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THE SENATORS 
J« N T  COM M ITTEE
Three months before the Senate Select Committee on Drug Trafficking and 
Drug Abuse is expected to table its first report, rumors are flying that it will 
recommend a ‘soft’ line on ‘pot’.
With good reason.
Most of the evidence tended to the committee on marijuana has recommended 
a reduction in penalties for smoking, and three of the senators made prior 
statements on grass that could not exactly be recognised as opposition.
But it would be pure fantasy to suggest that the committee’s report will 
recommend legalisation.

GULLIVER 
AND SLATZILVANIA
NEW  DYLAN LP
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Revolution is on the stands 
more by the grace of the 
universal spirit than by 
deliberate machinations.

We have abandoned a Staff 
List in favor of the Zeit Geist.

If you're wanting to contact 
us, phone Phillip Frazer in 
Melbourne on 34 8121, or 
Greg Quill in Sydney on 929 
0499.

Other than that it remains only 
to mention Glenys, Lois, Ian, 
Jon and Geoff who put all kinds 
of effort into this issue against 
absurd odds .

Those letters are coming in, but 
with our distribution hang-ups 
still very much with us, we're 
not too sure who's getting us 
and who aint. If you aint, do 
telL.if you are are we getting 
through?

Revolution is published by Phillip Frazer, 
17 Drummond St., Carlton, 3053. 
Editorial and business officesssre at the 
same address, phone 348121. Printed by 
V^averley Colorprint Pty. Ltd., 33 Rail
way Parade North, Glen Waverley, 
phone 2326066.

Revolution is distributed in Queensland 
and N.S.W. by P.M. Distributors 3/36  
Manly Rd., Manly; in Victoria and 
South Australia and Tasmania by Robin
son Distributors P/L, 84 River St., South 
Yarra; in West Australia by P. & H. Red
man, 381 Fitzgerald St., North Perth.^riar

DlGKtJZ '

DEPRAVED
When I heard the shrill of the 
postman's whistle little did I 
realise the strange train of events 
which would be set in motion.
Gaily, unsuspectingly, I tripped 
to the letterbox and opened it to 
see what the jo lly  gentleman had left 
left us. I opened the lid and fished 
for virttatever was there and found 
a large rolled magazine. With a 
flash of excitement I realised it was 
the first copy of Revolution for 
which I had sent away a subscription 
some time before. Alas, when I un
wrapped it, I realised it was number 
5 which I already had, but almost 
immediately a little  piece of paper 
fell out on which was printed - 
"■Revolution's Private Parts".With 

a gasp I knew what it was. Quickly 
I hid it lest mummy and daddy 
discover what I had. I waited in an 
agony of expectation for some hours 
till mummy had to go and do her

shopping, whereupon I raced to 
the kitchen and found the scissors. 
With trembling hands I spread the 
magazine and printed slip on the 
table .Painstakingly I cut each 
letter out and meticulously glued 
each into its appointed place. Can 
you imagine the growing excitement 
as l saw the completed sentences 
and words form before me?

I do not quite know what some of 
the terms mean, but I have heard 
that there are many things in life 
that one is not supposed to think 
about, and every time I ask about 
such things my mouth is washed out 
with soap. Sometimes I have seen 
people in little  groups whispering 
and giggling, but whenever I ask about 
what is happening the people laugh at 
me.

Anyway, as I was reading the comple
ted terms I began to feel most pec
uliar. I did not know what was going 
on but at last, I became so funny and 
jumpy I had to rush to my room, 
lock the door and turn o ff the light.

Then something strange and exciting 
happened.

Now I am in a terrible dilemma. I don't 
quite know what it was that happened 
to me. Was that what people would not 
tell me about? Have I committed 
some Unmentionable Sin? Have I been 
irreversably "depraved and corrupted"? 
Will my hair fall o u t , w ill I grow skinny 
and weak and debilitated or die in an 
insane asylum? And gosh, how can you 
send such stuff through the post, where 
any sex maniac of a postman could get 
his hands on it?

I am now quite worried about what may 
have happened to me -  in fact I have to 
go to my room quite often and lock the 
door now, especially when I look

at girls, which is strange because I never 
took much notice of them before. Am I 
sinking into the depths? If so why is it 
so much fun?

S. Leslie
Longueville N.S.W.

P.$. Please send everything in plain 
wrappers lest mummy and daddy find 
out. I think they are already suspic
ious of my behavior as they are making 
me take more cold showers, and play 
more exhausting games and sport than 
ever. Thank you. — S.L.

Lots more incredible letters -  but 
time and space conspire 
to keep them filed for yet
another month.
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CONTINUED FROM PG. 1
The committee has been hearing evidence 
since January 27 last year. It is composed of 
eight senators (one chairman): three Liberals, 
three ALP, one DLP and one Country Party.
One Sydney Sunday newspaper suggests that 
two of the senators may table minority 
reports urging legalisation.

If I were pressed to select which two senators 
would table those statements, I would have 
to guess at Senators Wheeldon (ALP, WA) 
and Georges (ALP, Old.).
Senator Wheeldon has said: "The State has 
no business interfering with anybody's pri
vate life . . . "  When he made that statement, 
he recommended that marijuana should be 
legalised with no strings attached.

And Senator Georges has said: "I am worried 
we w ill get the situation with marijuana 
where a number of law enforcement agencies, 
police, customs officials and so on can 
infringe on personal liberties to control a 
drug which might not even be harmful."
As far as the five ALP doctor-members of 
the lower house are concerned, Senator 
Georges statement sums up the crux of the 
matter.

On most reliable sources, I have it that these 
five doctors w ill release a statement when the 
Committee report is tabled in parliament.
The doctors' statement w ill condemn the 
repression of the marijuana law no matter 
what the Committee report recommends.

And the doctors are expected to introduce 
a private member's bill at the same time 
urging legalisation of marijuana.
Dr. Klugman says that scientific evidence 
is fairly unanimous that marijuana is not 
particularly dangerous.
Dr. Everingham says legal restrictions are 
a waste of time.

Peace
This is a genuine ad for a new brand of 
cigarettes launched in the San Francisco 
Chronicle last August. What's the betting 
they call the menthol version Ecology'?

Dr. Jenkins says it should be legalized and 
Dr. Gunn says he has seen nothing to suggest 
that it should be illegal.
And Dr. Moss Cass says that it should be 
available to people who want it.
Dr. Cass gave explosive evidence to the 
Committee. He said that penalties for pos
session and dealing should be abolished.
And in opposition to new higher penalty 
Federal drug laws he said:

"As the risk goes up, the so-called glamor 
level increases and the price goes up. The 
crime rate follows."
I, myself, gave evidence to the Committee 
recommending first tolerance, then legalis
ation after investigations had been conducted.
No investigation is needed of course — One 
only needs the many overseas reports, of 
which the Wooton Report in England is 
most referable here in Australia.

Dr Neville Yeomans, in NSW, recommended 
that coffee shops as in Amsterdam be in iti
ated so that psychologists could study young 
people as they smoked.
Dr. Yeomans also organised the Marijuana 
Society which has just completed its first 
annual general meeting and therefore becomes 
part of the establishment pot advocates.
My slightly more informal organisation should

soon be revived — watch for the letters 
TOCC (the Tolerance Of Cannabis Cam
paign).

The National Union of Australian University 
Students presented a submission to the Com
mittee in June, recommending a gradual 
relaxing of prohibitions against marijuana.
John Geake, of the University of NSW, told 
the committee that smokers could be found 
among public servants, teachers, students, 
lawyers, doctors, and journalists.
Dr. F. Macnamara, former medical officer of 
Hong Kongs Central Prisons, told the com
mittee that intermixing of drug pushers and 
users would be widely disrupted if marijuana 
was permitted to be smoked by registered 
users.
Other doctors have given e./idence supporting 
grass:
Dr Duncan Chappell, an outspoken advocate 
for legalisation in Sydney with a large adult 
following, said the same restrictions as those 
on alcohol should be applied to grass.
He recommended that Australia act prior to 
the United States "before more young peo
ples lives are damaged bv laws which are not 
only unenforceable but also productive of a 
greater evil."
Dr. L. J. Weinholt, deputy director-general 
of the Commonwealth Department of Health 
testified:

"Harsh legal penalties, do not, in the exper
ience of other countries, appear to be the 
answer to the problems of drug dependence." 
The doctor also said that marijuana should be 
available in Australia for research purposes.
Very little evidence was given to the com
mittee concerning harmful effect of mari
juana, and most of this was in the 'social 
context' vein, as by Dr. G. S. Urquhart, 
Director of Psychiatric Services in Queens
land.
"What is not known is how the drugs are 
used in the Australian social context," he 
said.
This is an important point. From my exper
ience, I have seen people who have smoked, 
smile at each other, refrain from fighting, 
and disassociate themselves from war.
Marijuana would definitely have a dampening 
effect on the present Australian government.
The Comptrolier-General of Customs, Mr. 
A. T. Carmody, on the first day of the 
committee's hearing, said he was in no 
position to comment on whether marijuana 
should be banned.
"Certainly it is the drug which is most 
widely used, particularly by young people 
in this country. Publicity given to marijuana 
has resulted in its becoming popular with a 
significant number of younger people."

Mr. Carmody also said that the most alarming 
feature was that users of marijuana move to 
the direct injection of hard drugs. Senator 
Wheeldon said:
"But presumably 100 per cent of the users 
of hard drugs once drank milk — would that 
imply that leads to hard drugs?"
Perhaps some of the findings of the com
mittee will follow the report by one member 
of the Select Committee from the World 
Health Organisation.
"The general feeling of the Select Com
mittee is that it should not be classed as a 
dangerous drug, and that a distinction should 
be made between it and the hard drugs like 
cocaine, heroin or morphine.
"We have to recommend action as a com 
mittee and it is important that marijuana 
should be assessed correctly because the 
punitive measures which have to be taken 
to control it are in direct relation to the 
assessments of its danger.
"Marijuana . . . while it remains illegal and 
is worth such money is certain to be pushed 
heavily." Important words from an organis
ation that under Anslinger's influence clas 
sified marijuana with heroin."
And what it the result of all this talk, evi
dence and investigation by the eight members 
of the Senate Select Committee on drug tra f
ficking and drug abuse?
Besides judgements on alcohol, tobacco, 
patented medicines, and hard drugs, the Com
mittee will recommend an investigation into 
marijuana in Australia.
And my personal opinion is that most of the 
liberal judgements w ill go the same way as 
the Vernon Report on financial investment 
and the Anderson Report on television, 
both of which were ignored by the govern
ment which commissioned them.
Mr. Chipp is not about to take the com
mittee's report lightly after his unqualified, 
and virtually untruthful, statements about 
grass over the past six months.
As Senator Georges (remember him) has 
said: Mr. Chipp may be invited to a meeting 
of the committee to explain his recent 
statements.
He may bring some Strawberry Cheer along.

-  PHILIP N. WESt

FA C ISM
BY ANY OTHER NAME

PHILIP N. WEST.
Law'n'order bills are all the rage in Australian parliaments today - NSW has 
just passed its Summary Offences Act which appears fascist until you see 
Victoria's proposed act by the same name.

In one of the greatest travesties of democracy, the NSW bill was rushed 
through State Parliament in nine days.

This, despite the opinions of New South Welshmen as shown by the Liberal 
Government's crushing defeat in the George's River by-election, one day 
after Sydney police bashed their way to fame in the 2nd Moratorium.

The new laws bring old laws up to date, and repeal out-of-date laws. Interest
ingly, the 18th century vagrancy laws have been retained.

The new act increases or initiates penalties for offenders like Peeping Toms, 
defacers of public monuments, hinderers, resisters or inciters of assaults to 
policemen, trespassers, gate-crashers and sitters-in.

One part of the act is devoted to 'unseenly words', the use or display of, 
including 'abusive' or 'insulting' words.

Anyone who thinks this looks like an offensive behavior law is not far from 
the truth - offensive behavior is the usual charge to cover many sins, or when 
no actual law has been broken.

For this: a maximum penalty of $2000 or three months imprisonment.

Finally the act degrees that the Police Commissioner does not have the 
right to refuse permission for a march, but can impose any conditions he 
sees fit. Which is a mce way of getting around that old bugbear - democracy.

VICTORIAN

In Victoria, Premier Bolte hasn't worried about democracy so much. But then 
Victoria was, is, and probably always will be a fascist state.

His Summary Offences Act completely destroys right of assembly, one of 
the bases of democracy.

Anyone who is part of an assembly of three of more people and who ob
structs, hinders or impeded any other individual will be guilty of an offence 
and liable to a fine of $250 or three months gaol.

Imagine 70,000 people arrested in Melbourne in the Moratorium earlier this 
year and you may gain some insight into the power of this law.

If the person in question assaulted, resisted, obstructed, hindered, delayed or, 
encouraged another person to assault or stop a policeman from carrying out 
his duty' (Sic), then the penalty is double.

This means $500 or six months imprisonment, the same as the penalty for 
trespass.

Victoria's acting Chief Secretary, Mr. Smith, claimed the bill will not 
affect the right to demonstrate, protest or assemble peacefully.

Now all we need in parliament to protect us are a bevy on benevolent dictators.

IS JUST THE SAME
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Lindsay Bourke is a musician who plays 
from a place beyond everyday consciousness, 
from beyond the blue. Lindsay is unique in 
the way he ties up age-old transcendentalism 
with the current scene: Dylan has been no 
less an influence on him than has Beethoven.

I asked him who, in fact, had been the major 
influences in his art:
"Beethoven, Sibelius, Dylan and Stockhausen 
in music; Botticelli, Leonardo and Rem
brandt in painting; Blake and Gibran in 
poetry. Two main eras have influenced me — 
Classical and Romantic — and Eastern forms 
of expression."

Early musical memories that have remained 
with him from childhood are hearing his 
mother play Chopin and hearing birds chirp
ing all through the day. Lindsay nowadays 
has an extensive collection of tapes of 
natural sounds, ranging from waves breaking 
and trees sighing to birds and crickets chirp
ing in the early morning.
"Actually the sounds of nature have been my 
main influence and inspiration," he said. He 
was drawn to music by keeping his ears 
keenly tuned to the sounds around him — 
drawn to music "by God the Ear", as he 
puts it.
Lindsay is something of a pre-Raphaelite 
who has wandered into the wrong century. 
Elsewhere his work has been described as 
folk art. I asked him if he felt this to be an 
adequate description:

"Folk art is the exact terminology of a 
phase I've pondered. It is but a phase of the

AN INTERVIEW  WITH

LINDSW
BOURKE

BEETHOVEN 
BEYOND 

THE BLUE
by RICHARD LINEY

all-composite whole that has no bounds."
Could he, then, separate his life and his 
art?
"No, now I realise art is life. My life is for 
art."
T ill recently, when he released an album, 
Lindsay's main communication means was 
via recitals and concert appearances. What 
was his attitude to recitals?
"A  most wonderful way of giving . . . they 
vary in intensity though one w ith the 
karmic situation of the w orld ."
Was he happy w ith the record album?
"Inwardly yes, the outside is left open for 
the inner journey. Wilderness Awakening is 
the theme of man's second birth, the inner 
journey to his cosmic beingness. My music 
exists merely to depict and reflect the all 
and the always — that we all really are and 
always w ill be."
With the release of a record, what were 
Lindsay's future plans for distributing his 
music and art?
"Through tapes, books, records, concerts, 
films and love."
A t the time of the interview Lindsay and a 
friend were building the long-awaited Zodio- 
chromophone. Could he describe how the 
Zodiochromophone was constructed or what 
it would do? What would it look like?
"The zodiochromophone is a sight and 
sound invention consisting of an electronic 
organ with each note pressing levers that 
align slides into a beam of light which is

mirrored onto a screen. The beam passes 
through lenses and mobile crystals, fan 
blown.
'Each slide, drawing or painting or key and 

each note pertams to the star sign and its 
adepts. There are twelve keys in an octave 
and twelve stars in the zodiac. Each star 
has its key, color, ruling planet and tarot 
sign.
"The zodiochromophone invention w ill make 
the zodiac a living dimension."
Would the zodiochromophone have some 
bearing on Lindsay's attitudes to recitals and 
in-person concerts?
"Yes, my body w ill be a mere shadow to the 
show. The performances will be as intense as 
walking a field, climbing a tree or observing a 
bird in flight, with the dramatic moments 
walking a wave or running in a rainstorm."
Lindsay said he hoped to find a house in the 
country soon. Although a wonderful church 
and hall have recently been made available in 
Balmain, Sydney, for creative ventures, he 
feels ultimately that the country is preferable 
to the city for his further creative develop
ment in music.

"The only music is to love 
The only music is love 
Music is love
As is all creation of nature 
For creation divine 
Is love divine
My music asks not the mind to hear 
it but the heart to be it."

C Z l

"POSTSCRIPT TO INTERNATIONAL  
UNDERGROUND FILM FESTIVAL"

From Albie Thoms in London.

The first International Underground Film 
Festival at London's National Film Theatre 
began with David Perry's Mad Mesh (1968). 
This freaky film , made by superimposed 
photography of a disturbed cathode ray 
tube mesh pattern, heralded the electronic 
future in which artists will use video-electron
ics to probe contemporary consciousness.
But the rest of the Australian program, like 
most films in the festival, represented a 
reactionary avant-garde, attempting to liber
ate film  from its industrial shackles at a time 
when the effort and expense might be better 
spent exploring the range of the genuinely 
contemporary medium of television sadly- 
neglected by mdst artists.

The question of "what is an underground 
film ?" was still being asked after the festival, 
which did more to confuse than clarify the 
issue. All the films shown in the Australian 
program were underground, if you used the 
criteria that they were all/ made outside of 
industrial concerns, but the festival showed 
that most underground filmers see themselves 
as part of an international avant-garde film  
elite, and cannot simply be related to 
revolutionary political and soliel movements.

Dusan Marek's pioneering Adam and Eve 
(1960) was an avant-garde work in its time 
and environment, but at the London Festival 
it seemed out of place, almost establishment 
cinema. Similarly Edward McCann's Please 
Don't Stand In My Sunshine (1970), ani
mated over three years in a tireless, personal 
effort, would have been financed by a com
mercial producer in any other country, 
made by a large team in a couple of weeks, 
and distributed to a world market. This 
might also be said of Garry Shead's feature 
Live Between Evil (1969) which completed 
the Australian program. A personal narrative 
observation of bourgeois life, such films are 
common on British TV and form the bulk 
of the national cinema of smaller film-pro
ducing nations. Shead's De Da De Dum

HORIZON

WOMENS LIBERATION
We have every intention of expanding on this 
topic — but meanwhile, sisters can get it 
together through the following rallypoints:
MELBOURNE: Melbourne Uni Women's Lib
eration, c/o Anne Denam, 123 Park Drive, 
Parkville.
Melbourne W.S.A. Women's Liberation, 120 
Greville Street, Prahran.
SYDNEY: 67 Glebe Point Road, Glebe, OR 
10 Gow Street, Birchgrove 2041 
CANBERRA: 30 Cannings Street, Ainslie, 
ACT.
ADELAIDE: Anne Somers, Box 41 P.O., 
St. Peters 5069.

BRISBANE: Carolyn Beatson, 43 Dudley 
Street, Rainworth, 4065.

(1968) was also shown, and reflects more of 
the experimental style for which this filmer 
became known in the early days of Austral
ian underground.
Some of Australia's most interesting film  
artists weren't represented in the festival. 
Mick Glasheen d idn 't send any films, and 
Arthur Cantrill's films were excluded in a 
program change. David Perry's Album (1970) 
was probably the most highly regarded 
film  in the Australian program and its 
characteristics of overt personal involvement 
and technical experimentation made it a 
relevant example of an avant-garde film  
in 1970.

ASTROLOGIC
Author of the astrology article in this issue 
offers bibliographic details and more astrol
ogical information — write him at:

Alain Duval,
90 Brunswick St.,
Fitzroy, 3065.

Likewise, anyone interested in sharing occult 
experiments (astrology, tarot, dreams etc.). 
Mr. Duval adds that he was born 3.30 pm 
(1.30 pm GMT because of the German sum
mer time during the occupation), on August 
26th, 1942 in Paris, France.

MEDITATE
Transcendental meditation for a natural 
high:
MELBOURNE: 29 Drummond St., Carlton, 
34.6216
SYDNEY: 319 Edgecliff Road, Woolahra, 
32.1551
ADELAIDE: 30 Park Street, Woodville Park, 
45.5988
BRISBANE: C/o Hugh Binham, 97.4002

DUTCH FILM FREAKS
Our roving film  freak Albie Thoms has 
spent the past month or two in Amsterdam 
with the folks from the Nederlandse Film
makers Kooperatie. In fact he/they have 
been setting up the cooperative to distribute 
underground films and expand cinema in 
Holland. Films are rented out at 50c. US 
per minute and 75% of rentals are credited 
to filmmakers every three months.
As from this month they have their own 
cinema — the Electric Cinema. Any film  
makers interested in spreading their message 
to the land of the kabouter should contact 
Albie -- or better try Barbara Meter (thanks

HOBART: C/o Mrs. Morley, 71176
A.C.T.: C/o Hugh Malcolm, 20 Hillebrant 
St., Page

U.S. PENTAGON MEDITATION  
ROOM

Washington, D.C. (LNS-AFP) — The United 
States Pentagon in Washington has begun 
construction of a $15,000 paneled "medi
tation room " so that the nation's generals 
and admirals can have an appropriate place 
to think about God.
Presumably the rest of the five-sided build
ing w ill continue to be dedicated to other 
activities, mainly the conduction of wars.
The meditation room was inspired by a simi
lar room in the U.S. Congress, which Defence 
Secretary Melvin Laird visited recently.

VIETNAMESE SAY: "GO HOME 
YA N K ”

Saigon, Vietnam (LNS-AFP) — A poll con
ducted secretly by the United States Embassy 
in Saigon, the results of which were w ith 
held from the American Press on the orders 
of Ambassador Bunker, has revealed the

again for the room and food Barbara) c/o 
Nederlandse Filmmakers Kooperatie, Heren- 
gracht 156, Amsterdam.

SHAKAHARI ~ P F
A new vegetarian restaurant (also macro
biotic, natural food) is to open in Melbourne 
at 329 Lygon Street, Carlton — right next 
to Jimmy Watsons. Help is needed to clean 
the place, with grub only for the workers. 
Hip carpenters and plumbers are especially 
needed, also tools and scaffolding. All this 
in January. Contact Transcendental Medi
tation Centre, 29 Drummond Street, Carlton. 
Phone 34.6216 — or at the shop. There'll be 
one in Adelaide soon too.

depth of anti-American feeling even in the 
"liberated" area of Vietnam:
The poll was taken in Saigon itself and the 
results, which were made public by Senator 
Stephen Young, showed that 5% of the 
Vietnamese want the Americans to stay, 
30% expressed no opinion and the remaining 
65% want the Americans out now or sooner.

