be a folksinger when the whole thing
had died years before. The music I was

mostly influenced by was far removed
from anything vaguely resembling folk.
Sounds impressed me — jazz musos like
Stan Kenton and Miles Davis. What they
did with their instruments I wanted
to do with my voice. It was abstract,
experimental. John Sangster’s material,
for example is jiist so progressive that
you realise how ridiculous it is to go on
singing the same old stuff in the same
old way. It was freedom. I started get
ting behind the notes I sang — feeling
the songs, painting pictures with
them . . .”
“When I decided to get back to sing
ing my whole outlook had changed —
everything. It didn’t occur to me that
the people I was playing to still wanted
the Marian Henderson of two or three,
years back. They just couldn’t accept
the changes I’d gone through. You
know, I’d become much more aware of
poetry and the quality of lyrics — Leo
nard Cohen, Laura Nyro, Joni Mitchell.
Their songs are about NOW, they’re
what people are now. The human race
in 1970. Music is always about people
— that’s why it’s important to me I
suppose . .
And now she’s at the crossroads.
“Cameo” has forced her to make a de
cision that she hoped she’d never have
to face.
“I’m floating right now — I have been
for some time. I’m secure — I have just
about everything I ever wanted. But now
that I have an album people have
started expecting more from me than I
ever wanted to give. I’m going to have
to make up my mind very soon whether
or not to devote myself completely to
music — to pop music and everything
that goes with it. That means giving up
most of what I’ve worked for all these
years. The worst thing is that I’ve
already had a taste of the kind of free
dom that world has to offer. It’s very
tempting. If I can make the transition
without losing any of my own integrity,
that’s fine. But I’ve seen it happen to
other people and it frightens me in a
way. I’ve always resisted bonds — that’s
what makes it hard.
“You see, in the past my music’s been
an act of giving. I wouldn’t know how
to handle it if singing was required of
me. And I’ve never thought of myself as

more than just a person — just another
cog in the wheel. I’d hate to be built
up into something I’m not, into an
image. There’s a purpose in every song
I sing — it’s a way of trying to get
people to think, I guess. I wish people
confined by society’s restrictions could
look down on the world and see it in
some kind of perspective; reject all the
material things that don’t really matter,
that only confuse the real issues and
start helping each other. Not that I have
any special vision of the world.
“But I couldn’t do that if I wasn’t just
part of the great mass of humanity.
That’s what I mean about integrity. I’m
scared of losing those things I have in
common with every other person on
earth who’s just trying to get on. You
can’t compromise about a thing like
that.
“When I was 13 I lived in a mining
town. I had an uncle who thought
miners were socially inferior people. 1
went to school with miner’s kids — they
didn’t like me at first because I spoke
too well, and my clothes were better
than theirs. But I competed with them
on their own grounds and eventually
they accepted me. I lived among them,
shared their problems, thought the way
they did. I was one of them. My uncle
disapproved of this. He knocked strikes.
He was one of those people who think
that strikes have no purpose whatever. I
remember arguing with him for hours.
The whole thing was — I understood
them and he didn’t. I said to him ‘How
do you know what they’re like?’ That
was my first political discussion and I
think every problem in the world can
be brought down to that basic level —
knowing about other people, taking time
to think about their lives and beliefs.
“And it may be a dated way of
putting it, but the only answer is to
develop what culture humanity has left
— and music is about all we have in
common. I made a trip to New Guinea
once and sang mostly to natives. Now,
they didn’t have a clue what I was sing
ing about, but the music alone was
enough to establish communication.
They clapped and danced — and I
realised that in fact that was all music
was. It was speaking and understand
ing------ ”

AN OUTSTANDING ALBUM BY
AUSTRALIA'S QUEEN OF FOLK.
Featuring:
Doug Ashdown and
John Jackson on guitars
Ed Gaston on bass.
Musical Director:
Laurie Lewis.
Produced by:
Jimmy Stewart and
A llan Freeman.
TRACKS:
Antique Annie's
Magic Lantern Show
Miss Otis Regrets
Stranger Song
Lady of C arlisle
Fotheringay
Streets of Forbes
First Boy I Loved
Country Girl
Guess Who I Saw Today
Bald Mountain
Convict Maid
Sprig of Thyme

[accords.
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About the beginning of the May vacation the editor
of honi soit was opening mail in his office. He ran a
paper-knife through a large brown envelope and ex
tracted its contents. No cover-note was enclosed . . .
the documents spoke for themselves.
The importance of the documents lay in the fact that
they provided the first incontrovertible evidence that the
Public Service Board calls on the Australian Security
Intelligence Organisation (ASIO) to screen prospective
public servants.
Honi soit decided to publish these important docu
ments in the first edition of the Trinity Term, on Thurs
day June fourth.
,
Photostat copies of the documents were forwarded
to Senator John Wheeldon, an A.L.P. Senator for West
ern Australia, who promised to raise the matter in the
Federal Senate’s Adjournment Debate on Wednesday,
June third . . . the idea being that once he had tabled
the documents in the House it would be possible to
reproduce the documents without breaching too many
laws.
The Documents:
The documents comprised a complete file on the
1965 application by Hall Greenland for an administra
tive traineeship with the Commonwealth Public Service.
(Hall Greenland today has the reputation of being
one of Australia’s foremost radicals. Just recently he
was the central figure of the occupation at Sydney Uni
versity which had been sparked off by the University’s
decision not to admit Victoria Lee. As a result of Hall’s
role in the occupation he has been expelled from Sydney
University for at least a year.)
Greenland made his bid to join the ranks of the
Commonwealth Public Service in December 1965. At
the time he had just graduated from Sydney University
with an arts honors degree and was in need of a job.
During his undergraduate years he had been very active
in student politics and among other things had been
President of the campus A.L.P. Culb, S.R.C. Education
Officer and had worked on honi soit in several capacities.
— Greenland boiled along to the Commonwealth
Public Service building Sydney and filed an application
for an administrative traineeship. At his interview he
made a full frank disclosure of his political views and
activities on campus . . . he even confessed to being a
Marxist.
He was interviewed by Mr. Bill Harris, a Training
Officer at the Public Service Inspector’s Office, who
later made out a most favourable preliminary interview
report.
The report said “Perhaps more than any other
applicant I have interviewed, Mr. Greenland is a signi
ficant person. He has charm and enthusiasm and would
be a central figure in most situations”. Mr. Harris went
on to detail Hall Greenland’s political activities at
Sydney University . . . including the fact that he was
a self-confessed Marxist.
However in all fairness to the interviewing officer
he went to considerable pains to minimise the importance
of Greenland’s politics. The report concluded with the
sentiment that “. . . his radicalism is a little conventional
and may be more of a role than a conviction. He has
charm and intelligence and enthusiasm and would in my
opinion be a refreshing addition to the training group”.
The preliminary interview report was then for
warded to the higher powers and the following appears to
have transpired:
1. The Public Service Inspector’s Office requested a quick
check from ASIO on Hall Greenland. (Whether the
Public Service Board requests security checks from ASIO
as a matter of general policy can only be speculated
upon).
2. In response to the request, faithful ASIO dug out a
file on Greenland and came forward to say that he was

“unfavorably known” to it (ASIO).
3. Mr. Milne, Secretary to the Public Service Board, was
apprised of the ASIO file and decided to quash any
chances of Greenland entering the Commonwealth Public
Service.
4. Accordingly Mr. Milne made out a minute to Mr.
Meyer of the Recruitment Department. (Mr. Meyer is
a psychologist and an ex-Director of Naval Psvchology).
The minute instructed Mr. Meyer that Mr. Milne would
be pleased if no action would be taken to offer Hall
Greenland employment. (Mr. Leo Lisle, a junior train
ing officer, was now handling the case as a matter of
course).
5. Mr. Hall Greenland was later informed by (a most
regretful) Mr. Harris that there was no position vacant.
Although Hall suspected that his application had
been rejected because of his left-wing political views, he
was unable to discover the exact reasons for rejection.
When questioned on the possibility of an adverse security
file Harris became embarrassed.
Greenland returned to Sydney University and took
up the editorship of honi soit for 1966. His honi soits
were very left-wing and may be viewed as an important
cause behind *the radicalisation of Sydney University’s
undergraduate population (e.g. the publicity he gave
for President Johnson’s visit to Australia was largely
responsible for the huge demonstrations which erupted in
Sydney at the time).
Senator Wheeldon gets to his feet<
At about 12.30 a.m. Thursday, June 4th, Senator
John Wheeldon rose to his feet during the Adjournment
Debate and exposed the whole sinister affair. His speech
caught the Government Senators completely unawares
and left them with jaws agape.
Warming to the unfairness of the case, Senator
Wheeldon said that the matters raised in consideration of
Greenland’s application seemed to him to raise matters
no employer should raise, least of all the Commonwealth.
“Is there any wonder there is a disrespect for the
law — established institutions when it is clear that vio
lence is being done to people because of opinions they
hold”.
“To deprive a man of his livelihood because of his
political opinions is to do violence to him.
“What has been done to Mr. Greenland is an in
stance of violence.
“This is the violence of the State preventing him
carrying out an occupation to which, on his academic
and other accomplishments, he is entitled — prevented
because of the political opinions he holds.
“As long as this continues, Australians cannot claim
that Australia is a democratic society”.
The Government was so startled by the revelations
that it did not think to prevent Senator Wheeldon from
tabling the documents.
The Minister for Works (Senator Wright) repres
enting the Attorney-General, Mr. Hughes, said Senator
Wheeldon’s allegations would be “noted and considered”.
Within minutes of Wheeldon’s address a contact in
Canberra telephoned our offices and we knew we could
start rolling the presses.
A FEW NOTES:
1. To what extent does the Public Service Board
call on ASIO to screen public servants? Does it just do
so when national security and important official secrets
are involved or does it do so as a matter of general
policy?
2. Is the Public Service Board continuing its policy
of political discrimination against radicals joining the
Public Service?
3. Does this policy of political discrimination against
radicals spill over into other areas of the Public Service
Board’s operations, e.g. in regard to promotion?
4. Why in a Public Service which boasts of the
rights of its members to political freedom was there no

place for a radical such as Hall Greenland?
5. What are the criteria for being favorably known
to ASIO? To what extent can one dissent from Govern
ment policies without being designated as “unfavorably
known”?
6. Does the Public Service Board slavishly accept
ASIO’s recommendations?
7. To what extent can the Commonwealth Public
Service be regarded as politically neutral? It is funda
mental that the Service be independent and politically
neutral so that it may serve any government which comes
to power. Now ASIO is an organisation which is respon
sible solely to the Prime Minister, and it is fair to
assume that he can dictate the criteria for being “favor
ably known” to ASIO. If ASIO security checks are being
used to influence recruitment and promotion then the
myth of neutrality is shattered completely.
.8 Is the Public Service Board applving the appro
priate criteria when it comes to consider s.34 of the
Public Service Act? (This section states that a person
cannot become an officer of the Service unless the Board
regards him as a fit and proper person.)
9. Is it not true to say that anyone thinking of
entering the pay of the Government should watch what
he says and does before he actually lodges an applica
tion? . . . the thought of remaining muzzled, less thoughtdreams provoke an adverse security file is not a pleasant
one.
A F TE R M A TH :
Thirty minutes after Senator Wheeldon had shat
tered the Government’s cool, four men entered the
closed Public Service Building and proceeded to search
for the missing documents. The search for the documents
went on for several days and continued long after the
editor of honi soit announced to the press that he was in
possession of the original documents . . . had the powersthat-be accepted his word numerous people would have
been saved the considerable time and energy expended
in the search,
On Thursday June 4th, any public servant who had
even seen a personnel file was made to sign an affadavit.
In addition numerous civil servants were grilled for clues
as to “the leak”. It is understood that work practically
came to a standstill while Public Service Board officers
shoved affadavits under public servants’ noses, grilled
all and sundry and turned the building upside down.
Back at the honi soit office we all awaited the
arrival of the Commonwealth Police who would no doubt
demand the return of Commonwealth property, i.e. the
documents. It had been made quite clear on the date
of publication that honi had no intention of hanging
onto the documents and would gladly return them . . .
now that it had photographed and reproduced them.
The following Monday (June 7th) the Common
wealth Police had still not arrived. Thus the editor
adopted the expedient of mailing the documents back to
the Secretary of the Public Service Board together with
a note which read:
“Dear Mr. Milne,
Enclosed please find documents which were
posted to me inadvertently (presumably).
Entrusting them to your care,
Yours, e tc ”
Meanwhile the Council of Commonwealth Public
Service Organisations was calling for a full inquiry into
ASIO’s screening prospective public servants. Mr.
Munro, the Council’s Federal Secretary, announced thta
he was going to list the matter for exhaustive discussion
at the next meeting of the Federal Executive in July. It
would appear that the Council which represents more
than 100,000 Commonwealth Public Servants in 77
unions is going to come to grips with the collusion which
exists between the Public Service Board and ASIO.
by M EL BLOOM — Editor honi soit
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DIONYSUS’

Atm osphere, wine and fine food at a reasonable
price.
Wine Bar downstairs, R estaurant upstairs.
Australian wines by the glass, caratte or bottle.
43 Glen St., Milsons Point, Sydney.
For reservations 92 0989.

