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REVOLUTION Editor Phillip Frazer, currently in San Francisco, m et
Creedence at their practice studio-cum -recreation centre-cum -office. K nown
as the Factory, it is a warehouse in a dingy street in Berkeley, it is where
everything Creedence has done has been form ulated.
And everything
Creedence has done has been their ow n thing — despite the fact that they
are the w orld ’s biggest performing group (in terms o f sales and receipts for
perform ances), they have no office staff, manager, prom oter or whatever.
Just the four band members and four “helpers” . D espite their m ulti-m illion
dollar status they are, as Jann Wenner o f Rolling Stone put it, “ Still a San
Francisco Bay Area school band that made it big by doing brilliant tu n es.”
There have been rumors that y o u ’re com ing to Australia — w h at’s going on?
TOM: They are just rumors. It’s not that we aren’t going to , but it ’s not in
the im m ediate future.
DOUG: Say this, w e ’ll be there inside sixteen m onths. We heard the rumors
to o , in fact it came back to us that we were supposed to be playing there,
but had no know ledge o f it at all.
TOM: I doubt that if we go there w e ’ll be working for anyone else. We’ve
elim inated the bad-payer promoters from our thing here in the States. We’d
want to do it right so there w asn’t any o f that aftermath where everyone gets
screwed and that crap.
D o you agree that y o u ’ve breached the gap betw een top 4 0 m usic and its
13-19 year-old fans and heavier music?

40 CENTS

JOHN: We d o n ’t draw lines like that.
TOM: I d o n ’t think, at least in the United States, that there is an age-limit
on people w ho listen to AM radio.
Have you tried to appeal to any particular group o f people?
DOUG: We d o n ’t set out to say OK here’s age-this or these guys are going to
be buying x am ount o f records. We just play the kind o f music that we like
to play, the kind o f music that we play best.
JOHN: We specifically aim away from a certain area and th at’s easy listening.
We d o n ’t want to becom e I guess what they call ‘legit’. You know like Tom
Jones — you know Show Biz. And open at the Cococabana or the Kazmo or
Combo or whatever. I d o n ’t know , it seems that most artists, as soon as they
becom e successful they im m ediately jump into that.
But you d o n ’t need that any more, right?
JOHN: Because we have the m oney you mean?
TOM: But a lot o f people w ho didn’t need it still did it, because I think
they always had a certain feeling about their rock ‘n ’ roll music as being a
stepping stone to what they really wanted to do. Whereas with us the love
o f the music was a lot more basic and a lot heavier than that, it ’s not a step
ping stone so we can all becom e actors or som ething.
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After three issues the establishment
has decided that Revolution is a bad
influence on to d a y ’s youth and have
barred up their portals. This makes it
difficult for us to sell enough copies to
keep going but with your co-operation
we shoula be able to go on to bigger
and better things.
Already w e ’ve been able to add another
four pages (two o f them being full
page advertisements we adm it, but
still it ’s giving us a better chance to
make ends m eet). Phillip Frazer, our
mblisher is in San Francisco having a
ook around Rolling Stone and has
negotiated the twelve page
inter
national supplem ent from them that
is in the m iaale o f this edition.
As you will see, w e are still pro
hibited from printing the dreaded
four letter words but it seem s to us
that there*are more im portant things
to risk a bust on than not replacing uc
w ith an asterisk — after all we all
know what fasterisking m eans any
way.
This m onth w e ’ve published three
articles on the sale o f grass — not only
because we want to see grass legalized
but because p ot has becom e an inte
gral part o f the you th culture and
people have a right to read something
honest about it for a change.
We hope to bring m ore o f this sort o f
material to you in future issues. We
still need w riters — please anyone
who is at all interested send stuff in we pay ($10 per thousand words) on
publication. The more articles we have
sent in the more we feel that we can
becom e the voice o f the culture w e ’re
trying to serve.
We alsso need help selling the paper all
over the country, so i f yoirre inter
ested in that direction please write
to us in Carlton and w e ’ll work
som ething out w ith you . If we d o n ’t
get a big response from you , this could
well be the last Revolution so please
help.

f

Brothers
Hi! From Queensland we love your mag
azine man! It's too much especially the Iasi
REVOLUTION — it blew my mind to fine
so much Goodness vibes in one issue. MORE
PLEASE! Dug the Woodstock scene, Alta*
mont report, Overseas Pop Scene very much
Outstanding were the recognition of Martir
Sharp’s Lovin’ Genius Ross Wilson and
Macrobiotics (more!) and down under*
groundradiooo. Man that was too much, great
to put it like is really is. Can you publish
more info about how to get a station going?
The article on Bucky was too short — man
the guy deserves more space. What he’s saying
is vital for the earth’s survival.
No more apathy man, please more more.
Glad someone got on to ASIO, those fvtaBs
have files on all the good people as enemies
of the State. (Even you?) Record Reviews
intelligent but opinionated, I’d sure like to
go on facts and indications whether they
were good vibes or whatever. Nimmervoll
knows this and yet they get super technical —
what for man? It’s the whole that counts —
the parts analysers minutely don’t give you
one view but only a diverse analysis of the
parts. It’s one man don’t go the scientific
road of chopping the one into the. many. Your
film reviews are great too.
Can you write a bit about Monterery Pop?
It’s full of good vibes, builds up in intensity
and blows minds with Ravi Shanker. When
working with Charlie Vodicka I worked on
promoting that film and the
in
the Dailies refused to review it (not ,;veu
bad reviews?) except for Howard Palm r Tn
the Sun (Vic.) who called it one o f th. jest
of the year. This film deserves acknowledg
ment, maybe when you write on festivals? It
was the first festival (as such!) and inspired
Woodstock — love was reality in Frisco then
people were living it — this is before the
Press invented hippies.
Can you include other helpful information
in On The Horizon column like communes,
bad trip phone numbers, low cost housing,
free food (or cheap), clothing (free or
cheap) etc. There are restaurants in Fitzroy
and Carlton where one can get a good meal
for 30 cents and other scenes of the like —
we have to get together — man — it’s our
only hope. I will supply information regarding
the same relevant to this area, if you do it.
We’re trying to get a farm to establish a
‘cool your head’ scene to offer relief to city
struck people. Hoping to build adobe huts or
geodesic domes — both can be erected reas
onably cheaply and quickly. Grow our own
food, have goats for milk, make handcrafts
and joy music and lead a solid life digging a
healthy diet (for a healthy body) Yoga

I L L I L U I
Send letters to Feedback, c/o Revolution, 27 Drummond St., Carlton 3053
(same) (fix the spine man!) meditation and
devotion (for a healthy soul) and freedom (a
dopeless high!). We will exorcise unharmonious spirits also. There is one hang. We’re
seeking some finance without going to the
banks or loansharks — if you can appeal
thru Revolution for interested backers it
would be incredible.
Together! We must get together! In the
books — can you review some “soulfood”
books? Like Hermann Hesse’s ‘M agister Ludi’,
‘^amian’, ‘Steppenwolf, ‘Siddhartha’, ‘Nar
cissus and Goldmund’, ‘Tolkien’s ‘Hobbit’ and
‘Lord of the Rings,’ ‘Dune’ by Frank Herbert
and ‘Stranger In A Strange Land’ by Robert
Heinlein; Richard Brautigan’s poetry; Ken
Keseys book; “The Aquarian Gospel of
Jesus Christ” by Levi; “The I Ching” and
other things people should be turned onto —
the inner Revolution — the one that works
eternally.
And please — articles on Meher Baba,
Yoga, Vegetarian Eating (the case against
meat) Transcendental Meditation, Maithuna
(art of giving in love making), Krishnamurti
(he’s coming to Australia soon — October I
think), Communes and Experimental Life
Styles, Mushrooms (they grow wild here!),
ecology, Pollution, surfing creators (George
Greenough, Wayne Lynch, Simon Buttonshaw, Ted Spencer) Lindsay Bourke, some
thing real on Astrology (not the shit that’s in
the mags — but relevant info) Tai Chi
Chuan, Buddhism, Zen (Ginsberg, dope to
name a few!
Please more on Bucky’s trip. Keep the
energy levels high . . . We love you,
Steve Hein
Box 51
Trewantin
4565 QLD.

BOURGEOIS PRESS
Sir,
In the last issue I drew attention to the at
tempts of the bourgeois press to discredit the
Beatles! involvement in meditation. This
paper prefaced my remark by a statement
aimed at discrediting my remark.
Thanks for the seconding.
Ian Aford,
Carlton, VIC.

THE HEIGHT OF PRETENSION

REVOLUTION offices are at 17 D rum m ond St.,
C arlton, 3053.
It is published m onthly by
R evolution P ublications and printed by Waverley
O ffsett Printers at Glen Waverley,
V ictoria.

ing, about what can be called ‘revolutionary’
and what cannot. Far from getting ‘to the
heart of the word Revolution’, as one Cool
Young Chick put it in the last ‘Feedback”, it
appears that the philosophical basis of the
editorial policy is a vague variant of the
Hippie philosophy (talking about we, youth,
versus them, adults), without any precise
analysis of who or what it is we’re revolting
against how we’re to do it, and above all.
how we i-e going to overcome the immense
forces of the Establishment.
The lead article in the first issue suggested
that it is the turned-on, tuned-in kids, united
by the great force of 200 Watts of Rock
music, who are making the Revolution. How
ever, the fact of the matter is that grass, acid
and Rock are Not, by themselves, revolution
ary. There are plenty of pro-Establishment
capitalist money-grabbers who smoke pot,
especially in the U.S. Then again, take the
case of the Beatles, whose dictum on re
volutionary action, ‘Revolution’, is not only
non-revolutionary, it is, in a time of world
wide armed struggle against Western capital
ism, downright counter-revolutionary.
The thought of a Vietnamese peasant
throwing away his gun to ‘free his mind in
stead’ is not only ludicrous, it is exactly what
the U.S. war machine would like to see.
What is of great significance about the Beatles’
‘Revolution’ is that it undoubtedly expresses
the philosophy of a great many kids who
drop acid and groove on loud music. Acid
and Rock have a great liberating potential —
but they should not be turned into a revolu
tionary panacea. Basically, you have so far
failed to distinguish between which com
ponents of the new youth culture pose a real
threat and opposition to the established order,
and which elements can be absorbed into it,
thereby creating no real threat. I suspect that
this tendency to view as revolutionary just
about anything that might have something
to do with drugs, longhair and loud music is
based on a retreat from ‘politics’, specially
Marxist notions of revolution (e.g. Albie
Thom’s book review in No. 2). The result
is a vague notion of an impending ‘revolu
tion’ in ideas, outlook and consciousnesss,
with no thought about how this is related to
the overthrow of the bourgeois State and the
capitalist system — that is, the present Aus
tralian social system as a whole.
This fundamental lack of development, or
confusion, or whatever it is, in your ‘revolu
tionary’ philosophy has had very serious and
disastrous consequences for the magazine as
a whole. Thus, in the second issue of this
magazine called ‘Revolution’, which considers
itself to be confronting the established order,
we see on one of the covers a photograph/
of the co-author of that great counter-revolu-

Sir,
To many people like myself who have
been interested in the ‘underground’ press
in the U.S.A., and in its possible application
in Australia, the appearance of ‘Revolution’
was a welcome sight. Yet, at the same time,
as a person wanting to see the establishment
of a genuine revolutionary movement, and
that means revolutionary ideas and culture
as well, here is Australia, it seems to me that
your paper suffers seriously because of a
fundamental confusion or lack of understand

tionary pop manifesto ‘Revolution’ (Paul
McCartney, whose ‘Let It Be’ also has dis
tinct overtones of letting things alone and not
trying to force changes), a lead article on
the Mortaorium, quite incorrectly and mis
leadingly subheaded an exercise in revolution
ary politics, a sympathetic article on Trudeau
written from a liberal-reformist perspective,
Albie Thom’s book review announcing the
irrelevance of any kind of Marxist revolu
tionary programme (‘rediscover yourself but
don’t challenge the Australian ruling class
and its exploitative capitalist system of organ
ising a revolutionary movement of workers
and students), and, the greatest contradiction
of them all, a statement from the editors
apoligizing for offending capitalist newsagents
and the trash they sell.
To conclude, I would seriously suggest that
you either be a revolutionary magazine in
attitude and content, or change the name of
the paper. Not to do so, and to continue in
the vein of the first two issues, is the height
of hypocrisy to say the least, but could more
aptly be described as arrogant pretension.
Yours etc.,
John Tapp.

BOMB-MAKING
Sir,
REVOLUTION has given hope. Thanks for
the articles on Chicago 8 and the Panthers in
previous issues. Now could we have detailed
articles on hows of bomb-making and hows of
street warfare (BE PREPARED). That kind
of material, anyhow. Another thing, we want
more unity in the Revolution.
Anyhow, all praise t o Chicago Transit
Authority (Chicago), and for the moment,
Death to Pigs!
Joseph Cross,
Brisbane Resistance Core,
Brisbane.

LIMITED CRITICS
Sir,
Some comments on your magazine, essen
tially about the musical side, as I am not
qualified to comment on the political side, nor
am I particularly interested in politics unless
it involves me personally (e.g. the draft).
I feel that Revolution is taking itself some
what too seriously, and your critics are
guilty of a “holier than thou” attitude to
wards their readers, a rather ill-founded
attitude to say the least. They can write with
a smugly knowledgeable air about the de
bauched and miserable life of Gene Clark,
for example, but when it comes to things the
average reader does know about it becomes
obvious that your critics have their limitations.
A bad habit of Australian writers is to
make sweeping statements with a kind of
“absolute truth” attitude — e.g. “Jazz is
too technical” or “Sgt. Pepper is merely fac
ile”. These are only expressions of opinion,
and quite often open to dispute. It is also

obvious at times that some of your critics
have rather narrow tastes and haven’t listen
ed to a particularly wide range of music
(certainly not as much as anyone who writes
about music should). Unfortunately everyone
can’t be as open-minded as Richard Williams
of Melody Maker and Pete Delding of Downbeat. to mention two outstanding overseas
writers.
Criticism, at best, is no more than one
person’s opinion, but with Revolution’s critics
1 get the feeling that there is not a lot of
musical knowledge and insight backing their
opinions up — they are very hip to lyrics
(and full credit for that) but miss out badly
on the playing aspect. I would like to see
brief biographies of each Revolution writer,
explaining their musical background. At least
I might then be able to respect their opinions
a little more. At the same time, letting them
get their life story off their chests and out of
the way would prevent them letting us have
it bit by bit in the course of the reviews and
articles. One thing that must be avoided is
the fostering of a self-indulgent “personality
cult” among critics. The function of a critic,
in my opinion, is to remain very much in tKe
background, unless they’re someone like
Melody Makers Chris Welch.
In particular, I would like Revolution to
leave jazz completely alone, unless you can
get someone who knows something about it.
I’m not calling myself an authority, but I’ve
seen some unbelievably ignorant things on
jazz in various Australian publications, espec
ially the cliches like “jazz over-emphasizes
technique” or is “incomprehensible” I can
only say that jazz gives back what the listen
er puts in, and most of the people who knock
jazz are just not prepared to listen to anything
that is, in any way subtle preferring to be
hit over the head by something more basic.
I have read of jazz players being put down
for being masters of their instrument, and
other players being praised for their mastery
of simplicity, when in fact a lot of this
“simple” playing is nothing more than primi
tive. At the other extreme, much “progres
sive” rock is incredibly dull to anyone who
has heard a lot of jazz. To my ears rock
musicians improvising at length (e.g. “Super
Session”) is the most boring sound on earth.
Many rock critics and fans have said that
‘Jazz is not emotional”. As far as I’m con
cerned one of the best things about jazz
is the powerful emotional thing conveyed.
Admittedly some jazz is unemotional (notably
the long-forgotten “cool jazz” experiments of
Tristano and Co. in the early 50’s) but some
jazz is not all jazz. A few of the original
“cool” jazzmen have “reformed” anyway,
notably Lee Konitz. The emotional depth of
John Coltrane’s “Spiritual”, for example, far
exceeds that of any rock performance I’ve
ever heard.
This must sound very jazz-biased. I know.
In fact I like Coltrane and the Byrds almost
equally well, and so I do get a bit brought
down by anyone else’s narrow outlook.
Everyone’s entitled to their likes and dis
likes, but I hate to think of anyone’s tastes
being limited by ignorance. Incidentally, re
ferring back to the Byrds, how about some
credit for their genius producer Gary Usher,
without whom their two masterpieces could
never have happened (even at the time of
the “progressive” phase they were still a
terrible stage band).
I don’t know if you’ll want to publish this,
but if you do I hope you get a hipper sub
editor than the one who prepared for publica
tion my last letter concerning the Byrds. Ad
mittedly that one contained a lot of crap,
being a 4 a.m. stream-of-consciousness rave,
but you seemed to leave some of the more
relevant bits out. However, its up to you, so
I’ll have to leave it at that.
Yours faithfully,
Alan Hill

COLD MANIPULATION
Sir,
One would not expect to find evidence of
the sick, manipulative politics of the Cold
War in a magazine called ‘Revolution’. One
would expect to find revolutionary politics.
But in the style of the best manipulative
politics, ‘On the Horizon’ of July 1st paternalistically explained to the ‘kiddies’, with a
string of the most incredible lies and distor
tions, why they should support the July 3rd
demonstration. It went on to trade on the
most base and totalitarian of Australian poli
tical instincts — good old-fashioned antiCommunism (otherwise known as McCarthyism) for the sectarian ends of the July 3rd
organizers. I refer to the passage . . . ‘namely,
the Communist Party, Save Our Sons, Carl
ton SDS and anarchists plus various other
uptight groups’. One would not imagine that
the readership of your publication would be
predominantly sympathetic to either socialist
or Communist ideas. There is a not terribly
subtle difference between McCarthy ism and
a rejection of the role and practices of Com
munist parties from a revolutionary point of
view. The latter would require an analysis of
the politically corrupt role of both the Com
munist Party of Australia and the Commun
ist Party (Marxist - Leninist) in Australian
history.
To those of your readers who may have
consequently gone to the Friday demonstra
tion and been disgusted with the hopeless,
disorganized massacre they saw, I would like
to point out that there is a revolutionary left
movement which believes that revolutionary
politics is a responsible business and that
political decisions should be made by the
people who participate in building the revolu
tion, on the basis of their own thoughts and
opinions. The alternative is a pseudo-revolu
tionary movement which sees the revolution
as a mere romantic, ‘fun’ event, and which
prefers manipulating people into the move
ment in the dishonest manner of the ‘Revolu
tion’ (sic) report. This was in fact what the
July 4th dispute was about — there is no
such thing as a ‘straight power struggle’ in
revolutionary politics — that is the termin-.
ology of bourgeois politics.
Jill Jolliffe (July 4th Movement).
Fitzroy
Victoria.
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attitude to accusations of underground
exploitation. His main gripe is that
groups, like the Who picked up enormous
fees from Woodstock (see the documen
tation in the Who‘s new Live A t Leeds
album) but give nothing back to the
movement. Yet these groups still gain
the adulation of committed underground
revolutionaries determined to overthrow
capitalism. This is the paradox of the
pop culture, yet Wadleigh’s move does
nothing to analyse this contradiction. In
stead, it does more than any other film
before to establish the pop star as the
hero-figure of the revolution. There are
striking resemblances between this movie
and Leni Reifenstafis The Triumph Of
The Will, glorifying Hitler as the super
man saviour, and constant reminders
that Wild In The Streets derived from
a reasonable analysis of contemporary
youth culture.
Mike Wadleigh is almost boastful
about the technical achievement of
Woodstock. The four-track stereo gives
one the feeling of being right up front
at the event (and leaves one with an
aural tremor afterwards), and the threescreen images keep the eyes wide open
with constant juxtapositions of information and entertainment.

It’s about time people in Australia
took an active interest in film censorship.
In the past we have always thought ot
the censorship issue as the perogative
of liberal intellectuals and those interest
ed in pornography. But these days film
censorship in Australia has a political
motivation, aimed at repressing the de
velopment of new consciousness among
young people. It’s time we reacted and
took the matter into hand. The censors
need to be shown that young people
care about the films they want to see.
Mike Wadleigh (director of Woodstock) arrived in London for the British
premiere of his movie, and told me he
was pissed off with the Australian film
censors. So far Australia is the only
country that wants to censor Woodstock,
and the cuts demanded could result in
about an hour missing from the threehour movie. The censors want to cut
all shots of dope and dope-taking, all
shots of nudity, and all four-letter words.
In other words, they want to repress the
truth about Woodstock. But they seem
to forget people have read about it in
papers and magazines, seen hundreds of
photos of the event (including nude shots
in L ife), and have heard the music on
record. It becomes more obvious every
day that the film censors live in some sort
of ivory tower.
The denial of evidence of dope at
Woodstock is a pathetic attempt to cover
up the fact that half a million people
were completely smashed and yet be
haved politely and peacefully, and set
off waves of good vibrations. In the
film there are several interviews with
people, including the town’s Chief of
Police, who express approval of what
happened at Woodstock. This must
appear as some sort of class betrayal to
our middle-aged censors.
The perverse cutting of nudity and
sex that persists in Australian censor
ship suggests that middle-aged Aus-
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Originally filmed on 16mm reversal, j
the film was printed on to techniscope
and then blown up to 35mm, printed in
technicolor through the tri-separation
process. The color is strong, the film
relatively grain-free compared with M on
terey Pop which used a more conven
tional process. The photographic style
is basically the cinema-verite living
camera style of TV documentaries, but
the multiple printing split-screen effect
produces a dazzling visual experience
which takes on interpretive qualities. In
other words, Wadleigh’s role as director
came in the editing stages rather than
the shooting stage, and the cameras were
used as recording devices rather than
interpretive devices. Wadleigh himself
can be seen on stage during the film,
shooting the close-up shots of the per
formers.
Woodstock was put together from 72
hours of film. The director had the
choice of making an entertainment film,
an information film, or a propaganda
film. Wadleigh claims Woodstock is a
mixture of all three, which certainly
lessens the chances of its effectiveness
in these categories.
As propaganda for the new conscious
ness it operates on a basic level of hys
teria, belting away for three hours until
the spectator is overwhelmed by the
flood of sound and image. Such propa
ganda hardly appeals to the intellect and
does nothing to develop political con
sciousness. It is as Goddard puts it,
making political films rather than making
films politically. For Marxist-Leninist
filmers Woodstock is bourgeois revision
ism.

M ICH A EL W ADLEIGH with the MAHARASHI (speaking)

an accurate description of the event (and
the movie), but it is obvious our censors
can’t appreciate that. And I %
guess
Country Joe’s new version of the Fish
Cheer comes across as one of the most

FILMS
tralians are old maids in chastity belts.
These days in Europe, visual depiction
of nudity and sex is common in films,
newspapers and magazines. Sex shops
exist in most cities. Europeans have got
ten over their sexual hang-ups. But the
Australian censors can’t even take the
passive nakedness in the sun that occa
sionally graces the screen in Woodstock.
Their fear of the human body amounts
to an ugly sickness.
Ditto their fear of four-letter words.
Indecency is a concept from the polite
society that disappeared with blucher
boots, but it’s still an obsession with our
decrepit censors. When John Sebastian
calls Woodstock a mindhe gives

i

positive challenges to the censors’ world
that they have ever had to look at in
their gloomy cellar. Half a million
people shouting ' .
must have almost
crumbled the walls of their Imperial
Arcade bunker.
The Australian film censors are freaks,
completely out of touch with the world
they live in and the community they
serve. Their attempts to control the
minds of young people who form the
majority of the film audiences they dic
tate to has got to be ended. Young
people have got to invade that cellar in
the Imperial Arcade and make their feel
ings known. The dictatorship of the
mind-police has to be ended.

Mike Wadleigh had a few other
bitches. One was aimed at Warners,
who picked up the distribution rights to
the movie from the Woodstock pro
moters who owned the film. Wadleigh
had a contract guaranteeing him full
artistic control of the movie. But he
has no control over the publicity. And
he is pretty crapped off at the way the
film is being sold.
Wadleigh has claims to being a radical
film-maker. His No Vietnamese Ever
Called Me Nigger was strongly for the
black militants and against the Vietnam
war. He claims his prime motivation in
selecting the songs that were included
in Woodstock was their political content.
But he has to disown himself from the
exploitation of the movie that results in
$5 ticket prices in New York and 157seats in London. Instead he plays along
with Warners, using their publicity bud
get to jet around Europe supervising the
balancing of the four-track environ
mental sound of the film.
In London the underground press put
it to him that he ought to give some of
the bread he is ripping off the mvoie
back to the movement. Wadleigh claimed
he would be using it to make more radi
cal films. But he also took a defensive

As information, Woodstock is hardly
satisfying, omitting many events and inci
dents which have been reported as im
portant aspects of the life festival at
Woodstock. Some of this was due to
cameramen not being able to be every
where at all times. Other things were
omitted by Wadleigh’s selective process
— he thought Abbie Hoffman’s rap
during the Who’s number did a dis
service to Abbie and the movement.
There is no doubt that Woodstock
as a movie exists primarily on the level
of entertainment. Anyone who is not
impressed by the fantastic three-hour
concert that the film serves up just isn’t
interested in contemporary music. De
spite Warners’ promotion of the film
mixing cons about social consciousness
with hard sells of the rock stars, the
basic appeal of the film as it stands is
as a super rock event making it possible
to see most of the world’s best rock per
formers. A longer film could have given
more superstars or more information.
But the three-hour format is the enter
tainment style of the moment in cinema
supermarkets. And Woodstock is the
classiest package the cinema has had to
sell in many years.
Whether Australians are able to see
Woodstock in the way Wadleigh made it
depends entirely on how militant young
people are about their interests. The
threat of death in Vietnam has stirred
people into effective protest against the
Government hypocrisy. Perhaps this
militancy can be carried into other
areas, and the Australian think-police be
shown that young people care about
what they are allowed to see and hear.
ALBIE THOMS
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N ed Kelly has just opened in London,
and i«r’s a bummer. Tony Richardson’s
film of a gang of hippies who turn to
violence and take on the Victorian pigs
is a big hype aimed at the world youth
market. But it is shallow entertainment,
failing to come to terms with the Aus
tralian myth, and instead creates a pop
vehicle that reveals how out-of-touch
Richardson is with the scene.
Richardson and United Artists see the
perfect money-making formula in using
a pop hero (Mick Jagger) in a story
about revolution (proletariat versus pigs)
to Johnny Cash-type ballads (by Shel
Silverstein sung in an American accent).
But Richardson’s directional style is at
variance with his pop formula, for the
script (Richardson and Ian Jones) aims
at realistic documentary recreation. The
story of Ned Kelly is told chronologic
ally, developing slowly, with no attempt
to draw the drama out of the flow of
events. We have to wait 45 minutes for
the Stringybark Massacre — the first big
dramatic event — and Richardson blows
it. Garry Shead’s underground version
is a hundred times more exciting.
Richardson sees the massacre as a
ballad: singer (voice over “And Con
stable Lonigan is shot . . .” (wide shot
Lonigan being shot), “. . . and he is
dead” (close-up Lonigan’s bleeding
face). This approach is used through
out — songs telling us what we are
seeing, superimposing the bush ballad
tradition onto a neo-realistic pictorial
narrative.
Jagger is thrown to the lions. None
of the other characters are developed,
and the movie is focused on his playing
of the Kelly character. He goes it alone,
but hasn’t the acting strength to break
through the flat script. Martyn Sander
son stands out among the subsidiary
characters by his overplayed drunken
trap (the pigs belong to the alcohol
generation).
None of the other characters are given
chance. Aarron Sherritt (Ken Shorter)
is Judas to Kelly’s Jesus, but he is no
more than a shadow in the crowd that
surrounds Kelly, denied any opportunity
of revealing his motivation or his atti
tudes.
Of the Kelly gang, Geoff Gilmour
looks best, and Alan Bickford and Mark
McManus fight to make acting parts out
of their shadowy characters. Richardson
seems to assume Australians can’t act
and gives none the opportunity to fill in
their sketchy outlines.
The pictorial style of the film is Roth
mans Commercial. Sheep on plains at
sunset look great in a London cinema,
but in Australia they are visual cliches.
Australian audiences haven’t been con
sidered in this entertainment.
The film, is best at its beginning (titled
“The End”), which gloomily depicts

Kelly’s execution. It is worst at its end
— Kelly backlit by the moon, emerging
over a hill in a two-dimensional sil
houette a la Sidney Nolan.
The story begins with Kelly returning
from jail. For the next five minutes he
walks across hills, plains, through bush,
creeks, past emus, kangaroos and cocka
toos, in the corniest establishment of the
Australian environment since the first
episode of Skippy The Bush Kangaroo.
When he deliberately plays for laughs,
Richardson is less funny than in his
serious moments. The Euroa hold-up is
filmed as a speeded-up ballet ( Tom
Jones-style), with Mick and the boys
making a tricked-up change from Cali
fornian hippies to Chelsea mods and
playing games with the bewildered
bourgeoisie.
Towards the end of the film, Ned sud
denly develops a revolutionary program,
perhaps culled from the little brown
book he has been reading while the
other boys had fun. One is led to be
lieve it is a poetry book (voice over
reading poems), but maybe it really is
Marx (or could it be Shelley?).
The film makes no appeal to the intel
lect — Chips Raffetty in Eureka Stockdido, conveyed a better understanding of
what turned early Australian workers
into revolutionaries. And there is no
sex in the film, despite the casting of
Janne Walmsley as Ned’s girl friend."She
is one of the few actresses in Australia
who can play a nude scene without look
ing stupid, yet she barely gets a kiss in
this film. Perhaps Richardson goes along
with the rumour that Ned was queer.
Clarissa Kay comes on strong as
Ned’s mum, and Frank Thring does a
Julius Hoffman as if he were still play
ing Pontius Pilate. The rest is a parade
of faces from TV series and com
mercials, none given a chance to get
beyond stock-character playing.
Why is Ned Kelly such a bummer?
People have talked about making this
film for years. There have been many
versions since the world’s first feature in
1905. A good version could’ve made
its backers a cool million bucks in Aus
tralia. On Our Selection and They*re A
Weird Mob prove Australians love see
ing themselves (ditto Homicide and
Bellbird ) .
But Ned Kelly is a cockup. Neither
raging pop nor an analytic documentary,
it comes across as a token con. People’ll
go to see Mick Jagger and the Ned Kelly
trip, but they’ll be punished. Ned Kelly
is half-cocked entertainment and halfassed history.
Maybe the Australian Film Fund will
give someone else bread to make a movie
of the myth. An Australian perhaps.
Someone ought to get it right.
albie thorns

b o b & c a ro l & te d & aUce
“People are playing with new per cep tions. IPs not just the girls who
join witches* covens or put on benign
hexes. Arthur Waskow reports in
Liberation on the whole range of
rituals among radical groups, who at
times are too serious to play in the
way that / mean it. They have under
ground churches, exorcism, Buddhist
communities,
immolations,
confes
sionals, tie-die vestments, burn the
money offerings, encounter groups,
monastic
contemplations,
Indian
runes, freedom Seders, commune
liturgies, the whole bit. Did you ever
notice how often Herbert Marcuse
whose writings gave the New Left its
early base, uses the word . . . trans
cendent . . .”
HARVEY COX: RELIGION IN THE
AGE OF AQUARIUS.
Psychology Today, April 1970.
The Esalen Institute at Big Sur ill
Northern California began in 1961 and
was one of the first of the many centres
that are now scattered throughout the
United States based on the belief that
the natural state of the human organism
is joy. It is to such a centre that husband
and wife, Bob and Carol come in the
opening sequence of Bob and Carol and
Ted and Alice, (B C T A ). At “The In
stitute” they are in search of a weekend
of peak experience and the release of
suppressed energies and the film makers
find the encounter-sensitivity phenome
non easy to satirise . . . Nude bodies in
yoga poses, and tubs of hot water, a
class doing Tai Chi exercises and mem
bers of a group relating to each other
through touching and holding.
The desire to participate in honest and
meaningful communication with others

is nothing new although the variety of
means available to achieve this aim
seems greatly expanded in the present
age of the “multitude of instant solu
tions”. Any group of people coming to
gether will be aware of the importance of
honesty, of expressing hostilities, of
working things out through the painful
process of unstructured discussion. The
group may feel inadequate or inferior if
its imembers don’t argue bitterly or
attack each other personally, as if they
aren’t being honest enough. Eventually
such a group may be able to boast . . .
“Our members must be communicating
. . . They all hate each other”. One may
find this approach taken by people as
sembled together to learn flower arrang
ing, make a film, blow up a building or
polish golden squandals.
Whilst the target of BCTA is pretty
broad, it seems to have chosen the
Esalen-type institute as representative
fall-guy and is obviously going to get
plenty of laughs at its expense from
audiences which know very little of the
nature of these workshops or centres. I
realise that Time and Newsweek can
keep us informed, but let’s not ask too
much of them please.
T-groups, encounter groups, sensiti
vity-training groups, couples groups . . .
whatever they are called, are a bit more
serious in aim and scope than Norman
Vincent Peak’s solutions for coping with
life. Carl Rogers, a pioneer of group
therapy helps us to put the group ex
perience in a realistic setting — “It is a
potent new cultural development, an ex
citing social invention, a truly grass roots
movement that has grown out of per
sonal, organisational and social need.
Unrecognised by any major University,

FILMS

without backing from foundations or
government agencies until the last few
years, it has grown until it has permea
ted every part of the country and almost
every social institution. All in less than
25 years.”
In these groups members do express
feelings in spite of ambivalence about
the trustworthiness of the group and the
risk of exposing one’s self. In the early

sessions, these statements of feelings and
self-revealing attitudes deal with the past
or with situations outside the immedaite
group. The first expression of a genuine
ly significant here-and-now feeling is
likely to come up as a negative attitude
towards another group member or to
ward the group leader. As the sessions
continue, the group becomes impatient
with defences. The expression of self by
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some members of the group make it
plain that a deeper and more basic en
counter is possible and the groups seems
to strive intuitively and unconsciously
toward this goal. After a satisfying ex
perience in an encounter group, what
is most likely to change is the participant
is most likely to change is the partici
pant’s attitude toward himself. Changes
in his close personal relationships come
second. Such a programme as offered by
these groups is not without its dangers.
As one psychologist has put it the
growth centres . . . “have not faced, or
do not want to face, the difficult de
cision as to whether they will offer a
theraputic programme for the malad
justed or an experience in expanded
consciousness in which the individual
puts his psyche on the line to risk the
possibility of growth or personal disaster.
If they offer the first they have an ob
ligation to protect their patients from
overly threatening or disruptive exper
iences. If they offer the second they
should prepare those who seek out the
experience of awareness to face a higher
level of personal risk than the present
participants seem to be willing to take.”
The opening sequences showing Bob
and Carol at The Institute effectively
ridicules the result of feeling divorced
from intelligence, this point receiving
more emphasis as the film progresses as
we see their efforts to convert friends
Ted and Alice to their new philosophy
of living and loving. But in actual fact
the decision of Bob and Carol to express
“what they feel” and not “what they
think they feel” is merely the dramatic
peg on which their fairly conventional
adventures are hung. Their weekend ex
perience is capsulated into an attempt to

express their true feelings and act ac
cordingly. The laughs elicited at the
expense of the “awareness workshops”
relate not to any specific approach to
them on the part of the film makers, but
instead work in quite general comedy
terms. Many of the situations that Bob,
C, T, and Alice find themselves in are
reminiscent of those encountered by Bob
Hope in the 1940’s comedy Nothing But
the Truth in which the hero has to tell
the truth for a certain time in order to
win a bet. The basic comic tensions are
almost identical to those employed in
BCTA without the present day mood of
enxiety and guilt.
BCTA cheats in that it appears to deal
with situations which develop from a
particular approach to reality, when in
fact the principles of the encountersensitivity group are caricatured to such
an extent as to be irrelevant. The film
ends to the delightful strains of “What
the world needs now is love, sweet love”,
and while I couldn’t agree more, a pos
sible path to the realisation of this goal
through honest and intelligent feeling has
been ridiculed and rejected by the film
and hence the audience.
Don‘t think that I’m advocating that
we all rush off in search of peak ex
perience. Obviously one suspects the
purity of the aims of institutions which
begin by advertising “Joy”, but in re
sponse to the competition of similar cen
tres soon follow this modest promise up
with “More Joy”. The opposition pro
mises “Peak Joy” or Cosmic Joy” only
bettered by “Advanced Cosmic Joy”. At
least in this area BCTA seems to have
scored a significant victory. One of the
founders of the Esalen Institute admits
that . . . “ there was something to this

BCTA thing. Coming to Esalen was
getting to be a kind of jet-set bit.” In
stead of weekend visits, participants will
now have to stay a week, a month or
four months.

TELL THEM WILLIE BOY IS HERE
— Directed by Abraham Polonsky,
Universal Pictures.
Polonsky directed his first feature,
“Force of Evil”, for the now defunct
Enterprise Studios in 1948. Previously
he had scripted the Robert Rossen box
ing expose “Body and Soul”. “Force of
Evil”, a brooding, melancholy study of
corruption had one of the most intelli
gent, literate scripts ever written for an
American film. It utilised blank verse to
remarkable effect. After such an aus
picious debut great things were expected
from Polonsky. However, when Sena
tor Joe McCarthy appeared like a dark
cloud over American life and culture
Polonsky, like Joseph Losey, Carl Fore
man and Dalton Trumbo, was forced out
of the cinema for 20 years. “Willie Boy”
is a triumphant return.
Primarily it is the story of a chase.
Willie Boy, a Piante Indian kills his
intended bride’s father and with the girl,
ably played by Katherine Ross, escapes
from the reservation. Unwilling Deputy
Sheriff (Robert Redford) forms a posse
composed of bar room loafers, the dead
man’s sons and a former Indian fighter
who looks back nostalgically on the days
when the Indian was just another wild
animal to be tracked down and slaugh
tered. Willie and the girl, both on foot,
outdistance the posse for several days.
The sheriff by this time has lost all
interest in the chase and returns to the
town. Calvert, the Indian fkhter, his
blood aroused, takes carge of the posse.
By this time Willie has had enough of
the pursuit and ambushes the posse.
Shooting the horses he manages to dis
mount all of the men. However, Calvert
is mortally wounded and another man
killed. The survivors send back for rein
forcements. While all this is going on the
town is preparing for a visit bv Presi
dent Taft. The memory of McKinley’s

assassination is still fresh in the minds of
the townspeople and they are taking all
precautions to ensure that it won’t be
repeated in their town.
A sensation hunting newspaper man
hears of Willie’s escape and spreads the
rumour that he is aiming to assassinate
the President. The hunt is intensified and
the sheriff forced to resume the chase.
Willie and his girl have now doubled
back to the old Indian village where they
gather the rest of their possessions. Dur
ing the night the girl kills herself because
she is hampering Willie’s escape. Time
is running out for the Indian and he is
finally captured whilst hiding in a rocky
outcrop. The sheriff, who has no taste
for the whole affair, gives Willie a
chance. Determined not to go back to a
white man’s goal he goes for his gun and
is killed. When the sheriff examines
Willie’s gun he finds that it wasn’t
loaded. The posse then burns Willie’s
body. The film then ends on a grim note
with the reporters and souvenir hunters
trying to put out the flames to recover
his body.

are observed with a complete lack of
sentimentality. The pungent script is per
fectly suited to the low keyed tension
throughout the whole film. A sad little
film offering few concessions to popular
taste, it will probably only find a small
audience.
Tony Convey.