RAMMED POLICE CAR
Cincinnati, Ohio (LNS-AFP) -  Joseph Rahn, 
21, was charged with reckless driving after 
he deliberately drove his vehicle into a 
police car.
"I just felt like ramming a police car," he 
said, according to a New York Times report.

DEATH FOR STEALING
Birmingham, Alabama (LNS-AFP) -  A Negro 
man here has been sentenced to death on a 
convinction of stealing $30 and a wrist watch 
from a white girl.

John Henry Jones, Jr. was convicted and 
sentenced to death by an all-white jury.
"Pig" in the 1919 edition of Webster's New 
World Dictionary is defined as "  — a police 
officer (obs.)"
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OBSCENE
PAPER

MUNCHES
MUFF

SYDNEY: N.S.W. Chief Secretary Willis 
has been waging a personal vendetta against 
obscene university papers and the under
ground organ Thorunka all this year. Willis 
with a daughter doing first year university 
and a son at Sydney Grammar is disturbed 
at the filth  that might pervert his childrens' 
minds.
Meanwhile Hair, which contains more 
f*cks than you'd hear in a pub in three 
weeks continues gaily into its second year. 
Complete w ith banners saying F*CK 
NIXON, motherf *ckers every third word 
and simulated homosexual blow jobs, 
balling, back door jobs — the whole 
gammet of sexual combinations Hair remains 
unattacked by the controllers of public 
morals. Presumably Harry M. Miller's prop
erty is sacrosanct and the price one has to 
pay fo r tickets makes the audience uncor
ruptible.
For a mere 20 cents however, one can 
pick up in many a Sydney pub a copy of 
Thorunka, printed by the real underground 
porno printers but written, designed and 
distributed by a small group who believe 
that the free use of language leads to a 
liberation from the repressive family struct
ure and hopefully from the state structure 
too.

Possibly Willis agrees with this analysis of 
the use of the four letter word because his 
henchmen have issued over th irty  summonses 
relating to the publication and sale of d irty 
obscene material in both Tharunka (UNSW 
official paper) and Thorunka. Radical book
shops in Melbourne, Sydney and Brisbane 
have been busted.

Although there are now so many summon
ses out that it could be literally years 
before Willis can exact his vengeance,
Wendy Bacon, one of the people Willis 
hates most, has appeared in court already. 
She appeared in a nun's robe on which 
was written "I am being f*cked by God's 
steel prick "w h ich  freaked everyone out.
This event has added to the list of charges 
against Wendy.
The appearance of the nun began a series 
of farces in Sydney magistrates courts. The 
Gurindji people appeared in fancy dress 

for their charges and the Hughes tres
passers were jailed for contempt when 
they gave the clenched fist salute from the 
defence box.
Magistrates were getting very uptight and 
it looked like the whole court system was 
about to collapse. This was not to be as . 
police moved ir: and cleared courts of alf 
freaks on such excuses as not wearing a 
tie, reading in a court room etc.
Plans are going ahead for the publication 
of a poster proclaiming that Willis is a 
secret muff muncher — this is expected to 
bring a further rash of prosecutions.
Thorunka apart from its obscene content 
(Letters to Twiggy, excerpts from Zap 
comix, oriental sioxante-neuf, limericks 
and Eskimo Nell) also publishes articles 
exposing shady land deals, police violence 
and other stuff that make it an altogether 
dangerous magazine.
The editors are hoping to bring out an 
issue for early January which promises to 
be just as obscene as its predecessors so 
keep your-eyes open.

DWARF PIANIST
Dudley Moore, well known dwarf pianist, 
w ill be in the Sydney Town Hall on 
January 14th and 15th to begin an 
Australia wide concert tour. His friend,
Peter Cook, is being negotiated with for 
an ABC special separate to the tour.

WHOLE EARTH
"We are as gods and might as well get 
good at it" .  So opens the statement of 
purpose in the fron t of the Whole 
Earth Catalog. Whole Earth is a list of 
tools and how to get them in order for 
man to understand, explore, use and live 
in harmony with his environment.

It literally supplies the reader with all the 
information he needs to accomplish a self- 
sufficient ongoing relationship with the 
world. It is divided into a series of topics 
including shelter and land uses, industry 
and craft, communications, nomadics and 
w ithin each are subsections such as wind
mills, organic gardening, geodesic domes, 
tarot, direct use of sun's energy, book
making, birth controls, car repairs and

thousands of others. Each subsection 
details material available on the various 
things and where to get it w ith comments 
as to the quality of what's available and 
selected extracts.

There are two large ones (Spring and 
Fall) and four smaller ones (Jan., March, 
July and Sept.) which offer corrections, 
letters and articles of interest. W.E.C. 
w ill 'self-destruct' in 1971 because Stewart 
Brand, the editor, believes it w ill have 
fulfilled it's need.

Buckminster Fuller whose ideas prompted 
the formation of W.E.C. has fathered an 
amazing g ift to the rest of us. 'We are 
all passengers on spaceship earth' he said 
and for $3.25 (for the big ones) and 
$1.25 for the small ones anyone.can learn 
to master the controls.

Whole Earth is available from the Source 
Bookshop, 121 Collins Street, Melbourne, 
and an Australian W.E.C. is in the process 
of being compiled by one David Matthews 
who can be contacted there. This isn't a 
sales pitch -  W.E.C. is an essential 
article in the arsenal of all members of 
the counter-culture.

MAYBE THE 1972 AMERICAN  
ELECTIONS WON'T HAPPEN

The RAND corporation in the United States 
has been investigating the possibility of 
cancelling the 1972 elections.

Although this report was carried in the 
respected Wall Street Journal, Australian 
newspapers spiked the story in respect for 
democracy.

The Journal said, "N ixon men find a rumor 
hard to spike — that the RAND corporation 
is studying the idea of cancelling the 1972 
elections if radicals threaten to disrupt it."
RAND is a research and "th ink  tank" corpor
ation, originally created by the U.S. A ir 
Force and according to a Washington news
paper reporter's resources, RAND's study 
would "envision a situation where rebellious 
factions using force or bomb threats would 
make it unsafe to conduct an election."
The study would "provide the President with 
a plan of action."
The RAND study is top secret and it has not 
been determined whether it w ill map the 
conditions which would allow oe encourage 
Nixon to cancel elections; or whether it w ill 
decide what Nixon could do if the electoral 
process is discredited amid general protests 
against the actions of the government.
Some may remember Adolf Hitler, who in 
1933 outlawed all German political parties 
after Nazies burned down the legislature 
(the Reichstag); he blamed it on the agitating 
Communists, and a year and a half later, 
elections were suspended.

YIPPIES DENIED BOMBING PERMIT
Detroit, U.S. (LNS-AFP) — With a wave of 
bombings by various radical groups sweeping 
the United States, some Detroit members of 
the Youth International Party have attempted 
to bomb responsibly, working through legit
imate channels.
However, they were recently denied a permit 
they sought which would have allowed them 
to demolish the General Motors Building in 
downtown Detroit City.

They requested the permit "so as not to 
inconvenience anyone who might wish to be 
using the building". Citing the many ecolo
gical, political and social offenses committed 
by General Motors on the people of the 
World, the Yippies respectfully requested 
the permit one Tuesday. It was denied a few 
days later.
"H e ll," grumbled Yippie spokesman Jumpin' 
Jack Flash, " it  ain't fair. You got to be a cor
poration or a country to go round blowing 
shit up. I mean, GM is clogging up America's 
lungs, they're keeping South Africa alive by 
squashing black people and they make crum
my cars. They go around defying government 
orders. We don't do that."
A spokesman for the local City Clerk's 
office (who declined to give his name) asked 
"How can you get a permit to do something 
as silly as that? Things like that are done on 
the sly."
Walking out of the City Clerk's office, the 
Yippies looked glum. "This destroys my 
last hope for legal channels/' said Jumpin' 
Jack . 'I've been listening to people telling 
kids to go through channels and finally we 
tried and look where it's gotten us. They tell 
us to do it illegally!"

TOAD WAR
New York (LNS-AFP) -  One of the more 
humorous aspects of the war in Cambodia is 
shown from this extract from the services of 
a United Press International:
"The high command of thes Cambodian 
Army has charged that the Vietcong are

using toads as 'ridiculous' weapons of war in 
Cambodia.

"In  a message to the army, a high command 
communique said: "The Vietcong take the 
toads, tie their mouths w ith string and 
throw them into our camp. When they 
croak, our soldiers mistake the croaking for 
mens' voices and we open fire.'

"The high command said the toad tactics 
enabled the Vietcong to spot defense 
positions."

BURROUGHS RECOMMENDS 
VIOLENCE

This is an exerpt from an interview with 
William Burroughs printed in "Kaleidoscope", 
Milwaukee, U.S.

QUESTION: The Beat/Hip axis, notably in 
such figures as (Allen) Ginsberg, want to 
transform the world by love and non-violence. 
Do you share this interest?
BURROUGHS: Most emphatically no. The 
people in power w ill not disappear volunt
arily, giving flowers to cops just isn't going 
to work. This thinking is fostered by the 
establishment; they like nothing better than 
love and non-violence. The only way I like 
to see cops given flowers is in a flowerpot 
from a high window.
QUESTION: What is your stand on student 
rioting and violence?

BURROUGHS: There should be more riots 
and violence. Young people in the West have 
been lied to, sold Dut and betrayed. Best 
thing they can do is take the place apart 
before they are destroyed in a nuclear way. 
Nuclear war is inevitable is the present con
trollers remain in power.

FESTIVALS

At press time at least one festival has 
announced firm  dates and location. The 
Fairlight Blues and Heavy Music Festival 
w ill be held on Australia Day Weekend, 
January 30th and 31st on a two hundred 
acre property "set in natural woodlands, 
with a clean flowing stream through the 
site." The site is 80 miles south of Sydney, 
on the Hume Highway near Mittagong and 
the prices w ill be $4 for the two days if 
booked, $5 for the the two days (at the 
gate) and $3 for the Sunday. Bookings 
can be made through 9 Botany Street, 
Bondi Junction, or P.O. Box 154, 
Mittagong.

Groups appearing include Freshwater,
Cleves, La De Das, Blackfeather, Kharvas, 
Melissa, King Biscuit, Arthur, Powderhorn, 
Galadrid, Tully, Pirana, Copperwine and 
lots more. "We are also awaiting confirm
ation of overseas groups."

Watch next month's Revolution fo r a fu ll 
Festival coverage.

NEW GUINEA 
DRAFT 

DODGE?
— Australian Free Press

Papua and New Guinea could become a 
haven for draft dogers, according to 
secret correspondence w ithin the Depart
ment of Labor and National Service.
A ten sheet memo, signed 'Secretary', 
tells senior departmental heads that 10 
men who have registered in Papua and 
New Guinea may not have been liable 
under the present act.

Reference is made frequently to advice 
from the Attorney-General, Mr. Hughes, 
who suggests that men working overseas 
may not be liable to registration when 
they return to Australia.
The document on page four reads:

"We (the department) have taken the 
firm  line that they are liable to register 
when they return to Australia but A.G.s 
advice (Mr. Hughes) suggests that at 
least in some circumstances such men 
may not be liable under the present 
provisions of the A ct."
One of the suggestions to clarify the 
law is to amend the legislation "so as to 
put the onus on the man himself of 
proving that he is not ordnarily resident 
in Australia at the time his age-group is 
required to register."
The memo recommends changes to the 
National Service Act, "bu t h: would be 
most desirable to acquaint Cabinet of 
the position even if the legislation were 
not to be amended."

The memo notes that a considerable 
number of young men — "it's  certainly 
in three figures" — left Australia before

being required to register.
Strongly expressed in the memo is the 
present attitude to Australians who return 
to Australia before they age 26, and the 
new " lig h t" that advice from the 
Attorney-General has thrown on the 
position.

Banks are said to have "accepted our 
view" that young employees sent over
seas are ordinarily resident in Australia.
"The banks . .. . have co-operated in 
ensuring their return to Australia if and 
when they are required for service."
The writer suggests that the department 
w ill have to accept "what is w ithout 
doubt significant erosion of the basic 
principle of universal liab ility ", if the act 
is enforced as in the present provisions.
This would demand clarifying "the 
personal circumstances of men, which is 
necessary to determine whether or not 
they are ordinarily resident in Australia".
"There is, moreover, no doubt that Papua 
and New Guinea in particular would become 
known as a haven for draft dodgers."
The softer alternative suggested is to "avoid 
possible criticism by not enquiring other than 
superficially into the personal circumstances 
of men who have been overseas.
"The practical effect of this would be that 
virtually all men who, when their age- 
group is required to register are absent 
from Australia working overseas, would 
not be liable for service . . . "
"This would provide a simple way of 
escape from national service," laments 
the memo.
The writer questions action on presently 
serving national servicemen " if  there is any 
major change from the approach we have 
been following.
"What should be done in respect of men 
no longer liable for service who have 
served, or are serving.
"As to the former, it is d ifficu lt to see 
that anything could be done.
'As to those serving, they could be 

required to finish their service; alternatively 
they could be given leave w ithout pay 
under existing arrangements (Is this so?) 
but they could not be discharged w ithout 
further legislation (Correct?)."

Philip N. West

DRAFT RESISTANCE 

GETTING IT ALL 
TOGETHER

MELBOURNE: As with everyone else, 
radical groups usually hibernate over the 
summer months. While their main support 
was seen to be on University campuses this 
seemed a wise move. But this year many 
groups are recognising that now is the 
time to launch an offensive that w ill get 
to many people apart from university 
students.
An example of this is the Draft Resisters 
Union in Melbourne — begun only 6 months 
ago at La Mama in Carlton with a meeting 
of about 20 non-compliers the Union now 
has over 200 members. The Union has 
decided to launch a summer offensive in 
holiday resorts throughout Victoria and 
South Australia.
The object of this will be threefold — 1) 
to increase D.R.U. membership to over 
1000, 2) to campaign more effectively for 
the end of National Service — an aim the 
D.R.U. hope to achieve by August, 3) to 
convince more people of draft eligible age 
of the wisdom of non-compliance, 4) to 
build up a general escalation of resistance 
and civil disobedience activities.
The September 10th edition of Honi Soit 
revealed that in May the government knew 
of 3000 people who had breached the 
National Service Act in some way. Very 
few of these had been prosecuted and in 
fact the government continues to deny that 
the figure is anything like as big as Honi 
Soit claimed even though Honi published 
two pages of the secret report in order to 
prove the authenticity of their claim.
If the government knows of 3000 it could 
be assumed that the figure in fact is much 
bigger than this. With this sort of base 
already the D.R.U. could build itself into a 
very powerful group to combat conscription. 
With their hoped-for build up over Christ
mas and the extension of an underground 
harboring service for draft resisters D.R.U. 
should be in a good position to repulse the 
cracking down by the government that is 
expected early in 1971.
For those interested or those thinking 
about resisting the draft contact D.R.U.,
Box 50, P.O. Highett, or at Box 91, St. 
Peters, South Australia. | |
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and others.

The glassed-in fron t office tells you what 
it's all about. A discussion first about the 
Gremmies who are storming Arts Factory, 
making things go boom in the night, fodling 
around w ith the record player, sometimes 
letting lots of people come to the concerts, 
sometimes not so many.

We hope to get the Gremmies on side', they 
say. 'We hope they'll create a good atmosphere 
in this place. They're funky little  spirits, you 
know'.

They're doing a good job actually - every
thing's happening. Take the concerts every 
Sunday night. Really brilliant groups like the 
Nutwood Rug Band and singing guitar- 
players like Al Head (Al does it 'cos he loves 
it) makes that whole place resound with good, 
good vibes.

And plastic-bearing freaks, their orange-silver- 
transparency glittering and reflecting in their 
own special light structure, strive to make their 
audience react: 'Get up o ff your plastic rear 
ends and do something!' they scream. They're 
the Kinetic Poets from Wollongong, just doing 
their thing. But the audience is still w ith 
drawn, doesn't move. This same night Nutwood 
Rug get many of them up to dance and sing 
and groove around, thought, through the sheer 
driving-power of their fantastic heavy 
sound.

There's a singer from London who wants 
to sing up there on the stage. So he does, 
man - L ittle Richard style, w ith his red- 
trousered legs splitting o ff crazily in all d ir
ections. Halfway through he loses his cool, 
but it doesn't matter at all.

That's all happening tnithe crowd area, more 
than half of the 7000 square feet of the 
whole thing. Outside in the showplace the 
multi-colored gear on racks combines with 
the multi-colored long dresses and velvet 
jackets, the tie-dyed T-shirts and pants of 
the people there.

SYDNEY’S 
NEW EST 
SCENE 

ESTABLISHMENT
happening when, etcetera.

There'll be other things in the future. Fest
ivals, which might happen at Easter, or perhaps 
in a year's time. A mediaeval fair out in the 
country somewhere. Definite plans for a 
heavy-music fashion parade of all the fact
ory gear, and the possibility of an environ
ment-theatre, soon to happen.

It's a kind of entertainment industry, though 
they prefer not to call it anything in part- 
icluar. There are so many ideas. The space is 
there, so us it, whoever you are.........what
ever you want to do.

Arts Factory functions incredibly, indust
riously because there are organisers working 
at it all the time. (That's where other 
similar ventures fall down. So far they don't
have full-time organisers.........someone to
answer the phone, to talk to visitors. They 
need a scene going all the time, unlimited 
activity)!

Ideas meetings every week sound like a 
crummy idea, but they work, when you work 
them out. Imagine group therapy sessions 
along the lines of the Esalen Institute at Big 
Sur, San Francisco. That's what first inspired 
these management meetings. The 14 or so 
people directly involved w ith Arts Factory 
rap out, work out, over a coup lcof hours the 
goings on of last week.

BY JOSIE FLETT
ARTS FACTORY. Well, that's just what it is. 
Not exactly churning out arts, if you pict
ure it that way, but creating the place and the 
means for the manufacturers to produce and 
to sell.

There's a suave-looking guy called Greg they 
call the factory manager, and he brings in the 
bigtime buyers.

Small factories operate w ithin the one roof. 
One-of-a-kind concerns because that's how 
they want it to be. Eleven so far, the biggest 
of all dedicated to music; then the posters, 
Indian cotton gear, screen printed jeans and 
jackets. Leather things of the usual accessory 
kind, but with more style. He - Rick - can't
take any more orders for two weeks..............
there's a great big order from one of the giant 
city stores he has to fu lfu ll.

There's a stall selling health foods and pure 
fru it drinks. Plenty of watermelons popping 
with flat black seeds while the concerts are on.

Another has jewellery and essence of incense 
perfume. 'Petchouli oil is really cool.'

These are the operating stall that make Arts 
Factory an operating, real thing.

What's happening is this. A guy with a music
al-bum background and very long brown 
krinkly hair called Jeff Cantor and another 
guy, ex-rugby player with black hair and black 
direct-looking eyes called David Cohen got it 
together.

Arts Factory is two old warehouses side by 
side but divided inbetween just enough for 
there to be a good-sized spot for stalls as well 
as a huge-size concert space. Aquired on lease, 
then painted flat black all over the outside, 
it's an impressive factory fron t complete with 
two portholes and white-lettered messaged 
that spell out what it's called and the times 
it's open.

It hasn't been going all that long - just three 
weeks. December they got their official cert
ificate to say that they're registered under the 
Business Names Act for T962. And a phone- 
call from the States, too. They're connected 
fairly fclosely with the scene in San Francisco. 
Both guys have lived there at different times, 
Cheryl the poster artist comes from there,

158 Goulburn Street, Sydney, is the place. 
Sydney's first Arts Workshop Market Concert 
Hall they call it on their RAP (Referall 
Publicity) sheet. The RAP sheet goes out 
weekly to about 400 people, saying what's

The stallholders - they pay 21 bucks a week 
rent - can plan their sales moves or demand 
more publicity, or anything at all, I guess.

Cheryl's just demanded hinges fo r the silk

screen so that performance w ill be ultimate. 
She hates fiddling around. It w ill go Bloonk- 
at rapid pace she assures them. They grant her 
(there might be a formal opening of the fac- 
ory printing works) request/because they need 
a new poster out fast, and she's good.

A rt Factory is like that.......doing things fast.

It's a creativity scene traveling in the right 
direction. 'A long-missing Mecca for any of 
the arts' their RAP sheet raps out. Folk, jazz, 
spontaneous jams, Tully, Jeff St. John, freak, 
splatter, Spectrum, poetry, soul-bending,
electronics, experiments.......... catch the
atmosphere.

Now creativity has a place of its own in Syd
ney. Council knuckle heads and boss knuckle 
heads - to use an Arts Factory phrase - won't 
make booking the town hall a trial any more.

They're planning not to offend the drug 
squad since 'they're our neighbours'. Although 
they're 200 yards away from Commonwealth 
Police Headquarters ancf the CIB - including 
the drug squad - is half a mile away, 'not a 
single sHiisper have we heard'.The rule is: 
no smoking or shooting up inside the Arts 
Factory. If you want to get stoned you do it 
before the show.

It's like being at a big party on concert nights. 
Kids come to observe, feel and dig the whole 
scene. There were 360 paying customers the 
Sunday night I went, at a dollar a head, which 
was pretty tremendous because Nutwood Rug 
were payed a bit more for playing a bit longer 
Naturally, a major concern of the establish
ment is to cover their bread.

The lightshows aren't all that hot, due to lack 
of equipment, but that situation w ill be 
overcome in time. The ideas exist, but not the 
lighting strength. They tell of the first light-
show ..... David's green fiat driven inside and
the turning indicators going like hell, casting 
somewhat eerie incandescent beams into 
the black darkness.

Now there's talk of a color organ to create 
the necessary effects.......... fluids, photo
graphic images, abstracted forms, color wheel 
experiments, all calculated to embrace the 
entire area and audience making it an over
whelming involvement thing.

In other ways it's really that.

Third
possessions.
The environment, short

Fourth
trips.
The family.

Fifth Leisure and children.
Sixth Work, health.
Seventh Marriage and partner

Eighth
ships.
Death, inheritance, the

Ninth
occult.
Spiritual life, long

Tenth
journeys.
Social position.

Eleventh Friendships.
Twelfth Difficulties and trials:

illness, exile etc. . . .

The exact hour of birth is essential to cal
culate the rising sun. This is maybe the only 
problem in astrology. Many people do not 
know their hour of birth and there is the 
problem of official time and daylight saving 
(summer time).

After calculating the planets and houses, 
the astrologer measures the aspects 
between planets: an aspect is a geometric 
angle. When two planets are on the same 
degree or nearly, it is a conjunction (e.g. 
new rpoon).

Sextile (60°) and trine (120°) are favorable 
aspects.
Square (90°) and opposition (180° £ e.g. 
full moon) are unfavorable aspects.

From all this analytical data the astrologer 
makes a synthesis: this is the art of the 
astrologer requiring exactitude and intuition.
Who can cast a horoscope? Everyone can 
make his own and everyone should analyse 
it. For self realization the best astrologer is 
yourself specially to understand contradict- 
ory and present tendencies.