JO IN THE
REVOLUTION!

Sirs,
I wish to have TWELVE issues of REVOLUTION mailed to
my door as from the August issue. I enclose $4.80 for this
service.

cut out this coupon &
return it together with a
cheque/postal note/money
order/irrevocable letter of
credit to:
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REVOLUTION,

STATE.............................U N I./ TECH......................................

27 DRUM M OND S r .,
CARLTON, 3053
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The Beatles
LET IT BE
(Apple PCSO 7096/ EMI)
Inevitable, the breaking up of the
Beatles has been the signal for count
less ‘critics’ to cut loose on them. Len
non and McCartney were revered as
song writers for the greater part of the
’sixties; they were always exposed, but
almost never criticised. Because it was
the Beatles, perhaps, they were able to
pass off a number of insignificant re
cords as major works.
Until the release of Sgt. Pepper’s, the
Beatles charisma extended no further
than the fans, the kids who grew up
with John Lennon as their unwitting
spiritual leader. With Sgt. Pepper’s,
though, the academics were drawn in;
the Beatles became something else again
— a ‘serious’ band of musicians. And so
they were, with the exception of the
slow, anachronistic figure behind the
drums; John, Paul and George had each
set foot upon different paths. Sgt. Pep

per’s is the most over-rated recording of
the ‘pop’ era; it was never much more
than facile, though it contained two
songs which made it, ‘Fixing A Hole’
and ‘A Day In The Life’. This estab
lished the pattern; the Beatles’ subse
quent records all contained one or two
really fine things and a great many in
different pieces. The lowest they got
was the double-album, The Beatles, in
which they had to resort to a series of
parodies; with this record, the Beatles
finally gave up their identity as a group,
and became a glass in which the music
of the ’fifties and ’sixties was reflected.
The double-album raised a few doubt
ful heads, but finally it got bv without
any serious criticism. Abbey Road was
the last thing before Let It Be; it fell

down in the same way that the records
before it had. Perhaps the division which
arose between John Lennon and Paul
McCartney was responsible. McCartney
stated recently that he was well aware
of the effect that this divisiveness had on
the Beatles’ music. The fact that all
three of the ‘creative’ members of the
Beatles should have virtually abandoned
the group for their individual projects
just before the end, sums it up. The
Beatles simply didn’t have the interest
to seek perfection in the studio. This
can further be seen in their decision to
let Phil Spector work on Let It Be.
There’s no doubt that it was a mis
take to let Spector ‘reproduce’ the LP;
he was never more than an ordinary
arranger, and his lapses of taste here are
at times near-distastrous. I have the feel
ing that ‘River Deep, Mountain High’
attained its impact in spite of Spector
rather than because of him. Thankfully,
though, he doesn’t intrude too much into
Let it Be.
Let It Be is, as ever, a mixture of
good and bad things, but for several
reasons it’s the best Beatles LP outside
Magical Mystery Tour (released as an
LP only in the United States). It has an
atmosphere which is pretty well main^
tained throughout, and only two tracks
(‘For You Blue’ and ‘Get Back’) have
nothing at all to commend them.
Paul McCartney’s two ballads, ‘Let
It Be’ and ‘The Long And Winding
Road’ are perfect examples of the way
he writes best. ‘Let It Be’ was played
constantly on radio, and yet it doesn’t
sound at all tired on the LP. This is a
different recording, and if anything it’s
better than the ‘single’.
This is not the most memorable mel
ody Paul has written (‘The Long And
Winding Road’ is); it’s the performance
rather than the song which makes it so
elevating. ‘The Long And Winding
Road’ is even better: Paul’s vocal is sus
pended over some really fine words:
The wild and windy night
That the rain washed away . . .
Spector’s worst crimes are committed
on this track; apparently, Paul was
against Spector’s involvement, so per
haps he’ll record it again. The song is
certainly worth the trouble.
Aparts from these two songs, though
Let It Be is very much John’s album.
The first thing on the record is his un
mistakable voice, declaiming, ‘I Dig A
Pygmy’, by Charles Hawtrey and the
Deaf Aids: Phase One, in which Doris
gets her oats!” The song which follows,
Two Of Us’, is whimsy, charming in the
best sense. It’s sentimental, deliberately
dated, and great. At their best, the Bea
tles have always been able to exactly re
cord common-place things as they are.
Somehow this song does that.
You and me wearing raincoats,
Standing solo in the sun;
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Gene Clark with Gosdin
Brothers
The Fantastic Expedition of
Dillard and Clark
Through the Morning, Through
the Night.
Three L.P’s, not released in
Australia, featuring Gene Clark.
I’ve been drunk and I’ve been driven
Ever since 1 left my mother’s home
1 don’t know the reason why
But I can’t leave them no-good
women alone
(ROBERT JOHNSON)
Gene Clark is one of the great enig
mas of American music. Enigmatic, in
fact, as the great Robert Johnson, to
whom he is, in so many respects, a white
counterpart.
Retaining always but a tenuous grip
on the language, yet coming up with
extraordinarily rich images and meta
phors, Clark is the most original musi
cian to have been thrown up by the
country rock revival. Like those of
Johnson, his songs are filled with lone
liness and despair, nad are interwoven
with an extraordinary insight into the
intricacies of the relationship between
men and women. These themes domi
nated the songs he wrote during his two
years with the Byrds, but it was only
after his break with them in 1966 that
he brought them to complete fruition.
His first LP away from the Byrds was
in some respects an incomplete one.
With the exception of a couple of songs,
everything seemed to be cut short and
underdeveloped. And, although there is
an increasing lyrical sophistication there
is also an increasing lyrical obscurity.
This takes over in the track “Echoes”.
But more important, Clark experi
enced difficulty in finding a suitable
musical vehicle for his songs. He re
turned to the sort of music he had
written for the Byrds in early ’65, and
which can be heard on the album Preflyte. This was a sort of Beatle influen
ced folk style which was simple and tight
but constricting.
Its effect was to lessen the impact of
his lyrics — and this is the main failing
of his first LP. One song, “The Same
One”, which had a freer melody, gave
complete reign to the lyrics which are,
in themselves, almost a summary of
Clark’s pre-occupations:
I walk by your window
I thought that maybe you’d see me
knowing there would be changes
The things we planned just yesterday
Is this the way it was to be
Was it only something that we
Had to say
Last night I remember
You looked as though you really
cared
Today, not the same one
You had another face prepared.
The magic of those things we’d seen
Vanished with the words we were
Supposed to meanf
I call out your name
Maybe it’s true that you don’t know
me
Could this be the same one
Two of us getting nowhere,
Chasing paper
On our way back home . . .
“Dig A Pony’ is a song only John
Lennon could have written; he sings in
his ‘Sexy Sadie’ voice:
I feel the wind glove;
You can idicate everything you see ...
‘Dig A Pony’ really works, because
John’s voice is so good. He is able to
put infinitely more depth of light and
shade (the name for it at the moment is
‘light-heavy’) into his songs than most
of today’s rock vocalists can. For me,
John’s voice has always been the best
thing about the Beatles.
‘Across The Universe’ is next. This is
the best thing on the LP, and one of the
best things John has done. He lavers
words, to mesmeric effect, within a drif
ting melody; he sings with disarming
softness, in a voice that really does
radiate peace. When John tires of inter
course noises and comes to record a solo
album of his own music, I hope this
kind of thing will fill it. The words are
significant in that they show that John,
like Paul, clings to certain things for
‘comfort’. It’s hard to reconcile the re
peated chorus “Nothing’s gonna change
my world” ) with John’s absurdist philo
sophy. But that’s hardly relevant in the
context of this record: simply. ‘Across
The Universe’ is an outstanding and un
usual song, an indication of John’s rare
talent.
George Harrison’s ‘I Me Mine’ starts
nicely, but the change doesn’t work.
George’s much admired songs on Abbey

Who had so much to wish to show
me.
Despite its faults, the first LP is of
more than just historical interest. Clark’s
expressive voice manages to transcend,
in many cases, the limitations of the
songs themselves.
As well, Byrds, Chris Hillman on
bass, and Michael Clarke on drums, play
better than they ever had before.
It was three years before Clark was
once again to commit himself to record.
In the meantime he had developed a
closer control over his lyrics, and had
at the same time moved towards a
musical form — more in harmony with
the songs he was writing.
The musical form was American
country music, and this was the basis for
Clarke’s association with bluegrass
picker Doug Dillard. The fruit of this
association was “The Fantastic Expedi
tion of Dillard and Clark”. In this album
Clark assimilated into his songs the
traditions of country music to create a
rock classic. The easy flowing melodies
which the country gave forth, especially
through Bernie Leadon were ideally
suited to Clark’s songs. The first Dillard
and Clark LP has none of the strained
quality which impaired Clark’s solo LP.
Furthermore, the clean sounds of
banjo, mandolin and dobro, gave full
scope to Clark’s voice and to his lyrics.
Impotence and guilt are once again
the dominant themes and the images are
more powerful than ever before:
I have fallen through dark nights it
seems
with the tunes that I have lied
And I have watched your thoughts
stray into dreams
When you’re not satisfied.

As well, there is a more general sense
of confusion:
I lost ten points just for being
A t the right place at exactly the wrong
time
1 looked right at the facts there
But I may as well have been
blind.
( Train Leaves Here this Morning)
Country themes, as such, play little
part. Clark steers well clear of the sort
of cliches the country music usually
seems to inspire.
Only in “Something’s Wrong” is the
countryside specifically referred to. Here
it is the backdrop for a song built on
the themes of regret and the longing for
a return to childhood innocence:
Hours of joy when I was just a boy
And never wrong I knew
Kites of red would fly above my head
A nd birds would sign their song.
Now, something’s wrong
Where the sure-wood used to be
Me on brambles now I can see.
Fields of corn on early summer
mornings
Or late afternoon
Anytime there was a place to find
Where life seemed not so soon.
How, all too soon
Is this where I used to be
Still remembering what is me.
And I won’t even try
To find a reason why
1 must live here just to die.
The Fantastic Expedition is credited
as a joint effort between Dillard and
Clark. But despite this it is almost en
tirely Clark’s record, the product of
three years gestation.
Coming after the Fantastic Expedi
tion, the second Dillard and Clark album
is something of a cultural shock. It
stands in similar relation to Clark’s pre
vious work as The Sweetheart of the

doug dillard

Rodeo did to the Byrds and Nashville
Skyline did to Dylan.
Whereas on The Fantastic Expedition,
the music is servant to the songs, on
Through the Morning, Through the
Night, the reverse is the case. Even
Clark’s voice sounds different as he
adapts to the blander tones of the Nash
ville style. But like both Dylan and the
Byrds, he manages to get away with
treading near the brink of disaster.
The most disturbing feature of the
record is that Clark has had to make
substantial concessions to other mem
bers of the band. It is not surprising
that he left them soon after the release
of this LP.
Doug Dillard features in a traditional
gospel, “I Bowed My Head And Cried
Holy”, in the hillbilly style “Roll In
My Sweet Baby’s Arms” and in a sur
prisingly good interpretation of the
Beatles’ “Don’t Let Me Down”. Donna
Washburn, a new addition to the group
sings the standard “Rocky Top”. And
three other songs were composed out
side the group.
Clark wrote only four songs, and he
has given these far more traditional
melodies than his songs on “The Fan
tastic Expedition. His lyrics are simpler
and less potent than those of previous
songs, but in “Polly” he comes up with
a more complex verse:
Dreams cover much time
Still they leave blind the will to begin
I searched for you there
And now look for you from within.
Only in “The Comer Street Bar” are
his pre-occupations developed further
than before. Here bitterness and cyni
cism about finding a real solution to the
problem of loneliness is disguised under
a jaunty vaudeville tune. The song is
the story of a casual pick-up but in
volves a far more profound psychology
than it’s sound at first reveals:
We go back to the bar
For another drink more
And maybe we will see
That we were meant to be.
One of the most remarkable features
of the album is Clark’s achievement ill
interpreting an old Everly Brothers song
so that it comes to express the central
theme of all Clark’s writing — Man’s
helplessness in his attempt to control
his relationships:
It breaks my heart to see us part
So sad to watch good love go bad
(So Sad)
Although the LP is not entirely satis
factory in the light of what Gene Clark
is capable of, it has a unity which is pro
vided by the musical form. This redeems
its weaker moments.
It is not likely to drag Clark, whose
debauched and miserable life is more
familiar than his music, from obscurity.
But it is a positive achievement in his
fragmentary spells of artistic inspiration.
by ROBERT KING