Visually the film is magnificent. Con
rad Hall’s photography captures every
nuance of light and shade in the rugged
landscapes. It is the finest piece of cinemastography since Lucien Ballard’s
work on “Will Penny” and “The Wild
Bunch”. The period atmosphere, circa
1909, is captured remarkably well. The
cast, in particular Robert Redford and
Robert Blake, as the surly, brooding
Willie boy, achieve a high standard of
performance with the accent on natural
ism. Although it is a moving statement
against racial intolerance and repression
it achieves its aims through understate
ment not hysteria. Indeed the underly
ing mood of the film is one of detach
ment. Even the dramatic highlights —
the death of the girl and Willie’s demise

BCTA ultimately sees more benefits
arising from everyone shedding their
clothes and hopping into bed than in
sitting around talking things over, even
if all four characters find they can’t mix
it up. Their new found understanding
may be only skin deep but we are told
that touching another person acquires
linkages with an expanding number of

The word “honest” is often used by
film critics to describe a film makers
approach to his subject matter and while
I’ve never known exactly what the word
means used in this context, it is tempting
to use it as a starting point for a few
thoughts about two films unlike in every
way.
The Liberation Of L. Q . Jones is Wil
liam Wyler’s latest attempt to make “sig
nificant” cinema. Never having been a
fan of Wyler it was not surprising to find
his 1970 confrontation with ‘the Negro
problem” as false and inept as his pre
vious work. It’s not just that this film
looks as if it was made twenty years ago;
(some of the greatest films were made
twenty years ago) the really offensive
thing about the film is its clumsy plot
structure, messy characterisation and con
fused liberal sentiments. All of this would
add up to dishonest cinema if I didn’t
have the sneaking suspicion that Wyler
sees his film as a real and relevant com
ment on the present-day situation. If
protest against this kind of film would
stop them being made I’d stand at the
front of the line. Those responsible for
this reactionary rubbish will just have
to be made aware that it’s just not good
enough by a long way. By urging people
to stay away from this film I can onnly
hope "that those curious to discover
whether it is really as bad as I maintain,
won’t have the time. There are so many
other better films to argue with.
One of these is Frank and Elanor

needs and finally becomes an indepen
den t source of gratification. This pro
gression may be seen as beginning with
skin love, broadening to kin love, and
culminating in that mildly pathological
state of being in love.
Thought for the month: When love
finds its ultimtac physical expression in
sexual intercourse, more square inches of
skin are stimulated than in any other
conceivable joint activity. Love is, un
doubtedly, a touching experience.
— A l Finney

Perry’s Last Summer, which, though it
finally fails to satisfy, occasionally shows
glimpses of the right sort of sensibilities.
One of its problems would seem to be
Evan Hunter’s original story. Not con
tent to explore the world of the four
teenagers entering a world of new percep
tions in their own terms, it insists on
detailing an irrelevant encouter with a
Peurto Rican whom Sandy (Barbara
Hershy) is landed with as the result of a
computer date. Last Summer brought
back memories of Perry’s first film, David
and Lisa which as those who remember
it, was a moving and true portrayal of a
relationship between two mentally dis
turbed adolescents. As a friend of mine
asks whenever this film is mentioned,
Who wants moving. wV»n "'nnK true?”
and certainly Last Summer would mainly
appeal to those who see adolescence as
a period of serious mental abberration.
What it does have though is a half-suc
cessful attempt to present a picture of a
particular style of behaviour and reaction
common to young people. Certainly a
pretty general sort of picture but in terms
of the performances that Perry has been
able to get out of his actors, a very in
teresting one. One suspects that the ten
sion that emerges from the performances
is due to the way in which Perry works as
a director, but whatever the cause, the
uncertainties and doubts from part of
the character’s personalities, giving the
film a fragility and brittleness which seems
to accurately project the world with
which it is dealing. The combination of
improvisation and carefully coached per
formance ultimately leads to unbalanced
characterisation but one suspects that
Perry may have succeeded, given a more
coherent script. His career since David
and Lisa has been erratic. Let’s hope that
he is given another chance.
A l Finney.

AUGUST 1— SEPTEMBER 1

A N D R EW P IJL L E Y
“When the ruling class know either
they get out o f Vietnam or they see a
red flag over the White House then the
war will sto p .”
N ineteen years old Andrew Pulley is a
full time organizer for the Socialist
Workers Party and their candidate in
the com ing Congress elections.
When he was seventeen he was arrested
for encitem ent to riot for the part he
played in the Martin Luther King
assassination dem onstrations and was
given the choice o f army or gaol. He
chose the army.
In March last year, he and other
members o f the ‘G .I.’s U nited against
the War in V ietnam ’ were arrested for
their political activities at the Fort
Jackson barracks.
The charges included disrespect, h old 
ing an illegal dem onstration and dis
obeying an order.
A vigorous publicity and
defence
campaign was organized by the G .I.’s
Civil Liberties D efence C om m ittee,
which forced the Army to drop the
charges against all the Fort Jackson
Eight as they had com e to be known.
Andrew Pulley was given and undesi
rable discharge and since then has de
voted him self to political work. As he
said in M elbourne just the other day:
“I’d rather give m y labour free to the
revolutionary m ovem ent, than sell it
to the capitalist class.”
In an interview with Fred Halstead in
the Socialist Review , Andrew describ
ed what happened at the Fort Jackson
barracks.

“It started when John Miles suggested
to som e o f us in the barracks that we
listen to som e Malcolm X tapes.
“The first night about 15 G .I.’s cam e.
The second night it built up to 35.
“ Because Malcolm X laid his rap so
clear and so plain that anyone could
understand it, w hether he was a racist
or whether he was an Uncle T om , he
could dig what the man was talking
about.
“And listening to the M alcolm X tapes
we to ok it this w ay, that not only we
the black people were opressed, but so
were the Puerto Ricans, so were the
poor whites and even the Indians.
“We realized that the working class
period, was being oppressed by the
ruling class.
“As G .I.’s we were being oppressed
and exploited more than any other
group o f people in the country because
we were asked to risk our lives for
som ething we d o n ’t believe in.
“And by realizing this we suggested
that the m eetings w ould be open to
any person w ho dug what we dug.
“We explained to the'w hite G .I.’s that
if they w anted to com e they had to
accept black pow er, the dem olishing
o f racism.
They had to believe in
equality and self-determ ination for all
people.
“And the m ajority o f all p eople in the
barracks, they agreed.
It was not
com plicated to get over, y o u know .
“The younger generation is capable o f
seeing things the older generation sel

& T H E FO RT JACKSON E IG H T
dom sees.”
As the m eetings grew, the G .I.’s d ecid
ed to take som e action, claim ing their
constitutional rights as citizens. They
organized a number o f petition s, start
ed using the black pow er clenched fist,
instead o f the army salute, and organ
ized discussion groups about their
rights as soldiers and as citizens and
the V ietnam War. It is im portant to
realize that at no stage were any o f
their actions contrary to either civil or
army law.
As Andrew says:
“Y ou d o n ’t even
have to break a regulation. All you
have to do is utilize the C onstitution.
Like people say, if the truth were told
in the Army for a certain tim e, this
system w ould be destroyed because
i t ’s actually just based on lies and
h yp ocrisy.”
These actions finally culm inated in a
spontaneous mass dem onstration at
the barracks.
The army made no
attem pts to break it up at* the tim e,
but a few days later, Pulley and the
others o f the Fort Jackson Eight,
were arrested and held in close co n 
finem ent for som e m onths until the
charges were finally dropped. All were
discharged from the Army excep t one
guy w ho was transferred to Alaska.
D espite these attem pts by the Army
to quell dissent, and to deny soldiers
their C onstitutional rights, Andrew is
optim istic.

explained the tactics o f the Socialist
Workers Party.
“A lot o f people ask me w hy we work
through the system and a candidate
in the Congressional elections.
“Well we run our campaign differently.
We d o n ’t ask people to vote for us, a
vote for us is insignificant, although
it coqld be used as a therm om eter.
“The important thing is to get people
to understand that voting is im m ater
ial, the important thing is to get out
on the streets in massive independent
action.
“A lot o f Americans are under the
illusion that if you vote for a nice
peace-loving Democrat
it will all
change.
“Because we have the choice betw een
Johnson and Goldwater people think
there is dem ocracy. There is only a
choice o f personalities. Why d o n ’t
they have a referendum on Vietnam ?
They w ouldn’t dare.
“When he was a young m an, N ixon
was a peaceful man, a Quaker. But
basically he is powerless, he must im 
plem ent the policies o f the classy he
serves. Imperialism is not a p olicy.
The misunderstanding about peace
candidates arises from a m isunder
standing o f that class.”

“The seed has already been planted,
the tree will continue to grow w hether
there’s a ‘ring-leader’ or n o t. They
can’t stamp out a th o u g h t.”
In Melbourne on Saturday, Andrew

HELENE BARNES
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No matter what this society may give
these people
Will never be satisfied —
from the heart
From the place where no other man can see

*

open defiance o f a v io le n t w h ite

than death at your hands

s o c ie ty , and th e y are to ld

We are m uch wiser than you

inanely to go and n e g o tia te

cudebla

these people w a lk p ro u d
in the w o rd s o f the A m e ric a n

HER ALD SUN 3DB AD NAUSEUM

We know death
as an end to
sorrow

MASS-MEDIA TAPE RECORDING

So we argue noisy untidy White

LA D Y JOU R NALIST FROM THE

Indian w o rk e r the late John
C o llie r;

THE DREAM
Man does not come out of the tree
nor out of the grass

Australians argue into the long
NESS OF THE WOMEN AND C H IL  night while the aborigine sleeps
DREN TRYIN G TO IGNORE THE
in silence and in the arguing I find

in alm ost all primitive
societies is heroism . It
expects it people to

FACT TH A T FOR THE LAST FEW

myself alone sometimes I feel the

YEARS A WHOLE TRIBE OF THE

silent assent of a few quiet men

over suffering, triumph

MOST B EA U TIFU L (YES I HAD TO

fo r example/a situation;

over fear. Heroism may

SAY THAT) GENTLE OPEN

men have w alked from the

be the m ost im portant

PEOPLE HAVE BEEN SQUATTING

prisons o f stock camps walked

endow m ent - our own

ON A FEW ACRES OF LAND SLAP

ten, fifteen , tw enty m iles to

self-seeking soft age doesn

BANG IN THE WILDERNESS IN

com plain o f the slavery/mal-

value heroism very much

THE M IDDLE OF THE HIRED

treatm ent/the torturous

they watch the westerns and have got

GUNS AND CLUBS OF THE

conditions o f m ustering at

their money on the Indians

ENGLISH ABSENTEE PASTOR-

Wave Hill avoiding involvem ent

life isn't a serious game

ALISTS ON LAND WHICH HAS

I go m y w ay to cut timber for

but it can be a dangerous game

BEEN THEIR LAND FOR TWENTY

the buildings being constructed

the blood is on our hands

THOUSAND YEARS, THIS LAND

The bird with his sex in the belly
asks the dog

____ ___________ _

“a feature which you find
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AMERICAN WOMAN
the guess who
LSP4266

* «** *
v?| l * «#**#***
HU t m m n ** n
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This album is not just a rejection of the individual
woman but of America as a country personified
as the bitch who’ll “ mess your mind” .
American woman, said get away
American woman, listen what I say
Don’t come hangin’ around my door
Don’t wanna see your face no more
I don’t need your war machines
I don’t need your ghetto scenes
Coloured lights can hypnotize
Sparkle someone else’s eyes
Now woman, get away from me
American woman, mama let me b e ...
Goodbye, American woman
Goodbye, American chick
Goodbye, American broad.. .*
The woman is America, hypnotizing and
attracting with (neon) coloured lights, but
decaying.
Yeah!

If you bothered reading this you’re probably on
some kind of 3rd world trip.
So to help you along we have devised 500,
tough, raw, brash posters, 21% x 15% inches,
sort of like Jane Fonda in Che Guevara drag
without a bra on, all in glowing colour. A must
for 59 lb weaklings. If we were going to sell
them reckon could get around $1.50 for them
but with our usual generosity you’re going to
cop them for nix, providing... and here’s the
catch (as if you didn’t know). What we want you
to do is fill in the playing times of each track
on side two of the American Woman album on
the coupon. You don’t think we’d give these
posters away without trying to con you into
buying the L.P? But we’d be real pleased if
you did.

I

I

I
I
I
I
I
I
I

Dear Mr. AJAX
The playing times of the tracks on side 2 of American
Woman (which I now own or am paying off) are
1_______ 2_______ 3________ 4_______ 5 -----In case I am one of the lucky 500 first correct coupons
opened, send Jane Fonda to me at
NAME_____________________________________

I

I
‘ ©Copyright 1969 by Cirrus Music, Toronto 5, Canada. All rights for
the U.S.A. controlled by DUNBAR MUSIC, INC., 1133 Avenue of the
Americas, New York, New York 10036. Reprinted by permission of
ASSOCIATED MUSIC, AUSTRALIA.

AJAX POSTERS,
Advertising Department,
RCA Limited,
11 Khartoum Road,
NORTH RYDE, N.S.W. 2113

I
I

STATE_______________
Allow 4 weeks for delivery

ItCJI

-POST CODE.
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1

C R EED EN C E
C LEA R W A T ER
T A LK A B O U T
C H A N G ES !
JOHN: I think they think that rock ‘n ’ roll isn ’t
mature music or som ething, but it always shocks me
what they go in to, like th e y ’ve got big bands and
brass and all that. But to me the way you tell intell
igent music is what the words are. Most o f the easy
listening stu ff is a lot cornier than bubblegum , it ’s so
oversim plified about love.
TOM: There was that one record I really dug by Peggy
Lee, “Is That All There Is” . I dug the lyric, it was a
kinda downer m elody, but the lyric was cool.
JOHN: Most easy listening songs aren’t like that even
though they pretend to be the adult point o f view.
It’s no more intelligent than,
O ooo I saw you at the dance,
And it was rom ance,
And I w anted to hold your hand,
So y o u ’d understand.....

later, because there’s many more things in your way if
everyone knows y o u ’re com ing. And it becom es a
cliche - we have som e specific things in mind but w e ’re
going to wait till they happen.
TOM: We plan things out and make sure they com e
o ff first. For instance, a few m onths ago w e played a
benefit at Fillmore West in order to raise m oney to
keep the local radio station on the air — radio KPFA
which is a people-ow ned, cooperative station.
H ow does this w ork, this people-supported radio?

exactly the same as the Bayou country in Louisianna.
H aven’t you said that the opening bars o f “Proud
Mary” had the sound o f paddle steamers — how does
this fit in with your claim that the words are the only
thing to do with the Bayou country?
JOHN: Right, but that was to m e, you could do that
w ith a sym phony orchestra, it was rock or bluesy type
o f music colored with these words. It could have been
talking about jelly beans. The words did n ’t have to
give images. I ’ve gotten to the point where I can give
images in m y words but they d id n ’t have to.

TOM: It’s, like, subscribers.
Y ou mean people donate m oney to keep it going?
TOM: The people that listen to the radio station b en 
efit from the radio station — i t ’s alm ost a form o f
com m unism , and the governm ent is trying to close
them up for back taxes, and th e y ’re really against the
w hole idea anyw ay, so by playing that benefit we were
able to bring in as much m oney in one evening as they
might collect from their listeners in one year. In a
sense that kept them on the air.
With all this power — radio stations on the air against
the governm ent’s w ishes, and all your m illions o f fans
around the w orld, do you see that rock m usic has any
intrinsic revolutionary potential? I mean apart from
things like John Lennon saying “I ’m for p eace” or
anything.
JOHN: The words to a song are what counts, it ’s a lot
easier to get people to listen to a song than to read a
b ook , th a t’s one o f the things McLuhan talks about
and th a t’s true. I t’s so much easier to w atch TV or a
m ovie or listen to radio than to read, so you can have
som e meat in there, som ething for people to think
about that m aybe never occured to them before. Spec
ially younger people. I mean younger people are just

TOM: When John named the album Bayou Country
he d id n ’t know how well he had named it till later on
and the returns started to com e in. People really got
involved, so when he said “I was born on the B ayou ” ,
or “I wish I was back on the B ayou” , they took that
literally, they thought that we were from the South.
People that live here in Berkeley thought we were
from the South.
JOHN: The w hole thing was true except for the fact
that I w asn’t born there but the feeling was true, b e
cause we had the same country in the m iddle o f
California, but n o-on e’s ever heard o f the Sacramento
V alley....
DOUG: (sings) Wish I was back in the Sacramento
V a lley ........
If that was a strong influence on writing “Proud
Mary” , does this mean that the same influence has
carried over, because m ost o f your other songs are
characteristic?
JOHN: Even if we were from Louisianna, w e ’re not a
Bayou rock band, w e ’re a rock ‘n ’ roll band and I write
more songs not about Bayou. There’s a philosophy

DOUG CLIFFO RD

f It's a
lot easier
to g e to e e p le
to listen to

JOHN FOGERTY

But yo u John, have said (in a Rolling Stone interview)
that you want to get into som ething after the band, or
through the band. In general terms you w anted to
help improve the social inequalities all around — how
does this fit in with your claim that you d o n ’t want to
use rock ‘n ’ roll to becom e som ething else?
JOHN: Oh right. Sure. But you can build a house to
live in but you also enjoy building the house. Sure
it ’s going to be great to be famous and then m aybe
say som ething and have it heard, and m aybe be in a
position o f pow er or influence or whatever, perhaps
you can join together with other people in your same
situation and maybe help the people who are where
we came from rather than people w ho are where w e ’re
going.

learning things, they haven’t been around forty or
fifty years and heard it all &nd then also seen it all go
dow n the drain. When they have the idea o f social
equality they think i t ’s brand new , so if you can app
roach that, then approach all the obstacles, give them
the w hole works at the same tim e, say, “H ey, well
everyone’s been saying this for ten thousand years and
everybody else before you blew it. T hat’s som ething
for you to think about'. Instead o f just running around
preaching, think about w h a t’s in your w ay, w h at’s
stopping y o u , w h o ’s stopping y o u . You have to
change them before you can change IT! If y o u can
get that across in a song, I d o n ’t say it ’s a big radical
change, but y o u ’ve influenced, no matter to what de-*
gree, m aybe a hundred m illion people. That can be
incredible. I think we all ow e Bob Dylan a lot in
that respect.

What do y o u mean where we came from?
JOHN: Well you know w e ’re all lower middle class or
middle class or less — it d oesn ’t really m atter, but for
sure w e ’re not the Fortunate Sons o f America! I
mean, usually, as soon as a guy becom es w ealthy or
famous or both he forgets ail about where he came
from and buys in to the thing that he just join ed , ybu
know , be it government or the new rich...............
DOUG: Or the C ococabana..................
But you set ou t to be a rock ‘n ’ roll singer n o t to be a
rock ‘n ’ roll singer so you could becom e som ething
else?
JOHN: Sure. I exist on tw o levels, all o f us do. You
can’t spend your w hole life listening to music.
Do yo u know h ow y ou could use your power and
position to influence things for the better?
JOHN:

I t’s better to do som ething and talk about it

TOM: Even if you just reach ONE person w hose head
is turned around a little bit by this thing and ends up
going out and really doing som ething, y o u ’ve really
accom plished som ething.
What is Bayou rock?
JOHN: Critics, writers and people like that thought
up that nam e, but it did actually start o ff a trend,
specially in this country. Y o u ’ve never seen so m any
songs about Mississippi and all. But we did it as part
o f the general area o f rock ‘n ’ roll. “Proud Mary”
happened to be our first major success, but it w asn’t
our first success. It w asn’t even on our first LP w ith
‘‘Susie Q ” and “I Put A Spell On Y o u ” . At that
we were rock ‘n ’ roll revivalists.
Did you have som e area in mind w hen you were
writing the song?
JOHN: Y es, but it was a picture from m y childhood
o f the Sacram ento Valley here in California which is

involved, and th at’s the important part.
personality, whatever that is.

T hat’s my

D oug, y o u ’re involved with the ecology issue, so do
you have a go at writing?
DOUG: N o , all o f us politically feel that w e ’re pretty
m uch in the same spot. John can paint better pictures
than I could ever paint except for in my ow n mind and
I just can’t get them ou t. I ’m just worried about
applying m yself to m y instrument which I haven’t
done for eleven years. I ’m trying to undo old bad
habits, and m aybe when I’ve got my instrum ent dow n
and learnt to think totally musically that will open
another door to writing, but until that door com es
open I ’ve got to walk through the rest o f them .
TOM: I saw Lightnin’ Hopkins a few weeks ago and
som ething that he did struck me very strongly. Y ou
can have feelings like Doug has m ost strongly about
what m an’s doing with him self, and if y o u ’re not able
to write them into a song you can transmit them into
your m usic, and Lightnin’ Hopkins did this. He
said, “N ow I’m goin ’ to talk to you ” , and he w ou ld n ’t
say a word and his guitar w ould talk to you and you
could hear it and feel it and it was saying whatever
you w anted him to be saying, he w asn’t just playing
notes.
DOUG: T om ’s absolutely right, but then again I have
^aid a lot just in interviews that no-one w ould have
ever even talked to me about if I w asn’t in the band,
so I get the point over a lo t, so I d o n ’t feel as though
I’m neglecting a personal feeling. I’d abort them if I
tried to write them in a song.
H ow do you develop your individual musical skill
w hen the characteristic thing about Creedence is how
tightly the band holds together?
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JOHN: I ’d say mainly having a definite idea o f what
you want to sound like, and you just go at it till it
sounds like that.

TOM: T hat’s what m ost people d o, they get a h it, and
b o y , I ’ll get follow -up sound just like it and I’ll really
be in salt.
T hat’s really the wrong approach.

But does this interfere with each o f you on your own
instrument?

E xcept that Creedence songs have as characteristic a
sound as any.

TOM:

TOM: They sound that way — “Proud Mary” d oesn ’t
sound like “Susie Q ” , all o f it to other people sounds
like Creedence.

I think w e ’ve let it at tim es, but it shouldn’t.

DOUG: We’re learning from each other a lot better.
We go hom e and do our push-ups and com e dow n and
play football together. You get all the m on otonous
bullshit done at hom e, anything you can’t do together.
TOM: With this band, because w e ’ve been together so
long, we d o n ’t have the ego thing o f trying to outdo
each other, but som etim es we get ourselves into n o t
ches where w e ’re afraid to do anything. In fact that’s
what w e ’re into n ow , w e ’re trying to break out o f
that so that we all can stand on our ow n.
How do y o u mean, stand on your own?
TOM: Well if the rest o f the band stopped, one guy
could still really be doing enough by him self that you
w ou ld n ’t say, “Well, there goes C reedence.”
But is there anything with having a band that exists
only if everyb od y’s all going at once?
CHORUS: N o. But you can make it stronger.....
There’s other w a y ’s too ... I t’s just like the political
situation ... y o u ’re living in the richest country in the
world so what are you going to do, say “Y o u ’re right,
I’ll just sit back and relax...” Hence the silent majority.
DOUG:

We want to becom e better and better.

JOHN: Where bands get into trouble is when one
says “Oh I want to do B lues” or “I want to do som e

In Australia, there’s hardly any o f this feeling that rock
music is potentially a force on its ow n for social
change. This is w hy you can make a distinction be
tw een people w ho are stuck on Top 4 0 m usic and
people w ho are into som ething more sophisticated.
Have you seen any differences say, betw een Europe
and America in this?
JOHN: I t’s just starting to blend here really, i t ’s as
simple as long-hair short-hair, w hich is silly really.
TOM: I got the feeling in England that they had a lot
more feeling about what rock is all about, because a
lot o f the older people were more involved in say, the
Beatles.
D o you (John) do all the writing o f the lyrics?
DOUG: We may all live an experience together, and
the fact that we all lived it made it w orth writing
about, but he is the one that writes it.
D o you aim to get across a specific message, or do you
sim ply present an experience?
JOHN:
Well, i t ’s like Tom said he learned from
Lightnin’ Hopkins even though he w asn’t trying to
teach anything. I t’s a little o f both. I think the main
underlying factor in m ost o f m y songs is disenchant
m ent. With everything th a t’s here now . When I grew
up and I finally got here to where I thought I was go-

about w h at’s wrong.
JOHN: Skipping ahead to the end o f this w hole thing,
obviously what we want to see is people running their
ow n lives. We live in America, and that means you
live here as Americans or you d o n ’t live here! In
other words one person shouldn’t be speaking for
several m illion. I d o n ’t mean the President even, I
mean the people w ho tell him what to do. He d oesn ’t
even have his choice on whether he goes into Cam
bodia or n ot. It’s — “You want to get elected next
tim e?” “Well I’d like t o ” — “OK you better go in
th ere!”
Everyone seems to be agreed that we want som e sort
o f socialist society, but when it com es to econom ic
arguments and the Marxist explanations in betw een,
n o b o d y ’s prepared to get into that.
JOHN: Most Americans will look at som eone saying:
“White racist pow er structure” , and think the guys a
com m ie. Usually it ’s a black guy saying it. But as
soon as you look and see that every time a guy does
som ething that has power he usually discrim inates,
so, w ell, “racist” fits, how about “w hite pow er” .
So you see I d o n ’t have pow er, you see i t ’s the same
guy, and h e ’s w hite. Once you get over the guilt-byassociation, and realise that at least part o f what he
said was TRUE, then you can use it, it becom es part
o f your philosophy.
It’s really pathetic that the
people w ho wanted to make us, our generation, the
best educated the w orld’s ever seen, are also the ones
w ho resist the change the m ost. If everyone has ed 
ucation then there’s no one guy pulling the w ool over
any other guy.
D o you see your role primarily as raising the audience’s
consciousness or as entertainers?
DOUG:

Entertainers, but as long as w e ’re doing it

STU COOK

<1 think
the m ain
underlying
factor in m ost
o f m y songs is
disenchantm ent1
TOM FOGERTY

thing else” . But those are all cliches, because all
music is jazz, and all music is blues — it all draws
from everything. There’s nothing wrong w ith a steel
guitar player playing behind Muddy Waters, if he plays
w ell.
Are y o u talking about records or stage performances?
JOHN: On a record it has to be different. H opefully
it ’s to the level o f the com petency o f the musicians
playing it. A record is like when a com pany freezes
production, you have to decide on a plan, and then
build on that plan. We’re going to build an airplane,
OK w e ’ve subm itted 200 plans w e ’ll use this one, you
can’t build 200 different airplanes.
TOM: To g et it more clearly how we do it, John is
like a fifth person, because h e ’s the producer. Like he
really has all the say-so about what it ’s supposed to
sound like and what i t ’s going to end up being. Som e
one has to do that.
(At this point bass-player Stu Cook rode into the Fac
tory on his ten-speed m otor bike. All the guys ride
bikes, D oug Clifford was wearing a T-shirt with one
sleeve torn o ff to allow the air to get to a row o f huge
abrasions down his left shoulder from a bike crash.)
*
Are y o u happy with all the songs y o u ’ve ever put
down?
CHORUS: Sure. Even our first album.
STU: I ’d like to do “ Susie Q ” again, conceivably you
could do “ Susie Q ” over again every day and it should
be better, but i t ’d still be “Susie Q ” .
>
JOHN: T hat’s w hy w e ’ve changed so much from one
album to the n ext. We didn’t want it to be another
song, different title, but it ’s really the same song.

ing to be w hen I was tw elve, and it w asn’t that w ay, so
a lo t o f tim es I’m writing about I wish I could just go
back to when I was twelve when I thought things were
going to be better. Other times I’m pointing out
specifically what was wrong when I got here, w hen I
came o f age as they say, and reached m aturity and all
that crap. But if I can write it out for m yself what is
wrong, at least I ’ve spelled it out for m yself, and I’m
not just making grunt noises or whining, I ’m saying
that this specifically is wrong.

anyw ay John will aim his words at a way o f getting
both things going.
STU: Otherwise you have to dedicate your life like
Mahatma Ghandi.
TOM: Som e songs are just fun like “D ow n On The
Corner” . I mean every song d oesn ’t have to be a
bummer.

TOM: I think i t ’s a good exam ple that “ Fortunate Have you ever been put down by the Establishm ent
S on ” is a stand-up to m ost peop le, but we thought for your words?
that John had been writing in that vein on som e other JOHN: N ot really, but there was a review in som e
songs, but m ost people took that to be our first pro M ethodist paper, that was the first time I heard that
test song. In that song you don’t necessarily have
“Bad M oon Rising” was all about grass!
long-hair, short-hair, left, right or any o f those sorts o f
things, i t ’s really m on ey, or power or position versus
If y o u ’ve dedicated your lives to being entertainers,
being poor or having nothing. So I’d imagine just w h at’s in that for you?
about everyone except maybe R ockerfeller could
JOHN: All the things that go to make a good enter
identify w ith it.
tainer, because th at’s what w e’ve chosen to be our life.
It strikes me that, particularly here in Am erica, lots But we avoid things that are areal drag like long tours.
o f people are getting good pictures o f w h a t’s wrong,
TOM:
If you go on a long tour you music suffers
but firstly i t ’s lim ited to America, and then do you see
anyw ay. But this popularity means we can go liter
it as your job to lead the people in your audience to 
ally anywhere in the world to play, and see those
wards solutions?
places as travellers too.
STU: Y ou m ean, w h a t’s the point o f waking up the
sleeping mass?
How com e you d o n ’t have an individual thing going
like the Beatles — if you agree that Creedence is the
JOHN: If the majority decides to sit there and sleep, biggest group other than the Beatles?
then it does rule, th e y ’ve decided th e y ’re going to do
JOHN: As a working entity we are the biggest, yeah.
nothing, be not caring enough to know . If y o u can
keep prodding, you know , wake-up! wake-up! at least
DOUG: But we d o n ’t want to get into this individual
you can create an atm osphere o f awareness, which is
thing, the Beatles are going down because their solo
better than nothing.
records are so bad. At this point our strength is as a
group.
What J o h n ’s saying, h e’s saying for us.
STU: We d o n ’t have a solution either, but w e ’ve
w oken up and we think i t ’s better to know the truth
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DAVE CROSBY (OF C,S,N&Y)
PH O TO G RAPH S B Y E D C A R EFF

BY B E N FO N G TO RRES
In his third year as a Byrd, D avid
C rosby was kicked out of the band.
There were a number of reasons, none
of them made public, but several of
them easy enough to guess. Crosby,
rhythm guitarist, singer, and composer,
was continually at odds with Roger McGuinn, acknowledged leader of the
group. While McGuinn steered the
band’s uneasy course from “folk-rock”
through space-rock to country, Crosby,
equally energetic, equally opinionated,
equally brilliant, kept tampering with
the wheel. Crosby worked out and exe
cuted the intricate harmonies for the
group’s three-part vocal lines, but he
went beyond “folk-rock” early in the
game. H e wrote “M ind Gardens,” “Eight
M iles High,” “E verybody’s Been Burn
ed,” “W hy,” and “W hat’s Happening?'.?!”

H e called B yrd music “folk, bossa nova,
jazz, A fro.”
A w ay from music, but still on stage,
Crosby insisted on speaking out on
politics, and he did it articulately and
abrasively. A t the M onterey Pop Fes
tival in June, 1967, he delivered a rap
challenging the credibility of the War
ren Report. Four months later, he was
no longer a Byrd.
Crosby hasn’t changed much. If any
thing, he’s younger than yesterday, freer
with his music and with his iconoclastic
ideas. Since leaving the Byrds, he pro
duced Joni M itchell’s first album; Jef
ferson Airplane recorded a love song
of his that the Byrds couldn’t take:
“Triad.” A n d now he is the proudest,
loudest m em ber o f Crosby, Stills, Nash
and Young. On stage, it is D avid, L e o /

lion round face fronting a neat mane
of w ild hair, with freak fringes flying
from his old B yrd jacket, who dominates
the between-song raps. It’s like the man
can’t stand dead air.
Where Steven Stills is the restrained
Capricorn virtuoso boy wonder; where
N eil Young is the earthy balance to
the o t h e r three’s often - angelic ap
proaches, and where Graham “Willie”
Nash is the boyish, stretched-out En
glishman, Crosby is the m ost obvious
catalyst, working hardest to keep four
adamant individualists together. He does
it with looks, grins, vibrancy bouncing
off the balls of his feet, and, m ost of
all, with raps.
Introducing a N eil Young tune called
“Only L ove Can Break Your H eart,”
C rosby rumbles: “H ere’s a song about

© 1970 By Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc.

President Johnson, Spiro T. Agnew,
Richard N i x o n/Ronnie Reagan/V ietnam /C am bodia/the moon and refuse*
. . . pause . . . “but it’s not a bummer!”
Talking about “Guinevere,” a song he’d
written for his lady Christine before
she was killed last summer, he now
says: “This is a place that Tricia Nixon
doesn’t get to go.” A t the Oakland Coli
seum last week, Nash come-nowed: “She
might be groovy,” to which Crosby re
plied, slowly: “The odds are stupen
dously high against it.” Then the ir
reverent capper: “She’s the kind of girl
that’d give bad head.” Nash choked,
turned away, and laughed. McGuinn
would’ve kicked him off stage.
“Yeah, som etimes I rap too much,”
he admits. But you gotta understand:
Crosby has had a lot of past, and it
— Continued on Page 5
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CORRESPONDENCE. LOVE LETTERS & ADVICE
s ir s :

I’m reading your Correspondence,
Love Letters and More Advice. This is
a love letter. I’m in love with the most
wonderful girl in the world. Her name
is Peggy. This part is to Peggy— I love
you.
STEVEN WALSTEAD
MERCED, CALIF.
s ir s :

While all you rock and rollers were
wondering where Bob Dylan was between
the summer of ’66 and the winter of ’68,
well it seems while you all were protest
in’ the war, old Bob joined the Army.
He was my sergeant in the Green Berets
in Nam. While we was over there he
used to listen to my country music rec
ords. This is a very well kept secret and
the CIA may get me for tellin’ you Com
mies, but it’s true.
CORPORAL J.X . RUDE
US ARMY (RETIRED)
s ir s :

We’d like to wish Bob Dylan a healthy
birthday (M ay 24th). We hope every
body can see him soon.
ROBERT SPEISMAN & CARL SCHOER
LITTLE NECK, N.Y.
s ir s :

I have this stereo, see, an old one, por
table, and I lent it to these cats and they
broke the changer arm, so now whenever
I want to put a stack of records on, I
have to place them one at a time on
the spindle and balance them there. Well,
this has been going on for a couple of
months now and there is one thing that
I have noticed: the only records that stay
perfectly balanced on the spindle are my
Dead records; all the others either lean
over to the right or lean over so far that
they touch the record playing. What do
you think of that?! Probably the same
thing I do.
CHRIS TOMKINS
CHARLOTTESVILLE, VA.

sm s:
When I saw the film L et It Be, I was
impressed by the fact that I could really
hear and feel the Beatles singing and

playing. I looked forward to a spon
taneous and immediate L et It Be album
full of “rough gems.”
But it seems Phil Spector finds himself
compelled to place a wall o f extravagant
strings, or other unrelated noise, between
the performer and the listener. In the
case o f some o f his previous artists, this
has often been desirable — but the
Beatles?
betty golden
BERKELEY, CALIF.

sirs:

Phil Spector has gone to far!
Sure, he probably improved most o f
the “Let It Be” album. I’ve heard “The
Long and Winding Road” before and it
wasn’t very impressive. After Spector got
finished with it, it sounds pretty damn
nice.
But why the hell did he have to fool
with a masterpiece??? N ot satisfied with
George Martin’s “Let It Be,” an all time
Beatle great, Spector replaces Harrison’s
superb guitar solo with a crappy showy
piece o f guitar work. And the drums
are overbusy, too. Worst o f all, that
lousy guitar comes back at the end of
the song to play against Paul, not with
him. Like I said, the album is pretty
good, but Spector is a fool for tampering
with an established masterpiece.
D on’t give Phil Spector any chalk; he
might draw a mustache on the Mona
Lisa.
FRED H.
MIDDLE ISLAND, N.Y.