Practising astrology is the best way to test 
its turth. Someone said to a great astronomer

— What! you believe this rubbish!
-  Yes, I have studied and experimented

and it works! I I

Astrology is a powerful lady who holds one of the most mysterious secrets of 
the world. It is pity that today at least for the uninitiated — a prostitute 
has taken her place.
The word astrology provokes a sceptical 
shrug of the shoulder or a blind superstition 
that gemini should never marry a capricorn, 
that wearing an emerald brings luck on a 
Friday or today's superficial popularity of 
the zodiac. So-called science is responsible 
for astrology's exile from the university so 
there has been an oversimplification in 
newspapers and magazines. It is too easy 
to classify the universe into twelve human 
types according to their astrological sign: 
the truth is more complex. Astrology is a 
tradition and at the same time a revolution 
because a true tradition is a revolution! A 
horoscope is an individual revolution: on a 
piece of paper you have the projection of all 
potential qualities of the personality. If you 
can manipulate all the symbols a horoscope 
can reveal more than any psychological or 
medical test, it is both a relative and an 
absolute picture of the dynamic personality, 
it is not a boring IQ test or a rapid medical.
The horoscope is a revelation: you could 
almost say there are two categories of 
people: those who have seen their horoscope 
and those who have not!!
With the solar sign the positions of the 
nine other planets are calculated. Each 
planet is a symbol connecting the individual 
with the universe: as above as below, each 
planet represents by its own nature and 
position in a sign, a psychic characteristic, 
a human value. For a woman the position 
of the moon and Venus are especially 
important and for a man the sun and Mars.
If you say for example that you are libra 
this means you were born when the sun was 
in libra but your moon could be in aquarius 
your mercury in virgo your Venus in Scorpio 
your Uranus in cancer etc. . . .  so you are 
not simply libra but a libra influenced by the 
interaction of all planets in their respective 
signs. The planets revolve in the zodiac at 
different speeds, so that each individual has

Mercury
female principle.
The intellect, communi

Venus
cation.
Love and art.

Mars Energy.
Jupiter Expansion, affirmation.
Saturn Inhibition, concentration.
Uranus Independence, revolution.
Neptune Receptivity, psychic.
Pluto Occult, hidden powers.

a unique map of the sky.
It is not necessary to make a list of the 
symbols of the signs which are fairly 
well known. Here is the list explaining 
briefly the sumbolism of the planets which 
is less well known:

The Sun

The Moon

The conscious life, the 
male principle.
The unconscious, the

Next the rising sign (the ascendant) is cal
culated, this is the zodiacal degree which at 
the time and place of birth was on the east
ern horizon — for example if you were born 
at sunrise your sun and rising sign w ill be 
together. This rising sign determines the 
three other angles of the sky specially mid
heaven which is the culminating point on 
the meridian. It also determines the twelve 
houses of destiny.

First House Personality.
Second Wealth and material

EVERY TOP CONCERT IN AUSTRALIA IS BOOKED BETTER 
THROUGH D.M.E.!

GROUPS INCLUDE: FRATERNITY, TULLY, KHARVAS JUTE, MELISSA, 
FLAKE, VELVET UNDERGROUND, PIRANA, FRESHWATER.

Q  ALL SUPPLIED WITH APPROPRIATE LIGHTING ENVIRONMENT!

O CALL US ABOUT PACKAGE SHOWS, PARADES, COMMERCIALS, 
DISCOS, DANCES PARTIES, CRUISES and LIGHTSHOWS.
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mss THE ACETATE
ETH YL

A FOOD FREAK EXPLAINS WHY HE IS ONE

FOOD?
BY STEVE HEIN 

with the help of Oz and Others
If 'you are what you eat', then God help us 
all.
Poison is available freely in our diet. Choose 
from ..................
THE CHEESEBURGER. Hamburger meat is 
is often dyed. Worse, it may be treated with 
sodium sulphate in order to give it an appeal
ing red color. This chemical is especially dan
gerous since it destroys both the black color 
and the rancid odor of bad meat. Cheese on 
top increases both the flavor and the poison
ous content of one of our favorite dishes.

STEAK. A thick juicy slice comes from a 
cow born by artifical insemination, injected 
w ith sex hornlones to increase fe rtility , fed 
synthetic hormones to induce rapid fattening 
and shot w ith tranquilizers, antibiotics, and 
insecticides. The sex hormones, an estrogen 
called stilboestrol, are suspected of affecting 
human sexual functioning.

M ILK. Cow's milk is still considered safe, 
because of the relatively low concentration 
of DDT in pasture grass. But women in 
England are being encouraged not to breast 
feed their babies because the concentration 
of DDT in the English diet has made 
mother's milk unsafe.

FRUiT JUICE. Fruits are bombarded with 
pesticides. The juices almost always contain 
DDT and sometimes the nerve-gas pesticide 
parathion.

BEER. To give it 'lightness and life', the 
chemical compound PVP is added. This 
ingredient is also used in aerosol hairsprays.

CHEESE' Cheese is processed by a multitude 
of chemicals. It is artifically thickened, pres
erved, flavored and colored. One of the 
thickeners is also used to make cosmetics, 
another ingredient is used in printing inks. 
(Until recently cottage cheese preservative 
was also used to make contraceptives.

PEAS AND CARROTS. In order to retard 
spoilage, fresh vegetables are sometimes wax
ed w ith a paraffin suspected of causing 
cancer.

BREAD. Wheat is stripped of all its nut
rients; only the starch is retained because it 
holds synthetic vitamins and water so well. 
Emulsifiers keep bread soft but do not stop 
if from becoming stale, bread is as plastic as 
it's wrapper.

ICE CREAM. The substances curling in the 
cone contains a chemical that is also used in 
shaving cream to give it its body.

FLAVORINGS. Salivate w ith these chemical 
concoctions: CHERRY - aldehyde C-17 ( a 
flammable liquid in plastics and sythetic 
rubbers), NUT- butraldehyde (used in rubber 
cement), PINEAPPLE - ethyl acetate ( a sol
vent for plastics and laquers.

SWEETS. Top it all o ff with packaged sweets 
coated w ith shellac to produce an attractive 
glaze.

The most frightening additives are the carn- 
inogens which the British Health Services 
estimates include one out of every four sub
stances injected into our food. Carcinogens 
are substances suspected of causing cancer. 
Carcinogenic substances are found in most 
food dyes and preservatives and in stabilisers 
used in salad dressings, ice cream, chocolate 
milk, some thickened cream. Carcinogens 
include the estrogens injected into poultry 
and livestock, and pesticides. Radioactivity 
from fallout or contamination from water or 
soil is also considered a carcinogen.

The major source of poison in our diets is 
DDT, the effects of which are cumulative. 
DDT may destroy our ability to reproduce 
by increasing the activites of enzymes which 
attack sex hormones.

It has been claimed that children are more 
susceptible to carcinogens than adults. Today 
cancer causes a greater number of child 
deaths among children than any other dis
ease; and cancer deaths among children have 
increased by 50% in the last decade.

The facts themselves are enough to induce 
nausea if the food hasn't already. Only one 
point needs emphasis. Chemicals are injected 
into foods to produce more foods faster, 
in order to sell inferior products at a better 
price, in order to stretch the quantity of food 
at low cost to the producers in order to 
make more money. The farmer has been 
superseded by the food technologist who 
works for a food factory.

Chemical consumption is creating serious im
balances in our internal systems; it is prod
ucing diseas, ill-health and possibly death. 
Ironically, the chemicalisation of the dinner

table is affecting even the ruling class who 
wants the profits: they can't eat their 
food.

However, we have got to eat and here are 
some alternative ways of dealing with that 
fact.

If you eat w ith the least possible thought or 
organisation this involves eating a lot of 
candy bars, pizzas, plastic sandwiches, instant 
coffee and tinned food. This is unhealthy, 
unappetising and in terms of what you get 
for your money, expensive. If you want to 
be really hung up, down and diseased, this is 
the best way.

Eating in a way resulting from combined 
considerations of health, economy and con- 
convenience is life creating and sustaining. 
Despite the numerous theories advanced in 
this area - macrobiotics, vegetarian, vegan, 
fruitarian, non carboyhyrate....there is no one 
formula or diet which is best for everyone. 
People have different metabolisms, daily 
routines and workloads, some enjoy cooking 
while others find it a drag, all have different 
amounts of money available, and most im
portant, since people are highly adaptable, 
different people are accustomed to different 
diets. But there are a few basic principles 
which anyone interested in this way of eating 
will be able to use.

WHATNOT TO EAT:

Anything which is grown, processed or pre
served by other than organic methods should 
by avoided. To completely avoid such things 
is almost impossible since anything available 
in the city - including fresh fru it and vege
tables - is at least, grown w ith artifical fe rt
iliser and sprayed w ith insecticides. To com
pletely avoid such substances, it would be 
necessary to buy from health food stores and 
organic grocers which are expensive and not

always conveniently located, however, bulk 
or group buying would overcome this. An
other outlook would accept a certain am
ount of chemicals additives as inevitable (at 
present) but eliminate and avoid things 
which are most heavily processed and treat
ed;

In addition to poisons referred to in earlier 
parts, avoid: CANNED OR PACKAGED
PRODUCTS.........especially those which are
pre-cooked, toasted, puffed, enriched or fo r t
ified and homogenised. Anything which is 
'ready to eat' is not worth eating, and no
body who eats varied good food needs any 
extra vitamins or minerals.

Anything made with REFINED WHITE 
FLOUR. This includes most bread, even 
brown which is colored white bread. Delicat
essen loaves are better than the plastic 
loaves but the best bread is the home-pRade 
loaf with whole flours.

WHITE SUGAR......and anything made with
it. This includes almost any sweetened thing 
you can buy anywhere, even brown sugar 
which is white sugar plus molasses. For 
sweetening use honey or if it's unavailable, 
raw (unrefined) sugar. Some people find it 
advisable or even important to elimate sweet 
things altogether.

MOST HEAVY SPICES......especially hot
peppery sauces, tomato sauce, Worcestershire 
sauce and soy sauce (except Kikkoman 
brand which is acceptable).

COFFEE.........which is addictive and bad
for the central nervous system and tea bag tea 
which is mostly dye.

ENEMIES OF LIFE AND THE HUMAN 
RACE:

The preference for unprocessed food is based 
on awareness of the technology which con
trols the food industry. The same technology 
which through its short-sighted over spec
ialisation is polluting the world's air and wa

ter, destroying millions of acres of land by 
erosion, mining and contamination, and 
squeezing more and more people into cities 
which are becoming progressively uglier and 
dirtier. The preference for untreated and un
processed food is simply the recognition that 
it is absurd to eat and make part of oneself 
the products of a technology which is 
completely anti-life in both principle and 
practice.

Someone might object that technology's ill- 
effects do not extend to products designated 
as 'FOOD' because these are subjected to a 
program of thorough (?) testing before they 
can be sold. We can reply that the 'thorough 
testing' to which the agents (never the 
processes themselves) - used in food product
ion are subjected, is so much bullshit.

These tests consist of feeding a particular 
chemical (not the entire range of chemicals 
now found in foods) to a groups of test 
animals (rats, rabbits, or guinea pigs) for a 
certain amount of time (less than the normal 
life span of such an animal). If most of the 
animals do not die or develop some obvious 
physical defect such as blindness or par
alysis. the chemical is considered safe. No 
attempt is made to investigate anything as 
subtle as a change in attitude or outlook 
(In a rat?). Even a change in perceptial abil
ity, intelligence, agility, or general vitality 
and resistance to disease would have to be 
enormous before it would be apparent in an 
animal which does nothing but sit in a cage 
perhaps three times its own size all its 'life '. 
In other words, some of the 3,000 additives 
and innumerable processes to which food is 
subjected may actually be good for people, 
but it is overwhelmingly likely that some or 
most are quite harmful. So until there is 
some way of knowing which are which, the 
only intelligent thing to dois to avoid as many 
of them as possible.

WHAT TO EAT:

GRAINS. Brown rice, whole or cracked 
wheat, buckwheat, oats. These cost between 
6 and 26 cents per pound, are easy to pre
pare and are probably the best staple food. 
Brown rice can be eaten as any meal either 
with raisins or vegetables. Wheat, buckwheat 
and oats can be eaten as breakfast cereals 
either cooked or just soaked overnight.

FRESH VEGETABLES. Those grown and 
in season (the ones that look the best and 
are cheapest). Used in salads, steamed or 
baked .A simple meal can be made by adding 
some vegetables to cooking rice just before 
water reaches the level of the rice, stirring 
slightly, recovering and cooking until all the 
water is absorbed. The food is ready when it 
reaches the right consistency and tastes right.

FRESH FRUIT. Again those that are local 
and in season are best. Try to eat a variety of 
food and vegetables. Citrus food is not the 
only source of vitamin C, and nobody needs 
large quantites of them. They are good after 
smoking grass - which is said to increase the 
need for vitamin C, especially if your throat 
gets burned or dry easily.

HOME-MADE BREAD. To 5 cups flour add 
2 tsp. sea salt. Stir and add 2 - 3 cups hot 
water while mixing. Add enough water to pro
duce a very thick batter. Place in an oiled 
bread pan or two pie pans, smooth out w ith 
wet fingers, and cook for 1 - V/2 hours in a 
350 - 375 degree oven. The flour can be any 
combination of wholewheat, corn,buckwheat 
rye, barley, potato or soya, although the 
usual way is to use 3 cups whole-wheat and 
2 cups of other types. The flours and salt 
should be mixed together before adding any 
water. Currents, raisins, oats, honey and left 
over cereal and rice can also be added when 
batter is ready.
For high protein foods eat nuts and soya 
beans. Other high protein foods - eggs, 
cheese, fish, meat, yoghurt are aU expensive 
(and contaminated) and are not needed. The 
important thing is to have a basic diet such 
as cereal, brown rice, vegetables and fru it 
which you eat every day. The higher protein 
foods can be added to this in whatever 
amounts they are desired. Yoghurt can be 
made at home using a little culture from 
one of the chemically cured yoghurts to 
start it off. (Jalna brand in Melbourne is one).

By keeping things simple, it's possible to 
have more than enough to eat, and get all 
the nutrition you need for 50 cents per day, 
per person. Changing diets can involve all 
kings of boay and mind hassles, so it's best 
to do so gradually This makes sense anyway 
since it w ill take a while to get used to cook
ing in a new way. If you stop eating cheese 
and/or eggs, you should also cut down on 
sweetened foods to avoid stomach trouble.

Act now, do it! Commit yourself to 'caring' 
and help stop the soul-sick technology barons 
from freely clouding the consciousness of 
the world. □
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Rolling Stone Interview:

by Ben Fong-Torres
Leon Russell. The image— if we can 

narrow it down to one— is aural. He's 
always counting off, “One, two, three, 
four” at the end of those driving, lurchy, 
churchy rock and roll songs, pushing the 
endings, topping them with maybe a swirl 
of screams from his little chorale or with 
him on the piano, tickling out crazy lit
tle figures before a final “One, two, 
three, four” and a final chorus. Con
tagious is one word that comes to mind. 
Religious, another, because this whole, 
hearty approach has spread. Last week 
I saw Frankie Avalon, now the father of 
five, on the Merv Griffin show, singing 
“The Letter,” and he was using the Mad 
Dogs arrangement, squirming in his Jack- 
son 5 costume and doing Joe Cocker 
with his “Venus” non-voice, doing the 
Leon Russell conducting - the - final - bars 
thing . . . Contagion.

If rock and roll is color and dynamics, 
and fusion, and dancing, Leon Russell's 
got it down. Plus, he's showbiz, and he 
understands pace, production, and the 
advantages of keeping an audience a little 
amazed, wondering what it's all about.

1 mean, who are these people? There's 
that breath-giving black queen, Claudia 
Lennear, a former lkette flowing free, 
but still foxily Ikettish; her partner in 
the chorale is Kathy McDonald, a white 
woman who was asked to be an lkette 
by Ike Turner when he heard her during 
a break at Fillmore West, sitting on the 
floor singing a fourth harmony line to 
“Wooden Ships ” She declined the offer, 
but it didn't matter— Tina would just not 
have tolerated her. Kathy, from Seattle, 
then San Francisco, sings and dances like 
a waif just unbound, and rock and roll 
is her freedom.

And there's this comic figure, Huckle
berry Finn-ish, thin in a Dr. Shazam T- 
shirt and ado!escent in this wide, beaded 
headband with the peace symbol as the 
crown jewel— that's John Galley, playing 
organ with one hand, electric keyboard 
bass with the other. From the Joe Cocker 
Mad Dogs & Englishmen expedition, 
there are the fluffy blonds, drummer 
Chuck Blackwell and lead guitar Don 
Preston. Preston and rhythm guitar Joey 
Cooper also sing, forming the vocal wall 
with Claudia and Kathy. And Leon, lean, 
sleepy-eyed conductor behind his piano, 
working his fingers like a typist, grainy 
voice barking out the Dixie/hip words. 
The magnificent seven.

They've been together some five 
months now, since the Mad Dog conven
tion closed in May, and they're top-billed,

as anyone knowing Leon Russell might 
expect.

Russell's current golden era began with 
his work on piano and arrangements for 
Delaney and Bonnie and Friends' Orig
inal LP on Elektra. That led to Denny 
Cordell, Cocker's producer, and to work 
on the second Cocker album. Plus a song 
Leon had written for Claudia, “Delta 
Lady.” Then his own album, on his and 
Cordell's new label, Shelter, and his top
billed session men: Clapton, Harrison, 
Starr, Watts, Wyman, Winwood, V oor- 
man, Cocker, Stainton, B. J. Wilson, and 
the Bramletts.

Then he reciprocated, helping on the 
Stones' ‘Let it Bleed' and on Clapton’s 
own album. He assembled, arranged, 
conducted, and rode shotgun on the Mad 
Dogs, Cocker's instant, portable circus of 
last spring, and when that became a phe- 
nonemon, he became mastermixer for 
the album of the tour. He figures in the 
film, too, and there may even be a book. 
(“When the film comes out, the tour will 
become one of the most sociologically 
important events of our time,” he says.)

But that’s only Leon Russell of the last 
year or so. In 1968, he tried to give some 
signs of his individual creativity with an 
album,*Asylum Choir,' on Smash Records, 
an album that earned raves but little else. 
Before that, he was a session man among 
a lot of session men in his adopted Los 
Angeles, often working out of a studio 
built in his modest home by Bones Howe.

Leon first split his hometown, Lawton, 
Oklahoma, to play trumpet with a band 
in a Tulsa nightclub, saying he was older 
than his 14 years to keep the job. By 16, 
he'd jammed with Ronnie Hawkins in 
Tulsa, and Jerry Lee Lewis was offering 
his band a touring job. Russell had also 
studied classical piano, beginning at age 
three. He split from home again in 1959, 
at age 17, to go to Los Angeles, working 
clubs on a borrowed ID card. After a 
short trip to Oklahoma, he returned to 
L.A. to stay.

Eventually, he became a full-time ses
sion man, at first getting jobs mostly 
from people who weren't turned off by 
his gteased-back hair and hoodlum de
meanor. But he was a master craftsman, 
and the workload built: he got calls from  
Phil Spector, Herb Alpert, and Terry 
Melcher, and worked hundreds of ses
sions, playing piano on records by Bob 
Lind, Gary Lewis, the Crystals, the 
Righteous Brothers, the Ronettes, Paul 
Revere and the Raiders, and so many 
more.

Then— hair growing and mind blowing 
— he dropped out and laid low, working

at a small record company and hanging 
out mostly at home, building that home 
studio. And it was there that it would 
start all over again. Once again, Leon 
was a magnet, and before long, his studio 
had accounted for hits ranging from the 
Beatle-carbonic Knickerbockers' “Lies” to 
Cocker's **Delta Lady.” It was there that 
he did the Asylum Choir album.

And there, in the playroom-sized studio 
— now converted to 16-track— on Sky hill 
Road in the Hollywood hills, is where 
the energy stays. Reels of wide-band tape 
fill up closets and bathroom sinks; burlap 
and sweat often dominate the recording 
shack, and it isn't very impressive. There's 
neglect for everything but the music ma
chines. But when Leon and his band are 
working out there, it’s the Fillmore East, 
and— just the way he likes it—we’re all 
on stage, hanging over stairways and 
peeking through the little door. Master 
chef Leon Russell, doin' some home 
cooking!

There's where the interview was first 
scheduled. But when the Emerson-Loew 
photography team and 1 got there, he 
wasn't ready. There was a new album 
and another tour ahead, he said. After 
that, we'd have something to talk about. 
Russell doesn't much care to recite his 
credentials and his biography (that's 
why we've done it here). So we met 
again on the first leg of his most recent 
tour, in Denver, Colorado; by then, he'd 
pretty well completed the new album, 
most of it done in Muscle Shoals, Ala
bama, and he was ready to talk.

It was a good time to find out all about 
Leon. He was in town a couple of days 
before the concert, resting up in a city 
he’d conquered twice before— once with 
Cocker; once with the stage/plantation 
all to his own band. His upcoming con
cert at the old Mammoth Gardens (for
merly a roller skating rink) was in doubt 
— a hassle over the promoter not getting 
the ventilation fixed, you know. But that 
night, everyone went ahead, the Gardens 
was filled, and Russell, the image flash
ing out by way of a Malcolm X  shirt, 
violet jeans, and a feathered cap pro
vided backstage by a lady fan, Tinker 
Bell, was on top of it, talking soft and 
playing tough, a lot of the songs sound
ing alike and echoing back and forth to 
each other—one, two, three, four— amid 
the smoke and muggy unventilated air, 
the act and the audience very close to 
each other.

Sort of like the way it was back home 
on Skyhill Road.

— B. F.-T.
— Continued on Next Page
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Why were you here two, three days 
before the concert?

Well, we just came from Phoenix, and 
we really had a nice time the last time 
we were here. Not that we’ve had really 
a bad time this time, but it was just sort 
of weird, going through my first restau
rant discrimination the other day. They 
refused to serve me and Don Nix at “Mr. 
Steaks,” and it really surprised me, be
cause the people here seem to be not 
really into that stuff.

I’ve never been refused service in a 
restaurant before, even in the South.

Have you ever been attacked or shout
ed at?

Oh, yeah. We used to have a point 
system from one to ten. If they actually 
came up and hit you it was “ten,” and if 
it was just a double-take, it might be a 
“one.” I got a lot of “nines” in Dallas 
and places like that. They come up and 
stare you right in the face and say, 
“What’re you doin’! Why do you look 
the way you look? What’s your scene? 
Communist!” Yell, and chase you down 
the airport corridors and shit.

Chasing would scare me, because peo
ple can join in on chases very fast. Snow
ball . . .

Dallas is a weird community, at best. 
Here, I think it’s just fear. Like the lady 
that threw me out of the restaurant was 
obviously afraid of me. So I didn’t—I 
just left as quick as I could.. .

Did she give a reason for not serving 
you?

No. I said, “Why?” and she said, “We 
won’t serve you.” And I said, “Why?” 
And she said, “Because we don’t want 
to.”