Road were two of the worst things re
leased by the Beatles: his two songs on
Let It Be are little better. His lyrics
don’t bear repeating.
‘I’ve Got A Feeling’, which opens
side two, makes use of a great guitar
riff; John and Paul shout along, Bandstyle, through the early part of the song.
At the end Paul sings the original verse
while John sings his own lyric:
Everybody had a hard year,
Everybord had a good time;
Everybody had a wet dream,
Everybody saw the sun shine.
‘I’ve Got A Feeling’ is the modern
rock song; ‘One After 909’ is yet rock
roots — it actually sounds good, though
I suspect only because it’s John and
Paul who are singing it. ‘The Long And
Winding Road’ follows. I don’t play the
final two tracks except in sombre mo
ments of cruel self-chastisement. ‘For
You Blue’ is funny, I suppose, for
John’s incredibly stilted bottleneck, but
the whole thing is so insipid as to be
painful. ‘Get Back’ is the most embar
rassingly bad song the Beatles ever put
down; self-mockery though it may be, it
is humilitating.
I didn’t mention the two short tracks,
‘Dig It’ and ‘Maggie Mae’; neither is
particularly amazing, though John man
ages to sound very like Mick Jagger on
‘Dig It’.
It’s a good album; much of the criti
cism levelled at the Beatles at this late
stage is just ridiculous. Their worst
errors were committed before Let It Be.
The packaging of the LP has been

critized also. God know why. Obviously,
the book is valuable only as a collection
of photographs; but some of the photo
graphs are great. There are two shots
of John Lennon, towards the end of the
book, which reveal his whole character
without the need for a single written
word. And the text includes at least one
significant passage:
Paul/ When we get together, we just
seem to talk about the past.
George/ Well, the Beatles have been
in the doldrums for about a year.
Paul/ It’s silly for us at this point to
crack up
— ROB SM YTH

THE WORLD OF HARRY
PARTCH
(Columbia import MS 7207)

Harry Partch is an American musi
cian in his late fifties or early sixties.
Forty years ago he decided that there
was no such thing as an American
music, that all the music created in
America was based on European classi
cal development, on European instru
ments. He began to discard every
known musical instrument and formula
in search for that original American
music.
He began to build his own instru
ments. Cloud-Chamber Bowls are glass
bowls which hang from the ceiling and
are struck. Spoils Of War is made of
ammunition shell and things.
As his self-created orchestra grew he
also drew around him a band of de
votees who carried out his ideas and
played his instruments.
He even had to develop a new musi
cal scale.
This album is in a series called Music
Of Our Times and presents his more
important works. The resulting sound is
not remarkably startling in newness but
is none-the-less fascinating. Under
standably it’s a very percussive sound,
not unlike a lot of Eastern music.
Of the three works presented “Barstow” is the most interesting, and most
American, only due to the vocal work.
It is the only vocal piece.
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Early in his years Partch was a hobo,
an American infliction. On “Barstow”
he takes eight hitchhiker inscriptions
from a highway railing at Barstow, Cali
fornia. He numbers them one to eight
and then reads each in turn, representing
each musically. When he’s gone through
the eight one after the other, he com
bines the inscription and their themes
and turns them into a related tale, tell
ing of the despair, the hopelessness and
the humor of the hitchhiker.
It’s a pity that after all these years,
and all this effort, Partch has not
achieved his goal (he might disagree of
course) but his creations are wonder
fully original, and very very listenable.
It isn’t a burden as much ‘serious’ music
becomes.
— ED N IM M ERVO LL

successful his collaboration with the
Youngbloods and Cream was. He must
have been disappointed to see Earth
Music virtually overlooked, when in fact
it is one of the best American albums
ever released. Further, Cream’s studiorecorded Wheels Of Fire was generally
declared inferior to the ‘live’ recording,
a monumental misfake on the part of
critics like Rolling Stone’s Jann Wenner.
In any case, Felix Pappalardi came to
producing Leslie West, and was so im
pressed by West that he decided to join
the band. Apparently, they had prob
lems in the studio. Pappalardi said
simply, “We weren’t a band.”
The album was not well enough re
hearsed, according to Leslie West, but
really it falls down because the songs
are inferior. It all sounds too much the
same, and suffers from indifferent lyrics.
Gail Collins, who wrote some fine lyrics
for Cream, has failed to progress beyond
the images she used two years ago.
But there could be better things on
the way. Pappalardi is to take a greater
part in the second LP; if he allows Leslie
West to be Leslie West instead of twothirds of Cream, the band could become
a force. The first album shows that it’s
there but drowns its potential in an
other group’s style; I’ll be surprised if
the second album isn’t something con
siderably better.
— ROB SM Y T H

ever heard, using lots of rhythm with
tambourine and strange drum combin
ations along with harpsichord, strong
bass, tuba, all in unusual combination.
It seems exactly like a voodoo ceremony
out in the backwaters of New Orleans.
But with the second album Dr. John
lost a lot of that feel. He reduced the
instrumentation to become a style for
his words to work in, now all intelligible.
The title track
‘Babylon’ relates
America’s current plight in terms of that
fallen city.
“Ain’t gon be no ditch-diggers, no
construction woikers, no pimps, no
hustlers, no jaw-jerkers. No city lights,
no pretty sights will ever shine on you
again. No more actors, no Max Factors
will smog your mind and leave you
blind. No politicians, no high religions
to guide you from the dark. No more
love-ins, no more, human beings will
light up Griffin Park.”
Dr. John has come to the city. Now
he preaches. He is seduced. He is the
Lonesome Guitar Strangler ( “better get
ready, Jimi Hendrix”, he sings). He talks
about Patriotism.
Though the words are powerful in
meaning and content they’re no com
pensation for the fascination which he’s
lost between albums.
The glowing texture is now only
representative, lost behind those words.
I believe, though, that the new album
tends towards the first once more.
— ED N IM M E R V O LL
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Bought myself a farm, way out in the
country;
Took to growin’ lettuce, milkin’ cows
and honey.
The best thing on the album is ‘Wooden
Ships’. I have an idea that it was on
Crosby, Stills and Nash’s first album; if
so that explains why I’ve forgotten it.
Written by Crosby - Kaukonen - Stills,
‘Wooden Ships’ goes through several
changes; in the Airplane’s hands it be
comes a really great song. Jorma has the
habit of hitting high notes and ‘sinking’
them; now and then he bursts forward
with fluid breaks. The wah-wah pedal
at the finish hits you in the pit of the
stomach (assuming, of course, that your
stomach’s in your ear, like mine — but
then everyone’s is, of course).
The more 1 listen to this record, the
more it delights me — there’s not a
thing on it that isn’t really good. If you
haven’t been able to find much in the
music of Jefferson Airplane, this is the
record that might do it for you. But
don’t take my word for it — I might be
lying, just to please Albert “Doc”
Blonge, who has shares in Grace Slick’s
hidden nine-tenths.
— Rob Smyth.

ftfSJl

VOLUNTEERS

Footnote:
Leslie West
MOUNTAIN
(Stateside SOSL 10071/ EMI)
Felix Pappalardi’s brilliant and taste
ful production lifted everything Cream
did with him; the height of his achieve
ment was Cream was Wheels Of Fire,
where he virtually became the fourth
member of the group. He continued his
association with Jack Bruce by produc
ing Jack’s Songs For A Tailor, and now
he plays bass and produces for a moun
tainous character called Leslie West,
who sings just like Jack Bruce and plays
just like Eric Clapton! The name of
both the band and the first LP is ‘Moun
tain’. This recording is disappointing
because of what I’ve come to expect
from anything associated with Felix
Pappalardi.
Simply, Pappalardi can do better than
this, and so, I suspect, can Leslie West.
West is a fine guitarist; he sounds far
too much like Clapton, but he has
Clapton’s fluency, and his ability to play
melodically as well as fast. It’s a fine
point of taste which goes beyond tech
nique. West has mastered Clapton’s
trick of laying down at least) two guitar
tracks: one for the riff upon which most
of Cream’s (and Mountain’s) songs are
based, and one for the continual ‘solo’
that wails above the rhythm.
The best cut is ‘Dreams Of Milk And
Honey’, which sound so like Cream that
I begin to suspect that it is! The man
datory version of Whatzisname’s ‘This
Wheel’s On Fire’ also find West playing
some fine guitar (this time reminiscent
of ‘Swlabr’), but the track is a little
over-produced.
‘Look To The Wind’ is a nice song,
again spoiled a little by the fact that too
much is going on. Pappalardi’s orches
tration, though, is well conceived, as it
lifts the melody. It’s worth remembering
that Pappalardi graduated from the
University of Michigan with degrees in
opera arrangement and conducting! He
has been involved in some of the best
things rock has given, so opera’s loss has
been our gain; In 1966, I bought Tom
Rush’s first Elektra album, which inclu
ded John Sebastian on mouth-harp, and
Felix Pappalardi on bass and (I think)
gitarron.
Pappalardi then produced and ar
ranged with two great band,s the
Youngbloods and Cream. No two bands
could be further removed from each
other in style. The Youngbloods were,
when Pappalardi worked with them,
loose and uncomplicated — a rag’n’roll
band in the Lovin’ Spoonful tradition;
Cream were complex and ponderous.
Pappalardi, though, was equally at ease
with both bands, and you need only
listen to Earth Music and the studiorecorded Wheels Of Fire to know how

The Youngblood’s Earth Music, re
viewed in Revolution vol. 1 no. 1, has
been released by RCA (LSP 3865).
This was the band’s second album, and
probably its best to date. Get this, be
cause this kind of record just doesn’t
come out any more.
Other records received:
Lighthouse Plays For Peace (RCA
LSP 4241)
Friendsound Joyride (RCA LSP
4114)
Spirit Of John Morgan (Carnaby
SCBYL 933629/ Festival)
Yes (Atlantic SAL 933617/ Festival)
Edgar Broughton Band Wasa Wasa
(Harvest SHVL 757/ EMI)

DR. JOHN THE NIGHT
TRIPPER
Babylon
(Atco import SD 33-270)
It must be at least two years now
since the first Dr. John album was re
leased in America. Now a third, Reme
dies, is out. But this is a review of those
first two unreleased albums to get you
ready should Remedies get an Australian
release.
Dr. John comes from New Orleans
where a strange cultural melting pot has
developed. His words are a mixture of
French and Spanish and Gumbo, the
negro ‘pigeon’ concoction of these lan
guages with their own.
The negro introduces touches of voo
doo and black magic, of which Dr. John
pretends (or is) an exponent. “They
call me Dr. John they say I’m the night
tripper. Got remedies in my hand”.
His first album was filled with sin
ister voodoo charms told in dark moody
melodies of bongos and calling chor
uses. His words, between the unintelli
gible gumbo (I don’t understand any
way) talk of snakes eyes, belly rubs, and
weird curses not intended to frighten (I
hope) in this context but rather to ex
press this cultural freak in the studio
musically.
The music is like nothing else I’ve

Family
A SONG FOR ME
(Reprise RS 6384)

Jefferson Airplane
VOLUNTEERS
(RCA LSP 4238)
After hearing Volunteers, I listened
again to the earlier Jeerson Airplane
albums, and decided that there’s a lot
I’ve missed. The Airplane’s faults have
been many, and because of them the
group’s strengths have been obscured at
times. There’s no doubt that the great
strengths of the Airplane are Jorma
Kaukonen and Grace Slick. Kaukonen’s
consummate phrasing and sense of mel
ody are rare. He is shown on the first
four albums to be a fine and sensitive
guitarist; on Volunteers, he is just bril
liant. His runs shine with crystalline
beauty amid the sea of instrumentation;
in the same sea floats the chilling ice
berg of rock, Grace Slick. At the start
of ‘Hey Frederick’ (which she wrote
herself) she sings:
Either go away or go all the way in ...
It appears to be in Grace’s character
to threaten people with'cold spoons: on
the back cover, next to a photo of her
rather beautiful head, she vsays: “Point
that thing somewhere else.’’. She is on
this album as frigid as ever; Paul Kantner and Marty Balin are similarly de
tached. Even on the songs that move
freely like ‘We Can Be Together’, these
three sound a little flat and cynical.
This is no criticism: it comes off every
time on Volunteers, while it’s often
sounded simply ragged in the past. Per
haps it’s tighter, and because Kaukonen’s
fantastic runs hold it all together, the
whole album has form; it’s a collated
statement, not a collection of random
songs.
There are departures: ‘Meadowlands’
is a stately organ solo by Steve Stills
(other ‘guests’ include David Crosby
and — steady yourself — Nicky Hop
kins). Hopkins really swings on ‘The
Farm’ and ‘A Song For All Seasons’.
These songs are probably the closest the
Airplane will ever get to ‘country’
music.
A lot of the album is off-handedly
political. ‘Volunteers’ is the obvious one
as it shouts revolution, but there’s just
as much implied in what ‘The Farm’
represents, after ‘We Could be Together’
( “We’re all outlaws in the eyes of
America” ) and ‘Good Shepherd’. , The
placing of these three tracks is really
fitting. ‘The Farm’ rags along, complete
with pedal steel guitar from Jerry Gar
cia.