Sirs :
Through the medium I was informed
that the G et Back album was now out,
and so on this beautiful London Friday
I duly walked down Portobello Road to
my nearest record store to get my latest
Beatle album. Someone had previously
mentioned that the price was “a bit
dear,” but that has just never mattered
with Beatle albums because every one
that I can remember has always been
expensive when it was first released . . .
and that the only time to buy one,
isn’t it? And every one I can remember

has always been more than worth the
mere coins needed to purchase it. I have
never been let down.
But I was really shattered when I
asked for a copy, and this huge, beau
tiful package was served up proudly on
the counter. My mind was immediately
apologizing to itself for having enter
tained any reservations about this pack
age (what with all the flak concerning
Phil Spector, whose musical manipula
tions I generally dislike intensely). Yes,
this was another gift from my friends,
the Beatles, which I received gratefully.
The short walk in the sunshine home
concerned itself with wondering what
was in this package? It was heavy, it
was slick, and it held out all sorts of
mysterious promises.
I sat there listening to the “Let It Be”
track with the picture book open on my
lap, and, let the tears shudder out at
the simple beauty o f the Beatles, who
they are, and what they have been to
all o f us. I love them, and I will misjj
them as a group while at the same
time anxiously watching each develop
ing their own lives and talents in their
own way.
But this is the Requiem, this is the
suitable time (and the suitable place),
to say thank you. Dear John, Paul,
George and Ringo, I can only speak for
myself, but I am sure that I am speaking
for many, many more. Y ou four people
have given me so much joy and so
much happiness so many times. When I
have been depressed, my surest therapy
has been to Play Some Beatles; when
I am feeling good, you make me feel
super; when I want to really hear some
good, solid music, I am never let down
if I Play Some Beatles; and most of all,
when I want to play some Beatles, there’s
so much to play!
You all have had a lot o f fun, and
a lot o f work making your music, and
we have all had just as much fun in
listening and watching you. You have
been more than seven years in giving
me delightful presents, and it seems

woefully inadequate to try and say thanks
in just a few words . . . I am certainly
incapable o f it beyond saying thank
you to all and to each. I wish you all
the best of luck and happiness in your
lives from now on. If there are ever
any rough spots, remember you’ll al
ways have lotsa close friends!
PAUL OLSEN
LONDON
s ir s :

Ah, nostalgia for the good old days,
the mid Sixties, when rock was new,
light-hearted, and exciting, rather than
“heavy” and progressively conventional.
Lester Bangs put it succinctly in his
May 14 review: “I sometimes wonder if
I’m not snared in a pattern of retrospec
tive appreciation. I find myself enrap
tured today by primal British albums
Remember singing along with “Eight
Days a Week”? The first time you
heard “Satisfaction”? When John Len
non said “We’re putting you on,” and we
knew it, but we loved every minute?
Perhaps youthful amateurism has been
replaced by “second generation” profes
sionalism. But we’re putting ourselves on
now. Because the fun is gone.
CAROL MILLER
UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA

s ir s :

To all who come, greeting. DO THIS:
Take one metal clotheshanger. Hold
upside down and tie one end of a threefoot piece of thread to one end of the
hanger. Tie the other end of the thread
to the other end of the coat hanger. Now
drape the thread over your head so that
the hanger dangles down in front of
you. Take your index fingers and plug
the thread on each side into your ears.
Firmly.
Now, bong the hanger against some
thing hard and listen . . . a chick in
Boston showed me this . . .
R. BAILEY
CUMBERLAND CENTER, MAINE
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Random Notes
Bob Dylan still has worlds to conquer.
At the moment he is in New York, bus
ily huddling with writers, producers, and
the like, preparing for — a Broadway
musical. According to one source: “At
this point he’s still looking for a good
property.” Save your money for the
scalpers— but don’t hold your breath.
*

*

*

LA News: Gram Parsons has upped
and left the Flying Burrito Brothers,
leaving them with Bernie Leadon as lead
singer. Gram is already cutting an LP
of his own, with Terry Melcher as the
producer. Parsons has also left his room /
home at the Chateau Marmont hotel and
is staying with Melcher. . . . Another exByrd, Gene Clark, is doing some record
ing, and at least two sides includes all
the original Byrds— Crosby, McGuinn,
Hillman, Mike Clarke— all of them. But
it wasn’t exactly a reunion. The men
slipped in and did their parts separately,
under the ears of producer Jim Dickson,
the Byrds’ old manager. Additional fea
tures on the tunes, which will make up
Clark’s first single for A&M: Terry M el
cher on piano and Bud Shank on flute.
*

*

Otherwise, there’s not much happen
ing with Zappa.
*
*
*
They’re N ot A ll Bad: A Federal judge
in San Jose ruled that two long-haired
young men had been unlawfully deprived
of their unemployment benefits when the
State of California refused to give them
the money because they had been fired
from their jobs for long hair and had re
fused to submit to a haircut. Quoth
Judge Robert Peckham: “Long hair is
protected by the First Amendment.”
*

*

*

that it was mastered from the original
tapes in Warner’s vaults.
* *
*
Johnny Winter has a new backup band,
consisting o f Rick Derringer, guitar and
vocals; Randy Hobbs, bass and backup
vocals; and Randy Z, drums. If that
sounds familiar, it might be because it’s
a slightly edited version o f one o f the
best and longest-lasting groups around—
the McCoys. *
*
+
Dick Gregory has started a 40-day fast
to dramatize the “tragic and hypocritical

freak. While on tour with the group in
the States, he flew 3000 miles back to
London to change one word on “Lola,”
a single that is soon to be released over
there. The offending word was “cocacola,” which would have cost them air
play on the no-advertising BBC. While
back in the mother country, Ray tried to
fly to Jersey for a charity soccer meet,
missed connections, and rejoined his
Kompatriots back in New York. In other
Kinky news, they’ve added a pianist,
John Gosling, who was discovered by
the boys, according to a press release,
while he was “walking on the Thames
River.” Jeez, with a talent like that, it’s
a wonder he hasn’t been discovered
before . . .
*
*
*
MGM is planning a “Woodstock-like”
movie on Elvis Presley’s upcoming
month-long engagement at the Inter
national Hotel in Las Vegas. Six cameras
will follow Elvis through every waking
moment, eating, talking, singing, you
name it. The film, which will be released
in November, will be called simply Elvis.
By merest coincidence, Kirk Kerkorian,
who owns the International Hotel, is also
the controlling stockholder in MGM.

*

*

Washington D.C. transistor sisters and
brothers may soon be movin’ and
groovin’ to a cute little 60-second ham
burger drive-in commercial cut two
weeks ago in San Francisco by Grace
Slick, Spencer Dryden, Nicky Hopkins,
Lonnie Turner, and Tim Davis. The
commercial is for Junior Hot Shoppes,
and the bulk of the spot is spoken stuff
from members of the Committee. But
there’s a 15-second musical tag, a gassy
little riff: “Little things mean a lot . . .
at the Junior Hot Shoppe,” and that’s
where our heroes come in. “I love com
mercials,” Grace said during the session.
“Somehow, the idea of selling a ham
burger by singing about it appeals to my
sense of humor.” As for the producer
on the date, he said that next time he
wanted musicians who would wear ties.

*

*

Another the Mothers: Frank Zappa
has reformed his Mothers, with a couple
of minor changes, like adding two old
Turtles— Mark Volman and Howie Kaylan; jazz pianist George Duke; Aynsley
Dunbar; and keyboard man Jeff Sim
mons. Veteran Mother Ian Underwood
rounds out the seven-member group, but
the lineup, needless to say, is subject to
change. The Mothers, as listed, played
the Bath Festival in England, and Zappa
plans to take them back to Europe this
November, when the Mothers will film a
two-hour TV show with the Amsterdam
symphony, a 28-voice choir, and a danc
ing troupe. The show, if it ever mate
rializes, will be shown in Germany and
Amsterdam.
Frank has also got a new Mothers
LP, cut in England, coming out. It’s
called Weasels Ripped M y Flesh, and
reportedly features the most repulsive al
bum cover yet. The cover is a Lichensteinish cartoon of a man shaving. Only
his shaver is a weasel, and it’s not shav
ing him, but clawing him good and
bloodv.

*

A hairdresser in Montreal has gone to
court to block the showing of at least
part of the movie Woodstock. He has
asked that portions of the movie in
which he is shown taking off his clothes
and frolicking in the grass with a woman
companion be deleted, because, he says,
the film was shot without his knowledege
or consent.
*
*
*
A new record label, Increase, will
soon release a series of records under the
title A History of Rock and R oll R adio,
which will feature period disc jockies,
commercials, and even station breaks
amidst the oldies but goodies. There will
be seven records in the release, covering
the years 1956-1962.
*

*

He

Pride Records is a new label set up to
record black music of social commen
tary, and their biggest project to date
has been a song dubbed “a black nation
al anthem,” Kim Weston’s “Lift Ev’ry
Voice and Sing.” What with all this pride
going down, it’s interesting to note that
their sales manager is named Joe Dago.

*
♦
*
In connected news, Nicky Hopkins is
no longer tickling the ivories for Quick
silver Messenger Service.
Hopkins joined Quicksilver last fall
after working with the band on Shady
Grove. The band is completing the sec
ond of two albums cut in a lodge in
Hawaii a couple of months ago, and the
first one will be released next month.
Paul Kantner is doing a hot tuna of
his own. He’s cutting an album, with
help from Grace Slick, David Crosby,
and drummer Joey Covington. Mean
while Hot Tuna is cutting an electric
album in Jamaica, of all places. And
Covington, in his spare hours, is taking
voice lessons in Oakland. He’s known to
have dreams of being a soul singer,
blond hair and all.
*

*

*

*

*

Diplomatic pouch: Customs officials in
Cairo recently seized $40,000 worth of
hash from the person of a Kenyan diplo
mat.
*

A Word to The Wise: Attorney Gen
eral John Mitchell has announced that
the Justice Department is instituting a
program to “seek out and destroy” mari
juana growing wild in the Unitea States.
The counties where M itchell says the
weed is particularly prevalent are Fayette
and Jessamine in Kentucky; Henderson
and Cook in Illinois; Kosciusko and Jas
per In Indiana; Mitchell (no relation)
and Adams in Iowa; Berrien and Cass in
Michigan; Meerks and Blue Earth in
Minnesota; Ray and Andrew in Missouri;
Warren and Licking (my, m y) in Ohio;
Walworth and Columbia in Wisconsin;
and Marshall and Riley in Kansas. Mit
chell is asking for volunteers in the great
dope hunt. Look around for green and
brown.
*
*
*
The bootleggers are breaking new
ground. The latest white-covered albums
on the scene are M y G od! by Jethro Tull
and Jimi Hendrix Live at the Los Angeles
Forum 4 /2 5 /7 0 . The Tull disc is pressed
on transparent vinyl, and the sound qual
ity on both sides (one studio, one live)
is good enough to lead one to believe

nature of the narcotics problem in Amer
ica.” In his statement at the start o f the
fast, Gregory linked heroin pushers with
the reigning institutions in the nation:
“The heroin man could not survive with
out the cooperation and consent o f two
other men— the cop and the politician.”
*
*
*
The Byrds have gone into the studio
again to record half of their next album,
a two record set which was going to be
called Phoenix (get it?) until the group
scrapped the title. The other half will be
live, and both records will feature new
Byrd bassist Skip Battin. Cover art will
be by Eve Babitz.
* *
*
Precision Pressing Company in Nash
ville has announced a new “lightweight”
record that weighs some 3 J/2 ounces as
opposed to the current 6 ounces. It is so
thin that it can practically be folded in
half, and Precision claims that it has
even less surface noise than current discs.
Believe it when you see it, but it still
sounds good.
*

*

*

Kink Ray Davies must be an airline

*

*

Keeping Up With The Times: Chubby
Checker, who flashed upon the national
scene with “The Twist” and then sank
beneath your wisdom like a stone, is
back
in thenews like a real rockand
roll star. He and three members of his
band were crossing the border at Niaga
ra Falls after a two-week stand in Sud
bury, Ontario, Canada, when they were
halted by customs agents. The clever
Feds allegedy found a quarter pound
of grass, some hash and assorted caps,
and the redoubtable Mr. Checker got
busted.
* *
*
The Big Time: A Houston court re
cently gave Antonio Rodriguez, a heroin
dealer, 1500 years in the pen, topping
the previous longest sentence by half a
millennium.
* *
*
The Good Old Days, as it explains
right here in the National Geographic,
September, 1922: “While not one of the
leading products, hemp is successfully
grown in Chile. Last season 2700 tons
of hemp fiber were produced and an
equal amount of seed. This seed is a
favorite food for poultry and cage-birds.
In 1832 the Chilean Government offered,
as an inducement to all who would plant
hemp, an exemption from taxation for
ten years.” Now, there’s a Marijuana
Tax Act that makes sense.
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up by the first of July. He might get
here. I just don’t know. He said he
would try.”
Meanwhile, Drake is plenty busy. Be
sides his three-session-a-day pace, he has
finished an album of his own, a steely
“tribute to Bob Dylan’s greatest hits.”
And oh yes, there’s another album he’s
planning on to follow that one up, a
record of Beatle tunes.
“I think I’ll call it The Steel B ea tle”

Pop Pirate In
The TV Skies

Pete, George & Ringo: ‘Yes, it was kind o f as easy as they are here— except easier*

Give A Man
Enough Karma...
LO N DO N — It was a different scene.
Instead of hiding behind the amps, pre
tending he was just a pickup sideman
hired for the evening, Eric Clapton stood
front and center, playing his deft and
dirty guitar licks, singing on practically
every song, directing the whole scene.
For the first time, Clapton, ex-Yardbird,
ex - Bluesbreaker, ex - Cream, ex - Blind
Faith, ex-Plastic Ono Band, ex-Delaney
and Bonnie and Friends, was the ac
knowledged leader of a rock and roll
band.
Called Derek and the Dominoes— a
name made up ten minutes before they
went on— the new group made its debut
at a benefit concert for the US Civil Lib
erties Defense Fund, which is Dr. Ben
jamin Spock’s latest gig. Eric’s Dom i
noes included Dave Mason, formerly of
Traffic, and Bobby Whitlock (organ, pi
ano, vocals), Carl Radle (bass) and Jim
Gordon (drum s), all former Friends
with Delaney and Bonnie.
The group started with an acoustic
set, sounding much like CSN&Y on a
Clapton tune, “Easy N ow .” Clapton’s
voice, however, sounded more like D e
laney Bramlett’s than anything else—
Delaney was, according to rumor, the
person who convinced Clapton he could
sing in the first place. Then the Dom i
noes turned electric and soared through
tunes like “Red Wine” and “Blues
Power.” They ended with an unsuccessful
stab at “Feelin’ Alright,” a Mason song
which should be deeded in perpetuity
to Traffic.
The crowd called for more, and Clap
ton finally responded with his showcase
song from his Cream days, “Spoonful.”
And then, after another ovation, Derek
and the Dominoes departed for good.
Before the Dominoes gig, Clapton had
been putting the finishing touches on his
new album. Recorded in Los Angeles
and London and produced by Delaney
Bramlett, the album features songs by
Clapton, Leon Russell and (once again)
Delaney Bramlett. In an interview with
Douglas Garrick in Melody Maker, Clap
ton talked about the album and the peo
ple (mostly Friends) he recorded it
with:
“The thing is that I got so much help
on this album that I couldn’t let any
body down. I just had to do it. It
wasn’t a question of proving anything to
anybody. I had to do it. The love that
went around everybody involved on the
record was just so powerful. I’m really
proud of it. I love the sound of the
whole thing and I never thought that
would be possible. I’ve always had a lot
of hangups about my singing.”
Yet Clapton remains unsure of him

self: “I’m learning from all the guitar
ists all the time. I really feel like I’m
last in the queue. The other people are
always doing things that surprise the hell
out of me. I don’t know why people
insist I’m a good guitarist when I’m only
sitting here learning from others.”

Pete Drake &
The Steel Beatle
NASHVILLE, Tenn.— Steel guitarist
Pete Drake was waiting in his office for
Ringo Starr, flying up from Atlanta by
private jet. It had been a week now since
his session with George Harrison in Lon
don, and now, Pete Drake had been
hired to produce the first Beatle country
session.
Drake has embarked on what is ob
viously a new level of his career. For
a long time, he had been known best as
the “Talking Steel Guitar Man,” for the
talking guitar he’d invented ten years
ago. More recently, he’d been known for
his steel work behind Dylan (on every
LP since John Wesley H arding), Joan
Baez, Mother Earth, Sir Doug Sahm,
Tammy Wynette, Porter Wagoner, and
on maybe 90 percent of all the hits re
corded in Nashville.
A few days after being booked for
the George Harrison sessions, he’d been
elected to the Country & Western Hall
of Fame. N ow he was back at the offices
of his publishing company, Window
Music, and he was thinking about the
Beatles.
Pete Drake was very pleased. The
proposition had been such a surprise
that he was still trying to figure out the
list of sidemen he would call up. This
was Monday. The sessions would run
Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. He
had decided on the tunes already: All
would be original tunes from the vaults
of Window Music.
On Music Row in Nashville, the ex
citement generated by the news of Drake
and the remains of the Beatles is con
siderable, and one wonders if Drake
didn’t pick the songs for reasons even
more pressing than self-renumeration.
Could the tunes have been any harder
to choose than the session men? Then
again, some sidemen — people Drake
works with every day— were going to be
bitterly disappointed at being bypassed.
Who’d he chosen so far? Drake named
no less than five guitarists and two
drummers for a start. Also, a very fine
woman rock and roll singer for backup
vocals. N ow all this, mind you, had
to be confirmed with Ringo, but Drake
himself, obviously, was uneasy about
having to make the choices.
At any rate, Drake is a man who car
ries his happiness gracefully, rather like

the Beatles in better days. He speaks of
them in the same terms he uses for his
friends Presley and Dylan: “They’re so
humble!? They make all that money,
and they’re humble!?”
“What are you going to do with
Ringo?” I asked.
“The first thing I’m going to do is
take him down to Loretta Lynn’s store
and get him some boots, and a hat, and
a horse!” He laughed softly. “I told
him I was going to make a real hillbilly
out of him. I’m going to put some shit
on him.”
How did the session with Harrison go?
Didn’t Ringo play on it?
“Yes, he did. It was real nice— so
easy-going.”
Any different from cutting in N ash
ville?
“Yes, it was kind of as easy as they
are here— except easier.”
He said the overdubbing on the Har
rison album should probably be mini
mal. They laid down bass, drums, piano,
two rhythm guitars and steel on the
prime tracks, though he imagined that
Harrison would overdub the vocals.
“George # sings, of course. H e’s got
some real pretty melodic tunes, too. You
know, all those years, John and Paul
were doing all that writing. George
writes real pretty tunes. We think a lot
alike. And Ringo, too.”
What had Phil Spector, who produced
the album, actually do?
“His ideas were very good.”
The album had taken, “let’s see: Mon
day, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thurs
day— four days.”
“How did the days run?
“Well, they’d schedule a session for
two or three in the afternoon. It was
at this big old place at E.M.I. We’d just
sit down and start to pick until George
would start honkin’ on a tune, and we
would do it, and then we’d start jamming
again, and we would do another one.
Ringo would sit there and play ten or
twelve hours and never say, ‘Why don’t
we knock off?’ or anything. He played
just like a hired musician.”
When Pete had played the Dylan ses
sions last year, didn’t they get a lot of
the numbers in one take?
“Oh, yeah. We did ‘Country Pie’ and
‘Nashville Skyline Rag’ in one take. I
don’t believe he’d even made up the
melodies to some of them. He would
just give us the chord changes, and we
would roll on.”
“He did nearly twenty songs with
Cash, too.
“I didn’t play on all of them. I think
I told you: Cash doesn’t like a steel
guitar. I have to make it sound like it
isn’t a steel guitar.”
Was it likely that Harrison would
play in Nashville this week?
“He wants to finish this last album

LONDON — Ronan (sic) O’Rahilly,
the man who started the British pirate
radio scene with Radio Caroline back
in 1964, is all set for his most am
bitious and most unlikely-sounding proj
ect ever: pop pirate television.
O’Rahilly will launch Caroline TV
July 1st, broadcasting two hours of pop
shows a night from Constellation air
craft circling in shifts 25,000 feet above
the North Sea. The aircraft will stay
at least three miles outside British ter
ritorial waters. It will be the world’s
first airborne commercial TV station and
about 75 per cent of the British Isles
will be able to receive the U H F color
transmissions.
“The motivation behind the station
is the same as behind Radio Caroline,”
O’Rahilly says. “At the moment there’s
40 minutes of pop a week on TV. Caro
line TV will give opportunities to young
directors to get together with groups
and do four-minute clips, do what they
want. There’s no way for young di
rectors and producers to get into tele
vision and film. It’s a closed shop. We’ll
give them the chance.”
Capital and running costs must be
tremendous. O’Rahilly, who won’t quote
figures at this stage, describes them as
“quite high.” Outlay to date includes
two Constellation Super G aircraft, one
of which has reportedly been equipped
by US naval experts. Revenue will come
from foreign advertisers, mostly record
and film companies and magazines. U n
der UK broadcasting laws British firms
are not allowed to do business with
pirates.
According to O’Rahilly, companies
in the United States, Canada and Aus
tralia are watching Caroline with an eye
to advertising. “TV is the only me
dium powerful enough for foreign ex
posure in Britain,” he says. “We’ve been
working hard in this area and foreign
advertisers who were with us on Radio
Caroline will come back. Our price is
right.” The price is about $1800 a spot.
Meanwhile, Radio North Sea Inter
national, into its fourth uneasy month
six miles off the British east coast, has
changed its name to Radio Caroline In
ternational. This is an attempt to get a
stronger name to back their free radio
campaign, and the latest in a saga of
switches.
Right from the start, it had to change
wavelengths: the coast guard complained
about interference with its radio. Since
then it’s been jammed by the govern
ment. Right throughout the recent Gen
eral Election campaign the station pump
ed out anti-government propaganda, to
some effect, since the Conservatives, who
favor commercial radio, ended the sixyear rule of Harold Wilson’s Labour
Government. This throws the whole fu
ture of radio in Britain wide open.
Radio Geronimo, the legal station
broadcasting progressive pop music from
Radio Monte Carlo from midnight to
3 A.M. every Friday, Saturday and Sun
day night, cannot accept advertising.
Originally Geronimo planned to increase
its air time when it had enough ads, but
the commercialism of potential adver
tisers proved too much for the station’s
policy.
Geronimo’s Tony Secunda says the al
ternative is a Radio Geronimo mail order
catalog selling US import records— “as
soon as they are released in the US
they’ll be available here”— along with
hi-fi equipment, toys, dune buggies and
novelties such as foot-long cigarette
papers.
The policy seems to be paying off.
Since turning down the admen they’ve
already increased air time from one to
three nights a week and hope to make
seven nights a week later this year. And
they are shortly to broadcast an hour
show a week from California. B. Mit
chell Reid of KMET, the Los Angeles
underground station, is to tape a weekly
show of West Coast sounds for them in
return for a similar show of English
music for KMET.
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The Rolling Stone Interview

DAVID CROSBY
— Continued from Page l
all stays with him, and he builds on
it. A ll that music, dating back ten years
when he started at 19 and made the
folkie T roubador/G ate of H orn/B itter
End circuit. A ll the reading— sciencefiction books; books on sea life and
survival methods; titles like ‘Ice Station
Zebra’ and ‘True Experiences in Telep
athy.’ A ll the women who inspire him
to weave sex into raps everywhere and
anywhere. A ll the love for the sea, for
his 60-foot schooner ‘The M ayan.’ A nd
of course, all the months of personal
crystallization as a person, as a Byrd.
Crosby was an easy interview; he’d
become a friend through past meetings
for different stories. He said he’d found
a journalist he thought he could trust.
I’d found a musician/spokesman I knew
I could believe. When the tape machine
wasn’t running, we spent time on the
deck of ‘The M ayan,’ docked at Marina
del Rey, and talked about London, about
women, and about trips he had made in
the waters and the w inds while he
planed and sanded down hatch doors
and revarnished various pieces of the
boat’s woodwork. Downstairs, when
ever we talked, friends would invariably
gather to listen. A t dinner at Steven
Still’s house in Laurel Canyon, he made
pitches for the rest of the band to sup
port campaigns being waged by Jess
(Jnruh, Jane Fonda, and Dr. Benjamin
Spock. He taunted and debated Steven
and Graham about “Y o-Y o Lennon,”
and about the impossibility of carving
out a perfect male-female relationship.
But he conceded that Y o-Y o and John
might have one worked out.
A few weeks later, Nixon and the
National Guard in Ohio did their num
bers, and Crosby, Stills, Nash, and
Young fell apart, and D avid called up
to tell about it, to say he thought it’d
be together again soon. D ays later, N eil
Young had written “Ohio,” and Crosby’s
prediction had come true, the band was
back on the road. We m et again and
talked som e more, over breakfast at
a restaurant in H ollywood, after the
waitress had finished hounding him for
concert tickets for her kids—

H e spoke, not too specifically or cer
tainly, about the band, and it sounded
like maybe Crosby, Stills, Nash and
Young might be staying together just
long enough to save their legal necks
on the concert tour. Young and Stills
were at it again. Broken arrows.
But last week, speaking after the Oak
land concert, Crosby, the catalyst, sound
ed very certain: “The music has been
so good,” he said, ‘that as far as I can
see, we’ll db one tour and one LP
a year for the next ten years. Steve and
N eil were f t K K t hugging and shaking
hands after shows. A nd if me and Wil
lie and the others can get those two
cats up and keep ’em up . . . Well, we
can work it out.” A nd meanwhile, he
and Nash will do a joint LP this sum
mer, and Stills will have a solo album
out, and C SN & Y have six Fillmore
sets recorded for a possible live album
this fall, and so D avid Crosby has a
lot to talk about, indeed.
— b .f .-t .
You were talking, when we first met,
about what you hoped Crosby, Stills,
and Nash would be. A nd you were say
ing something about what a joy it was
to be able to not have to just sing threepart harmony, to be able to find your
voice. You were hinting at limitations as
a Byrd and the whole range of things
you went through as a Byrd.
Man, there’s limitations inherent in
anything, I suppose. The thing you gotta
do in a group is fill whatever needs to
be filled that you can fill and try not to
be too specific about it. N o, the limita
tions worked out usually in the areas
of there being nobody else to sing
harmony.

The way we did the first three Byrd
albums, I guess, was Gene and McGuinn
would sing the melody together and then
I would sing the harmony parts and
then finally we got Christopher to start
singin’ and along about then Gene
dropped out. Then we got to singin’
parts more. But for most o f it, it wound
up bein’ me singin* harmony because I
could sing that high and I could stay
in tune, and that’s about it. And also
I really love singin’ harmony and I love
thinkin’ up weird ones, and they used
to enjoy the weird ones. So I wound
up never singin’ lead. N ow, I’m not a
great lead singer. But there are songs
that I like to sing; and then they could
all sing it. So . . . he used to want to,
and it used to be a matter o f habit
within the group to try and keep every
body in roles, you know what I mean?
When we started out makin’ groups the

first time around, we thought it was
sorta like Hard D ay’s N ight, and we
thought everybody had to have a role.
It got to be a matter of habit that I
would do that and this would be that and
that . . . and it’s hard to break habit,
man. Habit’s even harder to break than
some kind of deliberate plot, ’cause it’s
not maliciousness on anybody’s part.
There wasn’t anybody in that group try
ing to hold me back. There was no real
maliciousness in that group until right
near the end, y’know? Along around
“Eight Miles High” and Monterey Pop
Festival, y’know? They used to get up
tight that I was playin’ with Steven and
Buffalo Springfield. They got uptight be
hind Monterey, me sayin’ that shit about
Kennedy and the Warren Report.
What exactly did you say?
“Who killed the President?” basically.
It was a standard introduction. We used

to do it— you saw us do it a hundred
times. We used to do it every single
time we did “He Was a Friend of Mine.”
The introduction for a year solid was:
“W e’d like to do a song about this guy
who was a friend of ours. And just by
way of mentionin’ it, he was shot down
in the street. And as a matter of strict
fact he was shot down in the street
by a very professional kind of outfit.
D on’t it make you sort of wonder? The
Warren Report ain’t the truth, that’s
plain to anybody. And it happened in
your country. D on’t you wonder why?
D on’t you wonder?”
And then we would sing the song.
Now, admittedly that’s a little extreme
for an artist to get into those areas at
all. Got no right talkin’ about that. But
I was pissed about it, and I’m still
pissed about it! I guess I overstepped
my bounds as an artist. By rights I
shouldn’t get into that area at all. I’m
sure no political genius. I don’t f l H V
know what to do. I sure am sure I was
tellin* the truth. But I sure am sure
that it didn’t I S
do no good. I mean
he isn’t alive, he’s dead, and nobody still
knows why. Or how or who. And every
body’s guessin’ and everybody’s scared.
So I guess it didn’t do a hell of a lot
of good for me to mouth off.
You say “overstepping your bounds.”
It sounds like at first, the whole band
was with you. They knew just what you
were saying.
They all believed the same thing, but
I don’t think any of them would’ve said
it . . . well, they didn’t say it.
D id they feel it was improper for
M onterey?
Probably. Maybe they thought the
focus was there. I know that everybody
was conscious of the cameras because
it was the first time anybody was filmin’
rock and roll, y’know. We were all very
camera-shy. I was camera-shy to an ex
treme degree.
Steve Stills: Being convinced that you
were ugly.
Crosby: Well, there are mirrors in
this world. For god’s sake, man. I
mean, Lord. The truth hurts!
So you’re up to M onterey and the
uptightness begins. Was Steven really a
big part of it?
Steven has been a big part of my
life, man, for the last three years. The
cat came over to my house and played
one evening with me, and it was very
clear to me that he was a stoned god
damn genius. And I don’t know whether
anybody else knew it then, but I was
firmly convinced of it. He plays rings
around everybody. Everybody! He plays
everything better than anybody. So, I
wanted to hang out with him.
H ow ’d yo u meet him?
How the fflH d I meet you, man? I
guess I came and heard you.
Stills: You guys paid us $125 for our
first gig.
Crosby: First gig? Were you paid on
those Byrds concerts?
Stills: Yes, you . . .
Crosby: N o wonder you guys were
really loose. I wondered why you were
loose. [The Byrds’ producer, Jim] Dick
son didn’t tell us that. That’s groovy.
You sang really good. You put me up
tight, as a matter of fact. I felt competi
tive.
Stills: I know. We watched. We
laughed a lot.
Crosby: Oh, you mean guys. Kicked
our plug out, too . . . I caught you,
bastard! Yeah, so, but they were good,
man. That was early Springfield. I didn’t
really know what he was, man, until
he came over to my house one time and
we played acoustic guitars. And then
I knew what he was. I wanted to ob
viously do some of that, ’cause it’s
groovy. Like, I don’t know, we like
music, we like a lot of music.
— Continued on N ext Page
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— Continued from Preceding Page
At that point, see, my band was
turned off to playing. Everybody goes
through that stage some time or an
other, I guess. Right then they were
all really turned off to playing. I mean
Roger would stop in the middle of a
song to look at his watch and see how
much more time he had to do in the
set. And I’m not kidding you, he’ll tell
you it’s the truth. He’s seen him do
it. Maybe you haven’t seen him do it.
I’ve seen him do it.
Stills: I watched Chris, though, right
in the middle of a song stop playing
and turn around and take a draw on a
cigarette and then start playing about
six bars later. Seven and a half.
C rosby: Twenty to one it was one of
my songs.
Stills: As a matter of fact, it was.
C rosby: Okay, so now, anyway, it
got to be to a point where one time I
was tryin’ to sing a song where my
energy level was so dissimilar from
theirs that Christopher turned around to
me and said “Ah, the David Crosby
Show.” And it pissed me off so hard
that I got frozen up like they were. I
mean there was a real disparity between
how we wanted to get it on in music.
N ow I saw this cat, man, I mean he
loves to play. He will play 25 hours a
day. N ow , didn’t I just want to hang
out with somebody that loved to play?
I love to play, man. And, f l | w e would
get it on. We would have a good time
playin’. And I was f H f starved for
that. I mean I was going on a stage,
man, with a band that was a burn. It
was like goin’ out and selling parsley on
the street and havin’ to meet the people
the next day. Byrdshit! It wasn’t the
Byrds; it was the ^ ■ ■ g canaries.
It was a burn, but it didn’t start out
to be, so it really was a turn-off to
watch it go that way, you know? So T
had a very negative scene on one hand
that was rapidly turning into a worse
and worse psychodrama because I had
made a terrible mistake and led every
body into a cat who was taking us to
the cleaners. Manager cat. Pure poison.
Ruined a lot of people and I led them
all in. The only thing that I can also
say is that I tried to lead them all back
out again.
H ow did he ruin people?
Stole their money. He was a very
direct fellow. Wasn’t subtle or anything.
He would steal. That was his trip. Any
way, so I had an intensely bad scene
on one side, and then I had Steven on
the other side; Springfield was falling
apart, too. Neither Steven nor I could
wash the taste of bein’ in a bad group

out of our minds. For us, you gotta
remember, those two groups — and they
were not bad groups — for us they
were intensely painful psychodramas at
the time. A mismatching of purposes,
of motivations. Everybody was windin’
up doin’ it for different reasons. Well,
Steven and I hung out, and hung out,
and we made some demo tapes and
played ’em for Atlantic and Atlantic
said “Sure, kid. I’ll buy that.” And I
was shoppin’ around. Capitol offered me
a better deal. I was gonna sign with
Capitol as a single. And when Graham
came to the United States . . .
A nd a twinkle lights up your eye . . .
Yes indeed. At that point it started to
get good. Now Graham Nash — this
is gonna sound like a hype — Graham
Nash is one of the most highly evolved
people on the planet. He is my teacher
and he’s certainly the finest cat I know.
Excuse me for usin’ that word, because
I know a lot of really fine cats. He is
just an incredible human being! And
don’t just trust me. Ask anybody that
knows him and they will tell you that
he is just one o f the major joys in their
life. And he started bringing my spirits
up.
We started singing together and one
night we were at Joni M itchell’s— Ah,
there’s a story. Cass was there. Steven
was there, me, and Willie [Graham
Nash], just us five hangin* out. You
know how it is this night, I mean this
time of night, so we were singin’ as you
would imagine. We sang a lot. What
happened was we started singin’ a coun
try song o f Steven’s called “Helpless
ly Hoping.” And I had already worked
out the third harmony. Steven and I
started singin’ it, Willie looked at the
rafters for about ten seconds, listened,
and started singin’ the other part like
he’d been singin’ it all his life.
That’s how Willie does things. And
the feeling o f that, man, was like havin’
somebody give you head all of a sud
den in a sound sleep. It was like wak
ing up on acid. I couldn’t begin to tell
you how that was. That was a heavy
flash, ’cause that’s a nice thing. You
know it was. Especially if you’re a
harmony singer and you love singin’
harmony. And I am and I do and it got
me off. So that’s what we were doing.
That tim e in Chinatown when you
were having dinner, you made a com 
parison between yourself, and your re
lationship to M cGuinn, and the roles
adopted in the m ovie by Dennis Hopper
and Peter Fonda, in *Easy R id er/
Yeh, well, Dennis and Peter used to
watch us a lot. Peter’s been a good
friend for years, and Dennis, too, for

that matter, although I don’t know him
as well as I know Peter. I wouldn’t say
that Dennis had me down exactly. He
did grow a pretty good mustache, I’ll
say that for him. And, as a matter of
strict fact, although it’s a really techni
cal detail, he got the knife right, too.
Peter’s a sailor, too. Dennis — I really
dig Dennis. H e’s outrageous. I went to a
wedding party the other day and he’s
still outrageous. Michelle Phillips in a
girl scout uniform. N o underwear. God
knows I love her . . .
How about the relationship between
Fonda and Hopper in the movie and
the relationship between you and M c
Guinn?
It was frequently that. Brash extro
vert that I am, and that I was even
more, then. Energy source. And Mc
Guinn, a laid - back, highly complex,
good
multi-evaluating,
highly-trained
brain.
A nd optimistic?
Probably not as much as that praise
would have gotten everybody to believe,
but certainly intelligent about planning
the odds. I think he used me as an ice
breaker more than he used his optimism.
I’m naturally going and already mov
ing. Easy enough to slide in and then
try and get me to go which way he
wanted. McGuinn’s really a good one
for trying to figure out the least effort
way to accomplish something. Me, too,
for that matter.
So how did it com e to be that you
left the Byrds?
Roger and Chris drove up in a pair
of Porsches and said that I was crazy,
impossible to work with, an egomaniac—
all of which is partly true, I’m sure,
sometimes— that I sang shitty, wrote
terrible songs, made horrible sounds,
and that they would do much better
without me. N ow , I’m sure that in the
heat of the moment they probably ex
aggerated what they thought. But that’s
what they said. I took it rather much
to heart. I just say, “OK. Kinda waste
ful, but OK.” But it was a drag.
In later interviews, McGuinn would
say that the Byrds missed your musicianship and the kind of music you con
tributed. A nd later on he said different
things again.
Well, I don’t know. I wish he’d said
it at the time . . . Say, it’s OK. Rog’s
doin’ fine.
Com pared to the Byrds, does this
band offer you something closer to total
freedom?
This isn’t total freedom, no, of course
not. I have to— not only am I not free
to just express myself, but that can’t
even be my main concern. N ot if I