It’s a funny thing, because people who 
can’t understand long hair ask, “Why?” 
And we basically say, “Because we want 
to; we enjoy i t ” You know, “it’s my 
choice”

Yeah, I can really understand that, 
though, because right before my hair was 
long I used to see some of my freaky 
friends running around, and I’d say, 
“What’s it all about? What’re you doing?” 
All of a sudden I had a Frank Sinatra 
session, and I had my ducktail, my 
Sebring, Elvis Presley haircut, and I just 
didn’t have time to go through the do, 
you know, so I just said hang it. There 
was so many people that I considered to 
be my friends who came up to me and 
just coerced me. Said all kinds of weird 
things. And so I thought: “Well, this is 
very strange.” Sinatra, as a matter of 
fact, did a double-take; I was the only 
one like that in the session. And I 
thought: “Well, that’s at least an ‘eight’.” 
It was weird because it all looked the 
same to me and from my point of view, 
everything was exactly the same. People 
just seemed to be bringing in these hos
tilities. So I decided to see how far it 
goes, and I’m still the same. The hair 
was pretty long...

And you lacquered and sprayed it?
Consumed those products...
Deadly chemicals. . .
But I’m not an ecology freak . . .  nor 

Women’s Liberation. I’m almost totally 
politically inactive.

As Dick Cavett says, “Politics bores 
my ass off .” But would you play free 
concerts?

If everybody’d agree to quit using 
money, I’d be happy to play for free 
every day for awhile. But I don’t play 
benefits or any kind of fund-raisers. I 
prefer to play at hospitals, for people 
who otherwise can’t see us. But I can’t 
see playing for causes, whatever the 
cause may be.

What if the cause is one you deeply 
believe in, and you can be a key point 
in its success?

I’m not so much of a person for caus
es, unless I specifically—for instance, if 
it’s my cause, or some poor people’s, I’ll 
try to help. But you won’t find me play
ing for any peace candidates—or any 
candidates.

I just played for a mentally retarded 
children’s hospital in Oklahoma—just be
fore we went to Muscle Shoals—and it 
was one of the most profound experi
ences of my life. It was all I could do to 
keep from crying long enough to sing the 
songs. I finally quit singing and just said 
the words.. .

It started out—well, Tulsa is my home
town, and I was just thinking of it in 
terms of another concert. And before I 
went back there, one of the girls at the 
house in California said, “Oh, you’re go
ing back home to play—how exciting!”

and I hadn’t thought about it, and I said, 
“Shit, that is exciting.” So when I got 
back there, I thought, well, we should do 
what we can do to get as many people 
there as we could and really do a thing. 
And we kicked around a few ideas, and 
we decided that the people who weren’t 
the fans wouldn’t know that I’d be there, 
and the people we wanted to get there 
would be those people. We decided we 
wanted to get on the front page of the 
paper—and on the news. And so I figured

ting worried about whether or not I had 
the strength to control it, and I went 
through a bunch of changes about that 
and then finally decided, well, hell, I can 
do it, but I must really be careful about 
what I’m doing, because the people— 
especially there, are emotionally bared by 
retardation and emotional defects.

I mean, normal people can be moved 
to riot by rock and roll music, so these 
ultra-sensitive people can really . . .  so I 
spent a considerable amount of time

out that since my physical image is not 
in context with Tulsa acceptance, that it 
should be something of a public service 
nature and be unquestionable as far as 
service to the community was concerned.

It started out as a publicity stunt— 
and I’m not above stunts because that’s 
what I’m in—public relations and com
munications. B ^  a couple of days before 
the thing was set up, I went through an 
artificially - induced religious experience 
and got to thinking about the ramifica
tions of what we were going to do and 
what effect this music was going to have 
on these children. And then I started get

thinking about it. So we got there to the 
place. I knew we should play softer, first 
of all, because of the excitement, be
cause the sound level in itself can be 
very exciting, if you’re not used to it, 
and most of these kids had been in hos
pitals all their lives. So we started out the 
first number, and I immediately saw that 
it was too strong, and I kept backing the 
band down ’til we were barely singing, 
barely playing.

Even at that, they were carrying two 
or three of them out, getting too excited, 
but after the thing was over with, an 
official at the hospital came up and said

there’d been at least half a dozen kids 
there who’d been there for five or six 
years, and had been in wheelchairs and 
had never moved—in catatonic stupors, 
that were trying to dance and laugh and 
smile and have a good time. It was an 
emotional experience for me. It was all I 
could do to keep my end of it together.

They ranged from four or five years 
old to 18, and it was very strange. Like 
I wore this Paul Revere hat that I’d 
bought at the MGM auction, a red coat, 
the Shelter T-shirt with the Superman 
thing on front, and one girl said it was 
amazing, ’cause here were these kids, and 
all their fantasies just walked in front of 
them and did this thing for them.

When you were doing the Joe Cocker 
Mad Dogs tour, you said basically the 
idea behind your kind of rock and roll 
was tribalization— to have the performers 
and audience together trading songs. Is 
that working?

It’s working throughout the country; 
the audience is why they have rock and 
roll concerts, because that’s the only 
missing element in the tribal culture. 
Well, an analogy to more primitive cul
tures would be—“the only thing missing 
is the drummers.” They’ve got the camp 
fire, they’ve got the circle, but they just 
don’t have the drummers, and that’s 
where the rock and roll bands come in.

Rock and roll joins the Gypsies. ..
I was thinking more of New Zealand, 

but it’s the same bag. Africa, any kind of 
primitive tribal cultures.

How do you relate to festivals as a 
“tribal” thing?

Well, the only thing that’s unfortunate 
about it is that for some reason or an
other, there’s no ritual. I mean, the ritu
al’s in the formative stages now. The 
tribe is just starting to recognize patterns 
in existence. In India the Indian music is 
essentially the same form as blues, in 
that it’s spontaneity within a certain re
stricted format. But in India it’s a re
ligion, and the restrictions are known by 
everybody and they know what their par
ticipation is and it’s just like a way of 
life. Here everybody’s still seeking out the 
patterns, like the festivals are the closest 
thing I can see in our modem civiliza
tion because it’s the way for people to 
expend non-specific energies.

Seems, though, like there are always 
variances in energies— there are always 
minds focused onto the political mean
ings of a crowd; why are we here; is this 
a capitalist cultural ripoff— things that 
would tend to separate people— and it 
leads to the talk— the pessimism about 
communes, tribes — the “death of rock 
and roll.”

Both economics and politics are false 
sciences. They’re based on poor com
munication. In other words, the reason 
people don’t like to trade—the reason 
they prefer to have money is because 
they don’t trust their own judgment of 
what something’s worth. If they have 
an outside arbitrator, who fixes the value 
for the time certificates—which is what 
the dollars actually are—money just buys 
time—it’s the same thing with politics, 
it’s based on poor communications.

Capitalism itself in itself is a bit of 
a rip-off, as far as I’m concerned, but 
what are you going to do? I’m certainly 
not going to be a politician and change 
it, in or out of the system. I’m just 
going to sing my songs, because that’s 
what I do. Some Oriental philosopher 
—Tao—once said that people that want 
to be political leaders are the least quali
fied to do it, and that’s true. The people 
who really are qualified won’t mess with 
it. So we always get the second best.

Why did you choose to go to Muscle 
Shoals to record the new album?

We mainly went down there because 
that’s where everybody goes for a certain 
type of music that we like. It’s mainly 
the musicians. They have that unique 
experience of playing together for quite 
some different artists, and they really 
are easy to work with.

What’s Muscle Shoals like?
It’s in the country; it’s very laid-back 

and relaxed.
Is it a scene where there’s like music 

in the air, or are the studios like an 
oasis, separated from the rest of the 
town?

I think it serves as an oasis, but the 
people are becoming more and more 
aware that that’s their main industry.

It was really an interesting experience 
because we went to Tulsa, Oklahoma and 
spent a week on a lake there laying 
around, then went down to Muscle Shoals 
for a week, where we were on a lake 
as well, so the music is considerably 
more laid-back than in the first album.
It was the immediacy on the first LP, 
with all those people being there mak-
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ing for more momentum; this time it 
was more relaxed.

What kind of songs are they?
It’s just a diary. Any record that I do 

of my own is a diary of what I’m into 
at the time. And what was happening in 
Muscle Shoals was a lot of fishing going 
on.

Whafs the “Muscle Shoals group”— 
an entity like the Memphis horns?

I’m not sure, but I think it’s a group 
that at one time was the staff band at 
another studio in Muscle Shoals and they 
finally left and bought their own studio.

There’s four or five, and we used them 
on a couple of tracks. It way at Muscle 
Shoals Sound studios, and for some 
reason I was under the impression that 
it was a 16-track studio, so it took me 
quite awhile to get adjusted to the eight- 
track style of recording.

What, do you compose or conceive of 
arrangements with 16-track mixing in 
mind?

Well, it delays all the decisions ’til the 
last possible minute, which is more like 
a performance on tape; when you dub 
it down you can change your mind, but 
with eight-track, you have to decide two 
or three moves ahead of what you’re 
gonna do, what you’re gonna keep, and 
sometimes it alters.

Not having been to places like Muscle 
Shoals and Nashville and Memphis, I 
wonder if it's the location or if some 
kind of magic begins to develop around 
studios and music people, and it results 
in “scenes”

Well, that’s it. The magic takes place 
any time that you have a group of peo
ple that are together every day and that 
share a common frame of reference. The 
fact that it’s in Miami or Alabama—I 
think it’s just where those people are 
from.

It could even happen in Denver.
That’s right. Anybody can do it any

place in their heads are in the right 
places.

What about London? What part of the 
album is that?

There’s one George Harrison song that 
I cut with the Dominos over there, which 
is nice, and there was one that I just 
kind of wrote on the spot, so there’ll be 
two songs with the Dominos on the 
album.

Anybody else help you in London?
I did one session with Ringo and 

George, but I didn’t really have any 
songs, and we were more or less jam
ming. I have one track that’s really nice, 
but I haven’t gotten around to writing 
the words for it.

How's Shelter Records coming along? 
Great. We’ll be cutting Freddy King 

at Chess in Chicago. We’ve signed him. 
And the next week we’re going to be 
cutting in Memphis. Me and Don Nix 
are producing. Freddy’s bringing his 
favorite drummer with him, and Duck 
Dunn from Stax is going to play bass, 
and then it’ll be my band.

Who does most of the organizational 
work for Shelter?

Denny Cordell does all of it.
What do you hope Shelter to be, to 

make it different from other record com
panies?

We don’t aspire to be Columbia Rec
ords; we just like our music, and that’s 
mainly what it’s all about. We’re mainly 
interested in helping people develop 
themselves in the way that they want to 
do it.

Who's on Shelter besides yourself and 
Freddy King?

Don Nix and Jim Horn, the saxophone 
player.

What does Don Nix do?
He’s a singer; he’s mainly a producer. 

This is his first album he’s produced 
himself. But he co-produced the Delaney 
and Bonnie album on Stax. He sings 
with the Muscle Shoals group.

You’ve been talking about lay in? back 
and resting, but 1 get the feeling that 
you're in a real hurry to cover as much 
ground around the country as you can, 
and to do as much as you can in as 
short a time as possible. . . .

Well, I’m in a hurry to do whatever 
it is I’m doing; I’m not so sure what 
I’m doing. I’m just geared to do it that 
way. That’s the way I make my music, 
and that’s the way I prefer to live, instead 
of sitting around getting moldy—I’ve 
been doing that too much in my life 
already. Don’t let the speed alarm you.

It doesn’t alarm me; it sort of surprises 
me, because you’ve been in this business 
for ten, 15 years now, and you know 
pretty much how long things take— the 
phenomena of phenomena — how Joe 
Cocker did certain things and the recep
tion to it, how the times relate to his

acceptance, how he got wary of it after 
awhile. . . .

I must say I don’t understand his 
wariness of it. I don’t understand why 
he’s so unenthusiastic.

Yeah, we were talking about some ex
citing things— his film, his live album, 
and what was next for him, and he 
sounded—bleah, “let them work it out 
or fight it out, I don’t care.” But I can 
understand it, because he’s such a dy
namic figure when he does get into 
something and goes on stage. . . .

That’s why I don’t understand why he 
doesn’t want to be involved, somebody 
with his touch.

Does that result in any kind of chasm 
between you now? Knowing your differ
ent paces?

Yeah, I’m willing to accept that. Most 
great artists that I have any kind of 
communications with at all, especially in 
the arts, it’s weird, but that’s what hap
pens.

Did he feel pushed during the Mad 
Dogs thing?

I think he did.
1 would think so. And with forty peo

ple traveling and living together and 
having to perform almost every night 
. . . what kinds of changes took place?

From my own point of view, it took 
a tremendous amount of energy, and I 
was pretty tired by the end, but in terms 
of astrology I guess it was just a differ
ence in pace. Like I preferred to push.

Well, that's what 1 meant. It drains 
you, yet you just get drained, rest, and 
push again with pretty much the same 
thing. You don’t learn, do you?

Hopefully you learn, but it’s a circle.
I mean, the only time you stop is when 
you die.

It sounds like some kind of addiction 
— a musical addiction.

Yeah, it’s definitely an addiction. I 
just was talking to some people in the 
band, I don’t remember where it was, 
but at one point something happened 
on stage, and the crowd just exploded, 
and they transformed their energy on 
stage, and I could actually feel it; I 
was telling the people how I could see 
how it could get to be an addictive 
practice.

Could it get to be a challenge? Getting 
one kind of reception one place, then 
thinking, /  wonder how it’ll be in, say, 
T u lsa ... or at a festival with six other 
big acts. . . .

That’s the whole thing about communi
cation is knowing who you’re talking to, 
but I don’t really think of it in terms of 
geography as much as age groups.

What do you hope to do with the film 
of the tour? Just more or less a super 
home movie or would it be some kind 
of a message on tribalization?

I’m sure there will be a message; I’m 
not sure what it is, because from the 
different bits of the film I saw, it was 
amazing to see everybody’s different fan
tasies on all the different levels of what 
was going on.

What was your fantasy?
To eliminate the restrictions as much 

as possible—the standard restrictions, like 
economic restrictions, so everyone could 
bring their own diversions with them, 
so they wouldn’t be really away from 
their normal lives, which for the most 
part happened.

What did it teach you, say, about the 
future of communal life as opposed to, 
or as an alternative to existing family 
structures? Did you think of such things 
in getting the group together?

Well, personally, I’ve never had a 
great deal of family involvement. The 
deep involvements I’ve had with people 
have been through musical relations or 
some other relations other than blood. 
Interchange is so important in terms of 
lives. It seemed a good opportunity to 
get a bunch of people together and see 
how they react.

Did you form your own group be
cause of the Mad Dogs tour?

There’s only one person who might not 
have been in my group had he not 
toured. I had a band five or six years 
ago for a couple of weeks that I put 
together which was basically the same 
band as the Mad Dogs band. It was 
called the New Electric Horn Band. I 
had six horns and ten voices in the 
choir and two drummers, organ, bass, 
guitar. I was going to make some records 
and that was to be my effort in music, 
and the band was great and all that, but 
I’m not a businessman. I didn’t have 
Denny Cordell there to get it all or
ganized.

Who were in the band?
Delaney and Bonnie Bramlett . . . 

Don Preston, Don Nix, Chuck Blackwell,

Carl Radle, John Galley [his organ 
player], Jim Horn, and a guy who’s play
ing with Ike and Tina now. But it really 
wasn’t that much of a deal; like I didn’t 
know auything about roadies at that 
time. . . .

There are some definite connections 
between Electric Horn and the original 
Delaney and Bonnie and Friends.

I’ve been very close to Delaney—at 
least musically— ever since I’ve been in 
California. And Carl was Delaney’s first 
bass player and came out with me on 
one of my trips to California. We used 
to play a lot of beer joints. . . .

This band came before Asylum Choir. 
Did the Asylum Choir album come after 
‘Sergeant Pepper'? 1 heard touches of 
that influence in it, and the critics at 
that time heard bits of the Beach Boys 
and the Youngbloods and the Mothers 
. . . How did the LP come together, with 
the songs about fleas, the fine harmonies, 
the sound effects . . . even what sounded 
like a Moog. . . .

We didn’t have a Moog. The Moog 
is just a machine that will re-create any 
noise. You can do it with—I mean elec
tronic music purists prefer to record their 
own train wrecks and shit, but the 
Beatles, yes, the Beach Boys, yes, Frank 
Zappa, yes, the Youngbloods—I’ve never 
heard them before—but Frank Zappa, I 
was always impressed with his non
musical restrictions. I was always under 
the impression that his records weren’t 
hampered by musical awareness at all. 
But in terms of John Cage and people 
like that, my awareness is hyper-musical 
sometimes—just too musical—and so it 
was a good experience for me to hear 
Zappa’s records because they were so 
non-musical.

A t that time— 1968— were you as 
heavily into gospel as you would come 
out to be later? The Choir had so many 
different kinds of music— soul music, 
Indian music, satires. . . .

That’s mainly what I do is satires, 
even now. I’ve never played in a real 
gospel church; never even been to one. 
I’ve heard it on the radio. Like Delaney 
and I got together one time and cut 
a record of the Chuck Berry song “Thirty 
Days” and we did .it in a gospel way, 
somewhat similar to the way we did 
“Give Peace a Chance,” but it was just 
an experiment, and Delaney was ac
tually involved in that kind of church, 
and he told me a lot of his stories about 
his experiences, and because I was in
terested in him, a lot of it seeped through, 
but my own contact with it was over 
the radio.

The Choir album sounds very con
structed.

Originally the whole thing was going 
to be about fleas.

You were asking for a dog. . . .
Right, exactly. I was just looking for 

a venue; a flea is the same sort of 
parasite a human being is, in terms of 
the earth and dogs. So we did the two 
or three songs, but I just wasn’t enough 
of a writer to pull it off.

So you wrote one of the first songs 
about Hollywood instead.

Well, that has a certain flea element 
about it. . . .

How was the harmony done? Who was 
“Wilson” who helped write one song? 
Was there actually a Beach Boy in
volved?

That was Dennis . . . No, Wally, from 
Texas, who was in a band with Marc 
Benno, who did the album with me. It 
was mainly Marc who did the harmonies. 
He mostly sang, and we’d color up the 
songs. I sang some harmony, but he 
really has a charming, soft kind of a 
voice. Then, I really have a passion for 
choirs, so we constructed a choir, out of 
his voice a lot of times.

Just another aspect of your re
ligion. . . .

Well, before we get too far off in 
that direction I’d like to say that I be
lieve that organized Christianity has done 
more harm than any other single force 
I can think of in the world. I don’t know 
if it’s religion itself or the organization— 
the “we” and the “they” and the “haves” 
and the “have-nots.” We are right and 
you’re wrong, as opposed to “Let’s all be 
in the same spaceship.”

Whafs the alternative for that kind 
of organization and that kind of re
ligion?

Rock and roll.
Rock and roll— but you're an exponent 

of one particular kind of rock and roll. 
What about rock and roll that promotes 
organized religion or some subculture 
you might consider as harmful if not 
more harmful than the things you’re 
fighting against?

I’m not really fighting against anything, 
but the Holy Trinity . . .  I mean, I’m 
from the Bible Belt, so that’s all in my 
background. Christianity. So that’s the 
way that particular satire takes place. 
If you think of the Holy Trinity in 
terms of the triangle and geodesic domes, 
that’s actually where I am at personally.

In the Christian church—or at least 
in the Protestant church, the Holy Trini
ty is the father, the son, and the Holy 
Ghost. But three has been a magic num
ber for all sorts of sciences and near- 
sciences.

Was your religious background forced 
at or into you, or did it just seep into 
you and become a part of your life?

I make it a habit of trying to be 
really aware of the things I love and 
the things I hate, and I use them all 
equally.

How did you become aware of what 
you loved and hated in your youth?

I didn’t understand southern Bible Belt 
Protestant racism, in terms of brother
hood, which they preached simultane
ously; that was perhaps the first indication 
I had that something was amiss.

What about your family— what did 
they preach?

Well, the normal, average, Christian 
Midwestern bag . . . and racism as well. 
You know, we’re all victims or products 
of our environment, and my thing is to 
throw it back at them and keep the 
circle going—that’s pretty vague, but 
that’s the best I can do.

We were talking about the Asylum  
Choir album. That beaver-shot ad in 
the L.A. Open City sure raised a fuss.

Yeah, that’s when that stuff had just 
been declared legal—that the human 
body wasn’t obscene—so they were 
driven out of business on an illegal 
premise. It was just a fact that it was 
so shocking to see it in a newspaper. 
You could buy that stuff anywhere in any 
bookstore, and a policeman happened to 
pick up one of those newspapers and it 
offended his tastes—his values of regi
mentation.

What exactly did the ad look like?
It was just myself and Benno and this 

nude chick that was photographed in the 
control room . . . You know, I don’t 
care to get into my fantasies about what 
weird is. The Kama Sutra is full of 
different positions that people can stand 
in, lay in, sit in . . . People are just 
people as they’re born, it doesn’t matter 
how they stand.

Did your satirical inclinations include 
gospel?

I suppose you could say that, because 
the words I say in the gospel medium 
are completely out of order with the 
meaning of gospel. But gospel means 
truth, and I try to say what I believe 
to be the truth in a medium that is a 
proven mass communicator.

Do you consider Dylan's “Rainy Day 
Woman (12 & 35)” to be gospel?

I suppose so . . . Dylan, as far as 
satire goes, is the kingpin, you know. 
He’s been acting like something that he 
may not be for years and years. But 
in acting that way, he is the way he acts. 

Have you ever worked with him?
No, but I hope to sometime, because 

I’ve always thought—and this may be 
purely my own fantasy—but I’ve always 
thought he was making musical con
structions that were far beneath his ac
tual awareness, just so they could be 
assimilated by a lot of people.

And yet so many people insist on be
ing so super-serious about him. Have 
you ever been able to get to a satiric 
level and listen and understand exactly 
what he's doing?

I don’t know whether I understand 
exactly. I don’t think I could unless I 
knew him more personally. But he’s been 
a great inspiration. The first time I ever 
heard him, I was amazed at how much 
he sounded like me—this is from my 
point of view. And I remember im
mediately thinking, “Well, it’s great; but 
nobody’ll ever understand it.”

How do you mean he sounds like you?
In terms of phrasing, or the kind of 
words. . . .

Yeah, his phrasing, singing and the 
words, I think. If he sounds like me 
in words it’s because I’ve studied his 
style right.

He always struck me as being (me of 
the first people in mass communications 
that took a non-musical overview and 
used a musical medium to express him
self. Like Dylan Thomas. I heard some 
recordings of him reciting his poetry, and 
it s just one dimension less than Bob 
Dylan’s poetry because Bob had the 
added dimension of music. But otherwise, 
it’s very similar.

—Continued on Next Page
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Did Dylan Thomas make up for the 
lack of music with something else?

Nothing, for me. I prefer Bob Dylan.
What about the Who? Did you like 

Townshend’s opera?
It’s a weird premise. Perhaps it’s 

really hip satire, I don’t know. A blind 
pinball champion? I really don’t under
stand. I’m not saying there's not even 
anything going on, but I find myself 
asking myself why, when I listen to 
this record. . . .