Family have a huge reputation in Eng
land as an exciting and uncompromising
original band. Unfortunately, there’s
always been something missing on re
cord; it began to look as though Family
were essentially a ‘performing’ band,
who couldn’t get the feeling onto record
that they generated on stage. Now comes
A Song For Me: if Family are any
better than this, they’re an incredible
group indeed.
The loss of Rick Grech to Blind Faith
(now Ginger’s Air Force) has, if any
thing, brought the group together on
record. They’re loose at times, but it all
holds up well enough; the best things
are the moments where the playing is
really stretched out, like the exquisite
‘Love Is A Sleeper’:
Love is a sleeper locked in a room,
Waiting for someone to waken it.
Roger Chapman’s voice is the first
thing about Family that makes you sit
up and listen. He has a weird vibrato
and a way of singing that sounds as
though he’s half way over a barbed
wire fence. Chapman co-wrote every
song on the album, and his lyrics are
pretty forthright:
Well you can kick at a cat, stamp on
a rat,
But you bet your sweet life you won’t
make it!
The odds are against, it’s a barbedwire fence;
You’re caught by the arse, you can’t
shake it.
(chorus)
You get the cat and the rat if you’ve
got a big sack,
Beat them to death in your own little
trap.
Well you’re caught in a storm, your
shoes they got worn,
Insane at the rain but can’t break it.
Yeah you think of the ones, the
impotent Johns,
And you’re glad you’re alive and can
shake it.
I thought that worth quoting in full;
it’s worth hearing in full, which vou can
do by getting the record; ‘The Cat And
The Rat’ belts along at a fair pace, but
there are also things like ‘Some Poor
Soul’, which is soft and dark and mys
terious. Roger Chapman’s grammar
might be a little suspect, but he knows
how to use words. ‘Stop For The Traf
fic’ expresses what I think is a really nice
thought:
Stop for the traffic:
Maybe I can see
Remains of a flower, stump of a tree.
‘A Song For Me’ itself is an extended
free-form exercise which nearly makes
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it; as joyful it’s all right. Instrument ally,
though, John Weider’s ‘93’s O.K.J.’ is
the highest point on A Song For Me;
this is reminiscent of ‘We Love You Lil’
which John did with the Animals. It’s
better, though, because it has more
depth — it takes its themes further.
John Weider replaced Rick Grech a
year ago, and he’s certainly justified his
inclusion.
This is an involved (and involving!)
record. A lot of it won’t come across
on first hearing, so take your recordplayer down to the bottom of the gar
den, sit among all those reassuring
plants with the headphones on, and
listen. After a short while, a feeling of
peace will steal over you, and you’ll nod
off, to accompanying visions of cats and
rats, sinking lovers and some poor soul
who “ain’t got long to live.” Actually,
that sounds quite attractive! That’s one
of the curses of flat life — I have no
garden to go to the bottom of. Perhaps
it’s just as well, as I don’t trust garden
gnomes, I have a fear of spiders and,
anyway, it’s about to rain.
— ROB SM YTH

The Famous Jug Band
SUNSHINE POSSIBILITIES
(Liberty SLYL 933559/ Festival)
The Famous Jug Band is not at all
famous, though Clive Palmer was the
third member of the Incredible String
Band. The Famous Jub Band consists of
Clive with Jill Johnson, Pet Berryman
and Henry Bartlett.
Their LP, Sunshine Possibilities, is a
remarkable excursion into different trad
itional styles; even its weaker moments
far outdistance anything the Incredible
String Band has done. It’s not too hard
to see why Clive Palmer should have
wished to escape the fey pretentiousness
of the String Band, as his own band has
achieved, with this one record, some
thing far greater than Robin Williamson
and Mike Heron could ever aspire to.
Except that its instrumentation is diff
erent (nowhere are the guitars ampli
fied), this LP is reminiscent of Fairport
Convention’s What We Did On Our
Holidays. It encompasses different styles
within a framework of acoustic guitars,
banjo and violin.
It is an outstanding record, and one
you must hear. It too often happens that
records such as this one are drowned in
a wave of indifferent releases by betterknown performers. I hope this LP
doesn’t get lost in that manner, because
it really is too good to be overlooked.
Sunshine Possibilities contains several
really excellent tracks (and not one
weak track), but nothing so breath
taking as the extended ‘A Leaf Must
Fall’. Jill Johnson has a remarkably
beauitful voice, more melodic (though
slightly thinner) than Sandy Denny’s; at
times, she sounds a lot like Sandy used
to. ‘A Leaf Must Fall’ allows her to
float above the acoustic backing; Clive
and Peter duet (on guitars) with re
straint, hesitant without losing the lyri
cal flow of the melody. An extended
guitar passage at the beginning holds
back the moment when Jill’s voice
drifts over the haunting instrumentation;
the whole thing has a fragile, crystalline
feel. ‘Nickolson Sq.’ achieves the same
feel, in broken waltz time:
Out in the street it is dawn and and
it’s raining,
And shadows of people go by:
And you make her again ’cause you
can’t find the words
That will make her fly out of your
life.
The echo on the vocal as it fades at
the close of this song, is tastefully and
effectively done; attention to detail had
a large part in the success of Fairoort’s
first LP, and it’s made a subtle different
to parts of this record as well; much of
the detail here is in the performance
rather than the recording.
The Famous Jug Band is most im
pressive in songs like these. The tradi
tio n a l ‘Black Is The Color’ is caueht

in a superb low-key performance. The
guitars take the instrumental passages
at an easy pace, and Jill’s vocal swings
gently over the top: it’s all brilliantly
understated. Clive and Peter have a
great feel for color, and play together
with great feeling for each other’s play
ing. For the most part, one solos while
the other lays down the chords.
In ‘The Main Thing’, a tremulous
violin cuts over the top of the guitar to
create a fine tension; the changes in this
song are unusual and affecting. The folkstyled tracks are the best things on the
record; the Famous Jug Band does play
some of yer Jug Band Music, but it’s
the less significant side of the group.
Of these other things, ‘Saro Jane’ is
the best: it moves with all the resperation of a depaved mole seeking sun
light. ‘Can’t Stop Thinking About It’
sows the connection between jug band
music and trad, jazz; it has a strong New
Orleans feel. Unlike trad, jazz, it has
life. ‘The Only Friend I Own’ is the type
of thing the Jim Kweskin Jug Band
turned out on album after disinteresting
album, for Vanguard. Jill and the boys
put a lot more energy into it; but then
they’re younger, and don’t understand
that jug band music should only come
from deep suffering, and should be
played with resignation and ghostly re
gret. Jim Kweskin’s band have under
stood this, so their records have been
suitably lifeless and tedious. Pardon me,
while I empty m’ spittoon an’ dance a
brief hoe-down to the sorrowful accom
paniment of m’ washboard.
Festival are to be commended for
releasing Sunshine Possibilities. The
group has a second LP out in England
now, Chameleon. Though Clive Palmer
has left, this LP has received acclaim
as superb to the first. It must be really
exception if that’s true; I hope Festival
won’t wait too long to release it.
— Rob Smyth

running for office, Noddy even visits
Gollywog Town, travelling on the Toyland Train through “a tunnel, black and
dark”. Great stuff, Ern!
The third track, ‘Noddy And Big Ears
Go Shopping’ takes a turn for the per
verse, when it is revealed that Noddy
has gone through the first two tracks
without any clothes on! Big Ears shows
an unexpected side when he says to
Noddy, “Your little body looks quite
nice . . . ” But Noddy’s no poore, and he
buys a collection of rather tasteless
clothes in Toyland, including a large hat
with a bell. This was the only instru
ment he ever mastered, as it required
only that he shake his head.
The remaining tracks as disappoint
ing. Noddy builds a revolting cream
brick-veneer house and has tea with a
Mrs. Teddy, bare. Perhaps that should
be Mrs. Teddy Bare. We’ll never know,
because Ern’s not talking. (It’s just oc
curred to me that the writer of all this
may have been Edgar Allan Blyton, who
wrote ‘I Seek A Rampant Nostril’ for
the great soprano, April Cramper, in
1745.)
The second side is a suite divided into
three parts which I haven’t been able to
play. The first side was so moving that I
want to hear it again before I move on
to the second. In a few weeks I should

occasionally the inmates express the
loneliness of their condition
they pass me by in quiet talk
hand in hand on a summer walk
they don't think they've been
overheard
but I heard their every word
— “Quiet Talks And Summer Walks”
and indulge in depraved activities
I'm gonna get you in my tent
where we can both experiment
I know that you won't mind the
stench
of the sacrament
— “Tent”
The scene now switches to reality, the
Bonzo Dog Doo Dah Band has been
formed. Through the wonders of homo
sexuality in high places the group has
arrived on the British pop scene. But
with steadily increasing regrets and
morality sell-outs
the kedgeree breakfasts
the gratis champagne
the hours I spent wiping it off
my hired d.j.
— “We Were Wrong”
and the hotel reception was empty
and cold
with horrid red wallpaper forty years
old
it stank like a rhino house
— “Bride Stripped Bare Bv Bachelors”

be sufficiently recovered to again put
needle to virgin grooves. Actually, the
second side looks the more exciting —
the grooves are closer together, and it’s
more shiny! EMI are to be compli
mented for pressing such a shiny record;
my only complaint is that the cover of
this record should have had a photo of
Noddy, not the rather grotesque draw
ing that it boasts. I met Noddy in 1960,
just before his stroke, and he looked
nothing like this little wooden figure on
the sleeve of Favourite Noddy Stories.
The real Noddy was six feet three, with
a waxed moustache and a glass eve. He
had a rather slimy hand-shake. I never
got to know him well, so I always
addressed him as “Mr. Zilberstein”, his
real name.
I’ve suddenly remembered who it
was: the writer of Noddy’s lyrics was
Marge Trout, who performed erotic
dances under the name of Egg Blvton.
— ROB SM Y T H

A flashback and Vivian Stanshall re
turns to his schooldays and his first
conscience pangs of ac/dc sexual align
ment
sport sport masculine sport
equips a young man for society
yes sport turns out a jolly good sort
it's an odd boy who doesn't like sport
— “Sport”
Abrupt cut to the next scene. The
asylum patients have revolted and are
running amuck in the Thermometer
Zoo. The Bonzos are clearly in their
own death throes.
I'm filthy I'm hungry
I'm fed up to the teeth
I'm very revolutionary
I haven't washed in weeks . . .
I'm so bloody normal
Yet I'm one of nature's freaks
— “Busted”
The group disbands but there is still
hope
Where are you going jonas
down south sir
there's a few buffalo down there
not many just a few
I intend to find them
— “The End”
To this basic plot Stanshall has added
an almost numbing assortment of Bosch
like sub-plots and inter-image relation
ships, thus giving the LP an almost unparalled complexity. The general effect
is one of a cryptic crossword that re
solves itself into a bizarre jigsaw
puzzle.