really want this to be a healthy group,
which I really do, ’cause I really love
it. And I love the cats and they can
really play. That’s nice! They all also
really get off playing. They’re doing
it for the right reason, thank god. It’s
really part of it. Why you do it really
affects the flavor, man. And I do it
’cause it gets me off, every time, man,
that I get stoned and put on a guitar
and somebody points me at a micro
phone, I have— I can’t say every time—
99 times out of a hundred— I have as
good a time as most people do balling.
And wouldn’t you want to do that? And
wouldn’t anybody want to do all they
could? I want to do it all / can, ’cause
it gets me off. I love it.
I mean— you know, I did it— all I
can say is that I’ve done it for every
single reason I’ve been able to find. I’ve
done it for money and I’ve done it for
the glory and I’ve done it for the
chicks and I’ve done it ’cause I was
19 years old and I thought I was
Woody Guthrie on the road, man, and it
was hip to sling my guitar over my
shoulder. I’ve done it ’cause of every
reason I’ve ever heard of, and doin’ it
cause it’s fun really is an absolutely out
of hand good trip.
N eil Young writing a song about
K ent State. He surprised everybody.
Yeah. He said, “I don’t know. I never
wrote anything like this before, but . . .”
There it is. I watched him do it. We
were at . . . Actually we were up in
Chicago. We all came back and it was
really crazy and really a drag. I couldn’t
get mad at anybody, make myself feel
righteous, so I split. We went up to
Pescadero, and I watched him do it.
It wasn’t like he set out as a project
to write a protest song. It’s a folk song.
I’ll admit that, it is definitely a folk
song. But he didn’t set out to write it,
man. It’s just what came out of havin’
Huntley-Brinkley for breakfast. I mean
that’s really what happens. We’ve all
stopped even watching the TV news,
but you read the headlines on the papers
going by on the streets.
He didn’t seek out his subject matter,
it’s what forced its way into his con
sciousness, when he had defended his
consciousness against it and tried strongly
to keep his head in personal good trips
all the time. But it’s very hard to ignore
that Kent State thing. They were down
there, man, ready to do it. You can
see them, they’re all kneeling there,
they’re all in the kneeling position and
they got their slings tight and they’re
ready to shoot. And there’s this kid, this
long-haired kid standing there with a
flag wavin’ it . . . I mean, I cannot be
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a man, and be a human, and ignore
that. I don’t think. I don’t think I can.
And I’m not political. I don’t dig poli
tics. I don’t think politics is a workable
system any more. I think they gotta in
vent something better. And man, it’s
really right down to there. It’s really not
happening for me to live in a country
where they gun people down in the
streets just for that, for saying they
don’t dig it that way. You can’t do that.
President Nixon, you can’t do that!
H ow did Graham and Steven react to
the song?
They said, “Well, how soon can we
record it?” And there was no question
in anybody’s mind. We all felt the same
way about it. As a matter of fact, as
soon as we played it to Steven and
Graham we just all went to the studio
and recorded it. We cut the whole rec
ord, both sides, in one night, and finished
it the next day. We went in, we played
it like that. Those extra words on the
end: “Why?” “Why?” “How many?”
“How many more?” . . . you know,
that? That wasn’t even part of the song,
that was just what happened when we
got to the end. It was all one live take,
man, of cats just reacting to our world,
that’s all. I don’t see any holy word or
panacea or answer in what we did, we’re
just people. We live here, too, and they
just kicked us in the face.
D o you think it’ll just keep getting
worse?
Well, now, the way I see it, the seeds
of the better are already here. There’s
the new ways for people to relate to
each other and live with each other and
grow up. A whole new society inherent
in the way that young people are relat
ing to each other now. And communi
cating with each other on levels that
squares never achieve, man, it’s that
simple. They do not communicate with
each other that well.
The shared experience of people
who’ve been high together, the multipli
city o f levels that they can relate on
and do relate on is not frequently found
in straight people. It’s a new way, OK?
It’s only a matter of degree and not
really kind, but it’s really quite a change
in degree of communication. I mean
you and I relate to each other on anawful lot of levels. Y ou’re reading my
skin temperature, my tension, my stance,
my position in the room, my tone, in
flection, pitch, attack, rise, fall, tension,
my blink-blink, my respiration rate, my
heart rate, and in the middle of all of
those you’re copying me telepathically,
and I know it. Empathically, anyway,
for sure. If you’re not doing that then
it’s different. I see people doing that,
man, I see people relating to each other
in ways that haven’t happened before
for people. There are huge numbers of
them doin’ it. I see, for me, quite plainly
a new humanity, I mean a bunch of
people who are concerned with being
human. I also think that I can see that
it’s going to get worse before it gets
better.
It’s something like we have only this
one plot of ground, y’know, and we’ve
built a house on it and it’s an old frame
house and we didn’t use redwood. And
it’s rotten. And we have propped it and
shored it and buttressed it and skyhooked it and everything we can think
of to keep it up, man. And I don’t think
it’s happening. I think at least we’re
gonna have to kind of bust it up for
the lumber. And I don’t dig it, man, be
cause I don’t dig destruction, man, I’m
a builder. I’ve always been a builder.
But I’m afraid that’s what’s gonna
happen, man, I’m afraid that’s what
has to happen. I told that to Albert
Grossman last night and he go so angry
with me he wouldn’t talk to me any
more. I played “Ohio” for him last night
and he got angry. He said, “What are
you tryin’ to do?” And I said, “Well, ac

tually, if you really want to know, I’m
not really trying to do anything. But I
think we’re gonna help tear it apart a
little bit.” And he said, “Well, man,
you’re just children, and you don’t un
derstand what’s going on.” Went into
that kind o f rap, and I said, “Albert,
you’re cornin’ on hip all the time, but
in truth you’re just another old man
who’s really got all his marbles in this
system. And the real truth of it is, man,
I just scared you. You don’t want that
system to go. You got every 4 I H | ’ egg
in one basket, Jack. If they burn the
bank you’re screwed, Albert.”
And he got really scared. If they bum
the bank I’ve still got my two hands,
and I ain’t scared of it. I’ve done it, a
lot. I’ve caught my own fish and ripped
their own stomachs out, and cleaned
them, and cooked them. And done the
same for the animals. It isn’t as if I
don’t dig civilization, I do, and I don’t
want to blow it. But I do want to blow
this political system. I had a long talk,
man, with the head o f the Democratic
party in California. Like, there’s a cat
who’s got a lot more information than
me.
Jess Unruh.
Right. He’s firmly convinced that if
we don’t change something radically,
soon, that it’s gonna come apart at the
seams, too.
When did you talk to Unruh?
He came down to the boat. He wants
us to help. I kind of dig it that he’s at
least willing to go out and talk to longhairs. Because quite frankly he’s a very
shrewd politician, and he must know
that he doesn’t have to cater to us at
all. We have absolutely no choice in this
election but to support him.
But it’s a gamble for him to alienate
more of the moderate voters by associat
ing with longhairs.
Yeah, that’s what I felt, too. I thought
it was kind of brave for him to do it.
M aybe he’s trying to envelop you so
that there’s no third party form ed to
maybe take a large chunk of votes from
him.
Maybe so. He’s up against pretty
heavy odds, y’know. He’s up against
California oil money and the original
power bloc of this state. And they’re
after his ass. And they’ve got idiots—
just full-out clowns, front men— like
Yorty, and they’ve got truly dangerous
people like Reagan.
What’s Reagan’s importance in terms
of what he’s done to the state or to
people, to the youth m ovem ent— what
has been his contribution?
Crystallization. The more pressure you
put on coal the sooner it turns into
diamonds. I mean the cat has polarized
the entire minority so that it isn’t a

minority any more. It’s a majority of
minorities. H e’s got the intelligentsia and
the blacks and the “kids” and the “hip
pies” and he’s got everybody, man, sort
of universally aligned against him be
cause he has sort of gone physically in
sane right in front of us and threatened
our freedom, and our right to breathe,
move, think . . .
You w rote “A Long Time Com ing”
and t(A lm ost Cut M y Hair” right after
R obert K ennedy was shot. What exactly
did he mean to you?
See, I didn’t know him, I never talked
to him. I believed in him because he
said that he wanted to change stuff. And
I believed also that in my probably
naive conception of politics he had not
made so many deals that he was unable
to change course at all, which is the
case in Johnson and N ixon both. They’re
cats, politicians, who’ve made their deal.
Years ago. They’ve sold out to the spe
cial interests and controlling powers in
this country in order to gain power. N ow
I thought Bobby Kennedy was one more
opportunity to have a leader who had
not made those deals.
You believed that, even knowing who
his father was and what that fam ily
meant in terms of seeking political
power?
I can’t defend the father or the fam
ily. The cat was young. Right, wrong,
or indifferent, he was interested in
change. He still had balls. He still had
the willingness to change and grow, you
know? And he had the willingness for
this country to change and grow . . . I
think. Who knows what he could have
done, man. I mean we didn’t ever get a
chance to find out about him, right?
We found out what kind of reaction
there could be to that kind of person . . .
We found out that he— in actual fact,
man, the way I figure it is, I was right.
He was very close to getting that much
power. And he was also not signed, in a
sense, to a company. N ow Ronald Rea
gan is a bought and paid-for man. And
there’s no question in anybody’s mind
that looks at it, really. I mean, when
the oil interests are performing eco
logical crime on a mass scale, that cer
tainly is no less offensive to the human
race as a long-range thing than Buchenwald or the worst examples o f human
depravity. OK? Any of that is not worse
than what the oil companies are doing,
particularly in California. Multiple mass
murder o f living beings and for nothing.
For nothing, man. For bread, for money,
dig? Well, now, I was quoted the tax
figures on those platforms off Santa Bar
bara, and if the tax figures they quoted
me are correct, then the government
ain’t gonna shut them down. ’Cause they
pull in a lot of bread out of there.
N ow, that same bread, man, not only
comes in in taxes from the oil com
panies, but it comes in in contributions.
And I’m not just saying the oil com
panies, but in California they happen
to be a controlling interest. And he very
definitely is totally sold out to those peo
ple, y’know. Otherwise he wouldn’t keep
instructing them to let him have more
and more new licenses to go out and
do it more and more. The federals, too.
The point is that the problems we’re
up against, and those include environ
mental crime, race crime, political, total,
obnoxious corruption, and international
crime, which is war— all of those prob
lems, man, relate to a power structure
that is running this country.
We got a whole bunch of people who
clearly identify that, and they say “OK.
N ow we’re gonna just shake this power
structure by the roots.” Right? I laugh
at ’em. I laugh at the SDS and I laugh
at those i f l B g parlor-pink revolution
ary kids going around saying “I’m a
revolutionary by trade.” B u ll^ B H i
pukie. They haven’t any idea what it is,
man. They should go watch a newsreel

of the last three days of Budapest, and
think it over. Asshole kids. They don’t
don’t know what they are up against,
man. You can’t convince this power
structure to change its course. It’s in
extricably — a curious word — inex
tricably involved in its course. I’m try
ing to explain to people that it isn’t the
President, it isn’t Congress, it isn’t the
governors. It seems like it, but as far
as I can tell, it’s an interlocking whole
socio-economic systems group. And
they’re all interlocking . . . There’s this
guy who makes the transistors for the
guy who makes the radios for the guy
who makes the planes for the guy who
makes the wars for the guy who mines
the tungsten and the transistor.
It’s all interlocking, man, and I don’t
see how they’re going to change the
course. I had to think up a phrase to
describe it. We have “societal inertia.”
And we’re moving — Look, man, I’ll
just bring it down to the basest of terms
that made it clear to me: How are you
gonna get ’em to close the gas stations,
what are you gonna do with the pumps?
That’s inertia. How are you gonna con
vince Chevy, Ford, Volkswagen, Cadil
lac, Honda to all take four, ten, twelve
years of profit loss re-tooling to another
power source. The men who run those
companies do not own them. They are
there only as long as they win. They
cannot make that decision. It’s not that
they won’t. They can’t. They’ve got to
show a profit every year or they’ll get an
other man. That’s the truth. Environ
ment be screwed. That’s how those com
panies are run.
That’s not the only place. The oil
companies are not the major criminals
in this world; they are amongst the major
criminals, and that example of inertia
is not the only one. I’m talking about
the 5000 or so people who run the
world. I would like to see these
SDS revolutionary bullshit kids come
up with a list of those cats’ names and
addresses. Then they’ll convince me that
they’re serious. OK? As long as they
f H f e stand around on the steps and
shout and yell, and wait for the cops
to come in an bash ’em on the head so
they can look heavy: “I got hit by a
pig.” Far out. You probably kicked him,
y’know? And I don’t like the police at
all, man. I’m not making bones about
it. I just am really sick of the revolu
tionary kids, man. I’m really sick of the
talk and I’m really sick of the kids I see
at the rallies and stuff. Hey, they’re
jokes. F f l H t revolution, man. They for
get that they already ate revolution
alive. That’s not happening, man. It’s
not happening even with AR-16s.
It ain’t even happening for the Pan
thers. And I don’t blame them. The
Panthers feel, and quite rightly so, that
they’re in a kind of Warsaw ghetto sit
uation. I don’t blame them for buying
guns, not even a little, man. I ain’t
aligning myself with anybody, but I sure
don’t blame them. Boy, I sure don’t—
uh-uh. It’s hard to make ’em forget how
many people voted for Wallace. It isn’t
like they didn’t do it or anything, they
did, you know. Hard to make them for
get that. So, to get back to interlock
ing systems and what we’re up against,
the reason I feel hopeless is because I
have no way to communicate with those
men, those nameless cats, man. I mean
we only know the names of a handful,
and they’re the loan-shark, robber baron,
last remaining few or another genera
tion of billionaires: Hughes, Getty,
Hunt, Kaiser, he’s still one, Ford, Rocke
feller.
I mean you know a few of them. Who
are the other guys? And what do they
care about? Does J. Paul Getty like
seagulls? Does H. L. Hunt care about
pelicans? I don’t know how to make the
— Continued on N ext Page
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to “if I can’t work out any logical, over
all ethic to work by, then I’ve gotta just
do what gets me off— which points of
consciousness were the highest ones, the
peaks. And do whatever it was that got
me there— a lot. I mean, God, sailing
puts me in the highest kind of conscious
ness I have, makes the best person out
of me I know how to be. It takes me
to the same levels that balling does, and
music does, and being high and doing
both of those things does. Y ’know. It’s
not a philosophical or a political deci
sion at all. It’s just me wanting to en
joy it.
Talking about Altamont, you com 
pared it to “M y Back Pages.” A ltam ont
attem pted to re-create the spontaneity of
Woodstock. What was “M y Back Pages?”
It was a formula, it was a cop-out,
it was a total backward shot. It was,
“Oh, let’s make ‘Tambourine Man’
again.” It was a formula record, any
body could hear it. It was a piece of
shit, had all the commitment and life
of a four-day old mackerel.
A t what point of Byrds history did
that come?
A point of desperation. At a point
when it was just the four of us and we
were kind of uptight. And we had done
an album that was good, Younger than
Yesterday, and we needed a single. And
so we sat in a studio and tried to figure
out how many different ways we could
sell out, essentially. I don’t think any
body thought they were doing that, but
the point is we came down to making
a formula record. And that’s a mistake.
It's also a surprise, because you know
how all the talk was about the Byrds
emerging with a new musical form , tak
ing the roots, and experimenting with
raga, and blending different kinds of mu
sic . . .
That’s what it was about. Listen, our
whole thing was opening up like a canopener. We may have been less than
sophisticated, man, but we were a god
damned good f f l H g ice-breaker. ’Cause
we were unafraid. We made mistakes,
but in order to be unafraid, you have
to be willing to make mistakes— pub
licly! At the same time, man, it was a

point, but I’m struggling with it. I
don’t think that they’re bein’ realistic
when they judge this power structure
that they’re up against. I think they at
tack its lowest and best-defended levels.
I looked at it ten years ago and came
to, on less data, the same conclusion
and decided that the only thing to do,
the only crack left, was that they didn’t
really consider time — being sort of
blind and being sort of in love with
the fact that they were on top and in
power. They would figure that . . .
Well, most of those cats, man, always
make the mistake of thinking they
wanted more. It looked like it’d make it
a thousand years. It made it about 30.
I figured the only thing to do was swipe
their kids. I still think it’s the only
thing to do. By saying that, I’m not
talking about kidnapping, I’m just talk
ing about changing their value systems,
which removes them from their parents’
world very effectively.
And I didn’t change ’em, I just offered
them an alternative. On one side you
got war, death, degradation, submission,
guilt, fear, competition; and on the
other hand you got a bunch of people
lyin’ out on the beach, walking around
in the sun, laughin’, playin’ music, makin’
love and gettin’ high, singin’, dancin’,
wearin’ bright colors, tellin’ stories, livin’
pretty easy. Half a million of ’em get
together and not even punch one cat
out. That’s pretty easy. You offer that
alternative to a kid, man, and the kid
ain’t crazy yet. The kid ain’t had time
to be crazy. He can make a very clear
decision about alternatives like that. I
think that they’ve probably lost the
majority of their kids by now. I don’t
know, frankly. I guess we’ll have to
wait and see.

If you knew, then it might wipe out
a lot of the hopelessness you expressed.
But see, man, how can you pin down
to a statistical chart the degree to which
a person, or even a statistical universe
of persons, have changed their value
systems. There are certain key, surface
symptoms of value system change that
you can watch: dress, manner, hair
length. These are, y’know, good indica
tions, but they don’t indicate it all.
How about rock and roll?
To a degree. I wouldn’t limit it to
rock and roll. The artists in every
area of art in the United States have
been saying what the rock and rollers
are now saying, for a lot longer than
we have. I mean let’s not forget the
writers. I mean those are the cats
who’ve laid it out a whole lot more
complexly, more heavily, more literately, more multi-valuedly and more multileveledly than most of us. For the poets,
I mean we can go right on back through
the history of artists, man, who were
willing to tell the truth about their enviroment and include all the environ
ments. It ain’t just us that are doin’ i:
now. What the trick is with us is that
we’re mass artists, and there’s never been
that kind of stuff before until Guten
berg, y’know, and that didn’t really hap
pen until you get up into the electronic
mass. And that’s simultaneity and inter
action on simultaneity and numbers of
a very wide scale. It’s far out, man.
That’s the main difference.
It’s a tricky thing. I could be dead
wrong, man. Richard Nixon might b<
right, and I’m crazy enough to admit it.
I just don’t think so. Gotta do what you
believe. I believe that all those cats are
wrong. I believe what they say matters
is not it. N ow, I also believe every

body is underestimating the amount of
inertia. I believe that that big conglomer
ate blob of interlocking systems, all mov
ing down this one big socio-economic
path . . . I don’t think it can change
its course. I’m sorry.
So you can't escape. N ow, how does
your boat tie into this? Several times in
crises— mental crises— when the Byrds
fired you; when your lady Christine died
— you went to the boat. So in a sense
there can be an escape.
Well, try to understand. When the
hassles in my head, and confusion, and
pain sometimes — and everybody’s got
confusion and pain, I guess— there’s no
hiding or running, there’s only working
it out. That’s when the boat helps, be
cause the boat has great beauty and
constancy and meaning, on a very, very
close-up level. It was grace and and
comradeship. And all of those things get
to your head.
It also keeps you very busy . . .
Yeah, but it’s on extremely high levels
that it works on you. It’s not just the
mechanics of keeping yourself busy. It’s
really, it’s truly, right up to the very
highest levels of it, a rearrangement of
how you think. And it’s helped me a
lot, each time that I’ve had to try and
put myself together and figure out what
to do. I’m like everybody else, man. I
walk along and stumble and crash
straight to the ground, ’cause I sure don’t
have it figured out.
I didn’t pick the boat as an escape
route. When I started wantin’ to sail I
was eleven and a half years old and I
wasn’t thinking about escape. It happens
that it is a good way to go elsewhere.
But the reason I do it is . . . Well, I
tried a lot of different philosophies, and
none of them worked. So I came down

bunch of human cats. And like one of
the mistakes they could make was to
cop out on their whole thing. And you
can be sure, man, that in the course
of a long and dreary career you make
all of the mistakes there are. That’s
one that got me. Hey, and that’s not
a slur on those cats, man. They are farreaching cats, and you know it. Roger
McGuinn? Lord knows, that cat has a
far-out head and he’s certainly one of
the farthest out musicians on the scene.
Before, then, now, probably always. And
Chris Hillman isn’t exactly a dope, eith
er. He did some things on the bass,
man, that no one up till then had any
where near enough balls to try. “Every
body’s Been Burned.” Ever listen to bass
on that? It’s a running jazz solo, all
bass, all the way through the song.
Never stops. Nobody else had done that
when he did that, man, not from any
rock group. N o Fender bass player play
ing that kind of shit. So, I don’t know
. . . I’m proud of those cats, but that
record was a cop-out. It was a total
sellout, for me.
Given the economics of survival for
a band, I can see where you might say,
“Well, let's do this one so that we can
grow more la ter”
It’s pretty far out to be in a band,
man. The economics of survival of a
band — how far out is it that in order
to be an artist at all, in order to get
your brush and your palette and your
canvas, you must sell a million or two
of them. Isn’t that weird? In order for
a group to really survive, man, to really
cook and get it on, they gotta be
some kind of success. And that means
they have to sell in the marketplace,
just to have f f l i B amps, and dope, and
food.
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------------------------------------- ----Steve Stills and the rest of Springfield
must've gone through shit, just thinking
about the total lack of recognition that
they were getting.
It wasn’t that total, man. There were
people around that knew what he was
doing. N eil Young knew what he was
doin’, and he knew what Neil was doing.
I knew what they were both doing. And
the first time I heard ’em I went and
said, “Hey, you guys are doing it! . . .
and you gotta do that a lot!”
So they knew for themselves, but in
terms of public acceptance, and sup
port, and survival . . .
Public acceptance is a . . . yeah, and
survival. In survival terms I’m sure that
they paid their dues. I think everybody
did. I can remember times when I
played five sets on a Thursday and seven
sets on Friday and Saturday in the Pep
permint Tree in your fair city. When
we first got there, man, there were a
couple of topless chicks workin* with us,
and it was hip. And Lovin’ Spoonful
started a few blocks away from there.
Everybody pays their dues. I did four,
five years of coffee-house time before
that, Y ’know, in North Beach.
Where do you come from? M aybe
you ought to give a quick autobiographi
cal sketch of yourself.
I was born in L.A., a movie family—
my father was a filmmaker— and there
fore it was an unstable family. Nice,
but unstable. Moved around a lot, mosx
of it in Santa Barbara. Went to a whole
bunch of different s c h o o l s and got
thrown out of them. Disciplinary prob
lem. The best one was for being, and
I quote, “of dubious moral character.”
D wr-dut-dut-dummm . . .
What'd you do?
It was a note passed between two
girls in the junior class, comparing
notes, as it were, and it was not appre
ciated by the faculty. Listed a number
of other young ladies in the same man
ner. It caused some scandal in the
school, as a matter of strict fact.
What school was this?
Hmm . . . I have to search for the
name. Laguna Blanca. It was high school
age. I went through several high schools.
Started off in a prep school. Bad place
to be, no girls, but a good school.
Didn’t do a whole hell of a lot of any
thing until I started acting and singing
and started doing that at coffeehouses
and little theaters and stuff like that.
It got me off some, so I went on doing

that. Supporting myself mostly with a
life of crime. I was a burglar.
What— m ostly house jobs or what?
Yeah.
Where were you singing — mostly
around home, too?
Right, in the coffeehouses in Santa
Barbera. The first one that I ever started
in was called the Noctambulist, the
nightwalker. I sang by myself. Thought
I was goin’ to be an actor, took a long
look at movie people and decided 1
didn’t want to have anything to do with
that much ass-kissing and copping out.
A re you saying that's among actors
in general?
Pretty much anywhere. The channels
into acting from the bottom are so lame,
man, that I don’t blame anybody for
quitting. The only way to get into act
ing is to cross over from another field,
like we do, or as we are doing, I should
say, or drop into it through some other
achievement or through some pipeline.
It’s not worth it to try and fight your
way up through the studios.
What'd you say could be the rewards
of an acting career?
Mmm . . . they’re not as heavy as
the rewards of a career as a filmmaker,
that’s basically what I’m talking about.
I’m not trying to knock my medium.
A ll I know how to do in the world
right now is sing harmony pretty good
and write some songs and play guitar.
And I like making records with my
friends. But the heaviest art form on
the planet is certainly films. Let there
be no question about it, it’s the heaviest
cross-fire on your senses that’s possible
with our present day technology, so far.
A t that point, did you consider, say,
acting and films to be m ore pertinent
than music?
I changed my mind when I dug the
people in the one and the people in
the other. People in music are almost
universally crazy but they’re really quite
a large percentage of really nice people
playing music. They are all goony, but
at least I met a whole bunch o f cats
that I thought were men and cats I
can respect. I met a whole bunch of
really nice ladies.
Who were the first music people you
met?
The first were . . . God knows, I
don’t even know where I started listen
ing to music. I started singing when I
was a kid with my family. People would
pull me into the coffeehouses to see
and hear people. Travis Edmondson was
the first folk musician that would teach
me anything. And it was a good trip.
But North Beach— yeah, it was just
before Sausalito. Sausalito was prime,
just cream. And then, D ino Valente, who
is a great person to be on the same
bill with, since he will go up every set
and just sing his ass off, y’know. Unless
he’s on some kind of change, he will
usually go up and just really do his
level best to stir your brains around
with a spoon. He’s a very alive cat,
y’know.
I was surprised to see him join a
rock and roll band, after all those years.
H e told m e he was asked to join the
Byrds, at one time.
Yeah. Everybody was very surprised
to see him join Quicksilver, even though
he’s always had that very close friend
ship with them. He and David Frieberg
and I were dropping acid together years
ago. And David and I were livin’ to
gether for just a long time. David and
I and Paul Kantner, in Venice, with
several others — Steven Shuster, Ginger
Jackson, Sherry Snow . . .
What kind o f a scene was that?
It was your basic little keep-yourmoney-in-a-bowl, share your shit . . .
we never wanted for food, nor smoke,
nor a guitar to play on, nor fresh strings,
for that matter, to string up on it. We
had a Volkswagen bus, in the classic
manner. And we spent most of our time
doin’ exactly as we pleased. Which meant
mostly laying around on the beach, go
ing back, playing, goofin’ off, stuff like
that. Kantner’s really a fine cat to live
by, man, and so’s David Freiberg.
Were they into the same thing you
were— single folk artists?
Yeah. This was right after Sausalito.
We were getting it together here after
the scene up there.
In terms of the music around this
time, was this during the period of the
decline of folk— the hootenanny days?
“Decline of folk.” There’s a phrase
for you.
Or over-commercialization of folk.
There’s a better phrase. Folk being
eaten alive by the gigantic entertain

ment monster. I mean the entertainment
business is not music. Or theater, or
culture, or filmmaking. The entertain
ment business is the marketplace. Let’s
somehow desperately struggle to remind
ourselves of that fact, ’cause it’s the
truth, man. And the f H H s are really,
really twisting us up, a lot. They are
the prime reasons that people i f l H up—
in bands, anyway. Peripheral trips, man.
Money trips, and star trips, and sellingit trips. “You '.want to really be a hit,
this is what you gotta do.” [Sings:] “So
you wanna be a rock and roll star . . .”
Can you at all get behind a person
like A lbert Grossman and his ethic?
N o. N ow mind you, I hung out with
Albert and I kinda like him. I even
kind of respect him. But I would not
do business with him.
What's the difference between the way
he operates and what Bill Graham does?
I’m not able to discuss it. Talking
about other people’s business and how
they work and what they think is im
portant about it and what they appar
ently don’t think is important about it
is a pretty touchy area. Besides which,
I’m no f f l H f e businessman. I’m not
really capable of assessing their true m o
tives or what they intended to do with
the money.
You're concerned to the point, though,
that you want to be sure you've got a
man who knows how to handle the other
people so that you at least get a fair
share of whatever.
Oh, yeah. But we’ve got a human be
ing. We’ve got a cat who is like us.
Well, now see, that’s me patting me on
the head, I guess, claiming I’m a com 
patible type. But the cat is — I don’t
know how to say it — he’s our friend.
Elliot Roberts is a good dude. And he
is not a fair-weather friend, and he is
not a bullshitter. However, he is, in his
managerial capacity, capable of lying
straight-faced to anyone, anytime, ever.
But he’s really a beautiful cat, he really
has a heart and it’s plain that he does.
You just naturally do get to love the
cat . . . unless you gotta write a con

tract with him. In which case you may
just not ever want to speak to him again,
’cause he’s really— he not only doesn’t
give away anything, he’s armed robbery
in a business deal.
And if he doesn’t rob you blind w e’ll
send Dave Geffen [of CMA] over; he’ll
take your whole company. And sell it
while you’re out to lunch, you know.
Those two guys, man, are not kidding.
And they understand what’s going on
and don’t think it’s any mistake that
Elliot Roberts could step into the man
aging of artists business and in two
years be holding a couple of million
dollars worth of stuff. I mean he didn’t
do it by being stupid, right? And he
didn’t do it by just picking the right
people. He made good moves. I could
name a dozen. Y ’know, he’s really bright
at it, but he’s really a human being.
He’s a rarity.
Which brings us to the ticket prices
for your concerts. One of the complaints
on this tour was from people in St.
Paul-Minneapolis, who were boycotting
your show there because tickets were
$5.50, $7.50, and $10 top.
I don’t think that’s the case. Didn’t
you tell me you had investigated it and
found out that it was not the case?
N o, I checked it out and found that
the "plush circle" was 100 seats for $10
each and that Elliot had just called and
told them to set aside 300 sets for $2
to balance it out a little. But still, the
bulk of tickets will be around $5.50 to
$7.50.
That’s far out, ’cause Elliot told me
that the last time that I checked on it
that our top scaling was $6.50. If it is
$7.50, I’m sorry it is, ’cause I think it’s
outrageous.
Well, that's the price the boycotters

quoted to me. They're screaming about
it.
Well, you know where it is behind
promoters and the sale of groups com 
ing to that town, see. And like (a) the
promoter may be trying to pull a fullout scam on us and the agency, in
which case he’ll be blowin’ it, heavily.
Or (b) maybe our management wanted
to try and get away with it this time.
It might be any one of a dozen an
swers, I don’t know.
D id you ever have to deal with Derek
Taylor?
Sure, he worked for us awhile.
What specifically did he do for the
Byrds? What was his contribution to
developing the band as a force?
He was an excellent myth-maker. He
blew us up, made us bigger than life.
Turned our thing, not into something
else, out I’d say he placed a lens in
front of it that blew it up. Huge, it’s
huge.
A s opposed to what is now known
as <fhype"?
Derek hyped us, but the thing was,
see, if you’re out hyping . . . Hyping
is like, you know when your dealer says
to you, “Man, say, man, I have some
weed so righteous that you might just
as well bang your head against the wall
as smoke it.” I mean now that’s a hype.
But whatever he says, if he delivers,
that’s a good hype! You go back to that
cat, right? And, well, Derek Taylor used
to say that it got magical and weird
and shit at the Byrds, and that’s a hype,
Only thing as it did, sometimes.
What about the Byrds' first major suc
cess, at Ciro's on Sunset Strip? Were
you ready for that at all?
F H I man, I was sitting there wait
ing an hour early! I was prepared, all
right. I didn’t know what it was, but I
wanted it, whatever it was. If it meant
money or glory and chicks, man, I real
ly wanted it a lot.
Ciro’s was the first really good gig.
The first place we ever played and
pleased anybody was San Francisco, at
the Jack Tar Motel. There were about
200 little girls who were there for Teen
Screen, 16, y’know, one of those . . .
We played three songs. They loved it.
That’s ’cause we got all the way through
without dropping the guitars . . . A c
tually we cooked. It was the first time
we ever cooked. When we came off
stage we nearly thought we would fall
down. It was great.
That was very early. And then Ciro’s
was amazing, how they handled it. The
Trip, which was a little later, was not
so wonderful. But, as the Trip— it was
groovy. Ciro’s was really outrageous. It
was this great, big, overstuffed plush
Fifties rock and roll— no, it wasn’t even
rock and roll — it was a Fifties Las
Vegas showroom that had been done
“cheapy,” right? And then it had gone
out of business so many times . . .
Something 1 could never attest to,
'cause 1 didn't see the early Byrds, was
the criticism that on stage the Byrds
were sloppy, had an awful sound mix,
never got it on, didn't care and were,
in general, incredibly shoddy compared
to the records. Were you?
Depended on when you heard us.
There were also people— rare, but there
are people,'and some of them even re
sponsible musicians, who will tell you—
they heard the Byrds actually get you
off. They played like angels. Oh, it was
possible, it just was not all the time.
Up until the time Gene left we were
pretty good.
What was it that Gene Clark pro
vided?
Focus.
A s opposed to leadership?
Right. He did it well. He’s an emo
tional projector on a huge and power
ful level. If you get him on a good
trip he can take everybody, anywhere
in the vicinity, on a good trip. Dig it?
McGuinn can’t do that.
What would you call yourself in your
band now? You said tfenergy source."
No, it’s a slightly different role, frank
ly. Everybody in this group can com
municate to the audience. We all can
do it in conjunction with each other
and they all can do it by themselves.
It’s a matter of some kind of personal
honesty at some point and the ability
to communicate, and the ability to love,
or something like it.
Would you dig working with Jerry
Garcia?
Man, I would. Now I think Jerry
Garcia probably needs me like he needs
a third eye. Excuse me, a fourth. He
— Continued on N ext Page
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has a third. But I would be just so
knocked out to play, or sing, or do any
kind of music with that dude. I mean,
you know I would! Hey, and he’s not
the only one. What about Lesh, man?
Have you really considered what kind
of a musician Phil Lesh is? I would
like to make a record sometime with
him playing classical music on an elec
tric bass. He is certainly one of the
most virtuoso string instrument players
on the planet.
Somebody somewhere, sooner or later,
has got to realize that the Grateful Dead
is one of the best bands in the world.
And I hope that it’s more than just the
people who occasionally see them do a
really stupendous set. But they’re— man,
on a good night the Dead is as good as
it gets. Period. I mean they can take
people and make ’em just absolutely
W M g boogie 'til dawn. And there's
very little of that around.
You've called them a magic band,
and you've said that the Airplane— and
Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young — are
magic bands. What's the criterion?
Magic is doin’ it so well that you get
it up beyond mechanical levels. Magic
is making people feel good and stuff.
Magic is, if you’re high on psychedelics,
having a great big love beast crawl out
of your amplifiers and eat the audience.
I don’t know what it is, man. Like,
they're magic. Something happens when
the Dead get it on that don’t happen
when Percy Faith gets it on.
The D ead have got an offspring band,
now, y'know.
I think it’s healthy. I don’t think mar.
is naturally monogamous.
You've talked about doing things with
Cass and with Kantner, and there arc
people like Clapton and Harrison m ov
ing around with different bands. Is there
gonna have to be some new deal to free
artists from contracts that tie them up
with specific groups and labels?
Yeah, it’s gonna have to go the way
I think we’ve gone, for most of the
people. And that is that they'll be signed
not as a Burrito or a Spoonful or an
Airplane; they’ll be signed as Michael
Santana and Joseph Stalin, Admiral
Nimitz, Captain Beefheart, y’know.
They’ll be signed as different cats, and.
well now, the record companies.
I’m certain that for a mutual profit
gain these companies can be convinced
to allow us to cross-pollinate, particu
larly if it’s put to them in those terms.
If it’s put to them as a revolutionary,
“up against the wall, futher-muckers,”
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it will no doubt fall flat smack on its
nose, and they will tighten up on the
contracts. Be hard-ass, for four more
years. If somebody takes the trouble
to convince them that it’ll net ’em twice
as much money over the next ten years,
we’ll get it Tuesday.
You mentioned that you had written
a number of songs and they all seem ed
to fall or end up in the same strain.
The trouble is the words all come
around to “Why it is like this?’’ They
are all mostly about Christine, and with
that . . . and they’re good songs. I
haven’t sung ’em to anybody and I
don’t think I’m gonna. ’Cause they’re
pretty sad and they don’t draw any use
ful conclusion. Man, if I had learned
something from it yet that I could com
municate to people, I would. I got no
more understanding than an ant does
when you pull off his legs. I mean it’s
just a blind smash from God. I got no
rationale behind it, l got no explanation,
I have no way to make sense out of it or
any useful wording to communicate from
it to people. And what’s the point of just
communicating to them that I hurt? That
doesn’t do any good at all.
So what's the point of blues?
The point of blues has been pretty
much to communicate it and make it a
shared experience, which can lighten it
just enough to keep you from going
crazy. I’ll buy that. But who the hell
needs to hear about David Crosby’s
bummer? It ain’t true, man, it just ain’t
true. Nobody needs to hear about it; no
body needs to go on that trip. It was the
most horrible trip of my life and nobody
needs to go on it. And the songs that I
wrote are some of the best that I ever
wrote, as a matter of fact, and I’m still
not gonna sing ’em for anybody. I’m
waitin’ until I got something good to sing
about, some joy.
You're saying that you'd like to pro
vide answers as well as questions.
N o, I don’t need any answers, I don’t
even think there are any answers. I
would very much like to talk about
something other than the death of my
old lady. I don’t think that’s a good trip
for anybody.
That one point you made to me,
though, that time, “Well, despite it all,
at least you know that it can happen.”
Rejoice, rejoice, we have no choice.
Carry on.
Yeah. Willie and I wrote that one.
Willie and I are a great combination.
That’s mostly because of Willie.
That trip from Florida to San Diego

. . . You mentioned how quickly Graham
learned how to take over the boat.
Typical example, man, of Willie. There
he is. Steps on the boat in Fort Lauder
dale, bravely, having never been on a
boat before in his life, never at all, not
one minute. And the cat steps on the
boat and casually — Well, man, it was
nine weeks, Fort Lauderdale to San D i
ego, and that’s a little under 5000 miles,
right? And by the time we got to San
Diego the cat was standing three-hour
wheel watches, dependably. So intelli
gently that all of us looked upon it as a
good time to go to sleep if it was Willie’s
watch, ’cause he had it covered. The cat
was doing celestial navigation better than
I do it. And faster.
What's celestial navigation?
Taking star sights and working out po
sitions. The cat was doing engine main
tenance on a diesel, which is machined
to tolerances of about 20 times as close
as a gas engine or something like that.
They’re hard to know what to do with,
and he was doin’ a lot of things that are
simple really to a diesel mechanic but rel
atively complex for a person approach
ing it from the outside. He got into it, is
what I’m trying to say. He got into the
whole thing just so totally and so fast it
was amazing. But it’s typical of him.
How does Graham see you, do you
think?
Well, I hope he sees me as a loyal
friend. ’Cause I am, man. If I was a
chick I’d marry the cat. I think he’s one
of the most highly evolved beings I ever
encountered. That’s a heavy thing to say
about anybody. I don’t know what he
thinks of me. I don’t know what any of
them think of me. They don’t tell me.
But they play with me, you know, and
I can’t ask very much more than that. I
frankly don’t know what anybody thinks
of me, ’cept a couple of close friends. I
don’t know what the public thinks of
me. I have no idea what my public im
age is and I would rather not, you know.
’Cause I got my feet firmly planted in
the cheeseburgers, here, man. You can’t
really do any grandiose numbers with
the ocean. It’s a bit hard to bullshit the
ocean. It’s not listening, you know what
I mean? So it helps me keep in perspec
tive. I don’t know . . . I’d be curious to
know what they think of me.
I'd think you would be, because that
would probably help to shape or reshape
you r way of communicating with people.
It would no doubt help me learn some
stuff, too, ’cause they’re bright cats and
they probably see ways that I could im 
prove myself as a person. But the point

is, all I ask of them— all I ever want to
ask of them — is that they, excuse the
words, love and respect me enough to
want to play with me. And I don’t ask
them anything more than that. They
don’t have to approve of my politics, my
sexual attitudes, which I’m sure freak
them out, and . . .
What about your sexual attitudes freak
people out?
Erk, erk. Excuse me while I eat this
napkin.. .
Mr. Crosby . . . what's so strange?
N ot strange, not by me . . . The prob
lem is that I’ve explored about every
avenue of sex that I’ve heard of, OK?
The trouble is that I like ’em, most of
’em. I’m not too fond of the bathroom
trips, but aside from that in the catalog
of sexual history I think that there are
very few things that I don’t like. Which
makes me, by most people’s standards,
a freak. There are some things that have
happened to me in my life, I haven't
sought them out, I wasn’t trying to freak
out anybody, but there were times that
it happened that I was part of a triangle,
right? And there was one that worked
out long and really righteously, and like
that changed my attitudes about a lot of
things, too. That’s the song, that’s
“Triad.”
Is it a matter of when you “impose,”
let's say, your attitudes on other people
that they freak? Ifs not a matter of them
delving into your private life. . .
No. I don’t try to proselytize for sex.
I’m really not trying to convince any
body else to go my route at all, on any
thing, least of all that.
It's hard to believe that a group of
friends who worked with you would be
uptight about the song.
Oh, you got me on that one. All I
know is that they were. . . At least one
group of people was very uptight by that
song. This band is not uptight behind
that song at all, having been through
similar experiences. At least three of the
cats in the band— four of the cats, have
been through that same experience.
Well, yes. They were singing “Change
Partners** at the dinner table. N ow,
you're planning an album of your own
this summer. Are you going to do more
producing?
Producing; I don’t know if I’ll do any
more producing for outside people.
There’re some people that I would like
to help: Dead, Airplane. N ot that they
need much help, but I love playing with
them. There’s a cat that I would’ve liked
to have produced an album for and I
don’t know if I’m gonna get a chance to.
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I*m sure somebody else will snap him
up before I have time to do it: Jackson
Browne. I think Jackson Browne is one
of the probably ten best songwriters
around, maybe. H e’s from Orange
County, and he’s a stunner. The cat just
sings rings around most people, and he’s
got songs that’ll make you hair stand on
end. He’s incredible. Yeah, I don’t know.
There’s projects that I’d like to do. You
heard McCartney’s album, sure, right?
What do you think?
Well, Paul himself had said he could
achieve the same kind of momentum
and excitement that he could get with a
group, you know, but it misses the band
sound totally, in terms of each person
contributing, helping each other work up
a certain pace, and drama, and leading
to climaxes.
Right. I got the same feeling, and I
got that same feeling off records I made
by myself. I made a couple of records
by myself, band records, y’know, and
employed a drummer and a bass player
’cause I don’t play either of those instru
ments, right. But I mean that kind of
trip, it doesn’t work. There’s no bounc
ing off each other. There’s no excite
ment. And it seems to me Paul fell prey
to that.
When I do my own album I won’t use
anything except my big 12-string. You
should hear Steven’s. If you want to hear
a cat go in and do the “I-can-make-arecord-by-myself” trip, check out Steven
Stills, ’cause he happens to be better at
it than Paul McCartney or Eric Clapton
or anybody else. That’s not my trip. I
can’t do that, man, and I don’t want to
put anybody on that I’m a band. I’m not.
A s you said, Stills' album is a thing
like “I can make a record by m yself ”
But he can! I remember a record that
he made of “Mr. Fantasy’’ that nobody
ever heard except a few friends. He
made every noise that was on that tape.
Played every instrument, sang every
note. And goddamn, man, it made Traf
fic look like a bad second band at the
Whisky. I mean it was tight shit. It was
incredible, you know. He’s better at it
than almost anybody would suspect, even
knowing how good he is, even knowing
the full Captain Manyhands image,
y’know.
Well, anyway, me learnin’ stuff, yeah,
I want to learn stuff. Every kind of in
strument, every kind of project, every
kind of music I can get into for the rest
of my life, but it’s not directly related
to making an album. And I’m not wait
ing on the album until I’m not doing
something I would rather be doing—
namely Crosby, Stills, Nash, and Neil
Young, which I would rather do than
any other musical trip I can think of.
With people like Stills, Nash, and
Young around, do you find yourself
playing a particular role in the studio
during the sessions— when it comes down
to production aspects?
Yeah, we all have things that we do.
Like, I would say, if anything, that
Steven and Neil are even better record
makers than I am. I would say Willie is
unquestionably one of the finest mixers
around. I let him mix my songs, man. I
mean, we work on it together, but when
it comes down to the final mix, it’s very
frequently Graham’s, y’know. My role is
my role. I don’t want to get tagged into
it too tight, but on the most basic level
I can approach it, its energy source, com
munication, and focus. And I don’t want
to get into the techniques of it too close
because it’s like talking about balling;
you can really blow it, y’know. There’s
that and then there’s certain kinds of
harmony-thinking that nobody else does
except me, that I’ve found, anyway.
Willie don’t think the same about har
monies as I do.
What kind of reaction have you run
across on your second album? Is it any
thing close to what Rolling Stone said
about it, which was a put down?
N o. See, the point is that for me it’s
not our second album; it’s our first al
bum. We’re the new group. I don’t know
how the other people in the world feel
about it, but the first album was Crosby,
Stills, and Nash; the second album was
Crosby, Stills, Nash, Young, Taylor, and
Reeves, and that’s from three to six,
which means that it’s a different group.
I think anybody should know that any
thing N eil Young steps into is different
thereafter, y’know. I don’t care if it’s a
bathroom. It wasn’t a second album.
And it has stuff in it that makes me ex
tremely proud. I figure that the third
album that we put out will be maybe
two or three times better.