I imagine Peter Townshend’d be able • 
to explain— quite lucidly— what it means 
to him, to get into a whole fantasy on 
how it feels to be a human being who 
is actually a mass of nothing, being hit 
by all those weird scenes, and being a 
champion in some way at the same time.

Yeah, I don’t know about superiority 
to other people, and I don’t know about 
explaining constructions, but if the con
struction works, it works. And if you 
have to send accompanying dialogue with 
it to explain it, then it doesn’t work 
except as that total whole.

But that’s the tradition of opera: the 
libretto.

have offered a positive alternative to 
reality instead of displaying it as it ac
tually now is.

/  don’t know what Fonda’s answer to 
Dylan was when that came up, but I 
would imagine he wanted to challenge the 
audience to grope for their own alterna
tive, to look elsewhere.

I find that people identify with movies 
kind of passively but not in an explora
tory way. And there are a lot of people 
walking around that act just like John 
Wayne, without their specific knowledge 
of actually ever acting.

Perhaps so. People get movies pre
sented to them in a package, and they 
accept it and they’re entertained or 
they’re thrilled or they’re enlightened or 
they’re shocked or whatever, and that’s 
it.

world. So a few people are killed, what 
the hell? You sell a lot of planes and 
bombs, and for a religious cause, which 
people are prone to accept—the logic 
of the situation demands a different line 
of thought—but religiously, with God 
on our side, they don’t feel bad about 
$40 million a day toward the war. Be
cause it’s protecting territorial boundaries, 
or it’s protecting some sort of religious 
vagueness. So they allow it to go on.

You just started getting into science 
fiction?

No, I’ve always been interested in it.
So many people get hung up in history, 

and I think that’s all right if you balance 
it with science fiction, because either 
one of them is just as true—history is 
no more true than science fiction.

Is there someone at Shelter who’s in
EdCaraeff

Perhaps that’s true; I’m not much of 
an opera fan.

What about films? “Dixie Lullaby” 
concerned “easy riders” in the South, 
and the message was “Be kind to the 
Southerners, or give them a chance to 
be kind to you.” Was that from the 
movie, from your own travels, from your 
own life, or something you’ve always 
thought was important to say?

It was all of those things. I was very 
impressed with the realism of that movie, 
the heroes and the bad guys. It wasn’t 
a morality play in the sense of a John 
Wayne western, where the bad guys are 
obviously bad and the good guys are 
obviously good. Because the bad guys 
were as real, if not more real, than the 
heroes. That little epic, y’know. And that 
was probably because they weren’t actors, 
they were really . . .  I remember reading 
something that Dennis said when they 
first pulled in to that truck stop, those 
guys were standing around, so he went 
up to them and explained the premise 
and said, “What would you say if this 
was happening,” so they just sat down 
and said what they would say. You 
can’t get any more real than that, I 
mean you’re really one up to Andy 
Warhol.

That took balls, too, l think, because 
they could’ve had a camera focused on 
Dennis in case he got ripped off by them. 
It could easily have happened.

He’s definitely got balls. As well as 
just sheer talent.

Now, what were you saying in your 
song? That people should give the South
erners a <\hance to be kind, or to be real?

Well, I don’t . . . not being an opera 
fan, the songs stand alone.

Not being an opera fan?
Yeah. What’d you say, libretto?
Oh, I see. That was a half a topic ago.
Some guy came up to me in San 

Francisco and asked—he told me that 
he’d quit turning on because he’d heard 
“Roll Away the Stone.” “Is that what 
that meant?” And I told him “If that’s 
what it means to you then that’s fine, 
but that’s not what it means to me.” And 
he said “What does it mean to you?” 
That’s not the reason that I do it, so I 
can go out and explain. They are what 
they are. . . .

I subscribe to the theory that films— 
and science fiction—come true. In other 
words, the people that create fiction are 
actually creating the future. Because the 
less visionary type of people are influ
enced. . . .

It may be sad, in a way, that movie, 
because it didn’t offer a positive alterna
tive. I heard somewhere through the 
grapevine that Bob Dylan didn’t want 
to do the music to the movie because 
he felt that Peter Fonda should ride his 
motorcycle into the truck. Which I don’t 
think he—he may not have said that, 
that’s only hearsay, but I prefer to think 
movies like M*A*S*H, which I really 
can’t comment on in total because I only 
saw the first 20 minutes of it, but I 
sat there and looked at all that and 
everybody was laughin’ and shit, and I 
said, “Well, I know all this but it’s not 
funny.” It’s just that sort of black humor 
that’s not funny. And that’s sort of the 
way I feel with Easy Rider. Like it was

L
all true, it was all real and it was ex
pertly done, an expert media experience, 
but I just somehow wish that it could

_________________________ ________

It’s a simple experience of media. Like 
Andy Warhol proved it when he painted 
his Campbell soup can series. It’s not 
exactly all content as much as it is style. 
Like the fact that you see these gigantic 
Campbell soup cans is the same thing 
that you see a dirty guy, a bad guy with 
a rifle rack in his truck, shootin’ some
body, blown up on a big screen. To 
somebody who’s not really into the effect 
of the media, and happened to have a 
pick-up with a rifle rack in their pick-up, 
they might just go ahead and play it on 
out.

Have you got some kind of an idea in 
your head about the kind of things you 
would do visually? Would you do a 
documentary, or a science fiction fantasy, 
or d musical. . . .

Well, I’d say it would be documentary, 
’cause the most important media ex
periences these days are news. People 
can sense that an assassination is real, 
and they’re more prone to watch that. 
And war. That’s why war is such a big 
seller on the news. But it’s a commodity. 
It’s a commercial commodity war, these 
days.

That reminds me of what you said 
a couple of years ago about NBC pack
aging things that are going on right now 
and sending it to people, commercially, 
almost.

It’s not just the networks; it’s a lot of 
corporations. But it’s strictly an economic 
colonization of America, a vast dumping 
ground of products, the backyard of the

terested in video casettes and that sort 
of thing?

We’re interested, and as a company 
we’re going to the national cassette con
vention in February. Videocassettes are 
going to do the same thing to television 
that television did to movies. I won’t 
go as far as to say what that thing is, 
but it’s going to do the same thing.

Ultimately, Shelter will be a communi
cations company, and the communica
tions aspect will eclipse the records part 
of it.

Do you see your video cassettes being 
non-musical as well as musical?

Sure; the medium itself will eclipse 
the musical aspect of it, but this is a 
logical transformation to go from records 
to video. I think I might be more of a 
film director than anything else. I’ve 
never directed one, but it’s something I 
can get into.

Is jftpt a logical next step for you?
It is to me; I don’t know how logical 

it’ll be to the movie industry. They’re 
just getting a taste with Dennis Hopper 
of the same thing the music industry got 
with Phil Spector. The first 19-year-old 
commercial genius. The movie industry 
with all its unions and all their backward 
ways of doing things are just getting 
a taste of it; we don’t have to do it 
their way.

Along those lines, you’ve been an 
integral force in getting artists inter
acting and overcoming old hassles with 
record contracts— playing on each other’s

records. . . .
Well, contracts concern only the peo

ple the contracts involve, you know. . ..
. . . And their lawyers and their 

royalties. . . .
In a certain way, the record companies 

work in a certain way for the artists, 
and it’s just— I mean, you can’t keep 
people from interacting.

True, but before, say, if Stephen Stills 
wanted to do a non-Buffalo Springfield 
album and wanted to hook up with John 
Sebastian, he’d have to go through his 
company for permission, or do it on the 
sly . . .  Now it seems much more free.

As it happens, because of Buffalo 
Springfield or whatever, he is a giant, 
he can do whatever he wants to do. I 
mean the record company, I’m sure, is 
thankful for his endeavors, any way he 
wants ta  cut it. I don’t know whether 
they are out front encouraging that sort 
of thing, but it’s the old capitalist ideol
ogy of putting the basket out to catch 
the biggest amount of money. But the 
thing is, money is just representation of 
people’s interests, and record markets are 
created; they don’t exist in any particu
lar form. Interaction between Stills and 
Sebastian will create something that be
fore didn’t exist and without affecting 
what already exists.

There’ve always been giants in the 
industry, but before, there wasn’t that 
inclination to experiment with intra-group 
chemistry.

Well, it’s always been my scene to play 
on everybody’s records—for hire, so it’s 
just a logical next step.

How did it feel to be a session man 
and not get credit— did it matter, or was 
it just a gig?

Yeah, I didn’t consider myself to be 
responsible for the overview that caused 
the mass communication of a record to 
happen. In some projects I had more in
fluence than others. But I think the first 
record experience where I really did just 
what came off the top of my head was 
that Bonnie and Delaney album, which 
was true for Delaney as well. We just 
all got around and had a party. That’s 
what it sounds like.

I used to produce some records with 
Delaney and Bonnie; that was before I 
was together or Delaney was together— 
the records really weren’t that good, and 
it certainly lacked any kind of a busi
ness organization. Then Alan Pariser 
[their manager] came on the scene, and 
offered him the organizational capability 
he was lacking, and gave Delaney the 
confidence that he really did have some
thing to say. That was sometime after 
the Electric Horn band.

I was going to do a group with Jim 
Gordon, and that’s the time that De
laney first met him. Carl Radle was play
ing with Delaney at the time. Jimmy 
Keltner was playing. He went back to 
when I was doing the Gary Lewis rec
ords. Gary Lewis introduced me to 
Keltner and Delaney met him that way. 
But the people that were involved with 
that band were already working with 
Delaney—it was like an organized thing, 
they’d been working for a month or so 
at a club in town.

So you’ve actually tried to form a 
number of groups before. Why did they 
never jell?

The only thing I actually tried to do 
for myself was that Electric Horn Band. 
Asylum Choir was a studio thing, we 
never got around to performing.

What made you decide not to have a 
horn section with your band?

Well, I’d like someday to do a tour 
with a Ray Charles sort of band, and 
I’m rhythm-section-oriented—and choir. 
It takes a certain amount of spontaneity 
out of it when you have a horn section 
to deal with, in front. The rhythm play
ers can just about play anything if their 
heads are in the right place and it sounds 
right. The only things that are pre
planned in our band is the vocal group’s 
part—they’re roughly the same every 
time, and horns would just be, another 
factor, mathematically. It’d be two things 
that’d be predestined.

I love horns but I’d prefer to wait 
until some time where it’s feasible and 
do it up with horns—nine horns or some
thing.

What kind of connection did you have 
with Ray Charles? Did you see his 
roadshows?

Many times; he’s just a great influence.
Was he an influence on your taking 

up the piano?
It was a funny thing, a friend of mine 

from back in Oklahoma named Johnny 
Kale, the first time he ever heard me 
play, he said I sounded exactly like

continued pg. 11 -
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Morthland
In the season of the solo star, the at

tention is focusing on people like Neil 
Young, Randy Newman, Elton John, Van 
Morrison, and, yes, John Lennon, Paul 
McCartney, George Harrison, and Ringo 
Starr.

And Rod Stewart, sort of. Sort of, be
cause he's unwilling. While he has put 
out two superb albums of his own since 
leaving the Jeff Beck Group, he insists 
that his main gig is as vocalist with the 
Faces, and he wouldn't have it any other 
way. He resents it when they're billed as 
Rod Stewart and the Faces, because 
they're equals in their own eyes.

The night before this interview was 
conducted, the Faces—Stewart, guitarist 
Ronnie Wood, bassist Ronnie Lane, 
drummer Kenny Jones, and Ian McLagan 
on keyboards— had packed Fillmore West 
on a Wednesday night as the only act on 
the bill. They were in the middle of one

of those ball-breaking, six-week tours that 
has maybe four days off in a string of 
onenighters.

In America, the Faces' chief claim to 
fame is “Itchycoo Park” (and maybe 
the round-jacketed ‘Ogden's Nut Gone 
Flake'), and they still seem to think they 
have to live that single down before they 
will get the kind of recognition they seek. 
They're well on their way to doing just 
that, and perhaps it won't be long before 
people quit thinking of them as the Small 
Faces. ‘First Step,' the initial album with 
the new group, is certainly little indica
tion of what they displayed at the Fill
more.

The Faces do play loud, but with care. 
And let's face it, friends, there are few 
better things in life than a rock and roll 
band that is loud and still musical. Wood, 
who was bassist with Beck when Stewart 
was in that group, is developing into a

fine lead guitarist, and plays a beautiful 
bottleneck. On a bad night, they're prob
ably extra bad, just as they're extra good 
on a good night, because they are that 
kind of band, much like the early Stones.

This was a good night. On this tour, 
they're playing songs from ‘First Step,' 
from Stewart's own ‘Gasoline Alley,' 
some new ones, and a few surprises like 
“Baby I'm Amazed" and “Love In Vain.” 
They did a rocking two-hour set, passed 
out bottle after bottle of wine, and were 
rewarded with a long encore. They loved 
every minute of it, as much as did their 
audience.

Stewart himself is a dynamic per
former. He never stands still, moving 
about with abandon, but not a trace of 
self-consciousness, as if being on a stage 
was the natural thing for him to do. His 
trademark is picking up the whole mike 
stand and swinging it about; in Chicago,

he literally brought the house down when 
he put the mike stand through the low 
ceiling of the club. When the other Faces 
lean into a microphone to sing harmony, 
they occasionally mime his gestures, 
throwing their arms out just like he does. 
It's all in fun, and everybody gets a good 
laugh.

Still, they're not sure of it all them
selves. “How did we sound, really, in 
your honest opinion, was it good?” Ron
nie Wood asked backstage after the show 
ended, after they'd told the audience they 
couldn't continue because they'd exhaust
ed their repertoire. Self-confidence—or, 
more accurately, lack of it—seems to be 
an obstacle.

The fun's just beginning when the show 
ends. Backstage, a photographer walks up 
and the five Faces immediately wrap 
themselves up in each other, like the 
cover of the first Lovin' Spoonful album,

all writhing and 
“Take our pici 
The faces are c 
they're good fri 
stage, and they

A few minuti 
rapher has Ste\ 
he's lifting his 
ing his arms, a 
sion every seco) 
away. A scene 
Night.'

As the Faces 
to head back to 
a chat with soi 
outside. A blacl 
and says, “Kee 
heart and soul,

“Thanks,” Si 
member, the ki> 
dead.”

There's still \
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> and squirming and shrieking: 
picture! Take our pictureV* 

are an unusually close group; 
d friends with each other off- 
they stick together.

linutes later, the same photog- 
Stewart off in a corner, and 
his shirt up and down, wav- 
is, changing his facial expres- 
second while she clicks madly 
:ene right out of ‘Hard Day’s

the bar, which is done in short order, 
and, when the bar closes, the merriment 
continues back at the hotel, until the po
lice arrive to suggest that the noise cease, 
or, at least, that it be kept down a bit.

Stewart was a gas to interview. Like 
the rest of the Faces, he’s warm and ex
uberant, loves to tell a funny story, and 
has a bit to say on most anything you’d 
want to ask him about. And on top of all 
that, he’s humble.

7aces leave the dressing room 
ck to their hotel, they stop for 
h some of the crowd waiting 
black guy walks up to Stewart 
“Keep singing with all your 
soul, man, ’cause you got it.” 
!’ Stewart replies. “But, re- 
te king is gone. Sam Cooke is

still plenty of time left to hit

— J .M .
When we talked earlier this year, you 

said you’d never go out as a solo per
former. Do you still feel the same way, 
after the success of *Gasoline Alley’?

I’ll stay solo as far as records, yes; as 
far as live performances, no. I’m just not 
responsible enough to put a band together 
and keep it together. I have enough of a 
time keeping myself together, let alone a 
band. And even if I chose a band, I’d

choose the same guys I got in the band 
now anyway.

Have you ever performed as a solo 
act?

For money? No, not for money, I’ve 
done it for free, on the streets and stuff. 
That was in my old nomadic days, when 
I was about 17 or 18. I’m 25 now. Then 
I was wandering around, mostly Spain 
and Italy, trying to get myself together. 
I think that’s something everybody should 
get out of them; when my kids grow up, 
I’m going to say, “Out, you bastards, get 
out on the road and live.”

I did that for two years, mostly in 
Spain. Spain is easier to play in than any
where else for some reason; I don’t know. 
It was a banjo; I learned how to play 
banjo before guitar. I was with Wiz Jones 
—he’s a folk legend in England—I 
played with him. Mostly American folk 
music, like Jack Elliot. We weren’t really

aware of any English folk music then. I 
got sent back from Spain, we got kicked 
out for being vagrants. Flown back on 
BOAC, and I still owe BOAC the money 
for that flight. We’d started out in Bel- 
gium, lived in Paris" the South Bank, for 
about eight months, then got to Spain, 
Barcelona.

What’s you do then, after being kicked 
out and sent home?

I was in England, making picture 
frames. Did a bit of grave-digging—that 
was all right, we only had to work two 
days a week, and you didn’t spend the 
whole day digging holes; we did a lot 
of other things there.

Were you singing professionally then?
The first band I ever sang in profes

sionally was Jimmy Powell and His Five 
Dimensions. This was when I was 19 or 
20; it was part-time, between making the 

— Continued on Next Page
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ROD STEWART
— Continued from Preceding Page 
picture frames, and we didn’t get paid 
much, we used to play in the Stones’ in
tervals in London. I used to play the 
harmonica; I never used to sing. They 
backed Chuck Berry in England after I 
left; by then I had joined Long John 
Baldry and the Steampacket with Julie 
Driscoll, Brian Auger and Baldry him
self. We were doing our soul routine, like 
“Midnight Hour” and “Mr. Pitiful” and 
all the early Otis Redding hits.

Were Otis and Sam Cooke, who you 
mentioned last night, the singers you 
liked the most?

Cooke was the only one in fact that 
influenced me, but I listened to every
body and probably picked up a bit from 
them all. Sam Cooke was the only one 
that really influenced me, over a period 
of about two years, that’s all I listened to. 
This was about three years ago, just be
fore I joined Beck. I’m really open- 
minded though; I’ll listen to anybody. 
It had to do with the way I sounded; I 
didn’t sound at all like anybody, Ray 
Charles or anybody, but I knew I sound
ed a bit like Sam Cooke, so I listened to 
Sam Cooke.

Where does your voice come from?
Last night it was coming from there 

[strokes neck] too much. I was straining 
it a bit. Usually it comes from way down 
[patting stomach]. When I first started 
playing the guitar, I had a sort of very 
bad mid-Atlantic cowboy voice, really a 
bad one. And it just developed from 
there, partly by listening to Sam Cooke.

Were you consciously trying to emulate 
Sam Cooke?

No, I don’t think so, not really. If 
I’d sung one of his numbers, I might 
have, but I’ve never sung one of his 
numbers, probably never will. I wouldn’t 
touch one of his numbers after he’s 
sung them himself. It was just the tone 
of his voice, not the phrasing or what
ever, just the tone.

Well, how did you get your voice so 
hoarse?

I don’t know, just belting my ass off 
for five years. But it’s stronger now than 
it’s ever been, which is weird. Like I 
can work hard, two hours a night, and 
it doesn’t give out like it used to, three 
or four years ago.

When did it start to get that way?
I think probably after the first record 

I made. Let me see, what was the first 
record I made? I made a tape of “Good 
Morning, Little Schoolgirl,” about four 
years ago, with studio men; John Paul 
Jones was on bass, I remember that. I 
was singing with Jimmy Powell’s band by 
then, and I got called out to make one 
record. It was a dismal failure. It was a 
good record, it was like a white attempt 
. . . five years ago, before its time, but 
I thought it was good.

How do you describe your own voice; 
do you listen to yourself sing much?

Obviously, the only way to improve on 
anything is to listen to what you’ve al
ready done, and probably after I did the 
first Beck album, which is the first al
bum I ever did, then I had a collection 
of songs I could really listen to. I seemed 
to have improved far more over the last 
two years than I did the three years pre
vious. It’s pretty much down to that 
Truth album really; I could take it home 
and listen to it, and I’ve improved since 
then.

How do you think you've improved?
My voice has become more sandpa- 

pery, as you call it, that’s an improve
ment in itself. And I learned a lot from 
Beck, that really helped a lot. I learned 
how to fit in with a guitar—fit in, you 
know what I mean?—how to be a lead 
vocalist, and fit in with the guitar. I 
think I learned that, which now comes 
out so I can phrase well. I think I 
phrase very well.

What do you think when you he*r 
ycfur voice on record? It's a very distinct 
voice; no one else has anything like it.

Everyone tells me that; I can’t believe [ 
that at all. I wouldn’t call it a distinct 
voice. I sometimes think, oh. Christ, T 
sound too much like Sam Cooke, or Ar
thur Conley, or someone like that. What 
happened with Gasoline Alley was I 
picked the right songs, that suit my voice. 
So on that album, probably it sounds 
distinct.

You didn't do that on the first one, 
you don't think, *The Rod Stewart Al
bum'?

No, not really, because I was out to 
try to prove myself as a singer more 
than anything. On Gasoline Alley, II_______

thought I picked the right numbers to 
suit the voice, and that’s a start. Like 
“It’s All Over Now,” which I thought 
was a good choice.

Let me think of someone who picks 
the wrong songs to fit his voice to show 
you what I mean. . . . David Ruffin, the 
old Tempts’ singer. I’d love to produce 
that guy, and pick the songs he should 
sing, because he doesn’t know, you 
know? Tim Hardin sometimes falls down 
on that. He writes most of his own songs 
for himself, but listen to the Tim Hardin 
II album, where he does beautiful songs 
all the way through, and then he does 
something like “I’m a Smuggling Man.”

It spoils the album. There’s an ideal ex
ample of someone picking a song they 
can’t sing.

I’m sure if you looked into it you’d 
find loads of people who don’t know how 
to pick the material for their own voice. 
Someone who does is Van Morrison. Not 
the world’s best singer, but he doesn’t 
write his songs so he can’t conquer them.

How much of your songs are autobio
graphical?

Two songs on Gasoline Alley are very 
true: “Jo’s Lament” and “Lady Day.” 
Old loves.

What's Gasoline Alley? I get the im
pression from listening to it that it's Eng
lish slang for a working class neighbor
hood, or something like that.

Oh, no, Gasoline Alley is somewhere 
in San Francisco, right?

Not to my knowledge.
I got the idea from a girl at the Fill

more, last time we were here. We were 
talking and she said something like, “I 
must get home, because my mother will 
say, ‘Where have you been, down Gaso
line Alley?.’ ” And I said, “What?”

That doesn't sound too autobiographi
cal.

Well, in a way it* is, yes; it’s just a re
turn to a place that you are very fond 
of, which must happen to everybody, I’m 
sure. Gasoline Alley is nowhere in par
ticular to me. It was about a feeling I 
had when I was in Spain, and I couldn’t 
get back to England. I wanted to get 
back to England, but I didn’t have the

money to get back. So it’s a song about 
going home; I’ve experienced that. “Jo’s 
Lament” is a song about a girl I put in 
a family way, and “Lady Day” is very 
true, about a girl I fell in love with a 
long time ago and she didn’t want to 
know me.