Enid Blyton
FAVOURITE NODDY
STORIES
(Columbia OEX 9595/ EMI)
Noddy was one of the first ‘progressive’figures in pop; this LP is a selection
of his greatest hits, all of which were
written by E. Blyton, according to the
label. I assume this to be Em Blyton,
who wrote ‘There’s A Stoat In Me Un
dies’ for Alex “The Bluge” Spofforth, in
1952. E. Blyton’s lyrics are obsessed
with the trivial — the tracks include
‘Noddy Meets Big Ears’ and ‘Noddy
And Big Ears Go Shopping’. They don’t
even buy anything interesting.
The record has been re-mastered to
remove all the surface-noise of the origi
nal pressing. Unfortunately, all trace of
Noddy, whose voice had many of the
more admirable qualities of surface
noise, has been removed in the process.
The company sought a vocalist with a
piteous, squeaking voice to re-record
the songs; when our own Johnny Young
proved unobtainable, well-known singer
Enid Blyton (no relation to Em ) was
engaged. Enid has been through a suc
cession of groups in the past, including
the Famous Five and the Secret Seven.
More recently, she was with the success
ful Peterswood band, Fatty and the Five
Find-Outers. Assisted by Cyril Shaps
(that’s really his name!) and chorus and
orchestra, she has, on this LP, taken
the part of Noddy, Big Ears and various
other characters mentioned in the songs.
Her impersonation of Noddy is so con
vincing that one is moved almost to
tears — after all, Noddy would have
been forty-one, had he lived.
‘Noddy Meets Big Lars’ is the best
track, unflinching in its treatment of a
touchy situation. Noddy, a white,
crashes in to a “brownie”, named BigEars because of a cranial deformity. As
we all know, Noddy doesn't blow his
cool and the two become firm friends,
Big Ears’ color notwithstanding. With
the desperate broadmindedness of a man

Bonzo Dog Band
KEYNSHAM
U.K. Liberty LBS 83290
Keynsham is an insight into the ob
sessions that eventually caused the Bonzos to disband.
Keynsham is an in-depth study of the
sensitive artist reacting to the gross sod
omy and drug rituals of the English pop
scene.
Keynsham is also one of the finest
British pop LPs ever released and a
masterpiece of morbid introspection.
The LP opens in the Keynsham men
tal asylum situated underneath a silver
mountain on the crest of which is the
Thermometer Zoo populated with the
outside world of the working class. The
Thermometer people are blissfully ob
livious to the goings on in the asylum.
Just as well for a revolution is at hand
with the inmates just waiting for a suit
able opportunity to attack. Until the
moment arises, life in the asylum goes
on as peacefully as can be expected.
don't kiss me with your silver lip
don't kiss me with you eye
for god's sake gimmie a break
let me crawl away and die
— “You Done My Brain In”

The sheer number of on-again/offagain threads of story and images gets
overwhelming at times and could almost
be regarded as a fault if it were not for
the simplicity and excellent entertain
ment of the accompanying music, which
is perfectly polished Bonzo rock utilizing
the usual astounding variety of musical
influences and characterisation ranging
in tone from gentle (Quiet Talk) to sor
did (Tent) to Gilbert and Sullivanish
(Busted) to just plain lunacv (Mr
Slater’s Pattor, Joke Shop M an).
The instrumentation is exrelUnt with
some very tasteful and tight arrange
ments and playing. The clarinet
throughout the LP is exceptionally
lyrical and the use of the Theremin (on
“Noises For The Leg” ) is pleasantly
melodic for once.
Keynsham is a remarkable album.
The random between track snatches of
dialogue, the silver foil cover with is
bizarre collection of homosexual and
sarcastic symbolism, the thought associa
tion used as song description, all have
significance and a definite relationship
to the basic story.
Keynsham is one of the few contem
porary records that could be called a
work of art. Its depth is astonishing, its
soul searching is mature and poignant
and the entire concept is faultlessly pre
sented.
Keynsham is a must for the intelli
gent record collector.
— EDW ARD N AI L
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FILMS
A Masterpiece.
It comes easy to write of films which
leave one partly dissatisfied.
With
something like JJgetsu, The Rules Of
The Game, Jules et Jim, or The Damned,
you look at the blank sheets of paper
and wish that someone else could get
down to the business of putting words
together: but you don’t trust them! And
with reason.
David Wilson’s comments in “Sight
and Sound” are reminiscent of the bad
old days in that journal’s history, when,
if a film had the “wrong” message, it
was cast out regardless of other quali
ties. Wilson: The Damned is possibly
the most operatic film ever made . . .
the overcharged style is more appropriate
to Salome than to even a fabricated
account of the social and political
malaise which produced the Third
Reich”.
So much irrelevant crap. Visconti is
not trying to give an account of what
produced the Third Reich. Hitler has
already arrived as at the date of com
mencement of the film’s action. Also,
Visconti is not only concerned with the
elite industrialists: there is not even a
pretence of talking about the proletariat.
As for the “operatic”, well, the Third
Reich itself did fairly attract that
adjective.
The problem for Mr. Wilson lies at
home, with his tools of historical
method: social and political malaise
were not the only things that produced
the Third Reich. For that matter, they
were not the only criteria by which to
analyse Gaullism.
To a large extent the English critical

1963.
This warped perspective of much Eng
lish historical thinking must be given
some attention, because it has undue
influence in Australia.
In art criticism I think this thinking
is outright perfidious, in that even if
The Damned was historically doubtful
in method, that has nothing to do with
its stature as a work of art. David Wilson
probably condemns Leni Riefenstahl’s
Triumph Of The Will (based on the
Nazi Party Congress, Nuremburg 1934)
because of its message, despite its cine
matic magnificence. Given his perspec
tives and language one wonders how
he would go as an opera critic. Imagine
Wagner’s Ring. First the Rhine would
be deemed as having too much good
music attracted to it: after all it’s only
a bloody river. Wotan and his fellow
gods should not be there at all, (a) as
gods, or (b) as wrong gods.
Of course the answer is often given
in defence that film, because it is mass
medium, requires different standards of
judgment than the “classical” arts. This
overlooks the fact that in some rather
significant countries the “classical” arts
have as regular an audience as art film.
The shadow of poorer English critic
ism reveals itself in different ways. The
Damned has been widely dubbed as
“operatic” for example, in a sense that
suggests the label to be derogatory. Why
derogatory? Visconti generally chooses
subject matter that can actually be
illuminated by “operatic” treatment.
Similarly, his so-called “set pieces” are
appropriate to his subject matter. With
the Third Reich, many critics tend to

tions but subject to external forces —
social, economic, political. The Damned
is the latest.
The vast Essenbeck steelworks are a
family affair, with Baron von Essenbeck
at the head. The film opens with a
familv dinner, celebrating the Barons
birthday. It is the night of the burning
of the Reichstag. The family portrait
is deftly drawn. An ancient valet brushes
the shoulders of the dignified, autocratic
Baron. Konstantin is in a bath, and
summons his son to wash his back:
later, dressed, he smirks at a mirror with
congratulatory air and pins a swastika
badge to his lapel. The family entertain
ment: Martin, the Baron’s heir-apparent,
does a Dietrich in full drag. His mother,
Sophie, in diffuse red light, smiles cat
like at his performance. Friedrich,
Executive Director of the steelworks,
arrives with Aschenbach, who is in the
SS. Friedrich is a “clean-cut” ambitious
man, and not a member of the family.
Aschenbach teases him on the possi
bilities of being head of the steelworks:
“Today in Germany, anything can hap
pen, even the impossible”.
,
At dinner the Baron delivers a homily
on how his first thought has always been
the family and the steelworks, how the
firm has always survived by making
allowances for the times. In current cir
cumstances, though he will never have
anything in common “with that particular
gentleman”, it is necessary that the Board
include someone who has an understand
ing with the political forces. Konstantin
is in the SA.* He gets the job.
But so much more has been said in
other ways. The house is monumental.
Servants in blue jackets move with dis
cipline and self-respect: they are not

ing to known historical events.
The SA orgy is magnificent, from the
very beginning. The older SA men are
presented as a jolly, red-faced, beer
drinking lot. The Bavarian character is
in strength. They have no awe of
Hitler. The arrival of Rhoem is an un
disciplined, boisterous affair. A lot of
back-slapping and joking. And all this
is probably accurate. The SA were ex
soldiers turned street thugs, but few of
them would have been intense students
of the more obscure Nazi philosophy.
After singing “Horst Wessel” they more
happily continue with “Trink, Trink,
Bruderlein Trink”. Twice, during the
drunken party, the camera tilts up to a
portrait of Hitler, which by contrast is
austere and grim.
A staggering Konstantin roars out a
bit of the Tristan love duet: out in the
night Aschenbach is approaching with
the men in black.
A set-piece perhaps, but so was the
real event.
The story of Friedrich is the story of
complicity, which enabled consolidation
of the New Order. Martin is the ultimate
result: the system allows a sick, perverted
mind to flower into full confidence and
authority, by giving full vent to his atti
tudes and feelings.
The final scene is grandiose but con
vincing. Most of the family are dead:
those against the Nazis, those who went
along for their own ends. Left is one
who hates, one who is perverted, and
Aschenbach. Martin’s Hitler salute dis
solves to a steel furnace. The flames for
the damned? Not just that, for it is not
the final scene. The war has not yet
even begun.

‘THE DAMMED’

malaise seems to be a result of halfbaked Marxism: man’s relations to
means of economic production are deter
mining elements in history. How many
English intellectuals have based their
thinking upon this perspective? Marx
and Engels themselves would have dis
agreed, and allowed that.“political, juris
tic, philosophical theories, religious
views and their further development into
systems of dogmas also exercise their
influence upon the course of the his
torical struggles and in many cases pre
ponderate in determining their form”.
The Damned is concerned with that
form, and then only with a particular
group.
The Wilson “thing” has been prevalent
for a long time in tired journals like
“New Statesman”, which even attacked
Gunther Grass’s The Tin Drum on simi
lar grounds to Wilson’s attack on The
Damned. The approach is historically
blind: it might accurately analyse for
example, why the French Fourth Repub
lic fell, but it cannot satisfactorily show
why de Gaulle in particular came to
power and stayed for a decade (occa
sionally with tacit communist support).
Cultural matters, of an “operatic” nature,
were relevant: they were also relevant
when France said “Non” to Britain in

forget that, while economic circumstances
may have set the stage for revolution,
culture had an important role in deter
mining its form. To a considerable
extent form became the substance: the
mystic touching of flags, the marching
boots, the songs and the emblems were
indeed the substance for many Germans.
For the 1934 Party Congress Leni
Riefenstahl was given “stage manage
ment” control: Triumph Of The Will
was thus not merely a record of a poli
tical congress; the congress itself was
largely a scenario for the film. McLuhan
may have coined the phrase “the medium
is the message”, but the Nazis practised
it in the early 30s.
The “operatic” Visconti may be in the
best position to give deep insight to the
subject of The Damned.
Visconti has now been on the scene
for more than twenty years. La Terra
Trema (1948) made him one of the
great triptych of Italian neo-realists, but
whereas the others, de Sica and Ros
sellini, dated quickly, Visconti has gone
from strength to strength.
An aristocrat with some Marxist
leanings, he has concentrated on one
basic theme for most of his films in
the past decade: the tragic decline of
a family, adhering to European tradi

A family dinner brings together the members of a German industrial power on the eve of Nazi power
in "TH E D A M N E D ".

The SA Orgy reveals the soul of pre-Hitler Germany

lackeys. But they are silent and discreet.
Within the family, respect runs upwards
through the ranks, except for the bump
tious Konstantin who knows more than
the others, and the cool Aschenbach
who knows more than Konstantin.
Divided groupings and pockets of con
versation establish intrigue. The color
is grandly ornamental, camera move
ment subtly unobtrusive. The power and
standing of the family, and its divisions,
are visually omnipresent.
Forces of ambition, fear, ideals are
in motion. Only one man in the family
is openly anti-Nazi. Others conspire
against him, and he flees. His pistol is
used by Friedrich to kill the Baron,
after encouragement bv Sophie and
Aschenbach. Martin, influenced by his
mother, appoints Friedrich head of the
steelworks. Politics proper come into
play: Konstantin wants the firm to de
liver arms to the SA.
The conflict between the SA and the
Army (backed by the SS — Hitler) is
brought within the family. Friedrich,
who is ruthless but not a Nazi, is further
involved with the Nazis when, to defend
his own position, he is manoeuvred by
Aschenbach into killing Konstantin. This
takes place on the Night of the Long
Knives. Friedrich’s complicity is com
plete. He is no longer able to stand
independent of the Nazis. But he is
still not a Nazi. Aschenbach decides he
must go. The replacement will be a
mere puppet.
Visconti uses English throughout the
film, except for songs, and the scenes of
the SA orgy and Night of the Long
Knives, when he reverts to German.
This is appropriate, for the scenes in
German are spectacles, and the language
is important for ambience and color.
Further, these are the only scenes relat