Were you really satisfied with the
record?
I wasn’t. And also, I probably brought
it down by sticking to my guns on one
thing. I kept “I Almost Cut My Hair” in
there over the protestations o f Steven,
who didn’t want me to leave it in ’cause
he thought that it was a bad vocal. And
it was a bad vocal in the sense that it
slid around and it wasn’t polished, but I
felt like what I meant when I sang it,
and so it always put me on that trip.
N ow, I don’t know whether that com
municated through to the people out
there or not. See, I don’t know whether
it communicated anything but just a
bunch of raucous guitar and me yelling.
If it did communicate, then it was right.
You've said a number of times that
there were tw o dominant images of you
that you put out. One was the “trouble
maker” thing.
Fits. . .
You said you were the troublemaker
of the Byrds. The second thing was, you
said that “A t one tim e / used to put
people dow n.” Then you said you'd
stopped it.
I’m trying to outgrow it. I’m getting
better at not doing it.
When was it the very worst?
At the peak of my uptight Byrd, when
I thought I should have been really
heavy and I knew perfectly well that my
band was turning into a shuck and I
was paranoid, uptight, and slightly on
top of it but very uptight. I was playing
a very shaky paranoid king-of-the-mountain. And at that point in my life I used
to put people down regularly — every
body, anybody. It was my thing. “Aw,
that stupid son-of-a-bitch doesn’t know
what the 4 H he’s talking about and I
know what’s really going on,

You know. And I would just rage on
and on to everyone, about everything.
But, of course, that has something to do
with irritability, y’know. There are cer
tain substances which we sometimes in
gest through our nose, particularly, that
increase one’s irritability factor, and
they’re bad for you. There was a lot of
that going on then, too. Mostly just un
balance, a lot of unbalance, man.
Was that a reaction all the Byrds had
when they “ingested certain substances?”
I wouldn’t limit it to the Byrds. That’s
a tricky and very dangerous subject to
talk about, but I would say that that
particular substance induces irritability
and a tendency toward extremes in
everybody that I’ve even seen take it.
How were the Byrds a shuck?
They weren’t when they started. The
last year that we were working together
they were a shuck because we would tell
people that they should come watch the
Byrds play, and then the Byrds would
come there and be a mechanical windup
doll. They didn’t play f f l | |
We would get through a set, forty
minutes long— just barely— of material
that we had done so many times we were
ready to throw up with it. We were
bored, we were uptight, uncommunica
tive, we were on an ego trip, we were
defensive . . . overall defensive. Y ’know,
after that “Eight Miles High”/ “Younger
Than Yesterday” period . . . there was
no significant advance that I know of.
There was also no Byrds after that
that I know of. And it’s a provincial
attitude, but, as far as I’m concerned,
there were .only five Byrds, ever. Period.
H ave you seen M cGuinn’s group re
cently?
Yeah. I’ve also listened to their rec
ords. I think they should care more
about what they’re doing. If they’re go
ing to use that name I think they should
care more about what they’re doing.
It's like M cGuinn is the Byrds and the
others fill in.
Yeah, that’s true. The other cats are
sidemen.
What do you think of Van Morrison?
We did a concert with them and I
watched him work at Croyden, I think
it was, one of the halls in London. And
I was firmly convinced then that he was
a good singer, and if he’s writing those
songs he’s getting to be a good writer.
There’s other people whose writing I
like more, still. But I like what he’s
doing.
H ow about Leon Russell?
Ha! Man, you go back and listen to
the first Byrd album and on a couple of
cuts you’ll hear electric piano . . . Listen,
Leon Russell, Hal Blaine, Larry Knechtel, and those c a ts.. .
A nd Joe Osborne?
Osborne . . . have been there all along.

I don’t know why somebody doesn’t
make a list. It would take you a whole
page to make up a list of the records
that those cats made . . . starting with
“Tambourine Man.” That was Knechtel
playing the bass. And I’m talking about
everybody's records. Beach Boys, Raid
ers, everybody that ever made records in
LA, man, those cats made records with
them a few times. And like with us, they
started out with us, and then we said
“no deal” to Columbia. “We won’t even
finish our first album unless you let us
play it.” They wanted to make tracks and
just^use enough of us to put the flavor in
so it could be quickly packaged, easily
managed little material— and also would
n’t be dependent on us to put out the
record. Mmmmm. Smelly.
So, those cats were good, but there
were some stupendous musicians amongst
the studio cats. And Leon, I guess, would
be the most highly developed of all of
them. H e’s a stoned f H H g genius.
You're saying that the entire band of
session men were involved in the early
Byrd records.
They were all involved in “Tambour
ine Man,” those particular guys. They
were also involved at later points, when
we started losing people, they would
sometimes come and play. Sometimes
there was another drummer— very often.
The only Byrd that played on “Tambour
ine Man” was McGuinn.
Who decided that?
Jim Dickson. And Terry Melcher.
Over our heads. I guess they thought
that they could make a hit record that
way.
How often does that happen?
It doesn’t happen very much any
more, but in those days the groups that
did come along not only had not been
playing electric music long enough to be
good at it; there weren’t any good elec
tric bands. There were none. I’m includ
ing the Beatles. The first one I remember
that played really good, aside from us,
sometimes, which we did at Ciro’s, was
Spoonful . . . or Butter band. Spoonful
and Butter band both happened about
that time. . .
Butterfield being more polished, hav
ing worked it out in Chicago.
Heaven to f H H g Betsy. Listen to
Michael Bloomfield and Paul Butterfield
trading fours, man. God knows it’d rip
your f B H g brains out, send chills up
your back. Butter is the unquestioned
champion of the harmonica, for all time.
There isn’t even anybody close. I love
the way Sebastian plays. Sebastian can
do stuff on a harp that Butter can’t do.
Sebastian’s got one whole area that no

body else can play. But Butter, he used
to just tear me up. F | H k incredible.
We played on the same bill with him at
the Trip once for two weeks. And man
oh man, it was truly outrageous.
Was there a chance of Sebastion join
ing with Crosby, Stills and Nash before
you added Neil?
I don’t know how to say it. John is on
his own trip. I don’t think that he’ll join
a band again, ever. His band was an un
fortunate experience for him, and it
didn’t work out the way it should have.
And John Sebastian needs a band like a
stag needs a hat rack. But he does come
and hang out with us, and he does play
with us whenever he wants to and, as far
as I’m concerned, John Sebastian can
walk onstage with us anywhere, any
time, in the middle of anything— even if
we didn’t know he was there— and just
pick up and start playing, any instrument
or microphone or anything he wants to
do, he’s that good. He can take off his
clothes and sit down and start doing
Yoga exercises and I’ll just be glad that
he’s there. John Sebastian is a member
of our group . . . he’s definitely one of
the Original Reliability Brothers. There
are some of our other friends that we
like having come and visit us and sing
with us and shit.
Who?
Oh, it’s not exactly hard to fit Cass
into a harmony part, and I don’t exactly
mind singin’ “Get Together” with Mitch
ell, and, for that matter, if we’re singin*
“Get Together,” I can remember times
when there was John Sebastian and Joni
Mitchell and Buddy Miles and Elliot
Roberts, and all of these people, all of
our friends that were onstage singing.
And it was a good goddamn trip, too.
Gettin’ high, it’s a joy, man. Let there
be no mistake about it. Unfortunately,
my time has gotta be devoted to my
highest priority projects, which starts
with tryin’ to save the human race and
then works its way down from there;
with all the things to keep myself going,
like balling, getting high, making music,
So, after all is said, how are you gon
na save the human race, number one
priority?
You got me. There is no answer that
I know of to save us. It’s just that that’s
my highest priority.
But through your music, if you affect
the people you come in contact with in
public, that's your way of saving the
human race.
OK, I’ll buy that. But somehow operat
ing on that premise for the last couple
of years hasn’t done it, see? Somehow
Sergeant Pepper did not stop the Viet
nam War. Somehow it didn’t work.
Somebody isn’t listening. I ain’t saying
stop trying; I know we’re doing the
right thing— to live, full on. Get it on
and do it good. But the inertia we’re up
against, I think everybody’s kind of un
derestimated it. I would've thought Ser
geant Pepper could’ve stopped the war
just by putting too many good vibes in
the air for anybody to have a war
around.
Now, I am doing my level best as a
saboteur of values, as an aider of change,
but when it comes down to blood and
gore in the streets I’m takin’ off and
goin’ fishin’. It’s nice to know that fourfifths of the planet is water and I’m
gonna be able to go elsewhere when and
if it gets down to streetfighting. Let the
cats who are really into it do it. If they
really want to.
So your guns and rifles are more of a
hobby than anything else?
N o. My rifles are mostly for another
kind of thing. My rifles are because I
plan to live all over the world, not just
here in suburban America. And there’s
an awful lot of points in the world where
a rifle is a handy little thing. It’s called
a lunch gun, you know. It gets you lunch
or keeps you from being somebody
else’s. Now, in this country, a weapon is
another thing. In this country my rifles
might buy me a great big 20 minutes
sometime. I mean, fat chance! You can’t
fight them on their own ground, man,
you can’t take on the sheriff’s department
or the Army. That’s their game. They
got it covered in spades. Totally. But
like, it might buy me ten minutes, and
that might be the ten minutes that I got
away in.
Look, I don’t want to get into it from
the level that that’s what I expect is hap
pening. I think that we might end up
just with “business as usual” for a long
time. But, man, “It can’t happen here”
is number one on the list of famous last
words.
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All Canada Abuzz
Over Legalization
OTTAWA — N o jail terms for the
possession of almost any drug from mari
juana to heroin was the main recom
mendation of the report of the LeDain
Commission on the Non-Medical Use
of Drugs in Canada to the Canadian
government recently. The report doesn't
recommend legalizing marijuana and
hashish, but it goes about as far as it
can in that direction.
The Commission was set up to investi
gate the drug situation in this country
and make suggestions on how to deal
more realistically with present problems,
but its recommendations were so contro
versial the government delayed a whole
month before releasing its results to the
public, and even then only after the sub
stance of the report was leaked to Time
magazine.
The other main recommendations in
clude: maximum penalty for possession,
$100 fine; a maximum sentence of 18
months for any trafficking conviction (the
current maximum penalty is life impris
onment); and drug research to be carried
on without the involvement of law en
forcement officials.
The government’s response was cau
tious. Health Minister John Munro said
legislation would be written to establish
a series of lower fines for grass posses
sion although there would be no im
mediate change in the laws on other
drugs mentioned in the report.
N o action of any kind is expected be
fore late fall or early winter.

These Three Cats
Say Acid Is Okay
NEW YORK CITY— In a report pub
lished in a recent issue of the Journal of
the American Medical Association, three
California-based scientists state that par
ents who use LSD infrequently probably
do not increase the risk of having a con
genitally defective child.
To evaluate the effects of acid on
pregnacies, the scientists studied the out
come (literally) of “148 human preg
nancies following parental ingestion of
this drug.”
The parents whose kids were studied
dropped acid in experimental and psy
chotherapeutic settings during the years
1955 to 1961. Everybody involved was
white, around 35 years old when they
took LSD; most had attended college,
and 65 percent held bachelor or higher
degrees.
Forty-seven percent of the pregnancies
involved only a single intake of LSD for

one parent, and the amounts taken were
usually small, ranging from 25 to 400
mg.
The scientists, William H. McGlothlin,
PhD, of U C L A ’s Dept, of Psychology;
Robert S. Sparkes, M D, o f U CLA ’s
Depts. of Medicine and Pediatrics; and
David O. Arnold, PhD, of the Sociology
Dept, at the Univ. o f Calif, at Santa
Barbara, came to the following con
clusions based on the children of the
group of people they studied:
“There is no evidence that use of
LSD by men prior to conception in the
amounts described here is related to an
increase in the rate o f abortions, pre
mature births, or birth defects . . . There
is some indication that the use of LSD
prior to conception by women may in
crease the incidence o f spontaneous abor
tions, although the data do not permit
the establishment of a clear-cut causal
relationship, and . . . there is little to
suggest that exposure to LSD by either
parent prior to conception and in the
amounts described here increased the
risk of having a child with a congenital
defect.”
The report added that these results
should not be generalized to persons
exposed to frequent, large doses of LSD.
People interested in reading the full
text of the report can get it by writing
Dr. William M cG lothlin, 405 Hilgard
Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 90024.

Mungo Jerry Is
Flipping U.K. Wigs
LONDON — Out from nowhere and
over the top, in av burst of skiffles and
Coke cans, comes Mungo Jerry and
a bonafide pop phenomenon called
“Mungomania.”
Mungo Jerry is a band— not exactly
rock and roll, but more like country
blues, skiffle, and jug band music. They
were the house band, more or less, for
the two-day Hollywood Music Festival
staged just outside London in late May.
Headliners were the Dead, Traffic, Gin
ger Baker’s Air Force, and Jose Felici
ano. Mungo Jerry? They belonged to
Red Bus Company, the promoters of the
festival. That’s why they were on at all.
But by the end of their set, Mungo
Jerry had wiped out all the others. The
band, according to raving reports from
all the local pop press, got 25,000 people
up and dancing like crazy to their good
time music: “jolly foot-stamping, hand
clapping, leap-about music,” as Disc &
Music Echo chose to call it.
Mungo Jerry was re-booked for the
following night and did it again, this
time getting a bonfire-lit evening gather
ing to stand and clap aluminum soda

cans together in time with the music,
which itself isn’t very loud— electric gui
tar, piano, banjo, and string bass; no
drums. And the British went wild. With
in two weeks, the group’s single, “In the
Summertime,” jumped to number one on
all the charts. Sales reports had the thing
selling 40,000 copies a day.
Overnight smash. Agents are lining up
for their turn to book Mungo Jerry. An
American tour is being planned. Certain
ly, an album soon. But it’s just old-time
jug band music. “Rock Island Line.”
“Midnight Special.” “Brand N ew Cadil
lac.”
“It’s music for drinking beer to, real
ly,” said singer and guitarist Ray Dorset.
“It’s our own little freak-out. We played
progressive music a couple of years ago,
and nobody wanted to know, so we de
cided to just do this fun music.”
Mungo Jerry is a year and half old,
began as a trio, and played everything
from stag parties and colleges. Reaction
had always been good, Dorset said, but
now: “It’s fantastic, terrific,” he bubbled.
“It’s moved so fast. Ever since Holly
wood I don’t think we’ve had a day’s
rest. There’ve been interviews to do, gigs,
radio, TV . . . it’s amazing.”

Hospitality
Every time I drop in
on my friend,
he sounds like the Bible
glowing in refrigerator light
as he offers me all he has:
“Would you like some figs
or a glass of water?”

—Billy Collins

Bob Dylan At
Old Nassau
PRINCETON, N . J — Yes, it’s true,
Bob Dylan accepted an honorary degree
from Princeton University, but first-hand
observers say he was very nervous and
hesitant about the whole thing and
seemed “appropriately out of place” dur
ing the ceremonies.
Dylan checked in at the Princeton Inn
the night before graduation with his wife
Sarah, David Crosby and an aide, Ben
Slazman. The next day, June 9th, he ap
peared in Nassau Hall’s exquisitelyappointed Faculty Room at 10 AM, an
hour before graduation ceremonies were
to begin.
“He came romping in in his shades
and he was very nervous,” reported Meir
Ribilow, Class Day Chairman and one of
a committee that chose the honorary de
gree recipients.

Ribilow, who spoke with Dylan briefly,
said he found him “extremely uncommu
nicative,” tending to mumble and speak
through either Crosby or Salzman. An
other student, Brent Ogden, said Dylan
would ask either Salzman or Crosby if
he wanted to know something, or “even
if he wanted a glass of water,” and then
the message would be relayed.
Because Mrs. Coretta King, another of
the nine persons honored with special
degrees by Princeton that day, was late
arriving, the ceremonies were delayed
slightly and Dylan seemed to grow more
uncomfortable. At one point a number of
photographers and reporters began asking
questions and taking photos, and he
stomped out of the Faculty Room. “I
don’t like it. They’re asking questions,”
he told his wife in the hall.
Among other persons receiving degrees
were Mrs. King and Walter Lippmann,
81, nationally-known liberal commentator
and columnist. Mrs. King’s honorary de
gree was a Doctorate in Humanity;
Lippmann’s was an honorary Doctor of
Law degree. Dylan chatted briefly with
Mrs. King, but eyewitnesses say neither
Dylan or Lippmann seemed aware of
the other’s presence.
Because of the heat and presumably in
sympathy with the majority of the day’s
1200 graduating seniors, Dylan at first
refused to wear a black robe. (A ll but 25
of the graduates refused to wear the tra
ditional robes. Instead, they donated the
money they would have spent on caps
and gowns to the Princeton Community
Fund, an organization which supports
antiwar and antidraft activities.) Accord
ing to Ogden, Dylan seemed to be so up
set just before the ceremony that he
started for the door, but “saw so many
people outside” he changed his mind.
When the ceremonies did begin, Dylan
put on an academic gown over his darkblue, pin-striped suit, but refused the
“mortar-board” cap. He also tied a white
arm-band on, like the majority of the
graduating seniors. The band was en
graved with the peace symbol and the
insignia of the graduating class, a numher “70”.
Honorary degree recipients are not re
quired to make speeches, so Dylan was
silent during the reading of citations.
Ribilow, however, who was near Dylan
on the outdoor stage, said he was “os
tentatiously listening to what was being
said, which was more than the other re
cipients.” He smiled slightly when men
tion was made of his “approaching the
perilous age of 30.”
Dylan was presented with an honor
ary Doctorate of Music by University
President Robert F. Goheen. It was in
scribed in Latin on a parchment scroll,
and said: “Since it is fitting that to those
who have conferred the greatest bene
fits either upon their country or upon
mankind as a whole the greatest honor
should be given and awarded, and since
Bob Dylan not only has so brilliantly
distinguished himself in good works and
Carminibis Canendis” (roughly translated
“his forte”) “that he is deservedly worthy
of the highest public honors, Therefore
we the President and Trustees of Prince
ton University to this same person do
give the title and degree of Doctor of
Music, and confer the power of enjoy
ing the individual rights and privileges
wherever they may pertain to this de
gree.”
A less formal citation was also read.
It said in part: “Paradoxically, though he
is known to millions, he shuns publicity
and organizations, preferring the solidar
ity of his family and isolation from the
world. Although he is approaching the
perilous age of 30 his music remains the
authentic expression of the disturbed and
concerned conscience of Young Amer
ica.”
All during the ceremony, Dave Crosby
was licking a half orange and looking
greatly amused. When asked what he was
doing with Dylan, Crosby laughed: “I
was standing by the New Jersey Turn
pike, looking for America and Bob saw
a freak and stopped to pick me up.”
Salzman said he felt Dylan had de
cided to accept the degree as a gesture
to the student movement and to what
has been hapening on campuses across
the country.
A source at Princeton said Dylan had
called after he’d been notified that he
was to receive the honor, “to find out
just what kind of a degree it was.”
After the ceremony, Dylan left the
stage, took off his robe and with his
party, got into a waiting car and drove
on down the road.
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Last week was the first anniversary of the
Spectrum .

and h e ’d had some experience playing in
a group. And th a t’s how we started.

The first thing to p o in t o u t about the
Spectrum is th a t the nam e is m uch of a
com prom ise. We ju st co u ld n ’t decide on
a nam e and we th o u g h t — this is the way
we ju stify it anyw ay — we thought th at
it was the sort of nam e th at would
appeal to a lo t of people and they would
rem em ber it easily. We w ent through a
lot o f good nam es b u t we figured w h at
ever nam e we chose, by the tim e we got
well-known in this co u ntry anyw ay, it
w ould be o u t of fashion, out o f date.
It d o esn ’t really m atter w hat nam e we
have here, w hen we go overseas we could
change it to w hatever is reasonably cur
ren t. T h ere’s n o th in g worse than going
over to England w ith a name; like the
Groove or the E ureka Stokade even, it
gets y o u now here.

We practised for about three or four
weeks p retty hard. We did half our own
stuff and half T raffic num bers.
The
Traffic stuff was very helpful, it gave us a
good loose sort of group feel. We played
well together, even though I d o n ’t like
Traffic now.
T hen, very slowly, we
started getting w ork. I spent about a
dollar a day on public phones ringing up
and ringing up and bugging people. T hen
we finally got an audition at the Turn for
nothing. O ut of th at we got an o th er
booking at the T urn, all very slow and
very disheartening. Like ou r first audition
at Sebastians w hich was supposed to be
for Michael Browning, and he d id n ’t turn
up.

When the Party M achine broke up, w hich
was due to Ross going over to England
to jo in the Procession, I decided I w asn’t
going to use any o f the m em bers of the
group. I w anted to start afresh and get
to g eth er a group th a t was interested in
doing original m aterial and w ho could
play it co m p eten tly . The first thing I had
to find was a drum m er. I’d say th a t
drum m ers were the biggest hangup of any
group. Universally it seems, th at anyone
can hit the drum s, so all these idiots b e 
com e drum m ers, really b ad, incredibly
dopey and stupid. T hey m ight even be
able to keep tim e b u t th a t’s n o t the
p o in t. T h ey ’ve got to be able to interpet
as well. I got in to u ch w ith this guy w ho
was a very good drum m er b u t he w asn’t
w holly interested , b u t he p u t me in touch
w ith this o th er guy and th a t was Mark.
I should p o in t o u t th a t I had an organist
at the tim e b u t he was soon to leave. So
the three o f us practiced together (at
th a t time* the idea was to have a three
piece group) and straight away I knew
Mark was going to be the guy. He tuned
in to w hatever we were doing. J u s t like
th at.
Well, we th o u g h t th a t was going to be it,
ju st th e three o f us. I could play bass
and lead and the basic concept had been
th at it was going to be a very quiet group.
We’ve changed th a t co n cept a b it now.
A nyw ay, no one had ever heard o f M ark,
or the rest o f th e group, I was looking
for good people outside
established
groups. I t ’s a big fault I th in k , for people
w ho are looking for groups to look at
the established groups and say ‘H e’s good,
I ’d really like to have h im ’. Its very hard
to d o because th e y ’re already playing in
a group w ith its ow n thing and y o u ’re
starting from scratch. I had nothing to
offer, I ’ve no future as far as I knew , I
was7ju st hoping. W hatever nam e I’d had
w ith the Party M achine was very quickly
dim inishing — ab o u t a w eek after you
break up y o u ’re wiped b u t.
Then I was looking around for another
organist because th e organist I had was
m arried and co u ld n ’t survive m uch longer
doing nothing. He had an offer to go
back to Perth playing rubbish for $80 a
w eek w hich he to o k because he had to.
I d o n ’t blam e him at all. So I had to
find an organist w hich was very hard to
do. There are very few good pianist/organists around because o f the three guitars
in a four piece group thing, the influence
to the Beatles. E veryone started playing
guitar and nob o d y was interested in
pian o . So y o u virtually had to find a
classical d ro p o u t. There was no one who
had w orked their way up through pop.
Lee used to be w ith- 1987 — th e y ’d
given him the arse because he w asn’t
good enough or som ething. He was the
only guy in the original 1987 w ith any
musical accom plishm ent at all. H e’s been
to th e Conservatorium and all the rest of
it. He came to see m e, and in the course
o f the conversation I found o ut th a t he
had perfect p itch so I ju st to o k him sight
unseen. I d id n ’t have anything to lose.
Meanwhile I had decided I w anted to
play lead and forget ab o u t bass (which I
played w ith the Party M achine) so then
we were sh o rt o f a bass guitarist. And we
c o u ld n ’t find a bass guitarist for the life
o f us! We had one in m ind — he was
brillian t — b u t he w asn’t really w hat I
w an ted . I w anted som eoneiwho w ouldn’t
play over and w ho could play w hat I
w an ted ; you kno w , w ho really felt for
w hat I w ro te. As a rule w hen I w rite a
isong, I w rite the bass and the guitar parts
because I see it as parts o f the one thing.
f[ w anted som eone w ho could understand
£t th at w ay. Bill used to play lead w ith
jMark, backing w hat was to becom e the
Chiffons. When I m et Bill, I d id n ’t know
w h eth er he was going to be right b u t he
seemed a pleasant enough sort of guy

But all this tim e we were m anaging to get
seen by o ther groups. And this was our
biggest help, m ore than an ything else.
They saw som ething d ifferen t, som ething
they liked and m ight say som ething to
their m anagers, and eventually the w ord
spread. I t ’s all a m a tte r of pushing y o u r
self, w hich is very hard w hen you know
y o u ’re n ot even a q u arter o f the way
there.
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know . When som ebody leaves, it’s a good
indication th a t y o u ’ve reached the end.
Y ou’ve lost som ething, som eone th at
m ade it w hat it was. Y ou ju st stop then,
disappear o r start again w ith som ething
else.

MARGO H UXLEY

SATURDAY AFTERNOON
RAP WITH MIKE RADD
OF THE SPECTRUM

3 HOURS OF GIANT-SCREEN TECHNICOLOR
TR IPLE-IM AG E STEREOPHONIC SOUND
love

We approached Mike B row ning for managm ent b u t Pete A ndrew said from the
outset he w asn’t interested in m anaging
us. We were p retty upset a b o u t n o t get
ting m anagm ent because we felt we n eed
ed som ebody to push us. I co u ld n ’t keep
on pushing —ju st co u ld n ’t d o it. Brow n
ing took us on an agency basis and we
m anaged to ju st scrape by and the group
gradually becam e know n. By the tim e
Michael Browning agency collapsed we
were ready for som eone to really be
interested in m anaging us and
Pete
Andrew and Let It Be said they were
interested. E verything sort o f collapsed
and came together at the sam e tim e. It
was after the Miracle and our trips to
Adelaide and Sydney w hen our van w e’d
ju st b ought kept breaking dow n and w hen
we came back Michael Brow ning had
disappeared. L et It Be was ju st starting
and we were really ju st starting to get off
the ground — it was a very m u tu al thing.

people

Even now though we d o n ’t have really
specific plans. We’re ju st a day to day
band, a week to week b an d . We d o n ’t
know w h a t’s going to h appen n ex t week
or the week after, w e’re hopeless as far
as trying to m ap o u t w hat w ere going to
do. We’re going in the right direction
musically b u t it ’s pointless trying to plan
w h a t’s going to happen, 90% of the tim e
it doesn’t happen anyw ay.
The personal relationships w ithin the
group are very good. The only tim e we
live together is w hen we go in terstate and
th a t’s good. We really enjoy it then.
Som etim es we see each o th er a couple of
tim es a week to rehearse, som etim es n o t
th at often. T here’s no real d o m in an t per
sonality though I feel th a t if we get to
rehearsal and I d o n ’t have any ideas th en
we m ight as well forget it. But I’m n o t
really a pushy sort o f person, if the o th er
guys d o n ’t like w hat I ’m doing th en I ’d
soon know ab o u t it, I can ’t push anything
on them they d o n ’t w an t to do. We’ve
had our traum a for the year. We w ent
through a period for ab o u t a m onth
w here we felt we w eren’t getting an y 
w here, w hen the m aterial was getting
stale. We’d start exaggerating little p ro b 
lems th at occured on stage. So we had
one big session and talked it o u t and
since then everything’s b een a hell of a
lot b e tte r. The problem s d o n ’t even exist
anym ore and w e’re a lo t m ore positive
about things, we enjoy playing again.
The problem s w eren’t strictly personal
ity hangups b u t these cam e o u t because
of the way things w ere, you know , o th e r
things, b u t its all related.
We decided pu ttin g dow n the LP w ould
help us to o . We could clear all the m at
erial w e’d done out of the w ay. N ot all
at once of course, i t ’ll take a long tim e
to replace all th at m aterial. A ctually,
very few groups see an LP as p u ttin g
dow n w hat th e y ’ve done to th at p o in t
and then moving on. Very few groups
in A ustralia are doing stu ff they w ould
w ant to p u t on an LP anyw ay. D oug
Parkinson could have done th at, th e La
De Das did it, p u t dow n all their stuff
and then moved on. But very few groups
have the sort of direction to know th a t’s
w hat their doing. I t ’s purely selfish m o
tives to do it th at w ay. The record
com panies w o u ld n ’t be interested in th a t
sort o f attitu d e at all, though it’s the way
we look at it. We w ant to call the LP
som ething like “ First S tep ’’ or “ Stage
O ne” or som ething like th at. T hen we
move on — at least, we hope we d o. We
may have reached our peak, I d o n ’t
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HORROR MOVIES: AN
ILLUSTRATED
SURVEY —
Carlos Clarens
(London, Seeker and
Warburg)
Unlike Westerns or Musicals or
any other of the restricted genres of
film, Horror films seem to attract
almost the total film audience. I can
only gauge the extent of their ap
peal by the fact that in any dis
cussion of films, the one area which
nearly everyone feels qualified to
speak on from a knowledge of the
particular films is that of the Hor
ror movie. On thinking about this
fact, maybe it merely reflects the
power of the myths involved rather
than a general “popularity” of the
genre, leading to some sort of mass
awareness of the traditions and

conventions of Horror films rather
than knowledge based on a viewing
of the films. As the author of this
book notes . . . “Frankenstein went
on to become the most famous hoi
ror movie of all time; to the mind
served by mass media, the doctor
and his creation became one and
indivisible, at least in reference
Beginning at the first showing ol
the Lumiere brother’s invention, the
Cinematographe, in Paris on the
27th December 1895, we are soon
involved in the magical world of
dreams and the supernatural as
created by George Melies, whose fer
tile imagination and camera wizardry
carried audiences on a rocket trip to
the moon, tunnelling the English
Channel and to the conquest of the
Pole. But Melie’s theatrical origins
and techniques based on camera
trickery soon became unfashionable,
as films such as The Life of an
American Fireman (Edwin S. Por
ter, 1902) and The Great Train
Robbery (Porter, 1903) showed
that the cinema had paths of its
own to explore.

WOODSTOCK NATION
TALK-ROCK ALBUM
Abbie Hoffman

A

Within five days Abbie Hoffman
compiled his bird’s-eye view of to
day. His solo carried him from the
early days of rock and roll to the
Woodstock Festival with millions of
side trips in between, arriving at con
clusions sometimes brilliant and
sometimes hard to swallow, to say
the least.
It seems as if Mr. Hoffman knows
what’s happening. He knows where
salvation lies and spent five days
laying it out; singing it; swearing it;
drawing it and any otheF technique
vivid enough to cover the emergency

The films made, in Germany be
tween 1913 and 1932 have always
occupied the students of film and
Clarens adequately surveys this
fascinating period which, quite nat
urally, is firmly centred around The
Cabinet of Dr. Calagari made in
1919. However it is not the evil
Doctor and his somnambulist Cesare
that captures our attention but
rather the legend of ihe Golem.
Brought to the screen by the actor
Paul Wegener, the Golem was a
popular figure of Jewish tradition,
“the body without a soul”, and
featured in The Golem (1914) and
The Golem and the Dancing Girl
(1917). This period ends with Fritz
Lanf, who, having contributed films
such as Dr. Mabuse, The Gambler
(1922), The Spy (1928) and Met
ropolis (1926), decides to leave
Germany on the night he is offered
the post of director of the Third
Reich’s film industry. Lang went to
America and whilst horror films had
already become an established part
of the repertoire of the early Amer
ican cinema, it is at this time that

we witness the beginning of a period
during which an all-out assault was
r de on the nerves and limits ot the
audience’s imagination
Reading this book, and in fact
any book which deals with any
genre or with the history of the
motion picture, it is quite easy to
get the impression that we are 1- ok
ing at a vast collection of meu acre
films with only occasional examples
of any taste, intelligence or skill. The
“politique des auteur” a general
theory of film criticism which made
us aware that in most cases the
director of the film was the main
creative force behind the finished
product, led to an examination of
the work of a few directors whose
films displayed a consistent, develop
ing and worthwhile personal vision
of the world. Having come to the
conclusion that .
for instance . .
Alfred Hitchcock or Arthur Penn
were “auteurs”, we would observe
and study their films, not because
they will all be brilliant examples of
the art of the cinema, but because
each film will give us more infor-

mation about the director’s particu
lar viewpoint and the way its pres
entation may develop.
Obviously the director will not be
the “auteur” in every case. Some
times it may be the Producer, (Mack
Sennett, David O. Selznick) the
Writer, (Paddy Chayefsky, George
Axelrod) or the cameraman (James
Wong Howe, Raoul Coutard) At
certain times a group of film artists
may come together and all contri
bute to the fashioning of a film or
films. This was certainly the case
with the Musical in the early fifties
when Arthur Freed, Roger Edens,
Gene Kelly. Fred Astaire. Stanley
Donen in various combinations were
responsible
for
such films
as
Sin gin in the Rain”, “The Bandwaggon'*, “It’s Always Fair Weather”,
“On the Town”, “Funny Face”, and
with the Western in the middle and
late fifties when Budd Beetticher,
Burt Kennedy, Harry Joe Brown
and Randolph Scott made “The Tall
T'\ “Decision at Sundown”, “Buch
anan Rides Alone”, “Ride Lonesome” and “Comanche Station”.