What are you looking for when you 
choose songs for your own album, as op
posed to a Faces album?

Two things, mainly. I look for a song 
that’s probably been forgotten, that no 
one’s done for a time. Something that 
can fit my voice so I can sing it right, 
and something with a particularly strong 
melody. Three things, actually.

You like melody especially?
Yeah, I do like melodies; I like sing

ing melodies. I don’t like anything else 
particularly. I can’t stand jamming. I 
just find it a bore. I get asked “Why 
don’t you come down and jam?” and I 
just say, “Forget it.” Probably because 
I don’t play; I mean, it’s much easier 
for a guitar player to jam than a singer.

Do you do much improvising of lyrics 
when you're singing?

Oh, yeah, but you must have the set 
pattern there to start it all the
time; I never sing a scmgtKe^same way 
twice in a row, or I try not to.

Have you ever tried scat-singing?
[Laughs] No. I’m really not into that at 

all. There’s only a very few people who 
can do it, Ella Fitzgerald and Anita 
O’Day. . . .  I can’t think of anyone 
else who can do it properly.

Can any of the others in the Faces 
sing very much at all?

I don’t think so, really. Ronnie Lane 
and Ronnie Wood when they sing to
gether are powerful enough that they 
come across. Ronnie Lane could prob
ably sing a slow song, but we haven’t 
tried it as yet. He sings the introduction 
to “Baby I’m Amazed,” and he does it 
very well. He’s pretty paranoid about 
that, because he thinks he sounds like 
Paul McCartney, and he does. They look 
on singing the way I look on playing 
guitar on stage. I gotta concentrate on 
singing, whereas they gotta concentrate 
on what they’re playing. Really, one has

to suffer. Something has to give, you 
know, there’s not many people that can 
carry off the two. B. B. King can, but 
it’s nearly impossible to sing and play 
something well at the same time. You 
can strum and yodel a bit, but nothing 
great. Hendrix was the only one who 
could carry off both at once.

You seem to anticipate a song, to 
really anticipate going up on stage to 
sing . . .

I’m afraid to get up and sing, usually. 
I was really afraid last night. I always 
find out once I get on stage that it’s OK, 
I sorta rise to the occasion, we all do, 
but we’re all bloody nervous before we 
go on. And we were last night, because 
this was our second tour, and this is the 
first time I’ve—I don’t know; I’m trying 
to find the right word—“fronted” a band 
as such. It was a big night for me last 
night, it really was. I only started com
ing to America a year and a half ago, 
with Beck. I never got scared with Beck, 
and we played for really big audiences. 
Beck was the man in that band. I feel 
more responsible mentally with this band 
than I ever did with Beck. If we died a 
death one night, I didn’t used to care: 
“It’s not my band; it’s Beck’s band. Too 
bad.” I tried, but I didn’t lose sleep over 
it if we did bad. With this band, if we 
do a bad show, I lose sleep over it.

Do you see yourself as the leader of 
this band?

No, very far from it, I’m not the 
“leader.” It’s probably something I 
brought upon myself, because Gasoline 
Alley was so big, and I feel like a lot of 
the people are coming to hear the num
bers off that album. It’s weird, really, I 
shouldn’t worry about it, but I do. And 
I want this band to be really successful.

Do you guys think it is? Are you 
pleased so far?

For two tours, we’re doing bloody 
well. Gasoline Alley has made a lot of 
the difference. What I’m gonna try to do 
now is put an album together that’s bet
ter than Gasoline Alley.

Do you mean ‘Gasoline Alley' made 
the difference for you, or for the Faces? 
Do you get the feeling people are coming 
to see Rod Stewart or are they coming 
to see the Faces?

This is one of the things that worries 
me; I hope they’re not just coming to see 
me. Because we’re a band, and I want 
people to realize it’s a band up there. The 
other guys in the band are strong, too, 
in what they do. I wouldn’t be in this 
band if I didn’t think they were equally 
strong. I think if the band makes a really 
good album, better than Gasoline Alley, 
then people will recognize that fact. On 
this tour, it seems to be Gasoline Alley 
that we’re living off. Gasoline Alley was 
numbers I wanted to do. It was my trip, 
really, but if the Faces make a really 
good album, a team thing, well, that’ll 
change the whole thing. It’ll bring the 
other four up a lot more. What I’m 
gonna try to do is really separate the 
two, by doing a solo album of really 
slow things, like a nice midnight-type al
bum.

Will you use the Faces, like on 'Gas
oline Alley'?

No, I won’t use them at all—I might 
use Ronnie Wood a bit—but we really 
gotta separate the two issues. Put the 
band over there, and my albums over 
here. And keep the music as far away 
from each other as you can. So we can 
make nice heavy albums with the band— 
not heavy, that’s such a played-out word 
—but nice rocker-type albums, and I can 
do a bit of smooth stuff on the quiet.

Who will you use on your own album, 
then?

Oh, there’s a wealth of musicians in 
England. I wanna make an album like 
“Only a Hobo” all the way through, 
those kind of songs. If I can sell an al
bum like that, I’d be really happy, more 
pleased than with Gasoline Alley.

Do you prefer to sing the slower 
songs?

Every time, yeah.
You don't do too many slower things 

with the Faces.
Sure, we do enough, we do about 

four: “Love in Vain,” “Baby I’m 
Amazed,” “Devotion,” “Country Com
forts.” A bit of 12-bar blues, yeah. On 
records, I prefer doing slower numbers.

How come?
For a vocalist, a slower number lends 

itself better than anything else. In op
portunities for phrasing, it’s much more 
free. I’ve had my days of belting it out 
over 2000 watts of amplifiers, and doing 
the exact same on records.

The Faces play pretty loud; you have 
to belt to get over them.

Well, this is why I asked you when 
we came off last night if we played a bit

\
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too loud towards the end. I think we 
started off quiet, but we all got carried 
away and a bit frantic toward the end. 
Compared to the Beck group, we’re really 
quiet. We play loud, but we try to play 
. . . there’s a difference, let me think of 
someone . . . Grand Funk Railroad really 
do me in; they’ve gotta be the all-time 
loud white noise, haven’t they?

Indisputably, but lots of people come 
to hear you play really loud. If there's 
one thing a Fillmore audience likes, it's 
volume.

Oh, I don’t believe that; they’re not 
dumb. They’re the hardest audience I’ve 
ever gotten up and played for. I was 
really scared last night, believe me, no
body ever believes me when I say that. 
We went on in Detroit and broke Cock
er’s record, biggest crowd they’ve ever 
had, and I just had to get up and say I’m 
shit-scared. They don’t believe it! They 
all say, “Nyah, come on,” and I was 
really scared!

Are you all happy with the first al
bum?

The First Step? It did well for a first 
album. Everybody in the band thinks of 
it as a first album. It really was, for this 
band. Something completely new. Did 
you ever listen to the old Small Faces 
album?

Sure.
There you go, it’s a completely differ

ent thing, isn’t it? It wasn’t a good al
bum, it was a bloody awful album, it 
was a poor album. It was very tight, but 
we played a lot of numbers off it last 
night, and it was much looser. On the al
bum, they’re mechanical, you know, 
clinical. Now how can music be clini
cal? But I’ve got really high hopes for 
the next album.

The next Faces album— is that being 
recorded now?

Yeah, we’re about half-way through. 
We’re gonna put “Baby I’m Amazed” 
on it, and the one we finished up with 
last night, “Feel So Good,” we’re gonna 
record them live at the Marquee in Lon
don. The rest will be all originals by the 
band. There’s three me-type songs, things 
I’ve done about my own experience.

Do you find that's the best way to 
write songs, rather than complete fantasy 
things?

I get you. The songs people have dug 
that I’ve written have always been about 
real things that happened. Whereas, like 
on the first album, “Blind Prayer” was 
entirely imagination, and I think that’s 
where songs come from, they come either 
from imagination or from experience. 
Can’t think of any other source.

Do you write much?
Not a great deal, no. It takes me a 

long time to write a song. I write lyrics 
best. Woody and I—Ronnie Wood and 
I—have got a really good combination, 
because he writes beautiful melodies, but 
can’t write words. I can’t write melodies 
at all, but I can words. He did the 
melody to “Gasoline Alley.”

How about the songs on your first al
bum?

That was a weird album. I was so 
naive when I went into the studio, yet I 
knew exactly what I wanted, whereas I 
don’t really now, for a third album. I 
know I wanna do all slow songs, but I’m 
not really that sure about the idea. For 
the first album, I had ideas of riffs. I said, 
go in, mates, play a riff, make a progres
sion and do this, and then I took the 
track from it and wrote the words. Which 
is a great way to do it, because the back
ing track always conjures up something 
for you, and you can write the words 
around it. I think that’s the way it should 
be done. The Faces will go in and play 
something, have a jam, and then they’ll 
give the thing to me and say, all right, 
put the words around it. It doesn’t al
ways work. I had a definite goal when I 
did my first album for a song about 
something definite. I had no idea what 
the words were going to be, but I had an 
idea what the song would be about. 
Whereas we sometimes don’t with the 
Faces, and this is one of the things we’re 
trying to overcome.

You mean for the next Faces album?
Yeah, most of the songs are originals.
What are the originals like besides 

your own?
Ronnie Lane writes a lot. Ronnie 

writes very personal songs, which is why 
I’m trying to get him to sing them. But 
I don’t know what’s going to become of 
that. I think there’s one track on the al
bum he’s going to sing.

You seem to really prefer *Gasoline 
Alley* to ‘The Rod Stewart Album' 
though they're both very good. Any rea
sons besides the ones you've mentioned?

There’s a lot more variation on Gas
oline Alley, different styles of music, like

the soul thing, sort of a Memphis thing: 
“You’re My Girl.” A bit of folk music, 
a bit of everything. I don’t know if that’s 
the hallmark of a good album, but it is 
for me—to put different styles of music 
together, but still make the whole album 
jell. I don’t think my songs are good 
enough on the first album. I tried out 
my own songwriting on my first album, 
and I didn’t think my songs were up to 
much. I know my limitations now.

What are they?
Basically, I can write slow songs 

around the chords of G, C, and D, and E 
minor. All right, and I twist the chords 
around. I don’t pretend to be a song

writer, really. I try really hard, but it 
takes me about three weeks to write a 
song. [Laughs] It does! If I’m pressur
ized, I can write lots of songs; people do 
good things under pressure. You gotta 
do it, so it gets done.

What finally did happen with the Jeff 
Beck Group?

I think very much we would have 
stayed together had we played Wood- 
stock, but we passed it up because we all 
wanted to go home. The trouble started 
right about when we started doing the 
second album, Beck-Ola. That was really 
out of the blue for me, when Beck sud
denly decided he wanted to get rid of 
Ronnie and Micky. He told me and I 
said that was a big mistake. Really, that 
was the tightest rhythm section I ever 
heard, Micky Waller on drums and Ron
nie Wood on bass. But he wanted to get 
rid of them and I couldn’t change his 
mind.

So he sacked Ronnie and Micky, then 
he got Tony Newman on drums, and we 
got an incredibly bad Australian bass 
player that rehearsed with us once, the 
night before we went on stage. That was 
in Washington, D.C., and we died the 
all-time death. So the bass player got sent 
back to Australia, and Jeff called back 
Ronnie Wood. So by that time, Ronnie 
was really pissed off, as well he should 
have been, because he’d been sacked and 
it hurts the old pride. So he was looking 
for another band to play with, and when 
the Faces opportunity came up, he left.

And I was really close to him, as I still 
am, and I didn’t want to be in the band 
if he wasn’t still around, so I split.

This was all of course after the Van
illa Fudge shit, where Beck and I were 
supposed to be forming with Timmy and 
Carmine. So anyway, the band broke up, 
Ronnie went to the Faces, Jeff didn’t 
phone me up or anything, let me know 
what was going on, so I said “(Mil it,” 
and I split. And he is now looking for a 
bass player and a singer. A year and a 
half later. That says something, doesn’t 
it?

Well then how did you end up in the 
Faces?

Funny enough, the only one I knew 
was Stevie Marriott, who had already 
split from them. Stevie married a girl 
that I went out with for three years. The 
first gig we ever did with the Beck group, 
we were second on the bill to the Small 
Faces in London. The road manager for 
the Small Faces pulled the plug out on 
us in the middle of a song, Beck stormed 
off stage, and we blew the tour.

But how did you come to join the 
Faces?

Ronnie Wood asked me to go down 
and see them rehearse, which is what I 
did. I wasn’t too impressed at the time. 
I thought they were putting together 
some nice things, but that there was no 
direction to what they were doing. Then 
Kenny asked me to join, and I took the 
plunge—the plunge—it was definitely a 
blind plunge, because I didn’t know what 
I was getting myself into. I was more 
impressed with them as people—I said, 
“What a nice bunch of guys—I’ll join 
that band!” Literally, that’s what I said, 
and that’s exactly what I did. We’re good 
drinking partners. [Laughs] We do drink 
a bit too much.

Really, no, we’d be the first to tell 
you we’re not the world’s greatest musi
cians, but as a group we’ve got some
thing going for us. Last night proved 
that, and we really were nervous about 
going up there and getting the audience 
on our side. I think for a band together 
a year, we’re doing really good. This is 
our second tour, and we’re headliners.

We’re really being pushed a lot by some 
people; like, I don’t think we’re headlin
ers yet, but I think we’re a good band 
and we’ll be together a good while.

You have to give and take. I don’t get 
a great deal of pleasure from singing 
“Plynth,” I don’t like singing “Wicked 
Messenger.” They love playing that one 
—they really get into it. I’m just sing
ing the words. But I do like singing “Love 
In Vain” or “Devotion,” which I sup
pose isn’t a good number for them to 
play. That’s why it’s so good to be in 
a band with five blokes instead of alone: 
so much give and take. Whereas as a 
solo I’d just say, “Fuck it, play this, it’s 
good to sing,” and they’d say, “Oh, OK.” 
I want the band to give as much to me as 
I can give to them. It’s a psychological 
thing: if they feel they’re a backing 
group, that’s when trouble starts. They’re 
not a backing group; Ronnie Wood is 
about the best guitar player I know.

That was a lot of the trouble with 
Beck; neither Ronnie or I got enough at
tention. It wasn’t all Beck’s fault, either; 
it was the management, the record com
pany too. Nobody at Epic even knew Jeff 
Beck; they didn’t even know they had us 
under contract when we made our first 
American tour. They’d come around to 
see a concert once, and somebody from 
Epic actually came up to me and said, 
“Hey, Jeff, you sang great, good
guitar player you got in the band, too.” 
Really! The management was the same; 
they brainwashed Jeff into think
ing nobody had come for any reason ex
cept to see him. It was true, I admit it, 
but he really believed it. He really lived 
the life of a pop star right down to the 
last. Shit, it seems like I’m always run
ning Jeff down; I do feel bitter about it 
in so many ways, but I still admire the 
guy.

How do you feel bitter, and how do 
you admire him?

I admire him as a guitar player, which 
is what he does; socially, we never really 
got on. Like I said earlier, I probably 
learned more from being with Beck and 
in the band than I did the three years 
previous. I learned a lot from him; I 
hope he learned something from me. The 
Beck band was the first band I took seri
ously: I can’t take music too seriously, 
but that Truth album was really a land
mark.

Why can't you take music seriously?
It’s not a question of why I can’t take 

music seriously. I refuse to take it seri
ously, I don’t want to take it seriously. 
When you come to see us, and we’re up 
there on the stage having a ball, it’s not 
put on, we do mean it. We mean to have 
a ball when we play, and we do. Like 
somebody said to me the other day, “Boy, 
I was listening to Gasoline Alley the 
other day, and I was tripping, and, boy, 
it was unbelievable." And I said, “That’s 
funny, I made the album on a bottle of 
brandy.”

If people are trying to find something 
in music that’s not there . . . this happens 
a lot in America; they look too deep into 
the music. Like “Street Fighting Man”— 
it was like I was trying to lead the re
volution over here or something, because 
I recorded “Street Fighting Man.” Really, 
now! That had nothing to do with it at 
all. I recorded it because it was a funky 
old number, and because somebody had 
to hear those incredible lyrics. So now 
do you see what I mean about not taking 
it seriously? I don’t try to find anything 
that’s not there. There’s a definite lacking 
of fun in music at the moment. We play 
our best, you know, we really do, but we 
like a big grin on our faces when we’re 
playing.

You talked before about a tight “cir
cle" of people in England who were sort 
of emulating the American beat scene in 
Greenwich Village. Could you describe 
that a little better?

After Dylan brought out that first al
bum, we had thousands of Bob Dylans 
running about in their Bob Dylan caps, 
as you probably did over here. Every
body was doing a Dylan—it was a big 
scene in London, Soho. This was about 
1962, and »t was a close circle of folkie- 
types. Donovan was in that routine, limp
ing about on one leg, probably no one 
else that you would have heard of over 
here. The Stones were playing down the 
road, just getting it together. You could 
either go see somebody with an accous- 
tic guitar at a folk club, or you could go 
see some blues types like the Stones—it 
was very close.

I remember seeing the early Stones:
I remember Jaeger’s old lady taking me 
over to see them—Chrissie Shrimpton, 
Jean Shrimpton’s sister, the model. She 

— Continued on Next Page
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we had a good time; that’s what counts, 
really.

Girly-type screams are silly. When you 
get a guy that screams, an appreciative- 
type yell, encouragement, that can kind 
of turn you on when you’re performing 
. . . I don’t know quite how to describe 
it. But I wouldn’t go anywhere near that 
side of the stage; I was getting like five 
yards from the side and walking back 
again. Don’t know what that was about, 
didn’t know how to cope with it. The 
old Small Faces probably used to get it, 
but this band never had. That’s probably 
what threw the Stones off when they 
came here; not playing for three years, 
and then nobody screamed.

That's true; Jagger really had to work 
to get people up and about this time.

Well, it’s about time he had to work— 
and he does it . . .  he does it bloody 
well. ,He’s a great performer; he learned 
a lot of it from James Brown, I hope 
he admits that, and T hope James Brown 
watches Jagger. See, they were complain
ing about four years ago—“I wish all 
those screamers would be quiet so we 
could hear ourselves play”—and now 
everybody is quiet and they don’t dig it.

How is it for the Faces in England, 
as opposed to America?

In England now it’s very different than 
about two and one-half years ago, be
cause England is very influenced by 
America now. It’s just like playing in 
America now, in England, really. The 
audiences all sit down on the floor . . . 
the whole bit; no one dances any more. 
Whereas two and one-half years ago, it 
was completely the other way around. 
Yet there’s still not that many American 
bands doing well in England. As far as 
albums go, they do bloody well, but 
when they go over for live concerts, 
they seem to bomb out . . . Three Dog 
Night played miserable, but I dig them, 
did when they first started a couple years 
ago. The best concert I ever saw was Jop
lin’s at Royal Albert Hall—unbelievable, 
really, I never thought I’d see an English 
audience like that.

I don’t know. It’s difficult for me to 
say, because I’m on the stage, and it’s 
difficult for you to say, because you’re 
no longer part of the regular audience. 
We don’t go and follow a band, we don’t 
have that thing of ‘‘Oh, I must see them, 
I’ve really got to go and see that band.” 
I used to have that with the Stones when 
I was about 18; I used to want to go 
and see them everywhere. And we don’t 
get that way any more, because we’ve 
gotten a bit older, unless it’s something 
really special; so it’s really hard to judge. 
Going by our tour, I would say it’s 
exactly the same way it was when I first 
came over with Beck.

It seems though like the music isn't as 
good, like we've hit a low point on the 
cycle for a while.

I think it’s as good—I just think there’s 
too much of it. There’s a lot of good 
bands around now; there really is. The 
competition over here is incredible. But 
there’s a lot of bad stuff being put out 
too, under the “underground” tag. I 
think what it will always come down 
to is tunes . . . nice, little tunes, lots 
of tunes. Free are knocking me out now, 
actually—what a tight band!

We have a lot more solo stars now 
than we do groups.

I don’t think it’s a trend toward solo 
stars; I think it’s a trend toward singers. 
It’s leading away from guitar players 
now. Three years ago it seemed there 
was only guitar players. I think the 
lyrics count a lot more now than they 
ever did. People are prepared now to 
like lyrics like “the red train went up the 
hill,” or “I am a pot bricks, mate,” 
deep, stupid lyrics. So with the lyrics, 
you really have to try to hit people 
right between the eyes; the lyric has to 
do that. So there’s definitely a trend 
toward, not necessarily solo stars, but 
singer-songwriters.

stage. As they did the Stones sometimes. 
But thanks to the Stones, that’s not true 
any more.

Is that the kind of music the Five Di
mensions played?

Well, we had two guys who wanted to 
do all the Beatles hits, there was me, 
and I wanted to do the blues—dee blooze 
—and the other guy wanted to imitate 
Ray Charles, so the combination never 
quite hit off. The guys who wanted to 
do the Beatle things went back to being 
bricklayers, I got Jimmy Powell to start 
playing dee blooze [laughs] because I was 
a blooze singer, and that’s what we 
started doing, playing the 12-bars, Jimmy 
Reed . . .  we had three chords and we 
used all of them. Jimmy Reed I used to 
love.

There don't seem to be too many ar
tists anymore that are everybody's fa
vorites, like the Beatles or Stones used to 
be; tastes seem to be getting more dij- 
fuse, and one person spends a lot of time 
listening to a few albums in particular, 
and the next person is doing the same, 
but with different albums.

Well, the whole thing is like split up 
now; I learned this with Beck, actually. 
We had a certain audience that would 
come and see us, and every time we’d 
go to the Fillmore for a sound balance, 
there’d be people queueing up, and the 
audience was getting younger and young
er every time we played there.

I think that's happening all over, now.
That’s the same thing that happened 

to Led Zeppelin. They draw all the 14- 
year-olds out now, don’t they.

Did you notice you had a lot of 
screamers last night?

Oh, yeah, 1 didn’t know what that was 
all about. I didn’t know what to do about 
that [laughs]. We got a few in Detroit, 
but I didn’t know tiHBtap w hat was go
ing on here. The ones in Detroit were 
like nice screaming, not silly screaming 
like those birds on the left hand side of 
the stage at the Fillmore. I was afraid 
to go over on that side of the stage. But

Do you get the feeling rock is stag
nating now?ROD STEWART

— Continued from Preceding Page 
took me over to see them, saying it was 
this “unbelievable” band, and there were 
about 15 people there. They were incre
dible, and they’ve still got it all together. 
They used to have stools—they’d sit there 
on these stools and play, and that was 
their big thing.

The Stones? You mean they sat there 
on stools and played their raucous elec
tric music, the Chuck Berry and stuff?

[Laughs] Yeah, it was really weird. Till 
they started getting really popular. Then 
they got out their first album. I was 
really naive then—I thought they were 
playing the blues. Chuck Berry’s not 
blues.

Is this when your band was playing 
during their break?