The Damned is of such magnitude that
a complete review would require a book.
It is too easy to concentrate on the broad
features and omit comment on detail.
As usual, Visconti’s camera work is fluid
but moves at a steady pace: camera
movement and editing do not attract
attention in their own right. The com
plexity of his lighting is astonishing, and
is often more significant than setting for
what he wishes to express.
When a big climax is called for he
gradually builds momentum in a direct
line of action. But he is subtle in the
by-ways: he leads us to believe thaL
Martin himself is the girl he ostensibly
visits. It is a surprise when a girl does
eventually turn up.
The acting is at a high level, with a
chisel-edged performance from Helmut
Berger as Martin, and a dazzling per
formance from Ingrid Thulin as Sophie.
Dirk Bogarde could have been a little
better. I am not troubled by his
Englishness: there are many EnglishGermans. He simply failed to be totally
convincing as an executive director of
a giant industrial enterprise.
Part of Thulin’s role was spoiled by
censorship. In the version we see, it
may be difficult to accept that such a
strong woman as Sophie so quickly be
comes a wreck. I have seen the uncut
version. The love scene between Sophie
and her son contains a long close-up of
cunnilingus, shot in dark, velvet hues.
It is, to say the least, a rather disturbing
scene.
,
Visconti’s
soundtrack,
impressive
throughout, has a marvellous irony: the
principal theme of Jarre’s score, which
occurs in some of the most corrupt
scenes, is a minor variation of Lara’s
theme from Dr. Zhivago.
— ROBERT GARL1CK
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That the theatre in this cen
tury has never stopped trying to
liberate itself from the atrophied
conventions of 19th
century
naturalism and the rule of the
well-known play is, by now, a
well-known fact..
The contemporary theatre began
somewhere in the smouldering foot
hills of Strindberg and has now
worked its way into the farthest
thickets of the Grove Press and the
group grope. The basis for the ex
perimental revolt is probably equally
well-known. Naturalism was consi
dered an inadequate form for expres
sing the reality of life in the 20th
century and it was thought that the
literary domination of the well-made
play — naturalistic or psychological
— precluded real communication and
innovation.
The idea of characters, of illusion,
of plot, of the three-act shape as they
had been conventionally understood
during the 19th century were being
dismantled by the avant-garde in the
early twenties. Similar changes were
made in music, fiction and painting
in the attempt to destroy melodies,
heroes and subjects. After the holocast of the first world war it had
become obvious that the theatre’s
depiction of the marital and financial
problems of the bourgeoisie had be
come irrelevant and obscene. (How
ever, as most people also know, the
realistic tradition and the poor old
well-made play were not killed in
battle and have continued to drag
out a senile existence in the rethomes
of the commercial theatre.)
The avant-garde dramatists and
directors of the twenties explored the
possibilities of dramatic form in
order to express the shattered reality
of their world. Dramatising human
society and human nature in constant
flux and disintegration, they used
the fluidity of dreams and the chaos
of revolutions to expose subterrane
an forces in society and the self.
And right up until the present we
have witnessed the deliberate, some
times frenzied liberation from artiface and illusion, pedagogy, dramaas-literature and the breakthrough
into new techniques. It was not me
rely the crusty old playwrights of
the 19th century or of this century
that were challenged; the entire dic
tion of the theatre has seemed to beg
for annihilation as the theatrical in
novators have tried to correlate the
rhythm of our lives with the tempi
of its meaning. The visual/physical
image has progressively
received
more attention as have shock treat
ments by sounds, collapsible scenery,
nudes, robots, huge puppets, orgasms,
physical contact with the audience,
in fact, anything that can be called
a performance.
In the past ten years main strains
of experiment have come together in
what has become known as the
“new Theatre’. While it is mainly an
American phenomenon it has spread
rapidly. New theatre can of course
mean anything from “the messianic
vision of poet-madman Antoine Ar
taud, through the Dada-Zen wit of
John Cage and the love vibrations
of the Esalen Institute, to the revo
lutionary battle-orders of the New
Left’. But it has come to mean spe
cifically that theatre that is attemoting to return to the deepest origins
of theatre in ritual and ceremony,
restricting the means of expression
to symbolic movement.
At its worst the experimental new
theatre seems to be little more than
a collection of already moribund
avant-garde mannerisms — the en
semble shriek, the puckered pubes
and flashing tits, actors in the audi
ence's laps, warm-ups masquerading
as performance — images and mowements that are little more than
pedestrian images acted with a great
deal of feeling and vigor. As Charles
Marowitz, one of the more intellec
tual exponents of “new theatre” puts
it, “For a long time, the bleats of the
avant-garde theatre have been the
intellectual equivalents of drawing
room comediesf The assumption of
new language is never enough unless
the new language goes on to express
more than the old. The dilemna of
the theatre has been that, progres
sively it has meant less and less; the
implied salvation from Gordon Craig
to Jerzy Grotowski. is that it can
mean more and more.”

He is talked of in awed whispered,
written about in reverence. An enig
matic figure, it is only in the last few
years that he had emerged from the
relative obscurity of the avant-garde
magazines into the position of po
tential savior of the theatre. For a
long time little was known of his
work other than the bald facts.
He created the Theatre Laboratory
in 1959 in Opole. a small Polish
town of 60,00 people. In 1965 the
Theatre Laboratory moved to the
university town of Wroclaw which
with half a million inhabitants was the
cultural capital of the Polish Eastern
Territories. In Wroclaw it attained
the status of Institute for Research into
Acting. As the name suggests it is
not a theatre in the usual sense, but
rather an institute devoted to re
search into theatrical art and parti
cularly the art of the actor. The
Theatre Laboratory’s productions re
present a working model in which
the current research can be put into
practice and tested in performance.
As well as methodically researching
and testing its results the Laboratory
has also acted as a training ground
for other actors producers and people
from other fields conneted with
theatre.
Some of his productions toured
and his methods were shown to au
diences in various countries and his
work began to attract the attention
of theatrical magazines and journals
though it was not until his American
tour last year that his work become
known in a popular sense. The me
dia gave him the full treatment
though his visit really forced the
drama critics to find a new critical
vocabulary. Two years ago a book
was published about his work and
theories and this book TOWARDS
A POOR THEATRE is only now
becoming available in Australia.
TOWARDS A POOR THEATRE
is possibly the most important book
abotu contemporary theatre pub
lished in recent memory as it pro
vides an inside look at the methods
and techniques developed by Gro
towski.
It shows many of his actual actor
training devices and rehearsal tech
niques and provides practical ex
amples of the processes Grotowski
has developed in his attempt to
create a new aesthetic for the theatre
and by so doing “purify the art”.
But it is disappointing in that it
gives an inadequate explanation of
his general vision of the theatre. As
Eric Bentley, grand old Brechtian of
the American thearte said in an open
letter to Grotowski during the
American visit:
“If there is a new theatre, it de
serves a properly articulated des
cription, 'if not a grandly con
ceived theory. You have made the
mistake of publishing a bundle of
scraps and pretending that it is a
worthy manifesto”
In spite of the difficulty of wading
through mystical stuff, the funda
mentals of “the Grotowski system”
emerge clearly through the series of
interviaws and descriptions of pro
ductions and actor-training methods
that make up the book.
Grotowski’s POOR THEATRE is
the
antithesis
to
the
RICH
THEATRE.
‘‘The Rich Theatre depends on
artistic kleptomania, drawing from
other disciplines, constructing hy
brid - spectacles,
conglomerates
without backbone or integrity, yet
presented as organic artwork. By
multiplying assimilated elements,
the rich theatre tries to escape the
impasse presented by movies and
television*
He sees that movies and TV has taken
over the social function of the
theatre and the only way for the
theatre to survive is to exploit its
unique characteristic — the direct
contact between actor and audience.
His Poor Theatre then, is a theatre
with the theatrical slate wiped clean
and he rejects the eclectisism that
typifies so much modern theatre.
There is no attempt to “modernise”
the theatre by using electronic music,
or rock bands, light shows or abs
tract settings.
He limits the audience, reduces
the playing area; he minimises
costui. «es, lighting, props: he is not
interested in new manuscripts. He
has built a repertory with only six
actors with whom he has worked for

Towards
a
— Poor
Theatre

the revealing technique of trance,
an integration of spiritual, psychic
and physical faculties climaxing in
a *penetration’ from and by the
actor’s intimate psyche; the actor
in the art of giving himself”
His main concern is religious and
his theoretical discussions are steeped
in mystical and religious terminol
ogy.
There is an almost medieval in
tensity in the way he creates a
theatrical world that turns inward
towards perfection through reunuciation, and ruthless, persistent intro
spection. The theatre for Grotowski
is the last remaining instrument
through which humans can be
bought into contact with the ultimate
realities of the human condition —
those areas of existence in which
awe, reverence, ecstasy, purification
are encountered. He wishes to create
a modern secular ritual, knowing
that primitive rituals are the first
form of drama. Primitive ceremonies
are irrelevant to our times — the
moral order, the sacred laws and
awesome taboos have now collapsed.
The last taboos that can still be
broken and which really affect a
contemporary audience are those
taboos of human privacy. So the
theatre confronts the spectator with
actors who dare to break these
taboos. He talks of “theatrical
magic” and what he means is that
an actor worthy of the name must
be able to perform physical and
vocal feats absolutely beyond the
ability of the spectator. The actor is
a sorcerer who enthralls the spect
ator through his unconscious as well
as through his eyes and his mind.
His theatre confronts an audience
with performers who lay bare their
bodies and their souls in acts of
ritual sacrifice. From descriptions of
his actual productions this confron

iitA iir
Wherever one turns in the twisted
corridors of contemporary theatre
theory or experimental practice the
name of Polish director Jerzy Gro
towski appears. He is possibly the
major figure in contemporary-experi
mental theatre at the present time —
the prestigious journals and maga
zines publish long, involved inter
views with him and TIME has seen
him as sort of theatrical guru of the
year. There is no doubt that the
practice of theatre has been deeply
affected by his experimental work
and influenced right across the board
from the radicals to the reactionaries.

10 years and whose performances
he scrutinises nightly. He considers
the actor, not the playwright sacroscant; he dissects and alters master
pieces, using the ideas, complexities
and myths imbedded in the text; he
uses the text as a painter might use
a landscape motif or the poet the
semantic material accumulated by
his civilisation. He describes the goal
of his work as —
"to expose totally the spiritual
process of the actor. This is not
an egoistic technique based on
the actor’s enjoyment of his own
emotional experience, but rather

tation would seem to be a very
different sort of confrontation to
that used by groups like the Living
Theatre and other “audience parti
cipation” groups, which appear to
be as one participant said, “one
part ineffectual goodwill, two parts
clumsy aggression. A man show's you
his penis, a woman clouts you over
the ear, while the whole acting
company shouts four-letter denunci
ations at you — that’s our intimacy,
our charming “audience involve
ment”.
In Grotowski’s theatre the actor
fascinates the audience — not at

tacks them. He is a shaman who
creates a magic action to prod the
audience into ritual participation. He
tries to force the audience to drop
“its social mask and face a world in
which old values are destroyed
without offering in their place any
metaphysical solutions. A struggle
therefore ensues between performer
and spectator. The one tries to fas
cinate the other and overcome all
defenses; the other fights against the
spell of gestures and words, grasping
at old logic and seeking shelter in
a- social shell.” (Eugenio Barba,
Grotowski’s disciple and no\y direc
tor of his own company.) This en
counter Grotowski feels is the only
way the theatre can make audiences
aware that they are experiencing a
REAL experience, that they are
being confronted with a reality that
is not that of other people, but their
very own. Eric Bentley who criti
cised Grotowski at length during his
American tour for political and non
involvement and social elitism, still
found this mystical encounter re
markable.
“About half way through the play
(APOCALYPSIS CUM FIGURIS)
something happened to me. I put
this personally because it was some
thing very personal that happened.
About half way through the play I
had a quite specific illumination —
about my private life and self. This
message must stay private to be true
to itself, but the fact that it arrived
has public relevance, I think, and I
should publically add that I don’t
recall this sort of thing happening to
me in the theatre before — or even
in revivalist meetings . . .”
If it is difficult and personal for
the audience it is even more so for
the actor to judge from Grotowski’s
theories. But the way the actor gets
there is incredibly precise, physical
and absolutely disciplined. Acting
exercises used and developed by
Grotowski are grounded in the work
of Stanislavski. Dullin. Meyerhold,
Artaud, even Brecht. The technique
of the oriental theatre also plays a
part, specifically the Peking Opera,
the Kathakali and the Noh. This
training results in a decidedly antinaturalistic style in which rhythm
and dynamism are as strictly fixed as
in a musical score. The actor must
obviously be highly skilled and
rigorously trained to control a tech
nique which governs each gesture,
each breath, each voice tone and
which uses gymnastics and acro
batics.
If the actor is at the centre of
Grotowski’s way of working the use
of space is equally essential. There
is no stage as much in his produc
tions and the performers and the
audience share the same space, and
the action moves amongst the audi
ence. sometimes involving it. A new
space is created for each new' pro
duction and space and events are
co-ordinated to form a unity. Gro
towski see one of the director’s roles