THE FILM DIRECTOR
AS SUPERSTAR.
Joseph Gelmis
Doubleday and Company,
Inc. 1970 $4.55
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and explosiveness of “our predica
ment”. Thoughts fly a million miles
an hour.
The book sometimes runs into
diary form; the chapter (track) con
taining a year’s rundown on his
busts — 4C in all. his days as a
hood in New York, a detailed dose
of his LSD bummer in Woodstock.
But on a less personal basis Woodstock Nation contains prophetic in
sights on the upsurgence of the
Woodstock Nation against the Pig
Nation,
Naturally his sympathy lies with
Woodstock Nation.
Who and what Woodstock Nation
is, is rather difficult to describe.
First off, it is definitely the 400,000
people at the Woodstock Festival
and the other 400,000 who tried in
vain to get there. Its face probably
wears a beard, moustache, or a

couple of day s' growth: maybe long
side-burns and long hair; “
but
no Pig is gonna go home to Queens
each night or on weekends and play
golf with his buddies lookin like
Tiny Tim”. The age is usually be
tween 15 and 30. Yet Hoffman
stresses that all this is only the icing.
The cake is the beliefs. Our Woodstock nation inhabitant wants Free
dom. Freedom from Pig Nation.
Pig Nation includes almost every
thing embodying the mechanical,
material or otherwise inhuman. Ab
bie not only advocates hate for Pig
Nation but total destruction of same.
Right at the moment Hoffman is
serving a five year prison sentence
because Pig Nation couid not stand
that kind of goings on. (See Revol
ution on the Chicago trial).
Hoffman clearly defines all he
is fightin for and agin’

The Horror film attracted similar
working groups such as Lon Chaney
and Tod Browning, James Whale
and Boris Karloff, writers John L.
Balderston and set designer Charles
D. Hall, and a gallery of accomp
lished monsters including Karloff.
Bela Lugosi. Basil Rathbone, Gale
Sondergam-c Lon Chaney Jnr., Lio
nel Atwil) and John Carradine.
One or the most successful teams
wa> that headed by Val Lewton and
comprising writers like DeWitt Bodeen, cam t: amen like Nick Musuraca. directors like Jacques Tour
neur who between 1942 and 1946
proved hat it was not necessary to
invent weird creatures in order to
frighten and horrify but that greater
fear existed in the mind of man
the ‘reason of unreason”.
Unfortunately there are no guar
antees that by merely assembling a
group of film artists and concentra
ting almost exclusively on one type
of film that the result will be a
succession of worthwhile films. The
Hammer Studios of Great Britain
with writers Jimmy Sangster, An
thony Hinds, directors Terence Fis
her and Don Sharp and actors such
as Christopher Lee and Peter Cush
ing have taken over the mantle of
the Universal Studios and embarked
on a journey which involves not only
remaking old classics but also of
inventing a few new scary souls
from the tombs of ancient mythol
ogy. Whilst they have contributed
several notable films to the genre,
even these successes nowhere ap
proach the heavily atmospheric and
deeply symbolic Poe adaptations
brought to the screen by that oneman movie machine Roger Corman
and usually relying on the decadent
majesty of Karloff or the wounded
egoism of Vincent Price.
Carlos Clarens has done his home
work well. His research appears
very thorough, his tracing of the
common themes is enlightening ana
lucid and his understanding of, and
sympathy for the actors whose task
it was to portray the various ghouls
is an unexpected and welcome sur
prise. Whilst Karloff is generally
recognised as a performer of sensi
tivity and taste, it is good to see the
author note his quite distinct inter
pretations of his many roles. Of
great interest also are the sections
dealing with the creators of the
animal monsters, especially Willis
H. O’Brien and Ray Harryhausen
whose work spans “King Kong” to
“The Valley of Gwangi”.
The book ends with the films of
the present, reflecting horrors of a
new age which has not been reluc
tant to provide its own terrors in
broad daylight and on the front
pages of our newspapers. Beginning
with Melies and ‘A Trip to the
Moon” in 1902, one arrives at
“Alphaville”, “La Jette”, “Farenheit
451” and “The Birds” at a time
when the frenchman’s dream has
become a reality and therefore of
little interest to the tellers of fairy
tales.
—A l Finney.

“When I appear in the Chicago
courtroom, 1 want to be tried not
because I support the National
Liberation Front — which 1 do
— out because I have long hair
Not because I support the Black
Liberation Movement, bin because
i smoke dope. Not because I am
against a capitalistic system, but
because i think property eats
shu Not because l believe in
student powei. but that school
should be destroyed. Not because
Irn against corporate liberalism,
mit because ! think People should
do whatever the 1— k they want,
and not because I am trying to
organize the working class, but be
cause 1 think kids should kill
then parents. Finally. 1 want to
be tried for having a good time
and not tor being serious. I'm not
angy over Vietnam and racism
and imperialism
“Naturally, I'm against all that
shn but I’m real!' pissed cause
my friends are all m prison tor
dope and cops stop me on the
streets cause 1 have long hair.
I'm guilty of a conspiracy, all
right. Guilty of creating liberated
land in which we can do whatever
the f— k we decide. Guilty of
helping to bring the Woodstock
Nation to the whole earth. Guilty
of trying to overthrow the motherf— king senile government of the
U.S of A I just thought you
ought to know where my head
was at. Pig Nation, lust thought
I’d let you know w'hat 1 mean
when I say, “I’m just doin mv
thing.”
Mar McFarland

Interviews with Jim
McBride, Brian De Pal
ma,
Robert Downey,
Norman Mailer, Andy
Warhol, John Cassavetes,
Lindsay Anderson, Bern
ado Bertolucci, M i l o s
Foreman, Roman Polan
ski, Roger Corman, F ran
cis Ford Coppola, Arthur
Penn, Richard Lester,
Mike Nicholls, Stanley
Kubrick.
Interviews with film directors have
always been a feature of most mag
azines of film content or criticism
and in some cases, intelligent inter
views have been the only redeeming
aspect of an otherwise dull and
uninformed
publication.
Recently
however, a number of books made
up of collections of interviews have
appeared, some worthless such as
The Celluloid Muse, others of great
value such as The Film Director As
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Superstar.
The first section contains inter
views with those directors who as
yet have not “made it”. These are
outsiders, all working in their own
scene far from the commercial
system. With an increasing number
of local films being made, the
thoughts of young film makers such
as Jim McBride (David Holzman’s
Diary), Brian De Palma ( Greet
ings), and Robert Downey (Chafed
Elbows, Putney Swope) are points
of reference for those who will
most likely find themselves up
against problems of an identical
kind. The basic errors made by
these inexperienced but enthusiastic
men, the problems they faced with
union regulations, the unlucky and
lucky accidents, the confrontation
with the “perfidious and corrupt”
distribution system (Jim McBride),
. . . all of these stories serve to
shatter the labels put on their efforts
by the media and reveal them as
men who must make films, and be
cause they must, they do.
Also included as “Outsiders” are
Norman Mailer, Andy Warhol and
John Cassavetes who tell of the
same hangups with bad sound, the
use of non-actors and with trying
to sell their films to those with the
big money. Only Warhol seems out
of place with the others as the in
terviewer Joseph Gel mis painfully
attempts to draw out his thoughts on
his work. Warhol quite sensibly re
fuses the bait, declining to define
the nature of his films, claiming
merely that he is trying to enter
tain by recording exactly what oc
curs before his camera. It is obvious
however that the others would not
mind being classed with Warhol as
a director who could leave the
room and let the cameras keep
going — the result would still be
their film. They all emerge as ar
rangers of the action rather than as
the traditional auteur. This is not to
say they lack control over what is
recorded, but that the way they have
decided to work — with loosely
written scripts, improvisations with
untrained performers, long takes —
means that their influence is ex
pressed in very different ways to the
Hollywood director who works as
captain of a ship. Mailer sees him*
self as a host of a party, and like
any Mailer party, his film Maid
stone turned into a brawl.
Although these interviews are with
the directors, each stresses the im
portance of the group effort necess
ary in film making. Alright so we
all know that making a film can
never be one man’s thing alone, but
more than just a collection of in
dividuals, there must be a commun
ity feeling in which the sharing and
exchange of ideas can freely take
place. Between McBride and De
Palma there is no borrowing of
themes, styles, or approaches to their
art, but instead a process of mutual
benefits whereby they draw from
each other’s experience and talent.
Even wonder boy Mike Nichols
(The Graduate,
Virginia Woolf,
Catcli-22) points out the importance
of working with a group of friends
. . . “ If you’re happy to be with
the people you’re doing it with,
that’s almost more important than
what comes out”.
None of these guys have any
hang-ups about Hollywood films
as do many critics who deplore any
product of the system. While they
want to make their own kind of
film, very different to the techni
cally perfect multi-million dollar
Biblical epic, they themselves grew
up with these films and recognise
their impact on their ideas. As Jim
McBride says . . . “The best movie
course that I can imagine would be
one that let you see movies all
the time.” This opinion is shared by
Bernado Bertolucci (Before
the
Revolution) and Milos Foreman
(Loves of a Blonde, The Fireman’s
Ball).
Lindsay Anderson (This Sporting
Life, If) makes pertinent comment
on the scene when he states . . .
“You’ve got to give journalists some
thing to write about — and even
give them a catchword if possible.
Whether you’re a movement or not,
at least pretend to be one” . . . but
generally he talks much better than
he makes films, and even when in
teresting he sounds like a voice from
the 1930's rather than a present day
filmmaker.
Part Three of The Film Director
as Superstar, entitled Free Agents
Within The System provides a beau
tiful balance to the
“weekend
amateurs”. Roger Corman, to some
extent, is able to explain how he is
able to direct sixty films in sixteen
years, it obviously being a matter
of preparation, organisation and
efficiency and the fact that Corman
can make a film independently for
a million dollars less than the same
film made in a studio. Corman has
a good record of financing young
directors and student films, but
Francis Ford Coppola, one of his
proteges tells a story which shows
that while getting a foot in the
door is very important, it’s what you
find inside that really matters. Cop
pola’s adventures make sad reading:
assistant to Corman on two films;
directed The Haunted and the
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Hunted (with a film crew from
Corman’s The Young Races) eleven
scripts including Reflections in a
Golden Eye, This Property is Con
demned, Is Paris Burning?, none of
them ever reaching the screen as
he wrote them; writing and directing
You’re a Big Boy Now for only
$8000; Finian's Rainbow, rehearsed
in 3 i weeks, shot in 12 weeks. It is
only with his personal project The
Rain People that Coppola can speak
without a trace of disappointment
and bitterness, but at 31 he is still
full of fight and his past record
proves that he will not fail as the
result of a lack of energy.
Sharing
Coppola’s
enthusiastic
aggressiveness and capacity for work
is Arthur Penn, who at 48 has
established himself as one of the
few major talents to emerge on the
American scene in the last twenty
years. It is the Pen interview which
emerges as the most worthwhile in
this collection. Starting in amateur
theatre, breaking into television,
working on the Philco Playhouse
with such stars as Kim Stanley,
Geraldine Page, E. G. Marshall and
Rod Steiger and then bursting into
films with The Left Handed Gun,
Penn is willing to intellectualise
about his work without ever giving
the impression that as a director he
is concerned with anything but pre
senting his view of the action and
characters. He still seems slightly in
timidated by films, admitting that
The Miracle Worker was too com
mitted to the stage play, the film
representing the duality of his feel
ings ^hout being “with” movies or
not being with it. After reading
Penn’s thoughts on Alice’s Restaur
ant, you get a much better idea of
the problems which Penn faced in
making a film not about a commu
nity, but about a state of being. Hi?
commitment to Arlo Guthrie and his
friends seems to betray a momen
tary lapse in his otherwise objective
approach to his material, but consid
ering the result of his efforts, the
risk appears to have been worth it.
The Film Director as Superstar
is one of the most valuable books
to appear in a long time, both for
aspiring film makers, critics or gen
eral film enthusiasts. It’s scope and
the variety of the responses it re
cords is quite staggering and for
once we find an intelligent inter
viewer able to establish a rapport
with his subjects.
Highly recommended. Not to be
missed under any circumstances.
AL FINNEY
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AWOPBOPALOOBOP
ALOPBAMBOOM
POP FROM THE
BEGINNING
By Nik Cohn
Weidenfeld and
Nicholson 1969 Hardback
$5.00

Nik Cohn is a raver! In his own
words he has written a ‘critical his
tory’ of pop. He has also written
about himself and his likes and dis
likes, his heroes and his hates. At 22
he has been described as the speedwriter of Pop. His style is freaky,
full of the tension that makes Pop
what it is. His knowledge is com
prehensive and his prejudices quite
blatant.
He traces the history of Pop

from the time when the electric
guitar and the negro blues became
the cradle of the teen scene; the
time when the adolescent became
aware that he had a world of his
own that was neither the world of
children nor the world of the adult.
He discusses the personalities and
the movements that flowed from this
awareness, and in their turn helped
shape it.
The book has a distinctly English

bias. Cohn spends some time on
phases and people that never really
made it big here or even in Amer
ica or were only faint echoes of the
real thing, such as skiffle, Mods and
Rockers, P. J. Proby, Eddie Cochran
(for which last I am eternally
grateful to him, because I have al
ways dug Eddie Cochran and no
body else seemed ever to know what
I was talking about).
For Cohn, real Pop is typified by
people like Little Richard, Fats
Domina, early Elvis. He has no time
for schmaltz, or for “serious” Pop.
He dismisses most of soul (com
mercial that is), has little time for
Bob Dylan, completely rejects Simon
and Garfunkel. He is suspicious of
the current trends towards “heavy,
musicianly” music in Pop. Apart
from Janis Joplin perhaps, his heart
is really back in the fifties and early
sixties when everything that was
happening was raw, exhibitionist
showmanship, outrage and sex. He
blames the Beatles more than any
one else for turning Pop on to the
intellectual scene, (along with Bob
Dylan and protest songs). His only
modern heroes are the Who and the
early Stones. The Who we never had
enough of out here.
He deals with all the major move
ments and superstars of Pop hon
estly and thoroughly, he just has
bland spots which he openly admits
and you can’t help but like the guy.
Most of his heroes he has seen in
concert and the book makes you
see how starved Australia has been
of real contact with Pop, how sec
ond-hand our experience has been.
If Little Richard had done his
show here as scheduled how differ
ent might the course of Pop in
Australia have been! As it is. the
scene here resembles the opening of
:he London scene in the early sixties,
only we are handicapped by its hav
ing happened elsewhere already.
Still, the day may come . . .
Because Pop never stands still,
many of the judgments Cohn passes
the sixties may soon be re
versed. Good groups have a habit
of going flat and obvious no-hopers
have been known to miraculously
come good (all of which Cohn ad
mits). But as he says ‘Probably its
not been a bad time to write this
book; pop is at it’s most important
junction yet’ and that can’t be
denied. You may not agree with
him on everything he says but he
is always entertaining and this is
one of the best books to be written
on Pop to date.
—Margo Huxley.
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Recollections of Early Realization as the Observer
Most of us went through the vegemite
soup and the vegemite sandwiches bit.
Mother hopping in the kitchen
Father bopping on the wharf
Dog bopping in the backyard
Factory overlooking the backyard
Broken down wooden fence
On two parts of the yard.
I remember asking my mother
About an erection that I had on
She said ask your father
But it went down
And I’d forgotten to ask him.
And he still hasn’t told me.
I got $10 in the bank
$1 and 2c in my jeans
A head full of songs
And a pen ready to write
A saxophone player
And a trumpet player
Willing to work with me,
And I’m willing too.
I got 3 months to live
And nowhere to release any tension
People like me to write
But who can I write to
So I can make some money
To live
The wombs open up to me
But don’t really pull me in
So I can be re-born
I would only be adopted
Out to some rich family on the
North Shore
And be made into some sort of
satisfied rebelling or
really satisfied
Rich son of a rich rich person
With money.
The waves that come in on the
surfers
are only dreams that break at the
Shore line
Like the comparison in the Temptations songs

Like a ball rolling down the side of snowcovered hill
Like the need in a guy to see his girl when
she’s far-away
Its growing
Smokey Robinson stands at the shore-line
Waiting for all these comparisons
so he can be rebuked into writing
a non-commercial commercial hit record
for the Groovers
Who are as bitter as what I just said
sometimes
But I don’t mind if you don’t mind
and the vigilantes are really going
to get a kick in the balls if they
come near me
And I know some cats who might even
stab them
And bury them saying
— GOOD NEIGHBOURS LAY HERE
BUT THEY WERE ROTTEN COPS
I’m not gonna get in some band
And work up and down Oxford Street
and be paralized with beautiful
Drugs
Again.
I guess the best thing I can do is
smash through the time barrier
and work out a new formula for coca-cola
at 5c a point.
Well I guess 3c is cool enough.
The legs of the diamond which walks
from police station to prison
Asking questions on Meher Beber
Breaking up in tear jerking smiles
Forgetting his word
Digging dead photographs of Marilyn Monroe;
CoUhting all the dead loves that one experiences
Before realising Sex is God to most people
and God is dead to a lot of others
and church scenes take the place of sex scenes
Therefore God has a scene going there too,
Meher Beber

So count your blessings
Divide your hang-ups
Marry
Lucille and Richard
Suzanne and Leonard
America and Ginsberg
The Pope & Bette Davis
The Queen & Sleepy John Estes
Mr. Calwell & Wendy Saddington
Barbarella and Caffarella
The world’s Fair and Vietnam
The Empress & King Neptune
The Seven Dwarfs to the Supremes and
Martha & The Vandellas
And me to the sign of the cross
I could still be the great showman shouting
God is Love
And Love is where you find it
And the sun will shine tomorrow
So the children of the dead can pick flowers
and if you dig God everything will be cool
Maybe I’ll even get to be best-man at the
Popes wedding.
I once told some nuns
I wanted to be a swaggie when I grew up
And I almost made it
‘Cept for three suitcases I carry with me
And the bedroom-living room
shared by Lindsay and his chick
the signs of tomorrow only flicker
And if the marks on my arm
which is only the signs of the past
i.s all that annoys you
then you better get out of here fast
'Cause marks like that cannot erase
the stolen money for the rock ‘n roll juke box
or the Saturday afternoon bop into the city
for a rock ‘n roll movie
I never sold papers but I read a lot of comics
Didn’t dig war comics
Not even Audie Murphy ones
Heroes dont die
I dig death—
-GULLIVER
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D EA LIN G S IN P O T :
What with the Senate Committee on drug abuse and constant crap about
drugs in the straight press, the establishment seems to be getting more and more
uptight about the Mafia taking over the hearts and minds of Australia’s kiddies.
So just to put the record straight, this month Revolution has got together some of
the material the dailies wouldn’t touch — mainly because it proves that marijuana
is NOT sold by thq big bad crims.
The Marijuana M arket is reprinted from a reputable “scholarly journal”
(and naturally because it doesn’t say what the establishment wants it to say we
never hear of i t ) ; I Ride With The Friendly Drug Pedlar is a day in the life of
a Sydney dealer with names changed to protect the innocent as they say in
Homicide; Chicago Dealers is a straight interview with a Chicago seller.
We publish these articles in all seriousness and we hope you can get to as
many straight people as you can with them. We believe (indeed know) that they
portray the scene a lot more accurately than the bullshit churned out by the
media monopolies.
Erich Goode is Assistant Professor
of Sociology at the State University
of New York and is a noted expert
on marijuana. This article is re
printed from the Columbia Forum.
There has been a massive increase
in the use of marijuana in the past
few years. Although it is impossible
to state exactly how much more is
consumed now than even two or
three years ago. a Gallup Poll con
ducted in the spring of 1969 indi
cated that almost one-quarter of the
American college population has
tried marijuana at least once. (A
similar Gallup Poll taken in 1967
showed the figure to be six or seven
per cent.) To fill this demand, tons
of marijuana move about the United
States in a fairly orderly fashion.
It is grown, imported, distributed —
and consumed — according to a pat
tern. But how is marijuana dis
tributed? By whom? And why?
The drugs opponents — mainly the
police — claim that it is bought and
sold for profit by professional crimi
nals. Marijuana’s advocates contend
that, on the contrary, selling “pot”,
and especially giving it away, is an
act of love, representing a desire to
“turn on’ the whole world to beauty
and euphoria. They deny that largescale professional dealers play a
major role in marijuana distribution,
for the simple reason that it is too
bulky, the margin of profit on it
too narrow, and it can be grown,
bought, and distributed by too many
diverse sources to interest an avari
cious dealer. If anyone wanted to
make a sizeable profit out of selling
drugs, he would handle almost any
drug but marijuana. Therefore, they
conclude, marijuana is distributed
from top to bottom by amateurs.
The police emphatically reject this
charitable view. One indication that
they are convinced of the dominant
role of profit in marijuana trans
actions is the inflated value they
place on seizures of the drug. In
the fall of 1968, for example, New
York City policemen4 in conjunc
tion with agents of the Federal
Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous
d ru g s,
raided a
“psychedelic
church”, seizing a variety of drugs,
including L.S.D., 10 pounds of mari
juana probably the largest amount
of hashish ever confiscated in the
United States). The police estimated
that the cache was worth between
six and ten million dollars. About
a week after the raid, The New York
Times printed a letter from “an
irrate marijuana smoker”, who had
carefully calculated the worth of the
haul, at current street prices, at
$5,000 — less than one per cent of
the police figure.
To get behind these discrepant
views, I made a nine-month study
of how marijuana is marketed. With
the help of a grant from the
National Institute of Mental Health,
I conducted formal interviews with
204 New York City marijuana users
of varied ages and backgrounds.
According to my informants, a
reasonable price for a ton of mari
juana, bought from a farmer or
middleman in Mexico, is between
$10,000 and $20,000, which means
that it costs from $5 to $10 a pound,
or less than 50 cents an ounce. A
typical wholesale price in New York,
buying in a bulk lot of several kilo
grams, is about $120 per kilo, or
about $3.50 per ounce. (California
prices are usually about half those
of New York.) The retail, street
price per ounce is from $20 to $25.
If a smoker wishes to purchase
“joints” — individual
marijuana
cigarettes already rolled — he may
pay between 50 cents and one dollar
apiece. Thus, the mark-up from field
to joint can be much more than 100
times — that is, buying at two joints
per penny at wholesale (the ton
price) and selling at one dollar a
joint retail the joint price). An en
terprising dealer might thereby see
in marijuana sales a source of enor
mous profits,, but he would be mak
ing the same mistake about the
workings of the marijuana market
as do the police.
The joint price, one dollar, is a
ghostly abstraction: today almost no
one buys individual, pre-rolled joints.
Nearly every smoker beyond the
rawest novice rolls his own (except,
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I am told, in Vietnam, where large
joints of excellent quality may be
purchased in emptied American
cigarette packs).
As the marijuana market and sub
culture have expanded, purchases
have become much larger in bulk.
In the 1930s and 1940s, buying in
dividual joints was common. A few
years ago, the nickle bag became
popular. Now, the smoker buys an
ounce, so each cigarette costs him
between 25 and 40 cents, not a dol
lar. Obviously, economy is part of
the motivation: the larger the size
of the purchase, the lower the unit
cost. But the purchaser also wishes
to minimise the number of his trans
actions: the more frequently he
buys, the greater the chance of com
ing into contact with an undercover
police agent — and being arrested.
Thus, the appearance of the typical
ounce purchase, the cost of which
may now be considered the “retail”
price.
If a given bulk quantity of mari
juana is sitting in a dealer’s living
room or garage it is automatically
“worth” less than if it is split up
and distributed among his customers.
Selling marijuana, at least at the
dealer-to-user level, is hard work;
each deal involves a certain amount
of moving about, and a great deal
of socialising. Thus, a dealer’s cache
of several kilograms is “worth” the
wholesale price — in New York,
about $120 per kilo. If sold to the
customer, the cache might even
tually earn $20 per ounce, but the
point is, it hasnt been sold\ to the
customer and it is, therefore, worth
correspondingly less.
Furthermore, the multi-kilo pur
chaser rarely earns $20 per ounce,
because he doesn’t generally sell in
ounces. At that level, which is two
or three rungs below the original
source, he is most apt to break up
what he has into pounds, and sell
them for $100 or $120 each. He
usually does not want to be bothered
by ounce purchases, except as a
favor to friends, because they in
volve too many discreet transactions;
even though the margin of pfofit is
higher if he buys several kilos and
sells one or two hundred ounces,
the profit on each sale is much
smaller, and each transaction repre
sents work, time— and danger. On
an hour-fo^-hour, dollar-for-dollar
basis, he comes out ahead by selling
in pounds. He leaves the ounce
sales to the man below him, who has
bought his pound.
Yet, even this qualification simpli
fies the actual situation. Unlike
legally sold products, a huge per
centage of the marijuana that finally
reaches the user is not sold at the
“retail” or consumer level. A kilo
gram may be cut into at many dif
ferent levels. Since all (or nearly
all) sellers smoke, a certain pro
portion is diverted for the dealer’s
own use. for which he pays whole
sale prices, but on which he makes
no profit. Depending on how much
he smokes, he may keep perhaps
half-a-pound out of a kilogram for
his own private use. Another chunk
may be given or sold at cost to close
friends, offered to guests, girl friends,
or used to cancel debts (as a kind of
tribal barter currency). Wider out
from the centre (the dealer) are
less intimate friends and acquaint
ances who might pay less than the
standard prices — in New York,
probably $10 per ounce. Still fur
ther out are transactions with near
strangers who are charged the full
retail price. Obviously, therefore,
the “leakage” from the wholesale to
the retail price is considerable.
In a sense, the marijuana sub
culture is an island of tribalism in
a sea of commercial ethic. How
much a given quantity of marijuana
is “worth” depends less on an ab
stract quality inhering in the pro
duct than on a variety of concrete
and personal vendors. Whereas the
junkie mentality of heroin addiction
is in many wavs a ruthless exaggera

tion of the spirit of capitalism, the
committed marijuana smoker’s sub
culture represents its very opposite,
This is not to say that money has
no meaning for smokers, even in
marijuana exchanges, nor that all
“heads” are idealistic flower chil
dren. Capitalists of the drug under
ground abound, and mimeographed
sheets are circulated from time to
time in various drug-using commu
nities urging local dealers to curb
their avarice, lower their prices, and
hand out more free grass.
The police say that the real tar
get of their efforts is the dealer, not
the user. They evidently believe that
in the world of marijuana use, like
that of heroin addiction, the drug
peddled makes a profit from human
degradation and misery, that there
is a clear-cut distinction between
user and seller. But in the marijuana
market, the distinction is so blurred
as to be meaningless.
Among my informants, nearly
half (44 per cent) said that they had
sold at least once. Moreover, there
was a continuum from the users
who had sold only once (12 per
cent of those who admitted ever
selling) ot those who sold frequently
(18 per cent of all sellers), with
every shade of variation in between.
One is struck by the evenness of the
range of selling. In contrast io the
classic pattern of pushing where
there are very few sellers, nearly all
of whom sell often and in gigantic
quantities, many marijuana smokers
sell, and characteristically do so in
very small quantities.
Far more important than the mere
incidence of selling, however, is the
systematic variation in selling ac
cording to certain key variables. The
most important variable is how
much a smoker uses: the more he
smokes, the greater the likelihood
that he has sold. Continued heavy
use implies and even demands sell
ing. A contrast with heroin addicts
is instructive: the junkie usually con
sumes all that he purchases within
an hour, and nearly always within
24 hours. He almost never has a
“supply” of heroin, although many
will save a “wake up” against with
drawal in the morning. The heavy
marijuana user, on the other hand,
keeps a supply, as do many occas
ional smokers.
As a rule, even heavy marijuana
smokers are not able to use up, with
in a brief space of time, the quanti
ties they purchase. Often a sale is
on a “take it or leave it” basis. A
quantity available might be an
ounce, in which case none of it is
sold, or a pound or a kilogram, in
which case most of it is sold. Even
the daily marijuana smoker is not
so committed to his drug of choice
that he would be willing to tolerate
a daily, twice-daily, thrice-daily,
routine of obtaining small quantities
of quickly used-up marijuana. That
would be considered a needless
“hassle”. The only way to limit his
transactions, and thus his exposure
to arrest, is to purchase large
amounts. By buying a pound at the
near-wholesale price of $120, and
selling 12 ounces to 12 friends for
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$10 an ounce, he has four'ounces
free. Thus “free grass” is an induce
ment for selling.
Every marijuana user invariably
has friends who also use marijuana.
Indeed, there is a direct correlation
between
the amount a person
smokes and the percentage of his
friends who smoke and a high pro
bability that they will buy and sell
from each other. Moreover, because
of his friendships, a regular smoker
is more likely than a novice to have
access to information about the
periodic availability of marijuana
on the market, to know others who
buy and sell, and who are higher up
in the distribution ladder. He is
more acquainted with the price
system, which fluctuates even in the
short run. He knows more about
the necessary precautions to avoid
arrest, about thefts, “burns”, and
being short-changed, and about how
to avoid adulterated goods He can
buy and sell successfully and with
confidence. Anyone arriving on the
marijuana scene as a complete stran
ger would encounter difficulty in
making a large purchase.
There is, then, a two-way process
at work here. First, one must be im
plicated in a web of social relations
in order to be able to purchase the
drug. But friendships is also an
active form in insuring one’s in
volvement in selling. In addition, by
buying and selling, a smoker extends
his network of acquaintances, almost
all of whom are marijuana users.
In short, friendships and sales inter
act with one another; they are in
separable elements of a single di
mension; their relationship with one
another must be seen in dialectical
terms, rather than as simple cause
and effect.
More generally, selling must be
looked upon as part and parcel of
the syndrome of use. Far from being
distinct from the user, the dealer is
an organic element in the equation
of use. It is not simply that the user
must purchase his drug supply from
the seller in order to consume the
drug — this symbiotic relationship
also exists with heroin — but that
the user and the seller are largely
indistinguishable; there is no clearcut boundary between them. A large
percentage of users sell, and nearly
all sellers use. Indeed, the deter
mining force behind selling is use
heavy users are very likely to sell:
infrequent users are unlikely to do
so Selling marijuana, then, to some
degree
pre-supposes
involvement
with the marijuana sub-culture; in
fact, selling is a surer indicator of
involvement in the drug subculture
than is buying or using, although it
also implies at least a moderate
degree of use. To think of the
dealer as “preying” on his helpless
victim, the marijuana smoker, and as
profiting from his misery, is to pos
sess a ludicrous and grotesquely in
correct view of the real state of
affairs. In large part, the seller is
the user, and if any preying is being
done, he is preying on himself.
At the periphery of the mari
juana scene is the experimenter, the
extremly infrequent user, th dabbler.
He has
few
marijuana-smoking
friends, is rarely presented with o p 
portunities to try the drug, is curious
about its effects, but stops using it
after his curiosity is satisfied.
At the lowest levels of use, the
smokes does not even buy mari
juana; close to three quarters of my
respondents who said they smoke
less than monthly (71 per cent) said
that they never buy the drug. They
depend on friends who are more
regular users to offer them the drug
when they visit. Giving marijuana
away — in this specific context —
is more common than selling. (In
volume, ot course, marijuana is far
more often so’d. But more individ
uals have given marijuana away
than have sold it. since nearly every
smoker who owns any amount of
the drug has smoked socially, and
has therefore passed a communal
joint around to his guests.) The in
frequent user. then, does not seek
out the drug, but accepts it when
offered. This pattern is most charac
teristic of women. If the experimen
ter is unlikely to buy. it holds, a
fortiori, that he is unlikely to sell.

At the middle levels of use, the
smoker generally buys his own mari
juana, keeps a small supply for oc
casions when the mood strikes him,
and only occasionally sells to others
when he happens to have some extra,
or when asked by a friend who finds
other channels unavailable.
At the highest levels of use, the
smoker not only buys, and keeps his
own supply, but also sells in fairly
sizeable quantities, and explicitly for
a profit, althought this may be only
one among a variety of motives.
What of the organized profess
ional criminal? Has my portrait
eliminated him altogether? Yes —
and no. The largest recent seizure of
marijuana from Mexico was of
about a ton. An operation of that
size obviously requires a certain de
gree of organization. A microbus has
to be specially outfitted for the job,
middlemen in Mexico negotiated
with, drivers hired, at least a dozen
high-level dealers contacted for dis
tribution. It is not Cosa Nostra style
organization, but it is organization.
If we mean by “organized crime,” a
tightly knit, nationwide syndicate in
volving thousands of committed
gangsters, whose entire livelihood
derives from illegal activities, then
marijuana is not sold, never has
been sold, and probably never will
be sold by professional criminals. If,
however, we mean a semi-indepen
dent operation involving a score of
individuals who activities are co
ordinated, and who earn their living
for a few years from marijuana
sales, then it is true that marijuana
is often sold by professional crim
inals. Just how much of the total of
marijuana consumed derives from
this kind of source is impossible to
determine; in bulk, it may be a
majority.
That is why a consideration of
the level at which a deal takes place
is so important. The importer is
often a criminal: his livelihood is
importing marijuana; he is a capita
list who sells an illegal product. But
he has no particular commitment to
marijuana as an agent of mindtransformation, an element in a sub
culture, or a catalyst in social
change. He probably does not even
smoke marijuana. The unsystematic
practices of “head” dealers created a
vacuum into which he stepped. The
multi-kilogram, top-level dealers to
whom the importer sells are also
primarily profit-seekers but — and
this is the crucial difference — they
deal with consumers as well as other
dealers, and are very likely to be
consumers themselves. As the mari
juana continues to be divided and
sold in smaller quantities, the profit
motive of the seller becomes less
dominant. At the link next to the
consumer, friendship transactions are
extremely common. Thus, to say that
marijuana is a business is both true
and false. At some levels it is; at
others, it is not. To say that it is big
business is misleading. A monthly
take of a quarter of a million
dollars, split 20 ways, might rep
resent the very top of the profession.
A bit lower down, even a dedicated
hustler earns what an unskilled
factory worker might make. Below
that, the profit motive breaks down
entirely.
A common
argument against
marijuana smoking is that it leads
to association with criminals, to try
ing heroin, to committing serious
crimes. But the average American
user never comes into contact with
the underworld, even if every gram
he smokes somes ultimately from a
tightly organized network of full
time professional gangsters. The ty
pical marijuana smoker has no idea
where his marijuana comes from.
It has been filtered down through so
many levels and has e xchanged
hands so many times, that the aver
age user is no more likely to come
in contact with a top-level seller than
would a cigarette smoker with a
tobacco auctioneer or a Wall Street
lawyer with a Hong Kong tailor.
The chain is long, and the links are
many. Each step downwards invol
ves a change in character of the
personnel. In short, the average user
buys his marijuana from a friend —
even though it probably derived,
originally, from a gangster.
Thus, the argument that the pen
alties for marijuana possession and
use should be reduced, but that they
should be retained for selling, vio
lates empirical reality; it implies the
existence of two relatively distinct
social and moral spheres. In fact, if
the seller is guilty, the user is too,
because the user is often the sellei
and the seller the user. The techni
cal exchange of contraband goods
for money takes place at every con
ceivable level and by nearly every
one above the minimally involved.
Labelling all selling heinous, and
use only moderately reprehensible,
is to display ignorance of the work
ings of the market. The present law,
as well as moderate reforms cur
rently being proposed; put use into
one legal and logical category, and
all levels of selling into another. If
we believe in “natural” social cate
gories, the present confusion would
tepresent as great an intellectual
blunder as classifying whales as fish
and bats as a species of bird.
■
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“I’ve just got to zap in here.”
We turn into a back lane in Darlinghurst, running fast but not fran
tic along the paling fences.
“I’ve got to leave some shit in the
toilet for a bloke.’
He unravels from his low car and
goes through a warped plywood door
grafted to the fence, serving as a
gate. There’s a steady wind. Trees
lash about the bluish fluorescent
lights. Cats blow by like tumble
weed, or like drunks returning
home, to where a man is feeding
them in the dark from a handcart.
The door creaks again and Allan
is back before I have time to lose
that security there is in moving. His
bag of dope has been on the seat
beside me.
“He’s a too much old bloke,” nod
ding his head, “He feeds all the cats
around here.”
The man does not look up in the
brief electric dawn of our headlights.
“I might have a bit of a hassle
collecting the right money for that,”
inclining his head back whence we’ve
just come. “This chick wanted me to
leave gear for her friends at her
place — which I don’t care about
because I’m busy enough already;
it was a favour really — but now
she wants to play little games with
money.”
He is unable to dismiss anyone
without saying something in their
favour.
“She’s a too much chick. I dig
her. She gets a bit hard to handle
when she wants to play little
games.”
We ride down the hill.
Suddenly he turns on one of his
periodic bursts of relatively fast
driving, swing a little too wide on
the tortuous Paddington street, al
most running over a silent cop. He
sings an unmusical scat. Doo ba de
diddle yer dop.
“Wow!, I can’t understand it. I
feel better every day. Wow!”
He drives pretty fast all the time,
out he is so relaxed you don’t notice
it.
Feeling strange on our legs we
walk down a passage smelling very
strongly of catpiss, pass through a
kitchen and enter a loungeroom
crowded with people in their early
twenties watching Dr. Strangelove
on TV. There are old sparrowpatterned lounge chairs and a dark
varnished sideboard on which the
TV sits. Original Paddington furni
ture. The slateblue glow from the
screen fits with it, in the way past
times of unifying, like some bleak
uneasy memory of Olde Australia: a
ghostly night time suburbia. I find
room on the floor while Allan goes
back to the kitchen with his suede
shoulder bag to do business.
On the screen the bomber com
mander drops through the hatch
with his obscene whoop, astride the
bomb.
“Insane,” someone says. Heads in
this particular age group seem to
turn their sets on mainly for old
movies like this one. ‘Whatever hap
pened to Baby Jane’ was- another.
The odd bit of overacting does not
perturb them on the rather sublim
inal level at whihe they view things.
Allan comes back, flops down in
a corner and begins rolling joints.
They go the rounds, but eyes scar
cely leave the screen.
“Well, I’ll have to zap' off,” says
Allan, as though responding to a