No, that was later. At this time, I 
doing the whole bit with the banjo and 
harmonica and hat, washed-out denims. 
It’s embarrassing, really, talking about it, 
because it was so weird everybody going 
through that whole bit.

What got you out of that bit, then, 
and into the next thing?

If the Stones hadn’t been successful, 
I’d probably never have gotten the 
chance. They moved out of this little club 
to go on a tour with Bo Diddley, and 
that gave our little band, the Dimensions, 
the chance to make our first public ap
pearance. If the Stones hadn’t moved out, 
that wouldn’t have happened, and, of 
course, once they moved out, they didn’t 
look back. They didn’t come back to the 
club.

So that’s how they helped us. But 
they cleared the way for a lot of other 
bands, too, just making it possible for 
that kind of music to be played. If you 
moved out of London and gave them a 
bit of 12-bar blues, they’d boo you off the
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Ray Charles. And at that time I’d never 
heard Ray Charles so I made a point 
of going out and listening to his records. 
This was 15 years ago. . . .

He’s one of the great innovators. I 
can see a lot of Ray Charles influence in 
Aretha Franklin. He was so unique in 
his early days before everybody started 
being influenced by him, so I always 
went and saw him as often as I could. 
I suppose I listened to his early records 
and Elvis Presley’s more than anybody 
else’s.

How did you and B. B. King get to
gether?

His producer, Bill Smyckzk, heard the 
song (“Hummingbird”) off the album 
and played it for B. B., and called me 
to record it with him.

It just happens like that. That’s great. 
And in London all those people just hap
pen to drop by and help on the al
bum. . . „

I certainly was as surprised as any
body. I didn’t intend to go over there and 
sweep Europe with a rock and roll broom 
or anything. All of a sudden they were 
just all there.

What was the catalyst between you 
and all these people?

I think the main thing was the fact 
that they had heard my work on the 
Delaney and Bonnie Elektra album. I was 
just over there by myself—part of it was 
to dub the background on the second 
Joe Cocker album—and I didn’t have 
any musicians with me. And Glyn Johns 
was there, and he said all these people 
had heard the Delaney and Bonnie LP 
and really liked what you played and I’m 
sure they’d like to play with you, and 
I said well, sure! It’s so much more 
convenient to have a musical experience 
with someone who you’ve been aware of
— of their credentials . . . like you can 
always fall back on them because you 
have some idea of what they’re into. 
It’s hard to not know how Ringo plays 
when you’ve heard four or five albums. 
Same for the Stones.

Had you thought of making an album 
over there?

Not really. I was just there for a va
cation and to offer what help I could 
in dubbing Joe’s album. But I had some 
songs I’d written, and it just kind of 
came about. Actually, as soon as it was 
over with, I was a bit nervous. It was 
a bit frightening to think what had ac
tually happened, but when they were 
there, they were all just people, and the 
music was clear. I’ve been in a lot of 
studios and made a lot of records with 
a lot less talent than that, and it was 
easy.

W hat were the com binations of people  
in the studio? D id, say, R ingo and  
C harlie W atts show up at the sam e tim e?

Well, John and Yoko and Ringo and 
George and David Crosby and Graham 
Nash were all there one night and that 
was the biggest gathering.

W hy d idn’t Nash join in?
I really don’t know; I really didn’t 

know anybody. Not even David Crosby. 
I’d met him a couple of times in the 
early Byrd days. Just one of those things 
where everything seeks its own level, and 
it’s hard to know what’s going on.

Thinking about those early Byrd days, 
was there a distinct group of session men 
and studio people— Bones Howe, Snuff 
Garrett, Glen Campbell, Hal Blaine, 
Larry Knechtel, Joe Osborne — away 
from a whole pop scene involving the 
Byrds and Sunset Strip?

Well, the only time I hear about 
cliques and scenes going on is when I 
read Rolling Stone, because to me— 
I’ve known Glen Campbell for a long 
time, and all those people that you men
tioned—I just didn’t think it was a clique 
or anything: I just ended up working with 
most of those people. Whenever Glen 
Campbell had anything to do with a ses
sion and they needed a piano, he recom
mended me and by the same token when 
I needed guitar, I got him.

And you played on the first Bxrds 
single, “Mr. Tambourine Man.” How 
about the first album?

I don’t think I did—I may have played 
on parts of it; I think I played on the 
second as well. I can’t remember. Jack 
Nitzsche introduced me to Terry Melcher: 
I suppose I’d done some work for Jack 
by then. Melcher’s an incredible pro
ducer.

Who was at the first Byrds session?
Jim McGuinn was there; the rest of 

them weren’t there, as I recall. We did 
live tracks and then there were a lot 
of vocal overdubs.

How many songs did you do for the 
Byrds?

I’m not really sure—three or four, I 
guess.

Is there a particular, purposeful rea
son for what seems to be a memory bloc 
on things you did more than five, six 
years ago?

It’s just that I have a very concise 
memory for music, for specific music, 
and a very unprecise memory for other 
things, such as playing on Byrds records. 
I’d come closer to remembering the parts 
I played on the records than the records. 
Music I really hear, I can sit down and 
re-create it; if I don’t really hear it, I 
can’t. I’ve programmed my personal com
puters to remember notations instead of 
publicity.

Some of those people I really studied— 
like with Phi! Spector, with Terry Mel
cher. I studied their style, just because 
it was so amazing. Style and tech
nique . . .

And adopting, I suppose, what you

music. The first time I ever went into 
1650 Broadway in New York City, 
which is a big music building there, you 
could hear all sorts of groups like the 
Orioles and people like that singing and 
clapping in the hall. Long halls, a lot 
of echoes. And I said, “Shit, it’s a Phil 
Spector record!”

That’s maybe where he was first in
spired.

That’s what I thought when I walked 
into the building. But he’s great; I love 
Phil Spector.

Was there any producer who, on the 
other hand, just didn’t know what he 
was doing, and therefore you learned 
from his shortcomings?

Yeah, but I wouldn’t care to say who. 
It’s quite a unique experience. Like in 
that same vein, Terry Melcher was the 
first producer I worked for who had the

felt was right for yourself.
Yeah, I wasn’t thinking of it in ex

actly those terms then, but that’s the 
way it turned out.

I was a musician first, and before that 
time. I’d never even owned a record 
player with speakers that big. So I was 
pretty impressed at how good it sound
ed—all of it, even the bad stuff.

Could you pinpoint anything about 
Spector that you could adopt for your
self?

The main thing, I believe, was to act 
like I knew how to do it. And that’s 
really true; I was so impressed with 
his confidence; his apparent awareness of 
what’s going on. Like I don’t look at 
it in exactly the same light today, but I 
was fortunate to have the opportunity 
to work with him.

What’s the main effect of that kind 
of facade or approach? Does it affect the 
music because it affects the musicians, 
or does it affect mainly himself?

It affects everything; you know, every
body has some sort of feeling inside 
their hearts or their bodies or whatever; 
and you can feel that way all your life 
and you may not be able to express it 
but it’s learning how to act one way or 
another that will cause interaction.

You worked for pretty much all his 
groups. Was he able to take a group that 
had no talent and make them sound 
cood?

I don’t know about that, but he is an 
incredible actor. ’Cause he’s got an in
credibly unique frame of reference for

attitude that it should be recorded until 
it’s right, as opposed to “it should be 
recorded ’til three hours are up.” The 
usual frame of reference was that when 
the union allotment of time was up, the 
record was over with, but with Terry, 
if it wasn’t right he'd go back the next 
day and spend thousands of dollars, do 
it with the rich man’s approach. And 
that was an inspiration to me, coming 
from the great midwestern middle class 
vacuum.

What was your major concern in 
school?

I think it was containing my neurosis 
about school not being the proper way 
to educate, which I found increasingly 
difficult as I went on. When I first 
started in school I was a straight-A stu
dent, and as I progressed—my last year 
in school I failed three courses and just 
could barely make it to school at all.

What was your last year in school— 
high school or college? When did you 
see the light?

When I had a chance to go on the 
road with Jerry Lee Lewis. I’d just spent 
three days, twelve hours a day, taking 
entrance examinations to Tulsa Univer
sity and I just thought, well, it’s a 
waste of time, ’cause I have to study 
so many things I’m not interested in. 
ROTC I had to take, and right away I 
knew that I didn’t want to do that. I 
figured this was my chance to eat in a 
lot of restaurants and travel around, 
play some rock and roll music, which 
1 decided was easier and better.

Was Jerry Lee Lewis a good teacher, 
philosophically, with his redneck ten
dencies?

Well, there’s a lot to be learned from 
the reds.

Was this during the height of his 
thing?

I’d say it >vas during the depth of his 
thing, right after he was kicked out of 
England.

He had married his cousin.
Yeah. He used to carry his own trio, 

but it was probably economically not 
feasible. So he had just come from doin’ 
about ten shows with bands, a different 
band in each town, and he was really 
flipped out and crazy. We did all of his 
songs in his keys, so when we sat down 
to do a show we just ripped ’em off. So 
he said, “Well, shit. You guys have got 
to come on the road with me.”

You played as your own band and 
then you also backed him.

The dance-concert kind of deal. The 
extravagant concert.

What were the gigs like?
Well, it was still the last era of Black

board Jungle and I remember Jerry Lee 
in Cheyenne, Wyoming. The band was 
really playing and he was standing up 
on the piano bench singing and watching 
75 people fight in the audience, just chas
ing around and running all over the au
dience. Pretty soon they all advanced on 
the stage, when they got tired of fight
ing with each other, and the curtains 
were pulled and we made a mad scram
ble out to the cars and packed up as 
many instruments as we could and got 
out of town.

Must’ve been dynamite music.
Yeah . . . People were even more in

terested in the event at that time than 
they are now, and what happens now is 
the event rather than the music. But 
most of us used to fight, I think. Group 
interaction on even a more basic level 
than what happens now.

Did you have to wear pink suits and 
matching ribbon ties?

I don’t know whether we had to or 
not, but I think we probably wore some 
red sparkly shirts and white shoes or 
something.

A&M put out an album of old stuff 
recently, called 'Bootleg,’ and it had a 
couple of cuts by you— one was an up
beat sort of Rick Nelson version of 
“Misty.’’

That was back in the days of my more 
obvious satire. I think what moved me 
to do that was I’d just heard John Lee 
Hooker’s version of “I Left My Heart 
in San Francisco.” It was so funny I de
cided to do one, too. But I think Herb 
Alpert [the A of A&M] bought the record 
from me ’cause he thought I needed the 
money—which I probably did.

Were these demos you did?
No, I just did them after a session—

I think it was a Bobby Darin session, 
and everybody was just hanging around, 
so we cut this record.

Who’s your wardrobe person who 
chooses your outstanding outfits and 
takes care of your color coordination?

It’s mostly fans who come up and give 
me stuff or make clothes for me. I’m 
into symbolism. Like the long hair is 
symbolism, and the distance between me 
and the audience sometimes affects what 
I’m going to wear.

What does the long hair symbolize?
It’s kind of like the songs. Nothing 

specific—it just is what it is. It’s me 
in comparison to other long-haired people 
and short-haired people and people in 
general.

What does the basketball shirt sig
nify?

I’d hate to say what it signifies to me 
because it might restrict your own fan
tasies.

Well, / hardly ever fantasize over 
basketball jersies, to tell you the truth. It 
strikes me as interesting to see that you’d 
go out and buy a basketball shirt, or 
receive one and wear it.

It’s a few things: it’s teams, it’s spec
tator activities, which I’m not convinced 
is the best sort of activity—voyeurs— 
I’m not sure whether it’s good or not, 
but I’m willing to take the role of the 
musical football player until such time 
that people realize that they can make 
music themselves.

There’s something else, too. Instead of 
like the Knicks or some professional 
team, you’re “Gil’s Barbershop” or “Holy 
Trinity.” Makes people wonder.

Well, that’s the hope. The wondering 
wanderer. That’s the whole bag—the 
songs, the performance, the whole life
style. Make people wonder. Make myself 
wonder, too. And it’s great,
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Some good Beatle news: John, Paul, 
George, and Ringo are planning to get 
together — according to someone who 
would know (and that would be business 
manager Allen Klein) — sometime in 
^arly 1971 for their first meeting in a 
couple of years.

Rumors about a telephone spat be
tween Paul and George in New York 
were apparently unfounded. The two 
did get together, said Klein, and further
more, John and Ringo will soon be in 
New York—Ringo stopping off on his 
way to do the Johnny Cash Show; John 
for a private visit and a few interviews. 
And Paul, still based in New York, has 
no word yet on his LP.

As for John, his new album is done, 
and it’s a triumph. A million records 
are now being pressed, and from what 
we can hear on our advance copy, it’ll 
have to be considered the most power
ful work of 1970, really a gentle 
knockout.

* * *
The Stones have completed their next 

album, as yet untitled. Recording was 
done last month in a country estate out
side London where the Stones, friends, 
and associates gathered for long days and 
nights. The group now has a mobile re
cording van with a 16-track machine in it, 
and it was parked next to the house.

The Stones, still hugely popular, have 
been a bit worried lately by their com
paratively low sales figures (CSNY, San
tana, Creedence, Led Zeppelin, etc., sell
ing 2 million on some albums, whereas 
Let It Bleed never broke a million, and 
Ya Ya's isn’t doing much better); now 
they’re consciously looking for some hit 
single material, and close associates say 
they have at least one on the new album 
which, without a title yet, is being re
ferred to as “Bitch,” as in “It’s a . . . ” We 
sure hope so.

The album won’t be out until the 
Stones’ Atlantic Records deal is finalized, 
which means 1971 at the earliest.

* * *
Just so no one forgets, Elvis Presley 

made a little speech to his audience at 
the Forum in Los Angeles:

“I’ve got 56 gold singles and 14 gold 
albums and if there’s anyone out there 
who doubts it, if you ever come through 
Memphis you can come in and argue 
about it, ’cause I’ve got every one of 
them hanging on the wall. I’m really 
proud of it. I’ve outsold the Beatles and 
Jones. . .  all of ’em put together!”

Other impressive figures — which El 
didn’t mention — included gross receipts 
for his two shows at the Forum: $ 156,- 
000 for the evening set; $123,000 for the 
matinee idolatry, with tickets topping at 
$10.

* * *
Elton John’s chances for superstar 

status were enhanced considerably when 
one Bob Dylan visited Fillmore East 
twice in the same mid-November week
end to see the British composer-singer 
perform. Dylan, Robbie Robertson, Rick 
Danko, A1 Kooper, Michael J. Pollard, 
Art Garfunkel and others reportedly went 
backstage Friday night to greet John, and 
Dylan returned to catch the Saturday 
night performance with his wife, Sarah. 
Leon Russell, on guitar, joined Elton for 
two of his four Fillmore sets.

If it isn’t enough, Robbie Robertson 
has issued a standing invitation to John 
and his backup duo to come up to Wood- 
stock and record at the Band’s studio, 
and has asked Elton and his lyricist Ber- 
nie Taupin to compose a song for the 
Band.

John, currently in the midst of his sec
ond American tour, made his New York 
debut with an hour-long “live” concert 
on WABC-FM. More than 100 persons 
crammed into the A&R recording studios 
to hear Elton run through songs he 
would perform that weekend at the Fill
more. The recording - studio - as - concert 
hall setup isn’t new; both Little Richard 
and Lou Rawls have cut “Live” albums 
in studios packed with assorted friends, 
record people, etc. John’s performance 
was recorded in eight-track stereo and 
will probably be released as an album, he 
says, despite the fact that thousands of 
home listeners probably taped the broad
cast.

*  *  *

One good splice deserves another: Ray 
Davies flew off to London studio recently 
to do a minor piece of surgery on a line 
from the Kink’s next single, “Apeman.” 
The line in question goes: “I look out the 
window and I couldn’t see the sky; the 
air pollution is a-fogging up my eyes.” 
In kinky British, “a-fogging” comes out 
too close to “a - M i | ” so Davies has 
cleared the air a little. . . . He’d done 
much the same on the hit “Lola,” which

had the line about Coca-Cola, changed 
hastily to “cherry cola,” when he was 
told he might get sued by the real 
thing . . .

* * *
It was inevitable: Bootleg albums of 

live concerts by Jimi Hendrix and Janis 
Joplin have appeared on the market— 
the Hendrix album in England; the Jop
lin album — featuring her most recent 
band, Full-Tilt Boogie—in the San Fran
cisco area. The Hendrix LP, titled Live 
Experience, has 13 tracks, most of them 
taken off BBC radio, and none of them 
more recent than 1968. The Janis LP was 
blocked by a temporary restraining or
der from Alameda County Superior 
Court after a suit filed by CBS and Bob 
Gordon, Janis’ attorney and executor of 
her estate. The material was recorded at 
Janis’ San Rafael concert last May and 
includes “Tell Mama,” “Half Moon,” 
“Get It While You Can,” “Try,” “Sum

mertime,” “Cry,” “Piece of my Heart,” 
“Kozmic Blues,” “Maybe,” and “More
over.” The accused bootleggers—David 
and Katherine Brunette—were sued for 
$1 million in punitive damages, plus com
pensatory damages for any loss to Janis’ 
estate or CBS if the bootleg record is re
leased. Janis’ last official album is due 
to be released in January.

* * *
On a sheet of stationery labeled “Dylan 

Archives” in New York, from the inesti
mable self - proclaimed “Dylanologist,” 
Allen J. Weberman, comes a self-explan
atory “press release”:

“On Bob Dylan’s latest Col. LP, New 
Morning, there’s a cut called ‘If Dogs 
Run Free.’ The words to this song are 
well-articulated and easy to understand 
until Bob sings—‘Oh winds which rush 
my tail to thee solglet we tone de\  When 
the last five unintelligible syllables of this 
sentence are played backwards at a slight
ly slower speed one distinctly hears—‘IF 
MARS INVADES US.’ ”

And if you play it at a slightly faster 
speed, maybe we’ll hear “Let It Be”? . . .  

* * *
Traffic, with Rick Grech added on bass 

and violin, have recorded their Live— 
November *70 album, and it should be 
out by mid-December. The concert taped 
was a Fillmore East gig November 
18th and 19th — not the Port Chester, 
New York concert previously planned. 
Titles include “Glad” and “Who Knows 
What Tomorrow May Bring?” on the first 
side, and “Pearly Queen,” “40,000 Head
men,” “Can’t Find My Way Home,” and 
another tune to be chosen. The LP will 
be documentary style, meaning actual 
voices of actual Traffic members in the 
actual backstage rooms. The album is 
Traffic’s last one for United Artists; they 
are joining the Capitol Island combine. 

* * *
20/20 News: Jesse Winchester tried 

cutting his second album in Montreal 
with members of the Full-Tilt Boogie 
band, and with ex-Nazz man Todd Rund- 
gren producing, but things just didn’t 
work out in the crowded suburban studio 
(Jesse had to do his vocals and lead 
guitar from the bathroom), so he got 
himself a new band, split to Toronto, 
and started all over again. . . . Some 
kicked-up jamming, meantime, at the 
Fillmore East, where the Airplane, the 
Dead, and Hot Tuna were booked. Stevie 
Winwood joined in with the Dead and 
Tuna-Airplane fragments at one point: 
John Hammond was a guest with Hot 
Tuna, and Mitch Mitchell joined in 
somewhere along the lines. . . . Atlantic 
has signed Mitch Miller (remember that 
jovial bearded man with the bouncing 
ball?), and his first album will be a Peace 
Sing-along . . .

♦ * *
Love story: Judy Collins is expecting

a child by next spring. The father is 
Stacy Keach, the actor (Macbird, et al ) 
she met when they performed in Peer 
Gynt together last year. They may even 
get married now.

* * *
Paul Simon and Art Garfunkel deny

they are breaking up their act, although 
rumors in the business have had them 
splitting for months. Garfunkel is doing 
another film with Mike Nichols—this one 
called Carnal Knowledge. It is being shot 
in Canada and has a summer release date 
scheduled. This will keep him from being 
available for tours and recording, but 
then S&G haven’t been doing much of

| those things anyway. And Simon may be 
cutting his new album alone. (This from 
an inside source, who still insists the act 
will remain intact.)

*  *  *

Let us come together: In what was 
billed as a battle between “the forces of 
good” and “the forces of law and order,” 
football teams from Philadelphia rock 
music station WMMR-FM and local offi
ces of the FBI clashed in a city park be
fore more than 1000 wisecracking spec
tators. The G-men tromped the long- 
hairs, 44-0, but refused to give their 
names to reporters during a subdued post
wage victory celebration. Less cautious 
was one of the spectators, Wayne Lauser, 
a 24-year-old draft refuser currently 
wanted by the FBI on a fugitive warrant. 
Lauser even tried to get into the game— 
on the WMMR team, naturally—but was 
turned down by the team captain and 
station program director. The high point

of the game came when two Feds at
tempting a tricky double reverse collided 
head-on and were taken, dazed and bleed
ing, to a nearby hospital. They got an 
ovation.

*  *  *

L.A. Notes: A bomb threat neatly 
flushed out the Troubadour on one night 
of James Tavlor’s standing-room-only en
gagement there last week. The first show 
was delayed a half hour while cops and 
firemen conducted a search before allow
ing the 400 customers to squeeze back 
into the can. Carole King and Taylor 
then proceeded to knock them back out 
. . .  Joe Cocker finally left his post-Mad 
Dogs shelter, Denny Cordell’s Hollywood 
home, and went to Muscle Shoals with 
producer Cordell to look and listen 
around, and maybe make an album . ..  
Leon Russell’s next album has been de
layed. After listening to it, he decided to 
re-do two or three songs. It’ll be out in 
early January .. . PG&E’s next single and 
LP were produced by Delaney Bramlett 
. . . .  Susan Hardin, formerly Mrs. Tim, 
has joined Gershman & Gibson, the PR 
folk . . .  and Freddy Cannon, that tran
sistor-brother of the late Fifties, is back 
in the biz: he’s a promo man for Buddah 
Records.

♦ * *
George Martin has found some new 

people to produce. Edwards Hand — a 
five-man band from England—is one, 
and their LP, on which Martin spent five 
months’ work, is out on RCA. Edwards 
Hand will make their American debut 
later this month at the Troubadour. Mar
tin is also producing Seatrain, back in the 
studio—in London—working on an al
bum for Capitol. The group, still led by 
violinist Richard Greene, made their last 
record for A&M two years ago and had 
been silent since. They plan to tour San 
Francisco, L.A., Washington, D.C., and 
New York this month.

*  *  *

The Temptations, ten years a-souling, 
cannot last forever, but as long as Mo
town has any say, no one can just take 
off. Rumors about a break-up spread 
around industry people in Hollywood 
awhile back when Eddie Kendricks told 
Soul Magazine: “Being with a group can 
really be a drag . . .  it bugs me some
times. I have my personal life to deal 
with and my personal goals, and some
times the compromises of being with a 
group can stand in the way of these 
things. Even when I’m singing I’d like 
to be a little freer than I am. That’s why 
I had begun to make plans to leave and 
go out on my own by December.”