as the shaping of the two groups,
actors and audience in order to
bring both into the ritual-snectacle.
TOWARDS A POOR THEATRE is
at its most interesting when the
various people involved in produc
tions talks of the problems in moun
ting the production and structuring
“the montage”.
This book helps fill many of the
gaps in what limited knowledge we
already have of the work of Grotowski and it becomes even more
obvious that his is the name to con
jure with in the new theatre. He
contributes a veneer of intellectual
refinement to that pure technology
of the experimental theatre — the
cries, the leaps, the spasms, the
mimes harnessed to non-intention.
And while he has helped formulate
the grammar of the new theatre he
must undoubtedly be one of the
most misunderstood and misinter
preted figures in the theatre. His
name is used to justify any excess of
physical mindlessness, rationalise any
vague theory of non-Verbal impro
visation. It is obviously not only the
fault of his followers; some of the
blame must be laid at the feet of
the teacher and master. He seems
to encourage the guru stance and
people pay a lot of money to
learn ‘the Grotowski method” at
seminars which he attends for a few
weeks. And w'hile he appears to
disgusted at what people are doing
in his name he still does little to
really clarify his methodology. He
claims, in fact not to have any
system and urges actors not to imi
tate him but to confront their own
work, discover their own roots and
origins, test their own methods and
discover their own responses.
He has accused American groups
of jumping on his cultural band
wagon and of uncritically using
techniques foreign to the American
sensibility. (There is an interesting
account of a confrontation between
Grotowski and some American
“new theatre” groups in the latest
TDR (THE DRAMA REVIEW
45).) But if there are misunder
standing, clashes of style or of per
sonality or even different manifes
tations of seriousness there is no
doubt that Grotowski has forced
many people in the theatre to con
front and re-examine their methods
and their ideologies. TOWARDS A
POOR THEATRE is a fascinating
book in that it shows some of the
processes by which Grotowski has
attempted to encounter the realities
of his own Polish-Catholic culture.
.As Peter Brook says in his intro
duction, “The intensity, the honesty
and the precision of his work can
only leave one thing behind. A
challenge. But not for a fortnight,
not once in a lifetime. Daily.”

by Graeme Blundell
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than from a desire to com m unicate
anything. Jo h n B etjem an’s poem s will
have validity long after E lio t’s are for
gotten (as they are already, virtually,
outside the coffin of University English
courses).
There is m ore in H enri’s
‘Love Poem ’ than will be found any
where in Eliot:
Wind blowing inland from the
Pierhead
I was glad to be seen with you in
Liverpool
Dead ferryboats in the shadows
between your hair and cheek.
Pete Brown has been around at least as
long as the recognized Liverpool poets.
The back cover of his book, ‘Let ‘Em
Roll K afka’ gives as m uch of his back
ground as I know :

PeIeBrawn

Like the m odern Liverpool poets in
the n o rth o f England, Pete Brown
wrote poetry th at was outrageous; he
wrote in the idiom o f the emergent
English y outh culture. “His achieve
m ents are astonishing,” writes Tom
Pickard, “whenever he read he stam ped
on the academic cockroaches and gave
his audiences joy previously unim ag
inable at poetry readings.”
P ete’s words were the words of every
day use, com m on and accessible to
anyone who looked at them .
Morning; in full view
o f the office opposite
as they begin their daily grind,
I take off my clothes
and got to bed
(Towards A 25 hour city’)
The Liverpool poets, most notably
Adrian Henri, Roger McGough and
Brian P atten, were b etter known than
Pete. They becam e the first English
beat poets to be published by Penguin,
when T h e Mersey S ound’ volume

“ Pete Brown virtually single
handed created
the poetry
reading circuit becom ing the
first poet since the Celtic troubadors to earn his living ex
clusively by touring w ith his
poem s.
The originator w ith
Horovitz o f Jazz poetry in
England, Pete was the first
reader in N ew castle’s m odern
tow er. There are few schools,
village halls or m em orial room s
which Pete h asn ’t read in.
When Jo h n Lennon was still
in art college Pete was turning
on Liverpool w ith his synthesis
of Beat p o etry , Bop jazz, and
British hum or. Causing chaos
at delicate ladies’ colleges, riots
at the Edinburgh
Festival,
Hornsey and LSE. Wherever
he w ent he to o k energy and
left it behind to grow .”
P ete’s association w ith Ja c k Bruce
allowed him to spread his energy
throughout Great Britain and across
the A tlantic (even
to A ustralia!),
through the music o f Jac k Bruce, who
was one-third of the lam ented Cream.
P ete’s lyrics for Cream were fantastic;
he has the knack o f localising the b it

of anguish. ‘D eserted Cities Of The
H e art’ is, probably, the best sustained
com m ent on hopelessness th at Pete
has w ritten. It balances the ordinary
against the im possible.

com posite ‘feel’ o f the song is estab
lished. T here’s no point in breaking it
dow n, because m any o f the images
simply w o n ’t work away from the song
as a whole.

Once we set sail to catch a star;
We had to fail, it was too far.

Jack Bruce’s technical m astery has
made it necessary for Pete Brown to
em ploy com plex structures in his w rit
ing. But by the same technical ability,
Bruce gives Brown room to create a
more com plex image o f his half-world
o f the Ministry of Bag and the Cafe
o f The Neat. Pete’s own record w ith
his band, the B attered O rnam ents, is
similarly com plex m usically.
And
th ere’s a m onologue at the beginning
of ‘Politician’ which gives some idea
of the Brown style th at caused chaos
at “delicate ladies’ colleges” and riots
elsewhere!

T here’s som ething in this idea o f fail
ing to be w hat you w ant to , th at
rem inds me of Brian P a tte rn ’s ‘Som e
where betw een Heaven and Woolw o rth ’s’.
Pete Brown localises his
alienation; he sets it dow n in a p a rti
cular place - the w hite room , the bog at
Green Park S tation - where it can be
isolated from the Universe.
The smoke o f a million fires
leaps from chimneys I know I
will never even then see I w on ’t
be there
(‘I Won’t Be There’)
The idea of one p erso n ’s suffering
moving the Universe to u n n atural acts
is expressed in ‘As You Said’:
L et’s go down to where it’s clean
To see the time it might have been;
The wind has carried o ff the beach
As you said, the sun is out of
reach............

appeared in 1967. They had managed
to get their p oetry beyond their local
environm ent; i t ’s been largely scorned
by the academics - Pickard calls them
“the overeducated esoteric elite.....
afraid to make their poems the proper
ty o f the people.” These poems have
life, though. I t ’s probably a good
thing th at they haven’t been taken
seriously by the academics, because
everything about them denies the sort
of pointless, ridiculous analysis and
criticism these people would no doubt
seek to im pose. One line, from Adrian
H enri’s ‘Love Poem ’, shows what I
mean:
The Beatles sing lullabys for our
never-to-happen children
What kind o f criticism does that need?
It exists simply as an expression of
H enri’s state o f m ind, and in doing so
it also represents a whole part of a
culture. These poem s should be read
in schools, on trains, in bed, b u t not
in a library w ith a copy of T h e White
G oddess’ at hand. I ’ve no doubt that
every student nodding to sleep in a
fourth-form English class w ould much
prefer Pete B row n’s ‘My friend made
love to her before m e’ to Walter de la
Mare or whatever else th e y ’re being
subjected to these days.
When T h e Mersey S ound’ appeared, I
saw as m any people carrying it as I saw
Milton or anything else. Because it
requires only th at you be alive in order
to understand it, this poetry makes a
m ockery of the pretension of people
like Eliot, who w rote insular and ob
scure poetry more for its own sake

terness and despair o f his w ords, as in
‘White R oom ’:
In the white room with black
curtains near the station
Black roof country no gold pave
ments tired starling
His poem , ‘Few ’ did the same thing,
though w ith a kind of despairing
hum or:
Alone tired halfdrunk hopeful
I staggered into the bogs
at Green Park Station
and found thirty written on the
wall
Appalled I lurched out
into the windy blaring neon
Piccadilly night thinking surly,
Surely there must be more of us
than that.........
Cream pursued the one lyrical them e
as no other rock band did before, or
has done since: alienation. N ot only
in the songs which Pete Brown co-wrote
was this apparent; Ginger B aker’s som 
bre ‘Blue C ondition’ and half-mad
‘What A B ringdown’ are b o th incred
ibly evocative of loneliness and despair.
Eric C lapton’s ‘Badge’ is a superbly
under-stated song about the same
things.
But it was Pete Brown who gave Cream
its best lyrics; they were perfectly fit
ted to Jack B ruce’s high, intense style
of singing. Bruce throw s him self into
songs like ‘White R oom ’ and ‘Deserted
Cities Of The H eart’ w ith a conviction
that makes them com m itted statem ents

In this song, th e re ’s no escape (as in
‘Deserted Cities Of The H eart’, where
Pete w rites, “T here’s no escape w hen
tim e has d ied” ) from suffering - “ The
rails have carried o ff the train/w ill
never come again.”
But in songs
like ‘I Feel F ree’ and ‘Dance The
Night A w ay’ the victim can escape his
to rm en t by immersing him self in illu
sion. I t ’s obvious th at P ete’s lyrics
changed while he was w ith Cream. On
Wheels Of Fire he rejects aqy saving
alternatives; the three m ajor BurceBrown songs the record contains are
uniform ly bare o f any hope whatever.
Jack B ruce’s Song For A Tailor contains a strange and confusing series o f
nightm ares. Brown has plunged him 
self into a world where a p reditory
wom an offers a m an a rope ladder to
the m oon, where m enus smell o f feet
and peas are boiled to d eath, where
bicycles can be trained to dance. These
lyrics place Pete Brown at the fore
front of the absurd w riters, whose
num ber includes Jo h n Lennon and
Keith Reid. But the basis o f all these
songs is still reality. The whole magic
of the poetry of Brown, Patten and
com pany lay in the fact th at it was
real, it w asn’t dry or detached. And
Pete Brown has never been m ore com 
m itted than he is now ; if his words
seem harder to get at, i t ’s because his
situations have becom e harder to ex 
press in words. What is im p o rtan t is
that the feel, the m ood generated by
the words is as real as it ever was; if
you tried to make literal sense o f Bob
D ylan’s Blonde On Blonde y o u ’d have
little success, because the final image
is what counts. Each verse o f ‘Memphis
Blues Again’ adds som ething, until the

P ete’s band (he’s now form ed a new
band, Piblokto, whose first LP has
been released in England) is unusual
indeed, and boasts tw o fine musicians
in Chris Spedding, whose guitar is
heard on Songs For A Tailor, and
drum m er Rob Tait. Pete sings and
plays tru m p et; in all fairness, I can
only say th at perhaps h e ’s an acquired
taste! This LP. A Meal You Can Shake
Hands With In The Dark, is available
locally; i t ’s certainly w orth hearing.
While I prefer Jack B ruce’s voice sing
ing Pete Brown’s w ords, i t ’s interesting
to hear the rather grotesque in terp re
tation Pete gives to his own songs. At
least one track, the eerie ‘Station
Song’ is really outstanding; Spedding’s
distorted guitar w ork is little short of
brilliant.
Whatever he does from here, Pete
Brown has been one o f the m ajor
figures in m odern English poetry. He
has always, with only a few exceptions
(unintelligible raving like ‘M’ uzzelgrost
Pcosm ’)
his poetry has been the
poetry of contem porary reality; he has
recorded the growing up of a nascent
y outh culture in England, as a p art of
it.
Pete Brown’s words may be read in:
Let ‘Em Roll Kafka (poems by
Pete Brown) published by Ful
crum Press in 1969;
and heard o n :
Disraeli Gears (Cream) Poly dor
594 003
Wheels Qf Fire (Cream) Polydor
583 031
A Meal You Can Shake Hands
With In The Dark (Pete Brown
and the Battered Ornaments) Har
vest SHVL 752/EMI
....The Art School Dance Goes On
Forever (Pete Brown and Pibl
okto) U.K. Harvest SHVL 768
Songs For A Tailor (Jack Bruce)
Polydor 583 058