flexible pulse.
Streetlights now are glittering
quite magically. It feels good to De
moving fast and low within the dark
wind.
“This is a good car to drive when
you are stoned,” he says, “You son
of fit into its vibrations.”
He is very tall and floppy, like a
big soft dog, with long light brown
hair and beard, heavy, sombre brow,
nose and jaw. His driving is a most
exact expression of his mood, which
is usually cheerful. He is twenty
four
We park soon by an old rambling
house perched above a standstone
wall. The luminous towers of the
city bulge unreally from the opposite
hill. The car, beneath a light, looks
like a piece of discarded military
equipment, quite different to the way
it seems inside. It’s easy momentum
is still running throught us.
Allan leads the way with a swag
gering walk, shoulders swinging,
Thumbs in his belt. A very upright
figure with the head of a sombre
hound, in the front room are the
usual crowd sitting in the dimness,
saying nothing, listening this time to
‘The Band’ on a tape machine.
Through the door several people are
sprawled on a oed, whispering it
seems. A gigantic Australian flag
hung from the ceiling partly ob
scures them and turns the half dark
of the first room faintly blue.
Allan goes through that room to
the door beyond, skipping and say
ing, “Wow, I teel really good.
REALLY good!' Someone goes with
him to do business.
Whoever live here rent the house
furnished, or the anonymous furn
iture has been oought cheaply at
auctions. Heads seem to rely for
a sense of security on having many
friends rather than possessions. On
a cupboard in the corner — giving
me a start in the half light — is an
inflated rubber torso of a fat faced
man in a blue suit. Presumably he
represents straight people.
Most ol Allan’s customers, I
gather, work fairly disinterestedly
(except for those in pop groups),
and live a very civilised, quiet, potsoothed and not on the face of it
particplarly interesting life. They
would be embarrassed to be called
hippies. They are pleased enough to
be called heads.
Allan comes back shortly, scatting in a jolly fashion, producing
hard and deep Australian tones with
that nasal dulling of the edge. Bi
zarre recollection that Australians
are supposed to have excellent voice
production for opera.
“I’ve got a bit of special for you
to try tonight,” he announces.
“The mark of a true profess
ional,” says the fellow with him.
“This is local grass, and it’s
REALLY good!”
He sits down and rolls joints,

which are passed around, one fol
lowing fast upon another, he has
absently gone into full production.
It smells very fresh, as indeed it
is. He wanders away into another
room.
The tape has run out. ana a
bearded head on the lounge opposite
me begins to play an acoustic gui
tar very softly. I hear Allan’s voice
at whiles drifting through the bed
room behind me, or perhaps another
room beyond it where there could
be more quiet people:
i t ’s REALLY good! Before it
was only some older people, straight
people really, who were involved in
revolution . .
1 hear nc> replies, but have the im
pression that he is talking to a
number of people, in the dark.
Someone smiles, inclining their
head towards his voice. The smile is
dimly echoed around the room:
that’s old A1 alright. Nothing is said.
I find myself telling the guitarist
of some of the jazz musicians and
rock groups I heard in London. I
am carried away somewhat talking
about Roland Kirk, but everyone
seems highly appreciative. They
seem to be coming to life, or do I
imagine it? Allan comes back.
A striking blonde girl of primitivesaxon appearance sits on the arm
of my chair and begins talking with
what seems to b a rather contrived
intensity, making witch-like gestures
with her hands, rolling and dilating
her eyes. I wonder how my raving
of a few moments ago — a burst
of nervous energy to break the quiet
spell which is everywhere — must
have sounded.
“You should have seen me a week
ago,” she says, “I was on this
communication thing, you know. I
was playing the guitar and singing.
Fantastic!”
Allan sits on the chair beside me,
looking at us with the deep glowing
eyes of a hound, then staring
straight ahead.
“Sagitarius,” the blonde girls says.
He nods his Easter Island profile,
shrugging faintly at the same time.
The stars do not interest him much,
but they do not actively bug him,
as they do me. He rarely shows any
malice towards anything. Except
straight society, and even there he
extends a certain tolerance for he
see straight people as inevitably
dying out.
“I asked Rick,” she says, then
goes on with her rave to me. The
tape recorder is playing again. The
sound is not good, but I remark on
the stop time device the group is
using.
“They get along a bit.”
“How many harps are there?” she
asks.
Harps? I am not very hip; it
dawns on me that she means mouth
harps . . . 1 start counting them,

but she has slithered away to the
arm of Allan’s chair, where she re
mains, talking and gesturing very
close to his face. He seems inter
ested, but soon stands up. The time
has come to move again.
As we walk back to the car he
exclaims, “Boy, I’m really going to
have a ball with that chick I
thought she was a bit of a poser,
but she is really bright, really deep.”
In the time I was with him, he
made no special effort to see her
again, and did not in fact see her
as far as I know. Several girls make
fairly obvious advances to him, but
he does not do much about it. For
one thing he is absent minded. He
seems even to forget completely
most of the time that there is a
selling and using charge on him, and
that he could very well soon lose
his freedom.
Back in Paddington he drives >o
exuberantly, with flourished gear
changes, that I expect him to shout
YIPPEE!
i t ’s really good to know that the
local grass is so good. It’s just good
to know that we can grow good
stuff locally — wow, what’s that?”
We are in a narrow street, in one
of the still shabby parts of Padding
ton, and on the footpath an incred
ibly drunk couple have fallen over
backwards, each with an arm around
the other. They lie there, swollen
papier mache figures in the street
light with papers and leaves blowing
about them. The man raises his head
like an overturned turtle and begins
the laborious journey to his feet
again.
“Wow! I thought it was a fight for
a moment, I can’t stand to see
fights. Those old straights really
knock themselves around.”
Talking of knocking yourself
around, I cannot resist reminding
him, a girl had asked that afternoon
where she could get some morph.
“Right now,” she'd said in a small,
tense hopeless voice. He did not
know, did not play those games.
“Oh, yes,” he concedes, “but the
ones who are going to get onto that
will get onto it, almost straight
away. Pot doesn’t really have any
thing to do with it.”
He regards marijuana with some
thing like reverence. 1 was present
when he bought the local grass. A
public servant who had grown it
in his back yard on the North
Shore brought two unrooted plants
to a ‘cool’ flat in the Eastern Sub
urbs. He had not wanted to kill the
plants before they flowered, he ex
plained. but he needed the money
rather desperately to help pay off
various small debts.
Allan seems deeply upset. He
holds up one of the plants. “See how
quickly they feel the loss of security.
Those leaves are beginning to curl
up. I don’t think we’ll be able to
replant this one.”
It is the first time for the past

week or so that I have been in a
place with the main light on. It is
like super daylight, butter yellow
and all pervading, or a scraping
away o fthe night to reveal an
electric cell. Debussy pours upward
from speakers on either side of the
room. The bright even light in a
paculiar way takes away perspec
tive and contrast: everything is up
close, all colours are bright. The
plant is a very rich deep green, al
most viridian. It trembles in Allan’s
hand through its narrow, delicate
leaves, bringing to mind some ideal
ised image of a maiden with flowing
tresses.
“Wow,” says Allan softly, “it’s a
beautiful thing.”
“They are splendid,” says the
public servant, standing awkwardly
in the middle of the ffoor in his
work suit, shirt white as a ski slope
in the light, tie pulled loose at the
neck. He is a little frightened.
“Beautiful,” says Allan, sitting
down with it.
“That music is REALLY good,”
he says to our host. He sits back
admiring each individual leaf, de
claring that any country should be
proud to have the plant as an em
blem. He closes his eyes as the
strings stream upward in a freezing
serene climax.
Time stands still. Allan often goes
into a brief daze.
The public servant conducts ab
stractedly with one hand. He is
anxious to go, but asks Allan about
his impending court case.
“I think I’ve got a good chance.
They only busted me to try to find
out where it was coming from and
now they’ve got to go through with
the charge. I’ve had a job for the
past week, trying to be supercool—
well, you know, I’m still dealing a
bit — but I don’t think I can stick
it after the case.”
He strokes the plant.
“I don’t know what I’m going to
do with my life, but I can’t stick
that straight scene any more. It’s
unreal where I work. They all talk
about each other . . . Oh, wow, I
just can’t believe it though, I feel
better every day. I’ve gotten over
those worries ”
He finally offers $60 for the two
plants and they go down to his car
to get the money. He comes back
alone.
“He’s gone. He was freaking a
bit.”
“Seems a nice bloke,” I say.
“Yes. He’s very straight, but he
doesn’t try to be what he isn’t.”
It seems you can grow marijuana
in your back yard and still be
straight.
To wear elaborately sculptored
moustaches and sidelevers, or elec
trically teased hair, or to be too
heavy with the hippy accoutrements
— that too is considered straight in
its way.
Some of Allan’s crowd, particu
larly Allan himself, resemble more
the old beatniks, letting their hair
and beards flow where they will.
To be uptight, of course is
straight. To be a bit hung is under
standable. I am afraid I do not
know the difference.
I had thought for a while that it
was taken for granted that certain
records are groovy, everything is
miraculous to the faculty of vision,
and that to make a fuss about your
own perceptions was unnecessary.
Yet 1 find that I have the most at
tentive audience if I do, as is my
inclination, begin raving. I keep
breaking off, thinking that I am
boring everyone — that is where I
am uptight — only to find interest
and enthusiasm kindling in eyes
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about me. They just don't say very
much.
My reeord collection has become
a treasure trove for Allan, despite
my having only half a dozen or so
rock albums. John Coltrane, Nina
Simone, Dizzy Gillespie, Ornette
Coleman, Don Cherry and an Aus
tralian, Charlie Munroe, who has
an experimental jazz group, soon
emerge as his favourites. He opens
his eyes at the end of a record, as
though he has returned from a dis
tant place, shaking his head in dis
belief. “Wow l have you got any
thing else like that? \^ow! They are
really turned on those guys. They
are the ones who turned everyone
on.”
One night | $tay at home because
Duke Ellington will be on TV for
an hour. By the time the show
starts, Allan is back with a group
of people. The place is soon full of
smoke and fragrance. They watch it
right through with scarcely a word.
“Insane,” someone says as Cat An
derson stands up in the trumpet sec
tion and begins to scream and rave.
The whole thing is incredibly lubri
cated, despite the bad recording.
Harry Carney’s baritone solo is like
someone flying low over a night
time countryside. They all shake
their heads, smiling. Joints are pass
ed and received without looking.
“Too much!” says Allan at the
end, “they’re so cool, they do it so
easily. I’ve never seen anything like
that. Those incredible old spade
faces!”
I refrain from telling him that
Ellington is himself something of
an old reactionary. It occurs to me
that they could subconsciously be
searching for a tradition, for old
people to admire, old people who
are not straight. Probably not. That,
like so much other hassle, is pro

The following is an interview be
tween Seed, the Chicago underground
paper, and a dealer in Marijuana.
Although it tells us nothing of what
the scene is like here it provides
many insights into the marijuana
market in the States.
This interview happened with a
guy we’ll call Stash in a smokefilled room on the north side. The
smoke was not from tobacco.
Seed: Last Friday the po-lice
burnt 500 pounds worth of grass
down on the West Side. People
stood a block away from this smoke
stack and tried to breathe in the
fumes. How much of a loss is this
to Chicago? It took the narcs sev
eral years to build up this kind of
stash. How long does it take to re
place it?
Stash: Not too long, to be truth
ful. I don’t think all the seizures
affect the city too much. They make
one or two good busts on people
coming in with maybe 100, possibly
at the most 500 pounds, through in
formers and it hurts one side of the
city. But there are things happen
ing all over the city.
I’d say there’s easily, you know,
easily, at least 500 pounds coming
into Chicago every couple of weeks.
That’s just saying what I know.
Seed: What kinds of tea are show
ing up?
Stash: Right now, the Jamaican
would be the number one, but Mexi
co’s come through. Right now,
there’s four different kinds of Mexi
can weed in the Chicagoland area
and there’s all kinds of Mexican
things happening all over and there’s
concentrated Jamaican things hap
pening through the country — in
San Francisco, New York. Chicago,
and in two cities in the south. There
are people doing from 500-1000
pounds up to maybe a bale or so,
which is equivalent to 600-1200
pounds, depending on the farmer
you get it from and the place and
the deal.
The tea is generally a lot stronger
than it ever has been because the
burning of the fields in the northern
part of Mexico forced people to
bring in concentrations of better
stuff. Everything that’s coming out
of Mexico is coming from Acapulco
South — Michucan, a lot of red,
concentrations of gold all over the
country and throughout Chicago.
There’s good grass over the country
from Arizona and New Mexico and
there’s gold all over and there’s a
lot of things happening and all sorts
of things scheduled for the near
future and . . . (joyous laughter).
Seed: What should people be pay
ing for kilos?
Stash: The prices haven’t gone

bably quite unnecessary . . .
“I just diz to zap around, seeing
everyone.”
We are in a traffic jam. Saturday
night. The tension around us, the
steady re barp barp of horns merely
accentuates our extreme cool. We
have all night, our arrangements are
very fluid, and the lights are pretty.
It is easy to see why he finds it
hard to stick to the straight scene.
This zapping around is quite ad
dictive. A childish dream of danger
ous missions, without physical dis
comfort.
William Street is a holocaust of
brittle white fire pouring down, sharp
red sparks of tail lights crawling
back up the hill. Icy ultra whiteness
like fire seen through a film of
liquid, advancing. Red cigarette ends
retreating. The road has fallen away
from this unreal brilliance. We move
again.
We turn off, flying low, secure in
motion, along ill-lit lanes. Mingle
with quiet people who move in soft
tides through half dark. The unseen
life. It is all infinitely relaxing and
exhilarating at the same time.
Allan will often give people lifts
from one gathering to another,
going out of his way to pick them
up and bring them back — or take
them somewhere else if they do not
reside at the original place — at the
end of the night. He makes a point
of calling on people who seemed “a
bit hung” last time he saw them.
He is not even vaguely mercenary,
but one feels that he could be if
the people he dealt with were not so
straight, to give the word its more
orthodox connotation. There are in
fact many police informers, but he
has learned who most of them are
and avoids them — though it seems
somewhat belatedly.
He continues to sell LSD, even

down to what they were, and they
probably never will. But they’ve
dropped. Right now, there’s people
here selling like Jamaican weed for
$250-pound and you get about 25
dirty lids (ed. note: Chicago lids
are 4-5 shot glasses, and should not
be confused with weight ounces).
With the strength of the tea, it’s
probably about the most righteous
deal you can get.
Then there’s short pounds of gold
for about $150. The weed’s com
parable to the Jamaican weed, but
it’s a lot dirtier, much seedier.
Seed: How far back are dealer
networks going? Are lots of people
growing their own grass?
Stash: Not too much. It’s just that
you get a lot of natives in these
different countries, in Mexico and
the Caribbean and throughout Cen
tral and South America, farmers
who are hip to the situation here
and who are hip to ways to get it
back AND THERE WILL NEVER
BE A DROUGHT AGAIN AS
LONG AS THE CARIBBEAN’S
THERE.
Seed: Right on.
Stash: Never, man. Jamaica’s got
the best, and this whole area’s be
coming infested with the strongest
possible weed you could possibly
imagine. There are lots of 25-lid
compressed bricks made of Mexican
weed and Mexican gold combined,
and there’s plastic-wrapped pounds
that are going for $200 that are sup
posedly around 25 clean lids of
weed compressed into a plastic bag,
and there’s pounds in white ice
pack bags now and there’s bricks
wrapped in brown paper that are
going for $150 that are good — and
the white ice-packs are going for
$150, too.
Again, the price of weed’s drop
ped. If you’re buying Mexican weed,
you should never pay more than a
buck-and-a-half, and if you’re buying
Jamaican you shouldn’t pay more
than two-and-one-half for a weight
pound.
The good kinds of gold are as
strong as the Jamaican weed, but
don’t taste up to par. The Mexican
weed’ll get you really smashed out
for about an hour-and-a-half or so.
whereas you’ll be high for four
hours or so if you smoke a Jamai
can reefer.
Seed: We know that you’re a
specialist in what you deal, but what
about other drugs?
Stash: I know there’s mescaline
and angel dust and lots of every
thing around except hash, which al
ways happens mainly on the coasts.
There’s always people bringing back
500 pounds of hash on both coasts.

though he has nearly “flipped out”
on it twice himself.
“It was just after I got busted —this was the second time; I got a
bond the first — my car broke down
a couple of times, a couple of
people were using me a bit; staying
at my place and not paying any
rent; eating everything. I was under
a lot of pressure from my parents,
and from someone else to think
the opposite way. I was tripping
every weekend. I flipped out a bit a
couple of times, then I ate some of
those mushrooms and ended up
talking to myself.”
He regards this experience as
being a profitable one . . .
One group of people are laughing
incessantly on the lawn going down
to the harbour. I know all about
that: the sudden withdrawal from
human scale into limitless . . . mind
. . . realization of some cosmic
jest, which is yet not really ‘funny*
in the ordinary sense; a constant
juddering in response to a vibra
tion which seems to travel to you
down some ethereal stream from a
long, long way off, from the un
imaginable . . . and you keep trying
to tell people that you are not laugh
ing at them — well, yoq are in a
sense — just this sourceless laughter,
and even that seems funny, that they
thought you were laughing at them
— though of course you were too,
in one sense — and more than that,
it is lovely . . . livelier than any
thing . . . and perhaps it is quite
plastic, too. Quite false, fantastic
and unreal: the mind’s own atmos
phere
We have brought some people to
a house in Balmain, whose back*
yard runs down to a harbour wall.
Almost everyone there is on acid.
Except for the little group laughing,
they are talking quietly or just star
and eventually you get some in the
midwest.
Everybody should be advised that
the price of acid has dropped from
the distributor to the dealer, so that
you shouldn’t expect to pay as
much. Dealers are paying 30 cents
or 25 cents for a gram. People are
getting ready to make Jamaican
hash, which’ll be as good as the
Nepalese hash, which is about the
best hash you can get. The resin
from the kali gange, which is the
strongest breed of Jamaican hash,
will just be psychedelic-type hash. I
can’t wait!
Stash: There’s always pills avail
able, there’s always junk available.
There are always cats into them in
Seed: What’s happening in pills?
big quantities, people dealing kilos
all the time. I’m sure the junk’s
good, even by the time it gets to the
street.
Seed: How much cross-over is
there between people who are dealing
grass and acid and people who are
dealing smack and speed?
Stash: None, usually. There are
some older cats — thirty-five or
forty — who are doing a bread
thing, dealing some weed and junk
and whatever else. There are Syn
dicate-type people dealing a little of
everything, and there are robbery
people who’ll sell you anything.
There’s every kind of dealer. It’s
a big city. But not too many cross
over. Either the people dealing junk
are junkies themselves or like there
are a lot of Puertorican and spade
cats who come in contact with a
range of drugs or there are people
who are in it for the money.
Seed: Are most acid labs freak
labs?
Stash: Yeah. most. Pretty much
so.
Seed: Who’s taking acid? Most of
the people we know have stopped,
because they’ve gotten political or
can’t stand city vibes or just don’t
get anything out of watching the
sidewalk dissolve or are practicing
some kind of mystic discipline.
Stash: I think who it is is the
people that are younger, say 16-20,
who are taking a lot of drugs and
you talk to people like that and
they’re always going to talk about
acid. People still go running around
taking acid, but you can only take
acid for so long. Eventually after
you’ve done everything you reach
a point where you’re getting nothing
out of it. Especially being in a place
like Chicago. You can’t even think
about it.
Seed: Have you had any run-ins
with “organized crime?”
Stash: No. You know, the Mafia
people don’t deal weed. They didn’t
as of up to a little while ago. and
I don’t think they’ve started. There’s
no bread in it for them, and besides
the bulk and the smell make it hard
to transport.
For a while I thought they might
get into it, but the prices have
dropped. They're into other things
than grass.
Seed: Why did the prices go up
last year? The rap said that "there
was hoarding by the Mafia, but you
say that they’re not into dealing
grass.
Stash: Well, there was the usual
drought in Mexico. We have it every
year.
Seed: Did Operation Intercept
play a role?
Stash: I think it was a big flop, a
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ing out over the harbour from vari
ous vantage points.
Althougth I have not taken any
thing, I am getting definite virbrations. A ferry runs on little legs of
light: reflections of its own spaced
windows, seemingly above the black
laquered surface of the harbour;
becomes suddenly two dimensional.
Everything is for a moment so glit
tering and beautiful, so super real,
as to be fake, fake as a Walt Disney
scene: fairies sprinkles through the
forest magic dust, which turns to
stars in a twinkling, vanishes.
Saturday night. Yet there is no
desire to cut loose, to get where the
action is; the action is in the heads
of the heads here; and that stirs a
very conventional worry.
I know some of the people here
to be architects, computer program
mers, shopkeepers, an older crowd
than Allan usually sees, and I know
that they will be back at work on
Monday. I worry about kids who
take stuff before they have learned
anything. It is simply too easy to do
nothing — particularly if you have
not yet found anything interesting
to do.
I tell Allan of these farily con
ventional misgivings.
“Oh, hell yes. That’s why I think
it should be legalised, so that they
can control it. Now you ever hear
stories of some of the drug squad
pushing gear. It’s the unreal scene.”
He wanders away down to the
harbour wall. Some time later I go
dwon to join him.
“Oh, wow,” he says “this is the
perfect, just what I wanted, a really
good smooth trip. The last ones, you
know, I was thinking, sorting every
thing out.”
Black fruit bat, or flying fox,
keep leaving a massixe tree over
hanging the water, wheeling over
typical government move. But it’s
groovy. Let ’em think they stopped
whatever they stopped. The only
success they did have was in burn
ing out the fields, which stopped the
overflow, but now people are much
more aware of the better quality
weed . . .
Seed: It was an education pro
gram by the government.
Stash: That’s right. People aren’t
going to be interested in settling for
the other weed when they know that
stronger weed is readily available.
By now, it’s easier to buy pot than
it is to get clothes or something.
Seed: What’s dope use like at the
average high school in Chicago?
Stash: I’d say pretty heavy. I’m
not really sure. I’d just have to
imagine that there are cats in high
school who are like 16-17 years old
— you gotta expect some of them
to be dealing weed, and a few have
to be dealing in keys and pounds.
People in high school are into a
lot. It’s weird. High school’s a lot
different, and it’s only been a few
years since we got out.
Seed: Talk about heat.
Stash: The only heat’s within
yourself. There is no real heat. The
pigs work on advice from inform
ants and they’re really only into
busting dealers and maybe an oc
casional political bust, and if you’re
not into dealing at all and just
smoke some weed don’t be so up
tight about it. Especially if you look
straight.
The only heat comes from when
they bust somebody and they say
they copped dope from you. They
act on the information supplied by
the informants, so you don’t have to
worry about wiretapping and shit
like that except in very rare instan
ces when thousands of dollars of
dope is involved.
Many a smuggler that I know
who’s been busted has been assured
that no wiretapping went on.
Seed: What are some of the ways
people are getting in large quanti
ties of dope?
Stash: The various ways? You
f------ deal for a few years, work
your ass off, and find out what to
do. I ain’t telling you.
There’s no reason to tell you how
the f— to do it because once you
get it in — even if you could get it
in — there’s a lot more to it than
just getting it in.
Seed: What are some hints for
people dealing lids and pounds for
a little side money or some stash?
What should they do to avoid get
ting busted? Who shouldn’t they
deal to?
Stash: The Man.
They should just deal to friends.
Don’t deal to just anybody you know
or who’s been introduced to you
just because he’s got long hair or a
beard or something. Find out where
his head’s at. Judge from there; use
your own judgement after you rap
to him and make sure that he gets
high. Pick up your vibes off him as
you rap to him.
Seed: There’s been talk by poli
tical groups about taxing dealers.
Where do you that that’s at?
Stash: Which political groups?
Seed: The . . .
Stash: I think it’s ridiculous any
way.
Seed: The idea came from the
thought that dealers are hip capital
ists who rip off the culture and prey
on its desire to get off and get to-

our heads and returning. An incre
dible cacaphony of seabirds issues
from two ships across the harbour,
so that one eventually forms an
image of a noisy, nightlong party
for birds under the blast of decklights, bottles hurled wantonly into
the harbour, fights breaking out,
slobbering seductions in the life
boats.
The laughers have ceased. There
is silence in the garden. The trip
pers gaze dreamily over the harbour.
“Oh, wow,” says Allan, staring
calmly into uncertainty.
JOHN CLARE.

“Stoned.**
gether.
Stash: Well, there are all kinds of
dealers. There are a lot of righteous
ones, and there are a lot of cats
who are very capitalistic about the
whole thing.
I mean, you gotta know who
you’re doing business with. You
don’t just buy to buy. You shouldn’t
buy any from some cat who, well,
you hate him but he’s got the dope.
It’s readily available.
On the other hand, you’ve got
some cats who are righteous and
are meaning to serve a cause, and
those people don’t have to be taxed.
The generosity they do and the
ways that they do things with their
dope and their money makes up for
any kind of tax you could possibly
want to levy.
There are lots of cats who give
away lots of dope. For instance, I
would never sell lids to friends. If
they wanted a favour, it’s my dope
and who needs to sell anything like
a lid to a friend? Dope should only
be sold in large quantities at right
eous prices. There are a lot of cats
who are definitely outrageous about
prices and who stick to them because
they know the people will pay and
they don’t give a f— about culture.
Seed: Why do you deal?
Stash: Many reasons. One, truth
fully, is the money. I need a few
necessities in life, and the only way
I’m going to get them is by going
out and working and I’m not into
doing that. Besides that, the crim
inal aspects of it are exciting and I
get to do all my friends favors and
supply dope to the Revolution — I
can give you a million f—— n’
reasons besides the fact that I dig
it and it’s a gas and because the
heat owes me for some legal has
sles awhile back.
Seed: What do you think will
be the scene now that Judge Wendt
has been kicked upstairs?
Stash: I hear the new guy’s real
good, just like Wendt. I hope so,
but I doubt it. Wendt was incredible.
Man, he didn’t wear a f------n’ black
robe or nothing. It’s not even like
a judge was up there, it was like one
of the bailiffs was screaming and
yelling like a madman.
Wendt was groovy. Wendt was in
credible. Not so much that he was
incredible, but he was understand
ing of the problem and about what’s
going on. I think he’s smoked weed
or has friends who’ve smoked weed.
You know, he was attacked a lot
for being a liberal judge. There was
a lot of controversy and shit about
him, and the word was that Hanrahan or someone like that flipped
every time Wendt put a narc in his
place.
Then again, how else are they
going to look at him. Like you say,
they’re super-honks.
Seed: What do you think is going
to happen as far as legalization?
Stash: It’s a toss up. I think even
tually it’s going to have to be legal
ized, considering that as of now it’s
as bad as the era of Prohibtiion and
as far as I can see it’s just started to
really pick up. Everybody’s turning
on now. It’s incredible. You’ve got a
lot of older straight people under
40 or 50 and all the younger people
are starting to smoke weed at 8
or 10 now. Eventually — within five
years if current trends keep going —
I think that it’ll happen.
I have to go now, I’m passing
out.
m

mm

The rest of note are “Mighty
Quinn” and “Minstrel Boy” both ob
viously with the Band.
You can only take this as it is.
Compare and you can only be disap
pointed.
—Ed. Nimmervoll

WOODSTOCK
triple record

SELF PORTRAIT . . .
Bob Dylan
If you were disappointed in
“Nashville Skyline” just wait till you
waste your money on Bob Dylan’s
latest collection of schmaltz, most
of it not even from the Dylan pen.
To begin with this album is ob
viously intended to forever stamp
out the attraction of bootleg albums.
Dylan regected a projected “Live at
Isle of Wight” album, yet we get
“Like A Rolling Stone” and “She
Belongs Te Me” recorded at that
event. He also nayed his version of
“The Boxer” but here it is in all its
dual tracked Dylan cuteness.
Not daring to think what else is
here that shouldn’t be we must take
the album on face value and there
does seem to be sanity in Dylan's
seeming collapse. Since the beginning
Dylan has been discarding. How
many turned their backs when he
turned electric? How many more
turned their back with his new
voice? How many more will go, after
a taste of the trivia on this album.
Yet I sense a purpose. And I be
lieve the clue (sorry Bob) was in
‘I Shall Be Released':
“Yonder stares at me in his lonely
crowd
A man who swears he’s not to
blame
I hear his voice calling so loud
Just crying out that he was
framed'.
Isn't that Dylan saying that he is
no longer interested in being the
prophet? That he was never a pro
phet? Whether we like it or not
Dylan’s lifestyle is no longer that
which found his singing those songs
of doom and images. Dylan seems
to have found an inner tranquility
which we have to accept as our
loss and his very great gain. He
just cannot be as before.
So you find here a Dylan curious
ly right back musically where he
was before he was first recorded. He
is writing folk songs and singing
other contemporary peopl’s folk son
songs too: “Early Morning Rain”,
“Let It Be Me”, “Gotta Travel On”,
“Blue Moon” and a Dylan-credited
“It Hurts Me Too”.
Dylan is completing the cycle
drawing around him the musicians
and techniques he's learnt to know
in the first cycle.
Again from ‘I Shall Be Released”:
“So I remember ever face
Of every man who put me here”.
This is the first ‘produced’ Dylan
album. He’s using string ands brass
and female choruses. The old style
did not involve production.
Unfortunately very little of this
album is significant for Dylan or for
music. (Deliberately so, I'd hope’ it’s
just Dylan, the little man who just
wants to enjoy his msuic.
First track is “All The Tired
Horses”, a big production job which
has high female voices repeating over
and over the lines “All the tired
horses in the sun, How’m I gonna
get any riding done” That's it.
Dylan never does make any audible
contribution and it’s far too long.
Next a plaintive “Alberta”, repeated
as the last track on the final side.
“I Forgot More Than You’ll Ever
Know” is reminiscent of a Presley
sung ballard, steel guitars in the
background. “Days of 49” is my
favourite track, the story of “the
days we dug up the gold”. Best des
cription would be as “John Wesley
Harding” stuff.
“Early Morning Rain”, a good
song by Gordon Lightfoot, is fol
lowed by the only other memorable
Dylan song “In Search of Little
Sadie” later reprised with a com
pletely new backdrop for the words.
“Belle Isles” on that same side is a
ballad tribute, presumably to Eng
land and the Isle of Wight perform
ance. “Woogie Boogie” is an instru
mental. As is “Wigwam” on the
fourth side.

Woodstock was the ultimate in
festivals, and festivals are rehear
sals to work out the new com
munity. Haight-Ashbury was a dis
aster. So let’s just do it for one
short period every now and again.
And Woodstock so far has been the
largest and most successful of those
experiments.
The album, er albums? It suffers
in the same way that causes the
failure of every other live record
ing. The recordings are mostly in
ferior to what’s been done in the
studio and you need to have been
there. For the thousands on thous
ands who were there this is an es
sential memento, a trigger for mem
ories. But to us it’s just live re
cordings of some incredible artists.
John Sebastion is one of the few
artists who does not suffer by being
recorded in the field, but only be
cause there's just him and that
acoustic guitar.
Canned Heat have a terrible day,
the singer completely off voice.
Richie Haven’s contribution is
good (makes you want to hear
more) but too brief to get into.
Country Joe and Fish offer just
a mediocre musical performance
though on the US copy of the al
bum they do sneak in their famous
‘Fish’ cheer in its true form.
There’s something exhilarating about
half a million people shouting THAT
word.
Joan Baez is typical.
Crosby Stills Nash and Young
are the stars. Is it because they’re the
only artists normally appearing on
Atlantic? They do three of their
songs in versions which really make
you appreciate the sheer beauty and
complexity of their material.
Arlo Guthrie is passable as are
Ten Years After and Jefferson Air
plane.
Joe Cocker is fantastically frantic
with “With A Little Help From My
Friends”. It’s enormous. Exciting.
Santana play a good set.
Sly and the Family Stone ob
viously do an equally exciting act
but the recording captured little of
it partly because you’re not there
being involved and partly because I
imagine that to record all that’s
going on has proved too much for
the technicians.
The Butterfield Blues Band ex
press a nice sentiment as they in
troduce “Love March” but that’s all
there is to it really.
Finally Jimi Hendrix blasts off
with “Star Spangled Banner”.
I wouldn’t buy the album but it
was worth hearing. The local ver
sion will have crowd noises over the
scattered naughties that are uttered.
—Ed Nimmerroll.

guided interviewer:
Q: You seem almost deprecatory
about the things you have done.
Taylor: “They are the only things
I do. It is hard for me to explain,
but, you see, I’m not a talker. Not
to . . . . don’t get me wrong . . .
not to exercise false modesty, but. ..
“Almost the only thing that I can
give other people is songs, and the
rest of it is mine, just my private
life, my private, mundane life.”
Loneliness is really what Sweet
Baby James is about; perhaps most
of the things James Taylor writes
are connected to this theme. His
songs on Tom Rush’s The Circle
Game album are in that mood.
Three songs in particular stand
out on Sweet Baby James (which,
incidentally, seems a pretty auto
biographical record). The first is
‘Sweet Baby James’ itself, beautiful
with steel guitar drifting behind the
vocal. This is a contemporary coun
try music of the kind that Neil
Young achieved on his first Reprise
LP. But it has more of an East
coast feel, like the music of Tom
Rush, who is the closest performer,
in style, to James Taylor. ‘Sweet
Baby James’ condenses a whole
feeling
of loneliness,
somehow
neither happy nor sad, into this
New England setting.
Now the first of December was
covered with snow;
So was the turnpike from Stockbridge to Boston,
Though the birches seemed
dreamlike on account of their
frostin',
With ten miles behind me, and
10,000 more to go . . .
On the second side, ‘Fire And
Rain' and ‘Anywhere Like Heaven’
have ‘the same .feeling. Taylor’s
voice — again, reminiscent of Tom
Rush’s — is much better suited to
these songs than to the mock-blues
(‘Steamroller’, ‘Oh Baby, Don’t You
Loose Your Lip On Me’) that pun^ ctuate the LP. The country-folk
things work better all round, though
the blues make it apparent that
Taylor is a pretty fine guitarist.
‘Fire And Rain’ is much a blues
as any of the more obviously de
rivative songs on Sweet Baby James;
but it’s blues because of the state of
mind it expresses. Because of that,
it’s a much more relevant and hon
est statement than those songs:
I've seen fire and I've seen rain,
I’ve seen sunny days that I
thought would never end;
I’ve seen lonely times when l
could not find a friends,
But 1 always thought that I’d see
you again.
‘Anywhere Like Heaven’ (with a
remarkably Burritos-like opening) is
:he best moment for me on the re
cord, because it does more than just
express a feeling of depression; it
takes a positive step towards un
derstanding it, by relating the ram
bler’s state of mind to his environ
ment and his continuous sense of the
past, against which his present
location suffers:
When I walk along your city
streets and look into your eyes;
When 1 see that simple sadness
that upon your features lies,
If my spirit starts to sink, it
comes as no surprise;
It’s been a long way from any
where like heaven, to your
town, this town . . .
Apart from this, ‘Anywhere Like
Heaven’ is simply uplifting; it’s one
of those things you can just listen
to, which is really the best thing
about Sweet Baby James. Why try
to put your finger on it? If the
magic’s in the music it’ll come
through. It does on this album.
— Rob Smyth.
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would need to choose between. Van
Morrison and his “Astral Weeks”
album and an American Group call
ed Pearls Before Swine. In the three
albums I have loved I have seen
nothing about the group ever, and
only the one single photo in the
“Rock Is a Four Letter Word”
paperback.
Through the albums the line-up
has changed, always around Tom
Rapp the voice and songwriter. The
songs performed which do not come
from his pen are a clue to his own
songs. On Balalaika he does “Suz
anne” from Leonard Cohen and on
“These Things Too” it is “I Shall
Be Released” which fits snugly into
Tom’s own soft, emotional songs.
The most incredible part of his
singing is his lisp. It is hardly ever
audible, never ^ outrageous. I often
heed to point it out to people. Yet
when you’re aware of it that lisp
makes such a wonderful contribu
tion to your enjoyment of his songs.
The lisp adds a warm imperfection
to the spot-on clarity and beauty of
his tender voice.
Then there’s the words:
“Perfection of a kind was what he
was after
The poetry he invented was easy
to understand
He knew human folly like the
back of his hand
He had an interest in armies and
and fleets
When he laughed respectable
senators laughed at his feet
But when he cried the little
children died in the streets.”
— Ed. Nimmervoll

DELANEY AND
BONNIE ON TOUR
(WITH ERIC CLAPTON)
American Import.

After all the hype about this
group I was prepared for something
really good. However, the album
proved to be a big disappointment.
Sure, they’ve got some big names in
their backing group and the whole
thing really swings along, but the
album is very samey, the songs are
mostly uninspired and the whole
thing lacks charisma. Delaney, who
used to play bass in the “Shindogs”
years ago, has a competent but un
distinguished voice. His wife, Bonnie,
possesses a powerful voice but again
their is nothing to distinguish her
from a dozen other soul singers.
Best cut on the album is their single
“Coming Home”. Clapton’s guitar
really takes off on this number and
the song has some interesting
changes, but really this album is
pretty ordinary.
— Tony Convey

tom r u s h —
CBS 9972, American
Import.
It’s been quite a wait between
albums for Tom Rush. Since his
last outing he has changed labels
and grown some more hair. Rush
has one of the best voices on the
scene and it is a pity he hasn’t had
more success. CBS have given him
the big production treatment with
an all star backing group and some
sensitive string arrangements. “Driv
ing Wheel” is one of the most beau
tiful performances I've yet heard, a
poignant, haunting song. Indeed the
.quality of the songs, all new, is re
markably good. The only song I
had heard before was Fred Neil’s
“Wild Child” and Rush’s interpre
tation adds a new dimension to the
song. Tom Rush has had his fingers
in many musical pies and his latest
is the best one yet. It is to be hoped
that CBS release the album locally.
— Tony Convey

Pearis Befc*? Syvne

James Taylor
SWEET BABY JAMES
Warner Bros. WS 1843
The LP James Taylor made for
Apple has not been released here;
he left Apple disillusioned and dis
appointed, and recorded Sweet Baby
James, a lovely record which shows
him to be A perceptive and poetic
musician of considerable ability.
The songs and Taylor’s perform
ing style are unassuming and rather
introspective. ^Some of these songs,
thdUgn, are just So good that you
have to notice them. I was interest
ed in a recent interviw with Taylor,
Which speaks a iot about him without
actually saying too much: his reti
cence in answering underlined the
distance he’d put between himself
and his persistent and rather mis-

Van Morrison
MOONDANCE
Warner Bros. WS 1835

Pearls Before Swine
THESE THINGS TOO
Reprise 6364 (Import)
If you were to ask me the name
that meant most to me at the mom
ent (always make that stipulation) I

In all fairness to Van Morrison,
I can only say that this is a nice
LP which contains only one really
outstanding song, ‘Into The Mystic’.
Morrison (like James Taylor) seems
to have become something of a cultfigure in America, but his music is
just ordinary on Moondance; per
haps the charisma has been lost in
the recording. He hasn’t really come
all that far since the days of Them
and the Belfast Gypsies.
Nonetheless, Moondance is one
huge step better than most of the
albums being pushed out at the

moment. It’s to Van Morrison’s
credit that he hasn’t attempted to
put out a self-conscious ‘masterpiece’;
instead, Moondance is simply a col
lection of songs, most of which are
relaxed and rather quiet. The best
thing about the album is that its
mood is fairly consistently main
tained; the instruments are played
thoughtfully, and don’t often intrude
— Morrison’s voice is’ always the
lead instrument. Whether or not
you’ll regard Moondance as a signi
ficant work or just another album
(albeit better than most) is some
thing you’ll decide when you hear
it yourself.
—
Rob Smyth

Paul Siebell
WOODSMOKE AND
ORANGES
Elektra EKS 74064.
American Import.
Another in the almost endless
stream of singer songwriters making
a name for themselves in the States.
Siebell’s nasal delivery is somewhat
reminiscent of Dylan on “Nashville
Skyline”, however he is no copyist
and has developed a highly distinc
tive sound of his own. The songs
are all cast in the Nashville mould
and feature superb backing from
people like David Bromberg (gui
tar), Weldon My rick (steel guitar)
and violinist Richard Greene from
the “Sea Train” group. Siebell, who
originally started out as a white
blues singer, changed his style and
started writing his own material
after being asked by a young fan if
he knew any John Hammond songs.
“Bride 1945” which has become
his trademark is typical of his ap
proach. Telling of the death of love
and its gradual replacement by bore
dom and indifference it would sound
like a dead pan parody but for his
reversal of the cliches. Other high
lights on the album are the wistful
“Nashville Again”, the gusto of
“She made me lose my blues” and
Greene's miraculous violin solo
(echoes of Stephane Grappelly) on
“Miss Cherry Lane”. Elektra have
lavished their usual care on the pro
duction. All in all a solid and in
dividual debut album by a song
writer who will be around for a long
time.
— Tony Convey

John Fahey —
THE YELLOW
PRINCESS
Vanguard American
Import.
This is Fahey's second album for
Vanguard.
His
first, “Requia”,
showed his skill at assembling elec
tronic collages. The side long title
track “Requia for Molly” being a
history of our times expressed by
an electronic montage combining
his guitar and pre-recorded sound
effects.
Unlike England's Bert Jansch and
John Renbourn, Fahey, who has
been recording for eight years, has
been too much of a loner to have
developed a cult following. However
the inclusion of one of his pieces
“The Dance of Death” on the
soundtrack of Antonioni’s “Zabriskie
Point” will probably ensure a wider
audience for his music.
This particular album is one of
the finest solo guitar albums on the
market. Fahey explores strange
roads with his guitar, creating in
tricate, often dissonant patterns of
sound. He is something of a para
dox because the actual mechanics of
his music are rooted in one of the
oldest “folk” styles, the finger pick
ing ragtime style of the East coast
guitarists of the 1920’s. Yet his
music transcends the narrow confines
of his technique. The title track, a
tone poem, loosely based on a
theme from Saint-Saen’s !“Yelliow
Princess Overture” conjures up a
vision of a sleek clipper ship cour
sing over the Indian Ocean. On
“March for Martin Luther King” he
sombrely recreates the passing of a
funeral cortege. On other tracks he
quotes from Appalachian hymns and
Elizabethan ballads. Fahey is a
musical magician who deserves to
be better known. This album should
go a long way to doing just that.
— Tony Convey

Jerry Jeff Walker
FIVE YEARS GONE
ATCO SD-33-297
American Import.
This album represents the high
water mark of the American singersongwriter tradition. Walker’s songs
have a depth and maturity lacking
in some of his contemporaries work.
The album is Walker’s way of re
viewing the previous five years of
his life. It reflects his wandering,
drifting way of life through a beau
tiful set of songs telling of lone
liness, travel and lost loves. He pos
sesses a mellow, virile voice which
is complemented perfectly by the
Nashville orientated backings. On
tracks like “Seasons Change” and
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“About Her Eyes” the beauty of the
lyrics and the haunting, restrained
backdrops create a sound of almost
unearthly beauty. The album is
nicely balanced, as well as the wist
ful love songs there are exuberant
hymns to the wandering life such as
“Tracks Run Through The City”.
It is with people like Walker and
Fred Neil that the real strength of
country rock lies and hot with the
much vaunted super groups such as
“Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young”.
Unfortunately the record will prob
ably go unnoticed. Needless to say
it has not been listed for release in
Australia. As an extra bonus the
album contains the famous drunken
tape of his masterpiece. “Mr. Bojangles”, recorded in the early hours
of the morning on radio station
WBA1 New York. With the assis
tance of David Bromberg’s skilful
guitar work it is the definitive reocrding of one of the best songs
ever written. Mention should be
made of the musicians whose work
helps make the album so memorable,
in particular David Bromberg on
guitar, Weldon Myrick on steel,
David Briggs — piano and Pete
Wade — dobro.
—
Tony Convey

Mountain
MOUNTAIN CLIMBING
Bell SBLL 133/ EMI
Mountain Climbing displays many
of the faults of Mountain’s first
album, but also manages to pick up
on many of the better things which
were obviously latent in the group.
They are still suffering from appal
ling production, I suspect because of
Pappalardi’s continuing belief that
they are essentially a ‘heavy’ band.
This album states, on the back of
the sleeve, “This record was made
to be played loud”. But the loud
things are not what make it a good

album—-which, in the end, it is.
In fact, there is a clear division
apparent in Mountain Climbing:
Leslie West sings all the loud,
‘heavy’ songs, and Pappalardi sings
the more melodic things. West’s
vocals are rough and really grating,
made worse by the wretchedly dis
torted backing: he’s a shouter, not
a singer. Pappalardi, on the other
hand, has a beautiful voice, very
similar (not surprisingly) to Jack
Bruce’s. Bruce’s ‘Theme From An
Imaginary Western’ (the ‘from’ is
Mountain’s alteration) is present on
this LP: were it not for the produc
tion, it would be as good as Bruce’s
own version. Apart from this track,
though, the first side is pretty for
gettable. The second side is some
thing else. West’s voice is dominant
on only one track, which is, of
course, a horror. The rest is lovely.
‘For Yasgur’s Farm’ has one of
the most ingenious, almost erotic
melody lines I’ve heard; Gail Col
lins’ lyrics are perfectly fitted into
this melody, and Pappalardi’s vocal
would be impossible t o . improve
upon.
‘To My Friend’ is next, an acoustic
guitar solo from West which, while
it is obviously little more than a
chance for him to show off his con
siderable playing talent, is rhythmic
ally fascinating. It is as much a
drum solo as a guitar piece! The
third track on this side, ‘The Laird’,
is as unusual and involving as ‘For
Yasgur’s Farm’. The use of both
acoustic (Pappalardi) and electric
(West) guitars is particularly effec
tive; Pappalardi is painstakingly care
ful and hesitant in his vocal, as
though he’s not sure of the song.
The melody line is such that jt
demands a considerable range, but
he sings it without anything resem
bling a false note.
Finally, ‘The Boys In The Band’
underlines Pappalardi’s writing talent;
he shares with Jack Bruce the ability
to write strange and melodically
moving music. This particular song
begins with vaguely familiar piano
and Jorma Kaukonen-like guitar.
Unfortunately, the production again
has been overdone in the chorus
(the same happens to ‘Yasgur’); I
find it amazing that a producer of
Pappalardi’s genius can continue to
do things like this. Surely he can’t
be satisfied with the final mix when
it is as distorted and badly balanced
as it is here. (Of course, there is
the possibility that the local press
ing is poor, but in this case I’m
more willing to believe that the pro
duction itself is at fault, in view of
the expressed aim on the cover.)

Mountain Climbing may be worth
having for the three or four things
that really come off; I don’t know
whether to keep mine or not. They
are obviously a band with a lot of
good ideas, but these ideas are still
being obscured by Pappalardi’s mis
guided vision of what Mountain
should be. Still, this LP is a great
improvement over the last, and I’m
certainly not about to write the
group off, remembering the produc
tion (and directional) difficulties
Cream had early in the piece. But
Mountain isn’t quite Cream, of
course. . . .
— Rob Smyth

ZABRISKIE POINT
SOUNDTRACK
MGM SE-4668ST
Whatever Antonioni’s failings as a
director in ‘Zabriskie Point’, he has
chosen a remarkable collection of
songs for his soundtrack. It’s obvious
that Antonioni (or whoever advised
him) has more than just taste in
contemporary music; he has, for the
most part, used music which has
direct sociological significance, albeit
to different periods. The Rollipg
Stones aren’t on this soundtrack LP,
which is a good thing, as their ‘You
Got The Silver’ is one of the shod
diest things they’ve done, represent
ing their attempt to become part of
a musical culture they have no
understanding of, or sympathy with.
Pink Floyd’s three extended pieces
show eloquently why this group has
been regarded as the most significant
of ‘electronic’ bands. Their music is
evocative of a great many things:
it has great psychological impact in
that much of what it suggests
registers only half-consciously, as
shadowy images. Their music does
not really concern itself with spec
ifics, even in those songs where the
lyrics assume some importance.
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Jerry Garcia’s guitar solo, ‘Love
Scene’, shows him to ge a good
guitarist with a fine lyrical sense,
but to suggest that he’s a great
guitarist is a little wide of the mark.
The Grateful Dead have been adul
ated less for their music, I suspect,
than for what they meant to the San
Francisco scene at a certain time.
Their new LP, Workingman’s Dead,
should show whether or not they can
make it on music alone, as they’ve
apparently given up the acid-rock
that they made their name with.
Their excerpt from ‘Dark Star’ is
also worth listening to for its
ethereal, disembodied guitar lines.
The rest of the album is, in dif
ferent ways, traditional and distinct
ively American. Roscoe Holcomb’s
‘Single Girl’ is pure hillbilly, but in
it can be seen some faint resem
blance to the other songs springing
from the American country tradi
tion: perhaps that is their faint re
semblance. Patti Page’s ‘Tennessee
Waltz’, for example, is much more
a country than a pop song,, but that’s
not how I remembered it, until I
heard it again. What’s more, in the
context of this album it doesn’t
sound anywhere near as absurd as
one might expect: on the contrary,
it fits well and sounds good. I was
really surprised to hear the amount
of care that has obviously gone into
its recording. It is a country song:
before Patti Page sold a million
copies with this version, it had come
through Grand Ol’ Opry, written by
Pee Wee King and Redd Stewart,
two members of the Golden West
Cowboys! The best thing about
Patti Page’s recording of it is that
it has integrity: she’s treated it as
it was written.
Kaleidoscope is a rock band with
a considerable understanding of their
musical roots, as ‘Brother Mary’ and
‘Mickey’s Tune’ show. These two
pieces are, in their way, just as much
a part of the continuation of coun
try music as a tradition, as ‘The
Tennessee Waltz’ is. The same can
be said of the Youngbloods’ ‘Sugar
Babe’, one of the best things on
their album, Earth Music. I’ve writ
ten about this song before, so I
should just say that the Youngbloods
are one of a small handful of bands
who have been able to really take
the garden of American music and
grow something new in it, from old
seeds if you like.
Finally, John Fahey’s ‘Dance of
Death’ is an ingenious guitar piece
that swings along in a half-humorous,
half-evil way. There are some really
nice changes in it, but a warning:'
don’t dance to it!

All in all, then, the soundtrack
for ‘Zabriskie Point’ (regardless of
whether or not it fitted in to the
film well) is a remarkable and valu
able record. Its high points for me
are Pink Floyd’s soaring or subdued
electronic collages, but there is so
much in it that’s good that there’s
not much point in looking for privi
leged moments. I hope that a great
many copies of this soundtrack will
be sold, and that because of them,
a great many people will look fur
ther into the music of the performers
represented.
Rob Smyth

Procol Harum
HOME
Regal Zonophone
SLRZ 1014
There are really no words that
can express my feelings about the
intensity and beauty of this LP, Pro
col Harum’s fourth. But, because
I want you to hear it, I’m compelled
to write about it here, in the hope
that you’ll be similarly moved by
what remains the finest group in
rock music.
Each time Procol Harum release
a new album I am simply grateful
that the band is still together: for

Blood, Sweat... and Talent!
JAMES TAYLOR

ARGENT

NORMAN GREENBAUM

James Taylor’s first album, on Apple, was
glowingly reviewed. The same will happen to
James Taylor’s second album, Sweet Baby James
(WS 1843), on Warner Bros. Only much more so.

Remember the Zombies? Rod Argent
was the leader and he disbanded the
group at the peak of its success to form “a dream
group of musicians with not only experience and
technical ability, but also the imagination, enthusiasm
and mutual respect necessary to create something
really worth listening to” . Argent (ELPS 3568) is
something really worth listening to.

| Spirit in the Sky (RS 6365) is the first Reprise
album by Norman Greenbaum, who is no
stranger to those who delighted in “The Eggplant
that Ate Chicago” , which Norman recorded while
leader of Dr. West’s Medicine Show and Junk Band.
Now Norman writes and sings his songs by him
self, better than ever. Like the great title tune on
this one— and nine others.

BILLY JOE ROYAL

GLENN YARBROUGH

VAN MORRISON

From Down in the Boondocks to Cherry Hill
S i Park (SBP 233802) may not seem like much
of a trip, but Billy Joe made it and he’s still travelling
— up the charts that is! They’re calling it the “Atlanta
Sound” . It’s a warm sound.

Glenn Yarbrough’s vocal magnitude has been
y) awing audiences for lo these many years,
during and after the legendary Limeliters. This
latest, Let Me Choose Life (WS 1832), is one for
connoisseurs. We trust there are lots of them!

^i Van Morrison’s first solo album was one of
yj those underground rumbles, beloved by few,
unknown by many. R olling Stone said it “ may have
been the best album of 1969” . Back to 1970, and
here’s an even better musical offering. It’s called
Moondance (WS 1835).
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if ever a band had reason to be
come disillusioned and break apart,
that band is Procol. From their
first single, they have been the most
classical, the most contained and
the most truly thoughtful of all
rock bands; and yet, in spite of
three (now four) absolutely stun
ning albums they’ve been forgotten
or carelessly dismissed by all those
who never really listened beyond
‘A Whiter Shade Of Pale’.
However, that’s in the past; Home
has received considerable attention
overseas, and the critical acclaim
given to it may prod the group back
into prominence. It doesn’t much
matter, now, because Procol are un
likely to be affected — in any way —
by this kind of ‘success’. They’ve
progressed without ever charting the
mainstreams of whatever musical
styles have been in fashion over the
past few years. While acid rock
gave way to country music, Procol
pursued their distinctive, rather Ger
manic rock with amazing singlemindedness and clarity of purpose.
Home is the finest achievement of
this music, a self-contained master
piece. Whether it fails or succeeds
commercially, Procol will continue
to progress: their subsequent album
will be just as stylistically rigid, just
as aloof and uncompromising as the
first four. All of which would sug
gest that listening to the group is
a demanding experience: of course,
it is.
Home sees the end of the group
as it was for three albums: Chris
Copping, who plays both bass and
organ, replaces Matthew Fisher and
David Knights, neither of whom is
missed. The rest are the same: Gary
Brooker plays piano beautifully and
sings as well as ever; Robin Trower’s
guitar-playing is as imposing and
brutal as it has been since the first
album, and B. J. Wilson has emerged
as one of the best drummers play
ing. Not to mention Keith Reid,
whose lyrics are unmatched by any
one’s — and that includes Dylan,
Lennon and anyone else you can
think of! Reid is possessed, more
than ever, by the dual images of
deception and death; the two are
irrevocably associated in his tor
mented and obsessive words.
Now and then my life seems
truer
Now and then my thoughts
pure
A nd in all my thoughts are
fewer
Maybe death will be my cure
Home begins with a driving,
bluesy ‘Whisky Train’, considerably
more impressive than its counterpart,
‘Juicy John Pink’, on the previous
album. Robin Trower writes music
that is far simpler and more deriva
tive of ‘modern’ forms than that of
Gary Brooker, who is (as usual)
responsible for most of the album’s
music.
‘The Dead Man’s Dream’ is
sombre: this is the* first of a number
of songs which begin with Gary
Brooker alone, accompanying him
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self on piano. The arrangements
are restrained and effective, the
other instruments usually made sec
ondary to the voice and piano. The
group’s singular sound — singular
without ever slipping onto a plane
of sameness — is never lost, though,
in either those songs in which
Brooker dominates or those in which
the whole group plays at an equal
level. Gary Brooker has recognised
this himself:
“The most influential thing in Pro
col Harum is our songs. Everyone
in the band works around that. Even
if we had all different musicians, I
think we’d still sound like Procol
Harum.”
The Dead Man’s Dream’ is im
portant for two reasons. First, it
establishes — again — Keith Reid’s
underlying belief in the basic one
ness of all men. He writes about
himself, all the while assuming that
his listener is the same; the first verse
of this song states:
. . . I dreamed a dream, as
strange as could be,
Concerning myself and some
body like me.
The second thing ‘The Dead
Man’s Dream’ is significant for, is
its similarly strong belief in the
insignificance of all men: the last
line, “So I snuggled under”, gives
this away. Of interest musically is
Brooker’s recitation of the third
verse. For me, this doesn’t come off
(nor does his similar recitation on
‘Whaling Stories’), as it destroys the
dramatic tension of the haunted
melody line.
‘Still There’ll Be More’ is played
with great strength; the band really
swings hard, and to great effect.
They are so tight, and so relaxed at
the same time. It’s a vengeful song,
with a superb chorus:
I’ll blacken your Christmas
And piss on your door.
You'll cry out for mercy,
But still there'll be more.
The next song is the best thing
on the record. ‘Nothing That I
Didn’t Know’ is hauntingly beauti
ful; its immense despair is some
how condensed into a few short
lines!
Did you hear what happened to
Jenny Drew?
1 couldn't believe it, but it*s
true;
Twenty-six, and now she's dead:
l wish that 1 could have died
instead.
These are the most terribly clear
words Keith Reid has written; I can
only assume that he did know a
Jenny Drew, who died. The last
verse is just magnificent: “Did you
hear what happened to Jenny Drew?
Strike me dead; make it untrue!”
Chris Copping’s sensitive organ
part and Barrie Wilson’s irregular,
really moving drumming, with Robin
Trower’s acoustic guitar, produce a
sad, soft backdrop to Gary Brooker’s
voice: he sings in a rising cry of

pain, which subsides for the final
instrumental passage.
The final track on the first side
is ‘About To Die’, which is perhaps
the most musically interesting part
of Home; it reinforces Brooker’s
assertion that the band has more
drive now — “something we didn’t
have much of before”. The music for
this song is Robin Trower’s.
The second side begins with a
reflective ‘Barnyard Story’ and moves
on to ‘Piggy Pig Pig’, which heralds
the apocalypse.
God's aloft, the winds are
raging.
God's aloft, the winds are cold.
“Whaling Stories’, which lasts just
under seven minutes, is the only
really extended track (though all of
them are long) on the LP. Like the
outstanding ‘In Held ’Twas In I’ on
Shine On Brightly, ‘Whaling Stories’
falls into different parts. It starts
in an uneasy calm, as though floating
on an unnaturally flat sea. (There’s
a nautical term for that, but coming
from land-dwelling Celtic stock I’ve
got no idea what it are.) It builds
quickly to what we Sea Scouts call
a ‘rolling swell’; the third verse is
shouted instead of sung, and as I
wrote before, doesn’t work because
the melody is essential to the con
tinued understatement of the song’s
melodramatic lyrics. The final verse,
though, brings it all back to sanity
with absolute command. It begins as
a peace following the storm, and on
the word ‘Shalimar’, it takes on the
choral atmosphere of a hymnal. It’s
an ambitious song, and all in all it
works pretty well — and even if it
hadn’t, I wouldn’t have minded after
what comes before.
The album closes with the only
possible statement, a really great
thing called ‘Your Own Choice',
whose words I’ll quote in full at
the foot of this review. This song
makes Home a complete, cyclical
entity. The LP is the best thing I’ve
heard since A Salty Dog; it’s prob
ably better than that record, as it
should be, because, a group like Pro
col Harum could do nothing else but
grow. May they never break up.
There's too many women and
not enough wine .
Too many poets and not enough
rhyme
Too many glasses and not
enough time
Draw your own conclusions . . .
M y old dog's a good old dog
M y old man's a silly old sod
The human face is a terrible
place
Choose your own examples . . ,
Went to the river but l could
not swim
Knew I'd drown if I went in
Lost my faith in a terrible race
Rest in peace hereafter . . .
—
Rob Smyth
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The Who
LIVE AT LEEDS
Decca DL79175
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de rture” on “Tommy”, pops up in
the instrumental break on “My Gen
eration” and takes the track up to
its conclusion.
“Magic Bus” which follows, is the
best track on the album, and has
only a vocal resemblance to the
original single.
Maraccas, and audience clapping,
set the stage for some tremendous
guitar from Townshend and Entwhistle. Townshend’s guitar work is
marvellous, really building on Daltrey’s vocal.
Daltrey’s voice live, has balls, a
raw screaming texture not unlike
Rod Stewart on occasions, that
suggests he’ll be lucky to sing out
each song.
Not so, for the power is always
there,
witness
Mose
Allison's
“Youne Man Blues”.

It’s not hard to be cynical about
the Who!
The Who’s version of “Shaking
They probably rank as the grea All Over” and “Summertime Blues”,
test gimmick group in rock, and so
like “Young Man Blues”, extend
it comes as a surprise to see them
these songs beyond their established
only getting on to the live recording
structure (as Blue Cheer has done
gimmick now.
too with “Summertime Blues"),
It’s also hard not to be cynical
with some blistering instrumental
about live recordings, because lets
work. “Sustitute” is the only song
face it, most live recordings are a
that is played “straight”, without any
chance for recording artists (and
variation, except for the line —
the record companies), to make
“I look bloody young but I'm
some quick coin, by producing an
just back dated yeah*'-.
album consisting mostly of past
material, and although it can be
The Who live, mean voluminous
nice, it just as often isn’t.
exciting rock, only the cuts from
But don’t get me wrong, there is
“Tommy”, give you some respite
a place for live albums, if they’re
from the volume and intensity.
not prompted out of expedience;
Townshend long suspected as a
there are some really outstanding
brilliant songwriter, and not so long
live albums, and you can add “The
as a guitarist of note, creates tre
Who Live At Leeds” to the list.
mendous excitement, whether giving
The majority of the album con
out heavy or subdued guitar (by
sists of earlier Who singles, add
Who standards). His playing is ex
some excerpts from “Tommy” their
quisite in texture, taste and timing,
rock-opera (I detest that term), and
using pauses with a calculated and
Who concert favourites, “Young
telling effect.
Man Blues”, “Shaking All Over”,
Moon the demon behind the
and “Summertime Blues”, and you
skins, pushes the Who along and
have a heavy rock, party record.
helps keep things loud, (the right
It really represents the Who in
thing to do if you claim to be ».he
retrospect, and to remind us of this,
loudest group in the world). Moo i
the album comes complete with
never learnt drums, and seems bet
letters and other documents con
ter for it, he might lack the tee cerning booking fees, cancellation of
nique of a Baker or Hiseman, but
gigs, instruments on hire purchase,
loses nothing in two fisted excite
and so on, it reads as a diary of a
ment.
band.
The Who have come a long way
John Entwhistle adds sanity l?
since they were once the High Num
bers, and the album traces the the band’s stage act, leaving the
band’s evolution, from the raw guts visuals to the others, concentrating
on playing his bass guitar, always
of
“My
Generation”,
up
to
managing to be heard, and sound
“Tommy”, when unfortunately they
ing at times on “Magic Bus”, as if
achieved praise beyond deserving,
he’s sharing lead.
for “Tommy” was the most hyped
album for 1969 period.
“The Who Live At Leeds” is
On one track “My Generation”
big on noise, but it is always well
(all fourteen minutes), it gives us
controlled, and the record has been
firstly “My Generation”, followed
superbly engineered and recorded.
by clever variations on various songs
There is no acoustic battle between
from “T o m m y ” . At one stage you
singer and group, everything being
are waiting for Daltrey to sing —
nicely balanced, demonstrate to your
“Captain Walker didn't come
friends that you are too by getting
home” instead you get “sorry” fol
lowed by an instrumental break. * a copy. Oh yes, turn the bass right
up and the volume too, its made to
“Rael” from “The Who Sell Out”
be played that way.
album, which was reintroduced and
— Ross Stapleton
expanded in “Overture” and “Un

JOIN THE REVOLUTION!
For $4 .8 0 you receive twelve (12) issues o f REVOLUTION post free. We w ould like to offer
all kinds o f free incentives - but then th a t’s not fair to the street sellers.
So all w e ’ll promise is that REVOLUTION is going to get better and better. Make sure you
follow the growth - it ’s bound to effect you som ew ay!
SO CUT THIS COUPON AND RETURN IT WITH A CHEQUE / POSTAL NOTE / MONEY
O RDER / IRREVOCABLE LETTER OF CREDIT TO:

SUBS.Rcwatalin,17Drummond St,
M o il,3053
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the problem s of o th er m others, especially
in the first m o n th s after th eir babies
b irth s, w hen th e problem s can be m ost
acute.
Marie keeps a list o f people offering
hom es to m others. M ostly this involves
housekeeping, b u t som etim es m others
board w ith a fam ily, and th eir m o th er
w orks and pays b o ard . Marie also helps
m others find congenial flat m ates, where
they wish to share w ith o th e r single
m others.
Last m o n th she found places for all o f
the nine m o th ers w ho co n tacted her. She
stresses th a t m o th ers en ter in to these
arrangem ents on th eir ow n responsibility,
although every care is taken.
Marie is in terested in popularising the
“ a d o p tio n ” o f single m o th ers in to hom es
w here the children can grow up in a
fam ily, and form friendly relationships
w ith the fathers. This w ould satisfy two
im p o rtan t needs for single m others — a
fath er figure fo r the child, and secure,
stable acco m m o d atio n .
Single m others now receive an allowance
of $ 2 5.5 0 m axim um per w eek, u n d er a
schem e ratified in Parliam ent in April.
U nlike o th er su p p o rtin g m o th ers, they
are n o t allow ed to augm ent th eir incom es,
and any earnings, or m aintence paid by
fathers, is ded u cted from the pension.
This m akes it im possible for a single
m o th er to cope in d ep en d en tly . She m ust
depend on som eone for accom m odationand if, as o ften happens, h er family d e
serts or can n o t help her, she may face a
struggle to keep h er b ab y w ith her.
A part from hu m an itarian considerations,
the cost o f m aintaining a child in a
governm ent in stitu tio n — over $30.00 per
week — m akes it im perative th a t an effo rt
be m ade to find suitable accom m odation.
This w eek there are tw o m o th ers w ith
twins looking fo r hom es, housekeeping
will be b ey o n d them .
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MELBOURNE PHONE
CONTACTS FOR ADVICE:

VIETNAM MORATORIUM
IN ADELAIDE

These contacts are for people w ho have
already registered b u t still are opposed
to conscription.

N ational activities are planned for the
forthcom ing V ietnam M oratorium Cam 
paign for 17th, 18th and 19th S eptem ber,
1970.

Blackburn 88 3562

ON THE HORIZON

Burwood 288 7250

We're having a lo t of trouble getting
people to n otify us about coming
events. On The Horizon is in for a
purpose — to publicise the organiza
tions and happenings o f the alter
native culture. Anything coming up
in the future that you think might
be interesting write and tell us, we'll
put it in. As we have no events this
week here's a list of some good
organizations.

E ltham 439 9480
M oorabbin 90 6683
Balwyn 857 9249
S. M elbourne 69 2358
D andenong 792 2393 and 792 4807
Prahran and S. Yarra 51 3667
City 63 2005 (9am - 5pm )
Clifton Hill 489 2630
G reensborough 435 6459
Boronia 762 1529

E. M elbourne 41 4178
Haw thorn 82 5484
Glen Waverly 277 8602

A.

I.C.D. 587 George S t., Sydney 266201

Gregory O ’H air — Secretary
76 0511 (w ork)

(1) Im m ediate, total and unconditional
w ithdraw al of A ustralian and Am erican
and all o th e r foreign tro o p s from IndoC hina and the im m ediate, total and
u nconditional w ithdraw al of all form s of
sup p o rt for the present Saigon and Nhom
Phen governm ents.

Ringwood & M itcham 87 1667

Cil.C.D. 9 4 E lizabeth St., Melb. 632005

Ju lie Ellis — Vice President
71 2701 (hom e)

The aims of this M oratorium are as under:

C arlton 34 5734

D RA FT COUNSELLING
CENTERS:

Prof. Brian M edlin — Vice President
79 7088 (hom e) & 76 0511 (work)

D oncaster 842 4549 AH and
842 2196 AH
Carrum & Chelsa 772 4991

If y o u ’re getting close to drafting age
co n tact any or all o f the following
organizations for advise and help. There
is a massive anti conscription m ovem ent
growing to help those of conscriptionable
age so d o n ’t feel isolated — co n tact these
people and see w h a t’s going on.

Mr. Lynn A rnold — President
65 3771 (hom e) & 23 2755 (work)

Kew 80 1778

Coburg & Preston 47 1617

ANTI CONSCRIPTION
ORGANIZATIONS

A t a recently held m eeting of the S.A.
C o-ordinating C om m ittee the follow ing
m em bers were elected as spokesm en for
the Cam paign and to the various execu
tive position as indicated:

Kilsyth 728 2710

(2) Im m ediate abolition of conscription
in any form .
These aims are to be pursued by all
m eans short of violence.

Brisbane L abor Council, Brisbane 21197

MAC is difficult to define, in fact to
define it w ould be to d estroy it. I t ’s a
symbol o f perm anent change, a seedbed
out of which may flourish the new art.
An art related directly to the creator
and his society. MAC is an atte m p t to
transcend the present definitions of the
artiotic consciousness and bring creativity
back to where it belongs - w ith everyone.
Their (your) tem porary area is in 147
Lonsdale St., M elbourne b u t anyone
interested can ring Garrie H utchinson on
34 9584 (M elbourne).

R am parts,

10

S cott

S t., Newcastle

L abor C ouncil, Trades Hall, Union St.,
Newcastle 21162

MEDITATION CENTRES:
T ranscendental M editation really puts
you in tune (like y o u ’ve never know n
before). Free intro d u cto ry discussions
are held by the follow ing centres. Phone
and find o ut w hen.

Box 77, St. Lucia U niversity, Brisbane

M elbourne:
34 6216

DRAFT RESISTERS
UNION:

Adelaide:
45 5988

Tony D alton 412091 (w ork) & 345734
(hom e)
Meetings every Thursday night at the
U nitarian C hurch in Carey S t., £. Melb.

Sydney:
32 1551

29 D rum m ond St., C arlton
30 Park St., Woodville Park
319 Edgcliff R d., W oollahra

CONTACTS:
Brisbane: Hugo Bonham 97 4002
H obart: Mrs. M orley, G lcnorchy 71176

We hope th a t y o u m ay be able to help
w ith accom m odation or d o n atio n s to 
wards the telephone necessary to continue
the service — and am ong th em may be
single m others w ho need hom es. For
inform atio n please co n tact Marie Bir
m ingham or the Single M others convenor
at 83 98 1 0 .

LET IT BE
And th a t’s how it is w ith them . Five of
them . Three Am ericans, one w estralian,
one New Z ealander. All aim ing to Let It
Be. “ A sh o t in the arm fo r the whole
scene.” To p ro m o te a flow, a co n tin u ity ,
a com m u n icatio n of m usic, art, th eatre,
pop. E verything th a t’s happening. Now.
Five people full o f enthusiasm , creativity
(“ L et It Be is a w ork o f a r t” ) and a good
sm attering o f business sense. Like, they
w ant to m ake m oney, enough to live on,
b u t they plan to “ tu rn our m oney into
people tu rn in g o n .” T heir ideas are
im m ense, free ranging, no lim it. E du
cation can be fun; th eatre, films, music
for schools (profit to the school), im port
artists, philosophers, m usicians to open
up A ustralia’s cultural im m u n ity . Help
anyone here w ho w ants to d o th eir thing.
Here and now . Who are they — L et It Be?
Five entirely d ifferen t
personalities,
blending to g eth er to produce th eir m u lti
faceted thing. Warren K night, stocky
dark haired Am erican, artist in search of
a new environm ent, came to Australia a
year ago. To Sydney, b u t gravitated to
M elbourne w here i t ’s all happening. If
you w an t to categorise roles (it’s a bit
artificial) Warren is the balance, the
ideals and ideas. Warren talks the ass
off y o u , bringing Let It Be to its place
in the universe. But convincing; at tim es,
inspiring.

MELBOURNE ARTS
C O -O PER A TIV E:

B. W.I.U. Trades Hall, Edward St., Bris
bane 21 4450
Mr. M acG udgeon, 60 Crow n St., Woolongong 21025

Last w eek we found a place for a m other
w ho had signed the ad o p tio n form b e 
cause she had nowhece to take h e r baby
hom e from h ospital. When she heard of
Single M others she had only a week left
to get h er baby b ack . She told us there
were six o th er girls crying th eir eyes o u t
in her hospital ward because they all
w anted to keep th eir babies, b u t had no
hom es to take th em to .

ACCOMMODATION SERVICE
FOR SINGLE MOTHERS
A service to find hom es for single m others
and their babies has been started in
M elbourne.
The service is run by Single M others, a
self-help group of unm arried m others
w ithin the organisation Parents W ithout
Partners.
The A ccom m odation O fficer is Marie
Birm ingham . She can be contacted at
52 1307. Marie is a single m o th er, w ith
a baby girl aged tw o. She feels that
her own experience gives her insight into

Roxy Ballard, statuesque, blond, the
face o f a gentle anim al, a delightful
m ixture of whim sy and com m onsense.
Came to A ustralia,
M elbourne, w ith
W arren. Invaluable for her ability to
ty p e, to organise, to design posters.
She is an artist in her ow n right. D oesn’t
dig her organizational role, b u t it’s to 
w ards greater things. The vision th at
m otivates them all (pretentious? th a t’s
my w ord, n o t theirs and the only one
to use).
Macy M cFarland, b lo n d , goodlooking, a
hustler.
In d ep en d en t im m igrant from
U.S. m et Warren and Roxy in M elbourne.
C om m unications graduate, experim enter
in FM. A ball of nervous energy.

Peter A ndrew , loijg b row n hair, always
shiny clean, long face, th in as a w hip.
The pragm atist. Very cool. L ongtim e
pop m anager, generally involved. M ana
ged a group in P erth. Follow ed th e scene
to M elbourne, associated w ith
Mike
Browning, managed the ill-fated In Focus.
Of the five, Pete know s the scene, the
hang-ups and hassles, directs operations.
J o h n Pinder, a large man w ith unruly
hair and the face of an overgrown school
b o y . E x-joum alist, all-round hassler, a
lomg history o f sem i-disastrous ventures
and one success, Ellis D- Fogg in Mel
bou rn e. E natic, enthusiastic an inbu ilt
tendency to rub people the w rong w ay.
Basically am bitious, b u t dedicated to the
vision;
They m et because o f the M iracle/“ L et
It Be was b o m of disaster,” says R oxy,
“ The disaster after the Miracle, the dis
aster o f Mike Browning cu ttin g o u t, the
disaster of Australia, disasters>of personal
frustration by the set u p .” T hey were
all involved in some way in the M iracle,
and som ehow , inevitably,
they m et,
talked, found they had the same ideas,
they clicked. J o h n is convinced it was
predestined. They all agree. T hey deci
ded to DO som ething w ith their ideas.
They got legal; they form ed a com pany.
They sat around thinking up freaky
nam es. ‘Let It Be’ came on the radio,
and th at was th at.
So far, since the Miracle (it w asn’t long
ago really and already it’s history as
A ustralia’s greatest pop non-event) L et
It Be is a booking and m anaging agency
for J e ff Crozier, S pectrum ,
Adderly
Sm ith, a string q u artet, and etc. L et It
Be organized the to tal enviorm ent thing
in conjunction w ith the M elbourne A rts
Co-Operative on M oratorium Day. Let
It Be b ro u g h t Buckm inster Fuller to
M elbourne, all arranged and financed in
under a w eek, and exam ple o f th eir
ability to infect hard headed business
w ith the Vision.
Let It Be is d ifferent. “ What o th er
com pany is there, w here th e secretary
climbs in the directors w indow at 7.30
a.m . every day to wake him u p ?” The
office at 100 D rum m ond S treet is organ
ised freaky chaos. Roxy on the p hone,
pushing back her hair to w rite in the
enorm ous b ooking log. P eter sitting on
the heater rapping' to a casual guest;
Warren philosophising w ith one o f the
Spectrum about their m usic; Macy ju st
back from hustling a dance-hall owner,
J o h n everywhere at once; the w hole
thing breaking into anarchy w ith the
arrival of J e ff Crozier; and all the tim e
business is going on, everything IS b u s
iness because Let It Be is concerned w ith
life. Adderly Sm ith came to them for
m anagem ent, pure and simple. A fter tw o
hours w ith Warren, they had new ideas,
the vision, direction and m anagem ent.
Infectious inspiration.
Of course there are hang ups. M oney.
They are constantly juggling accounts (at
least, Roxy is); they pay th eir rent and
give themselves $10.00 a week to live
on ($10.00! som edays th ey d o n ’t eat
m uch). Then th ere’s paym ents on the
‘com pany’ station wagon; paying the
bands, hassling for bread for the nex t
‘event’! They are the miracle th at grew
ou t o f the Miracle.
The future looks good for L et It Be
Therefore, the future looks good for
‘the scene’ for M elbourne, for Australia.
They are involving m ore and diverse
groups in their ideas, providing avenues
for w hat everyone w anted to do ages
ago b u t co u ld n ’t work o u t how . The
A ustralian Perform ing G roup, experi
m ental film m akers, photographers, a rt
ists, singers, musicians of all descriptions.
Ju s t so long as they d o n ’t m ake the m is
take th at happens to so m any good
things — pop groups for exam ple, run
out o f drive, get com placent, rich and
fat, let ego scenes take over, starting
believing their own publicity. Flexibility,
scope, ideals and a dash o f cynicism
should help prevent this. But m ost o f all
they will survive because L et It Be is a
G ood Thing
— Margo H uxley
ED’S. NOTE — Let It Be have taken
over the d istribution of R evolution in
M elbourne so naturally w e’re p retty
grateful to them . But th e y ’ve b rought
far m ore than organization to Revo
lu tio n ’s d istribution. They see Rev. as
becom ing the voice of the new society
and towards th at end th ey ’ve b ro u g h t all
the enthusiasm and d edication they can
m uster.
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