-R O B SMYTH

JULY 1 - AUGUST

Most people are familiar wth the huge
success and popularity of Ravi Shankar
and his music. This popularity in the
West in fact extends to all things Indian.
One expects factors beyond mere chance
to account for this trend. From boy
hood he had a strong desire to bring,
in his own words, “the beautiful, rich
and ancient heritage of our classical
music to the West and to bring about
a deeper comprehension and apprecia
tion of it”. But why is it that Indian
things in general have had such popu
larity? “TTie highest aim of our music
is to reveal the essence of the Universe
it reflects, and the ragas are among the
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pop world, particularly the Beatles, help
ed his popularity. Ravi was very ready
to admit this.
“It helped definitely. I admit without
a doubt, and overnight I became very
popular. Not that I was unknown. I was
playing to full houses since 1958, but
these were listeners of a more serious
type. But the sitar explosion came in
1965. It was the young people generally
who became very aware of our music,
which I admit did a lot of good.”
Unfortunately, this brought with it
problems.
“They took me for what I am not,
because they took me for George Har

ft convEF
sation
with
Ravi
Shankar
by ANDREW McINTYRE
means by which this essence can be
apprehended. Thus, through music, one
can reach God. From what the young
people say, I think they are looking for
new values they can respect. Indian
music is fresh and exciting. It also has
deep spiritual qualities, tranquillity, a
devotional feeling.”
It would seem that it is the consciously
proclaimed spiritual qualities in not only
the music, but also the art and mystical
writings that appeals to young West
erners, spiritually starved and alienated
amidst their material opulence. But it
was also necessary for there to be a
popularizing agent. I suggested that the

rison’s teacher, and therefore for a pop
musician. Which is very sad because my
problem was to establish this music as
serious music. The Beatles, in general,
I had nothing to do with, except George,
who was my student, and that’s all. He
studied for a short while, not really
much. He has been very much inspired,
and what he has done was to utilize the
spirit of the instrument, and something
of the music. He has created a success.
But I don’t think the other Beatles have
changed because of it.
“Nevertheless, I think I did a good
thing, because out of this, hundreds and
thousands of admirers listened, and I

FILMMAKERS

form performances. Those expected to
perform in the next few weeks are
Country Radio, Jeanie Lewis and Lind
say Bourke.
i

THE SYDNEY FILMMAKERS CO
OP. LTD. has been registered under
N.S.W. law as a community advance
ment society. It is run by a board of
directors (Filmmakers).
THE AIMS OF THE CO-OP. ARE:
1. to distribute films made by mem
bers of the Co-op. at rental rates set by
the respective filmmakers.
2. to publish a newsletter for the be
nefit of members.
In actual fact, the Co-op. has been
formed to take-over all the film distribu
tion of independent, experimental and
underground films formerly handled by
UBU Films. Most of the films previous
ly handled by UBU Films plus new
ones are available for hire.
At present the Co-op, is forwarding
75% of film rentals to the respective
filmmakers, retaining 25% to cover costs.
Our only other way of raising money is
by selling shares under the rules.
The Coop accepts all films for distritution without discrimination. A print
of a film is lent to the Co-op. and is
offered for rental, being listed in the
Co-op. catalogue and supplements. The
filmmaker reserves the right to with
draw his film at any time providing
rental commitments already made are
met.
An invitation is extended to all film
makers to lend their films for distribution
at their rentals (between 50 cents and $ 1
per minute is suggested).
A further invitation is extended to
anyone interested to become a member
of the Co-op. and help filmmakers.
Further enquiries and requests to hire
films should be directed to:—
The Manager,
Phil Noyce,
88 Fox Valley Road,
Wahroonga, N.S.W. 2076.
Phone: 48T2897.

MARTIN SHARP EXHIBITION.
MACLEAY ST. POTTS POINT
SYDNEY
The exhibition will continue through
July with additions to it from other
artists and further work from Martin.
Martin is in the process of finishing a ca
talogue on the exhibion which should
be available shortly. Musicians will be
appearing at the exhibition giving free

THE MEBOURNE ARTS CO-OP
WRITES:
“On Moratorium night we ran Mel
bourne’s first comprehensive multimedia event; an experiment. On Friday
June 26, there’s a concert/midnight film
in aid of Carlton kids from Commission
flats; our friends, they should be your
friends too.
The address is Cathedral Hall, 20
Brunswick St., Fitzroy. Tickets $1 from
The Source or at the door.
On Friday July 10, a full-scale multimedia adventure: people, light, tapes,
bands, film, dance, poetry, interaction
and participation.”
For further information about the
Co-op, write to Peter Higgins c /o Re
generation, 214 Drummond St. Carlton.

was able to make them understand the
seriousness of the music. In doing this
I faced a lot of criticism at home, as
many thought I was associating with
pop artists, therefore bringing down the
quality of my music. It was the other
way around. It was a great strain and
still is, especially when I go to new
areas, and have to explain the same
thing over again.”
He pointed to the strong association
that some people have between drugs
and his music. Indian music has been
well established as a way to inner peace,
a higher state of tranquility, and for
finding yourself in relation to the uni
verse. It is not surprising that they
should be associated, as this panacea is
also claimed by the drug-consumers.
Ravi feels strongly on this point. “I am
not talking against drugs, but I feel
strongly about talking out against the
association of meditation and taking
drugs like hashish. This is absolutely
the wrong thing, and one should come
with a clear mind and head to listen
to our music.”
Having agreed that it was the con
scious element of spirituality that has
led Western youth towards his music,
I asked him why he thought our own
Western composers did not seem to be
able to offer the same things.
“It is very simple, the Indian musi
cians up to date have not lost their
religious background, whether they are
Hindu or Moslem. And this very feel
ing for the religion and religious aware
ness is brought out in their music. Cer
tain things that you cannot pin down
have to have some effect on the music.
When you ask about the contemporary
Western musician, I think it lacks this
quality because they have no religious
background, or feeling for religious
ideas.”
I then asked him about Beethoven,
who appeared to be a very spiritual per
son who, curiously enough was taken
by the mystical writings of the East well
over 150 years ago. Beethoven had
these words framed permanently on his
desk — “I am that which is, I am all
that was, that is, and that shall be.”
His music certainly has the elusive mys
tical quality of Indian music. Ravi
agreed and pointed out that this was
our need for a film magazine is as great
as it ever was. Cinema in Australia re
mains as it has been since Galileo in
vented the camera: we have no local
industry, and an insane censorship policy
protects us from the effects of foreign
filth.
A new film magazine from London,
Cinematics, claims to have achieved a
valid and uncultish outlook toward cin
ema. Put together by two Melbourne ex
patriates, John Matthews and Chris
Maudson, it bears the slogan, “Film
critics have always tried to understand
the cinema —- our task is to change it.”
(With respect, John and Chris: you
won’t!) I can not recommend Cinemantics as I haven’t seen it, but limited
copies of the first two issues are avail
able for 45 cents, posted from Cinemantics, c /o 90 Queensbury St., Carl
ton 3053, VICTORIA.
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AUSTRALIAN BLUES SOCIETY
The Australian Blues Society exists
to foster interest in Negro blues. The
Society conducts a meeting/record ses
sion every Sunday afternoon, from 2.30
to 5.03, at 580 Victoria St., North Mel
bourne. The Society acts as agents for
blues magazines including ‘Blues Un
limited’ and ‘Blues World’; there are
plans afoot to promote tours by Negro
blues artists.
Further details can be obtained from
(in Melbourne): 1 Eton Court, Balwyn
2103 ( ’phone 857-8874); and (in
Sydney): P.O. Box A 122, Sydney South
2000 .

HIP COMMUNITY
The first major step towards estab
lishing a “completely legal hippie •com
munity" in (northern) Queensland, was
taken a few weeks back at the Govern
ment Land Auction of approximately
120 acres of property at Kurandah. We
may have further details next issue.

R.I.P. CINEMA PAPERS
Cinema Papers appears to have died:
while it was not a particularly good
paper (it was. finally, insular and unin
teresting), its loss is to be regretted, for

Aquarius, the cultural foundation of
NUAUS, is about to publish a new mag
azine of the arts, to be distributed nat
ionally. The first edition is due out on
July 28.
The Yellow Magazine will accept
contributions from anyone, student or
otherwise, on any topic related to the
arts, theatre, film, poetry, literature,
music, photography and so on intermin
ably. It is particularly interested in con
temporary movements in each related
field, i.e. pop music, street theatre.
Photographs, poetry, short stories and
articles will be accepted.
If you’re interested, please contact the
editor, Richard Giles, at NUAUS, 344
Victoria St., North Melbourne, Victoria,
or phone 30-4621.

ARENA
A REIS A 21 — on sale now. It includes:
‘Students In The Electric Age' by
Dennis Altman:
‘Was The Australian Working Class
Ever Radical?’ by Bob Gollan;
‘The Liberation of Women’.
and coming soon: A R EN A 22.
‘Sex And Nature in Modem Poetry’
by John Docker;
‘Ideology In The Electric Age’ —
Kelvin Rowley replies to Dennis Alt
man.
A R EN A is $2 for four issues: write
P.O. Lex 86, Greensborough, 3088,
VICTORIA.

because “he still had a lot to do with
the Church”. In fact he was considered
thoroughly unorthodox, and had little
to do with the Church.) Ravi con
tinued: “The musician of today has very
little to do with the Church, and there
fore it comes out in his work, his crea
tion, which is more intellectual, more
sophisticated. But I do think it lacks
that spiritual quality.”
Ravi was hurt many years ago by
comments from some of his friends in
Paris that his music was boring and
repetitive. He commented: “Many of
the critics still say that . . . even in Mel
bourne! They felt that it was not intel
lectual enough, and had no point; emo
tionally and intellectually flabby. It is
very sad because there are still people
who think this way because they are
not used to our music, and they don’t
find the emotion in it. These are people
who are more or less very regimented in
their listening to Western music, and
for our music you have to be more
open-minded, otherwise when you hear
Indian music expecting all the things that
are in Western classical music, harmony,
counterpoint, you miss a lot.”
I felt this regimentation in listening
could well account for the lack of suc
cess of the serious Western composers
mentioned above, and that the openmindedness of youth extended only to
styles which are popular. I asked if he,
Ravi Shankar, listened to Western
classical music.
“As much as I can, and whenever I
am free. I like very much the Baroque
period. I like much of Beethoven, and
the romantics. It’s only from the 12tone music that I start finding difficulty,
and then I have to listen with a little
strain.”
It is very apparent that Ravi Shankar
has done a tremendous amount for
western youth, probably the most signi
ficant thing being to show in spite of
our materialistic society and philosophy,
that it is possible to find a love that is
real and lasting, it is possible to be
really liberated, through the human acti
vity of music-making.
Ravi Shankar is a deeply humble per
son, and what he shows his audience in
his music is that there is something
bigger than all of us. This is his gift to
man, and we should be very grateful.

REVIEW
Australian Left Review: write to Box
A247, G.P.O. Sydney, N.S.W.

MEDITATION
The following has been received from
the Transcendal Meditation Centre. The
bit about the Beatles is wrong (it’s not
George, It’s John, and the song was
written long before the rest of the Let
It Be LP — it appeared on the Wildlife
Charity LP in England), but the rest is
true!
“The bourgeois press would have you
believed that the Beatles dipped out on
meditation. But listen to George’s
‘Across The Universe’ on the Let It Be
LP. The ‘Jai Guru Deva’ constantly re
peated is a dedication to Maharishi’s
guru.
“Introductory talks are held each
week
at
Transcendal
Meditation
Centres —
* 29 Drummond St. Carlton, Victoria
(phone 34-6216);
* 30 Park St. Woodville Park, South
Australia (phone 45-5988);
* 1 Burleigh St. Burwood, N.S.W.
(phone 747-3634).
“Contact in Brisbane is Hugo Bon
ham (phone 97-4002); in Hobart you
can phone Mrs. Morley (Glenorchy
71176).

MUSOS ADS
Drummer desperately needs garage,
storeroom or old john to practice in.
Also, would like to jam with other
muso’s or join heavy acid-rock gorup,
Sydney area. Please write: Ross Geros,
Flat 7, 428 Bronte Road, Brone 2024,
N.S.W.
FOR SALE — Amp./guitar/lead (80
watt); Galaxie/Vadis, two speaker cabi
nets (8x12 Rolas). Excellent condition:
$315. Phone Sydney 34-3244.
AXE WANTED — I’m reasonably
destitute financially, but want to pur
chase a quality electric guitar: Fender
stratocaster, Gibson or similar. Around
$180 the absolute maximum, cash of
course. Write to J. Sinclair, Single Men’s
Quarters, Zeehan 7469, TASMANIA.
GROUP — ‘Harlee Davis’; work
wanted in Sydney area. Blues and rock.
If interested, phone Peter at Sydney
665-5966.
GROUP — ‘Bi-plane’ plays light
blues; phone Shawn McKerrell on
90-5761. (What on earth is ‘light blues’?
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