Motown officials quickly moved in and, 
after a few huddles, have made their 
decision: Eddie will stay with the Tempts 
—both recording and performing. But 
he’ll be allowed to do a solo album and, 
as Soul put it: “He may even have a 
solo spot on the show.”

* * *
The hits just keep on coming: Roll

ing Stone Senior Editor Ralph J. Glea
son won a $1000 first prize in a writing 
competition sponsored by ASCAP. Third 
Annual ASCAP-Deems Taylor Awards 
were presented to authors of books and 
articles on music published in 1969. Glea
son won for an article, “Jazz: Black Art/ 
American Art” published in Lithopinion. 
Last year, Gleason got an Emmy nomi
nation for producing a program on Duke 
Ellington.

*  *  *

Christopher Milk, a horrendous L.A. 
rock group devised by rock critic John 
Mendelsohn (himself something of a 
cross between Danny Fields and Engle- 
bert Humperdinck) did a press preview 
show at the Troubadour one recent Mon
day (audition) night. All proceeded 
sanely until Milk’s lead provocateur, Mr. 
Twister, climbed onstage. A livid re
minder of Iggy, Mick Jagger, and Rob
ert Plant, Mr. Twister bit members of 
the audience, poured hot wax down his 
pants, spilled drinks in laps, overturned 
tables, and generally behaved in a fash
ion that Doug Weston and many of his 
sensitive folkie/folk found rather crass. 
Club-owner Weston attempted to prevent 
the groun from leaving until they came 
un with the money to cover the three 
mikes Mr. T. had destroyed, but they 
successfully spilled out.

Plans to re-book Christopher Milk at 
the Troubadour have not yet been an
nounced.

* * *

For those who still harbor hopes of a 
Beatles reunion, put those hopes back on 
the shelf. In October, when Paul and 
George found themselves in New York 
on separate missions, one called the 
other to plan a meeting. It was their first 
conversation in about a year, but the
meeting never took place because they 
got into an argument on the telephone. 
And Paul and John haven’t spoken to 
each other in two years.

* * *
Boston College is talking about pre

senting Paul McCartney in concert next 
April, but so far, Paul hasn’t confirmed 
any such date. The head of the college’s 
Social Committee, Joe Maher, has, how
ever, been in touch with McCartney’s
manager, Peter Brown. Maher said Brown 
“sounded optimistic,” and he was flying 
to London last week to meet with him.

The concert would probably be held 
at the Boston College stadium—and in 
the afternoon, the idea being to stress 
the similarities between a music concert 
and a football game.

But Maher is yet to make his first 
tackle. And he wouldn’t say what he was 
offering Paul. Maybe a million dollars 
worth of indulgences.

*  *  *

Say goodnight, Dick: When NBC 
News (Brinkiey and pals) signed off after 
their marathon coverage of this year’s 
elections—this was about 3 AM—for 
background music to the credits, they 
played “With a Little Help From My 
Friends” as done by Joe Cocker. Not 
only was it a gassy thing to do in gen
eral, but the song is also on Agnew’s 
drug song list.

*  *  *

Larry Magid of the Electric Factory 
in Philadelphia spent a weekend in 
Woodstock and told all about it, in short 
gasps, through The Factory’s News
letter:

“. . . Really an incredible little town 
. . . Talked to Albert Grossman at his 
new studio which is incredible . . . Should 
become the Muscle Shoals of the East 
. . . Grossman is opening a French res
taurant and has permanently given up 
the wilds of New York City for the 
bright lights of Woodstock . . . Gross- 
man invited us over to hear the rough 
takes on the unreleased Joplin album . .. 
What a great album! Paul Rothchild 
has done what no other producer could 
do—capture Janis on record . . .  He 
utilized her voice . . . Most of the songs 
are slower numbers including some folk- 
type songs incorporating acoustic guitar 
. . .  A great version of Kris Kristoffer- 
son’s ‘Me and Bobby McGee’ is in
cluded . . .  A birthday song to John 
Lennon will make you cry . . . One of 
the best songs on the album is the old 
Garnet Mimms hit, ‘Cry Baby’ . . .  a 
beautiful album . . .  A fitting me
morial . . .”

The title of Janis’ album has been 
changed from Full-Tilt to Pearl, as Janis 
was known to her closest friends.

*  *  *

Sir Douglas Sahm and his Quintet have 
been signed to play the part of the rock 
and roll band in The Dealer, the L.A.- 
based movie starring Kris Kristofferson 
and Karen Black. Also signed: Viva, the 
Warholy “superstar” (from her autobi
ography of the same name) and Wavy 
Gravy and the Hog Farm. Mr. Gravy 
will play the part of another Hog Farm 
member; the Hog Farm will play the part 
of a bus commune, and Sir Doug will 
write a song to be included in his brief, 
recording studio scene with Kristofferson. 
And all they gotta do is act naturally.

Random Notes
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Kevin'Gulliver' Smith is today the singer and 
writer of words for Company Caine (Co. Caine), 
a Melbourne rock act.

Co. Caine play the regular grind of dances and 
discos whereever they're to be found. Thurs
day's they're at the Thumpin' Turn running 
the Musco's night where musicians are invited 
up to jam after a couple of breaks by the 
group. That's where you find Co. Caine.

But Gulliver, the Gulliver, person, you find 
in a self-created land called Slatzilvania. It's 
not actually as pat and clearcut as all that. I'm 
just taking journalistic licence with one of 
Gulliver's creative outlets. Slatzilvania, to 
him is a little  pretend world he invented for 
his own and friends' amusement. Parts of it are 
Gulliver's Slatzilvanian poetry where he just 
makes up words that roll w ith rrrs and emph
ases that suggest a real language. Within these 
sounds a rhythmic flow  he adds a few brok
en English words and phrases to lend 'auth- 
e tic ity '. The everyday result of this is Gull
iver's substituting his own Slatzilvanian words, 
for what we know as swear words. It's just a 
simple b it of fun Gulliver indulges in.

That's really all there is to Slatzilvania. But for 
the sake of a better understanding of Gulliver 
we could say Slatzilvania represents Gulliver's 
everyday world away from the disco's and 
the trick lighting, the Gulliver that you en
counter as a person. Slatzilvania is Gulliver's 
world.

1 walk out of my fog to talk to you
Smokey heavy fog
Yes I'm out of the fog talking to you' 

Those words open a poem headed 'My Hand 
is Stuck To The Sky', which Gulliver wrote 
in a sleepless moment the night prior to our 
meeting to prepare this article. These night 
moments seem to be very dear to Gulliver.
He wrote once, 'It's  then I pray, it's then that 
I am what I am , it's then I think of what it is 
I want. But when the day arrives it carries me 
sometimes where I have to go or where I don't 
have to go.'

Gulliver must have lain there that night th ink
ing about out meeting, thinking about having 
to discuss his poetry, perhaps wondering 
whether it was going to be of benefit. Gull
iver is very withdrawn..

It was written in Gulliver's physical world, 
the room he occupies in his parents' Carlton 
home. The house feels of his parents' world, 
an older, removed world with a picture of a 
short-haired I L ittle  Gulliver hanging mother- 
proud in the hall. In that exists an island that is 
Gulliver's room with its blues records (Mose 
Allison, Sleepy John Estes), Zappa, jazz,
Hoist's 'Plants Suite', comics and poetry 
books. On the walls the Mothers of Invention, 
Dylan, L ittle  Richard, and a larger-than-- 
full-length mirror. It's Gulliver's island, circled 
by his parents' mainland. The bridges between 
the two are well intact and well used by both 
islanders and mainlanders.

It's there that lies the fog from which 
Gulliver came to talk about his poetry. But 
back to his self introduction:

' I place my heart back on my chest 
and shake hands

Greet you politely like a European 
bishop

But I am just a man dressed in black 
and breathing 

Chanting native songs
.......... about nature
.......... about chemicals
..........about comic book humans
.......... about a fat lady beatnik

who has a power of God 
creating her own destiny'

The Gulliver who greets you 'politely like a 
European bishop' is shortish, shoulder-length 
hair splitting into two halves over his forehead 
an a pair of familiar large rim-less spectacles. 
Each time I sit down to describe him my in
adequate words his face has undergone a new 
hair adventure. Not too long ago only a sheep
ish mischievous grin played from amongst the 
hair and glasses. Then suddenly his face gained 
a new maturity from its full bristling beard. 
'Like a goblin' he said later. Now (at last en
counter) after just a few weeks of life for 
that beard Gulliver sports a drooping gaucho 
moustache, allowing the impish smile to 
flash once more.

He tells us in that self-introducing poem some 
of the subjects his current works deal with. 
About nature. About chemicals. In his more 
abstract lines these two factors make frequent 
appearances, used mostly in opposition to one 
another to point more at the void between 
the two extremes. 'Comic book human' refers 
to a song called 'The Day Superman Got 
Busted': and the 'fat lady beatnik is 
Trixie Stonewall who runs a wayward home 
for young women' rather than a home for 
wayward young women. Again there's an 
intriguing gulf between the two.

Having introduced himself and his past poetry, 
the rest of 'My Hand is Stuck To The Sky' 
become a sample of the poetry itself, using

the most abstract of thought images. Perhaps 
they relate from line to line, but they're not 
really trying to. He shows here how he swaps 
back and forth from nature to chemistry, 
natural materials to synthetics, where a flower 
relates w ith poison, where architects build bird's 
nests, where ?yes become neon signs.

The flowSr of poison cyanide gas 
mafalda

Is really a flower that smiles w ith 
beauty

The architects are building birds 
nests on estate land blocks 

Civil engineers are sheering 
The end is getting heavy 
Matches are being put out by the 

mellow breath of a panting 
lady

Asking to stop fo r it is nearly to 
morrow and we all want to 
change for the better 

To leave yesterday behind 
blink blink blink they eyes are al

ways like a huge neon sign 
Nervous not the button 
The button that pushes us back 

out into fogs'.

Blink blink blink .Writing down those words 
Gulliver went back into the fog of sleep that 
separates yesterday from today, to  greet me on

read.

The images, he said, always come from the 
past, from experience, from ' memory, all 
on recall at the moment where inspiration 
pries loose the memory to collect the thoughts 
that spill. A good example is where Gulliver 
writes down his 'h istory' between C. Caine 
and yesterday. The song is called '1967 the 
13th.'

'Yes I went out searching, didm*t 
know what I'd find

Lost all my money, lost half my mind
Met up w ith the losers then I got lost
Slept in the open d idn 't worry at the 

cost

Hi ho don't you know we're on the 
road again.

Met up w ith the hunters: they said 
they were doing well

I knew they were heading on the 
road to hell

So I started shooting but there was 
no war

Then I said to myself what am I shoot
ing for

Hi ho don't you know we're on the

GULLIVER IS SLATZILVANIA
BY ED NIMMERVOLL

the other side of the fog the following after
noon, And we talked about his poetry, Gull
iver sure to point out that the group would 
need to come into the story.

But before any discussion whatever about 
the poetry must come one important reserv
ation; that the great problem with the printed, 
or written word is concreteness. Once some
thing's there before us we tend to believe it, , 
theorize it, opinionate on it. Gulliver is just 
making brief glimpses of his random and select 
thoughts, but to us his images suggest a whole, 
complete in meaning.

Talking to Gulliver it was obvious that he did 
not attach any particular significance to any 
single piece that his thoughts were more with 
what he was to say from here on, building 
further on what has been. His poems are 
his past. Few of us leave behind our thoughts 
like footprints by which our stature is going 
to be tested by those who come behind.

That's why Gulliver was not particularly 
happy about going into 'what it was all 
about', spilling out every bid he's meant to 
convey. Perhaps it's because he's not too sure 
of a lot of it himself. Not in terms of what 
other people are going to pry out, anyway.
He expressed surprise at the number of times 
chemcials made their appearance amongst his 
words. But then Gulliver never really opens 
up to you, and if he does it's very carefully. 
You'll find that he'll agree rather than 
discuss, to listen rather than talk ,and then to 
slip back into the isolation of Slatzilvania to 
express himself there, in his medium.

Of people's reactions to his words he remark
ed (with that reserved nature) that it was 
quite understandable and acceptable to him 
that is searching for meaning in hcs words 
people are going to 'overunderstand' (my term) 
or come up w ith impressions completely 
removed from the way he's meant them to

road again.

I really dug the ceremony of peace 
and love and time

But the straights pointed out that it 
was a crime

Stuck my finger in the pie people 
said I was mad

It was just another experience I had 
to have

Hi Ho don't you know we're on the 
road again.

Ive been living out on a limb since 
1967.

And believe me it's been no form of 
heaven

Had to change my name, change my 
address

had to do a lot of things to get out of 
this mess

Hi Ho don't you know I'm on the 
go again'.

The days he recalls in that song occured in Syd
ney, where he went to join the Aztecs only to 
find that the job was no longer there when he 
arrived. They were hard times, but not as hard 
as they might have been because there always 
seemed to be people around willing to shelter and 
feed him. He tried to form several free form 
groups there, finally writing and epic called 
The confessions of AB-Grade Rock and Roil 
Singer in Go-Set's Core. That was just before 
joining the Campact, who instantly became 
Co. Caine and Gulliver was 'on the road again'.
Part of those hard times was spent selling 
rugs. His dad was in that trade and when 
there was a temporary staff crisis, Gulliver 
offered to help out. It dragged on months, 
Gulliver sitting in Melbourne's N orth
land for days and days on end w ithout

making any sales.

"I only know it's after mid-day 
Don't know much else 
Only know $1.90 for my old man 
Wish I could kick the salesman 

habit”  . . .

"Fat retarded husband 
Fat retarded mother-in-law 
And tall middle-aged wife 
Nudging each other with "Good 

God”
To dig the freak behind the pile of 

carpets”  . . .
"Who's complaining
The phone's ringing
Answered
It's not for me
Who wants to talk anyway
When you can sit here 8Y2 hours
And think on your arse”  . . .
"Hey man you can't bust me 
I gave a security guard a discount on 

a carpet once”  . . .
"One day as I sit here at the breakfast 

table
I w ill not be obliged to go to Northland 
hang-up
Auntie Alice can't work 
She's got mad as she's got older 
Who f*cking hasn't?”  . . .
"An American chick checking out 

kangaroo skins 
Dug the size 
Dug the color 
Not enough fur
— Hey lady, check out my furry arse”  . . . 
"Sitting here
The target of all the commission-house 

hang up jokes
It must do wonders for the mind”  . .
"Indian black woman in commission 

house red
Digging the cheap carpets 
I'll swap you a few of these for a lump 

of gunjah”  . . .

"L ife  is just a row of commission houses 
Just chew that one over baby” .

Those reflections come from a series of hung 
notebooks (his term) written by Gulliver 
during that period, the notebooks the target 
into which he poured his depressions. Reading 
those books you get an image of the long
haired freak amidst his piles of carpet, cig
arette butts and lone thoughts. From that 
position he gazes out at the shoppers while 
they gaze at him. The notebooks contain 
many bitter descriptions of those people, 
and some not-so-bitter moments. Some of the 
shoppers he watched came from commission 
houses near Northland. He adds tdday 
that things weren't really as depressing 
as they seem reading these books. The 'hung' 
bits only made it, even though the books 
themselves contain the following reservation:

" I could never repeat what I feel when 
I really feel bad. But it's better forgot
ten than exchanged, 'cause I guess 
everyone feels that bad at times.”

But the thing that held him together in those 
days might be found in another extract:

"Boogie music running through my head 
12 o'clock shop assistants running 

through my vision 
Heavy Australian accents running 

through my ears
But the only thing worth running with 

is the boogie music”
And:

"Many men have come before me 
Leaving their mark and their song 
While I feel my way along the paths 
That others lead me upon 
Scratching my head
Wondering where the path is that I have 

to build".
While he's wondering about that path he's 
to build, the boogie music that's running 
through his head is his salvation. That's why 
Gulliver cannot be considered properly out
side of the musicians who help him create his 
boogie music. And after all, the bulk of his 
recent work are words to be set to music 
with Jeremony Kellogg and Russell Smith, 
that means that both intentionally and un
intentionally the group has some bearing in 
the moulding of the words. They cannot 
just be Gulliver's words, anything that he 
might want to say.
That's one of the factors that keeps Gulliver 
from saying anything. Another factor is his 
unwillingness or caution about opening him
self to an audience. And another fact is that 
he's still wondering about that path.
"It's  up to you”  he says.

" I'd  like to scream like an animal 
On the verge of a love affair 
You know me real well 
But instead I'll kiss your hair
I'll sing about the truth, I'll sing about 

you
Sing about politics and peace too 
Here's a song with a message

CONTINUED ON PAGE 22
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In May 1969 the New Yorker listed 
thirty-seven films of interest currently 
showing in New York. Twenty-three 
of these were by continental directors. 
In the same year MGM, Hollywoods 
most illustrious production company 
went broke.

These are only two facts of the great 
revolution which is sweeping through 
the film industry. It is a revolution 
which has made Rosemary's Baby with a 
limited budget the most profitable film 
of the decade, and Star with Julie 
Andrews and a budget of millions a 
financial disaster. It is a revolution 
which has enabled an unknown director, 
Dennis Hopper, and an amateur cast 
to make the most successful film of 
1970, Easy Rider, but Easy Rider is 
itself only a part of something much 
bigger.

The revolution caught Hollywood com
pletely unprepared, and for many, when 
they did wake up, it was too late. MGM, 
in a desperate attempt to revive their 
crumbling fortunes gave Michaelangelo 
Antonioni an unlimited budget to repeat 
in America the success of his first 
English film, Blow Up. Antonioni made 
Zabriskie Point, but in the meantime 
MGM folded.

There have been two sides to the revolu
tion. First it is a revolution which has 
been brought about by the young. 
Second, it is a revolution in which 
directors have insisted that their films 
relate to the society in which they live.
It all began in France in the early 
'fifties. It had to begin outside America 
because American films meant Holly
wood films were under the dictatorship 
of the old. Not only tradition but also 
union policy ensured this. No-one in 
America can make a film without using 
union men. And the unions make sure 
that no-one gets to the top in his craft 
unless he is old. Consequently the large 
majority of grade A cameramen are over 
fifty.

In France the situation was different. All 
that the young had to struggle against 
was tradition. So they made their 
independant films and challenged the 
establishment. In the closing years of 
the 'fifties they broke through and 
turned film making upside down.

The New Wave (Nouvelle Vague) as it 
was called had its beginnings in the ecoles 
and universities of Paris. Groups of 
students would meet and talk about 
films, and sometimes they wrote articles 
expressing their ideas. Among these was 
a group which lived only for films. Two 
friends, Jean-Luc Godard and Francois 
Truffaut, later to become leaders of the 
New Wave, were a part of this group.
Godard and Truffaut spent most of their 
student days watching films. Everyday 
they would see two or even three. They 
missed classes to sit through films of all 
sorts, from classics to B grade westerns. 
They thus became the first generation to 
grow up among film instead of theatre. 
This was to become crucial when they 
started making films.

As their circle widened, the New Wave 
published its own review of films, Cahiers 
du Dnema (notes on cinema). Cahiers 
became the focal point for the assault by 
the young on the traditional techniques 
and values of film making.
At the same time the New Wave began 
to put its ideas into practice by making 
its own films. They worked outside the 
system and they had to devise technique? 
to overcome the barriers which the system 
put in their way. Instead of using lavish 
and expensive sets they took their crews 
out into the streets of Paris or into the 
French countryside. Instead of big

FROM
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name actors they worked with unknowns 
and often simply with friends. They dis
dained artificial lighting and often did not 
even use make-up. Their shooting crews 
were small and tight, making a mockery 
of the retinue§ of over one hundred 
regularly used by Hollywood. With just 
a cameraman and a couple of assistants, 
they filmed things as they were.
In France the first films of Chabrol, 
Godard and Truffaut made sensational 
debuts. They had stripped the flim bare 
of its pretensions and theatrical embell
ishments and had paved the way for an 
entirely new approach to cinema. They 
had the same effect on film in France 
as Creedence Clearwater have had on 
rock in America. And the young people 
of Paris flocked to the new films as they 
would to a rock concert.
But it took ten years and a new social 
climate for the message to seep through 
to America. The New Wave was far too 
radical for staid Hollywood producers.

For it demanded that the director be 
given complete freedom with his film, 
that he have complete control over every 
stage in its production. This ran right 
up against the assembly line method of 
production favoured by Hollywood. In 
Hollywood the director would discuss the 
way the film was to look with the pro
ducer and script writer, he would direct 
the actual shooting, and then would 
have no more to do with the film. As 
often as not the final product was 
virtually unrecognizable to the director.
The New Wave rebelled against this 
process. In the Auteur Theory they 
argued that the director was an artist, 
and like other artists should be respon
sible for the whole work, not just a part.

The New Wave also brought with it 
something which was equally important 
and equally difficult for Hollywood to 
swallow. This was their insistence that 
the film maker must be "committed". 
In other words he dedicated himself 
both to portraying and commenting on 
the social reality around him.
Godard was the leader of this view
point. He claimed that life and film  
cannot be separated. He has applied this 
idea in his films with ruthless consis
tency. In 1965 he made the decision to 
include in all his films references to the 
Vietnam War. In 1967 he joined with 
other directors of the New Wave to make 
Far From Vietnam. Far From Vietnam  
is the expression of the committed artist 
who views with anguish his inability to 
change things.
During the Student-Worker revolution 
in Paris, Godard actually came to blows 
with a film festival organizer. He insisted 
that the festival be thrown open to the 
revolution as a token to the New Wave 
support.
Godard strives for a complete under
standing of modern youth and modern 
youth culture. In this he has been 
largely successful, especially in his estab
lishment of links with rock music. In a 
recent lecture tour of the USA he spent 
a lot of time on the West Coast and 
listened to the musicians playing there, 
especially Jefferson Airplane. Mick 
Jagger declared Godard to be his favourite 
director and Godard reciprocated by re
naming one of his most recent films 
Sympathy For The Devil and including 
in it segments of the Stones recording 
session for Beggars Banquet.

Committment on this level was com
pletely incomprehensible to Hollywood. 
Hollywood had always proceeded in the 
belief that people went to films to 
escape from reality. They made films 
based on fantasy and semi fantasy situa
tions to enable people to identify with 
situations outside their own reality. The

New Wave insisted on the other hand 
that films deal only with reality.
They were not the first directors to use a 
basic social context. There had been 
other socially minded and even revolu
tionary directors before.

During the 1920's and the 1930's Sergei 
Eisenstein, one of the poineers of 
cinema, made a series of films extolling 
the peasant and proletariat in their 
struggles against the Czarist oppressors. 
In the early fifties a school of Marxist 
directors emerged in Italy. These in
cluded Rossellini and Antonioni: and 
their themes were built around the 
alienation of men in modern capitalist 
society.

But the difference between these isolated 
pockets of directors and the New Wave 
was that the New Wave saw committment 
as being an essential part of being an 
artist. The New Wave were the inheritors 
of the existentialism of Jean-Paul Sartre.
The New Wave made two further con
tributions to the development of a new 
revolutionary tradition in film making.

The first of these was the development 
of a sense of community among directors. 
Until the publication of Cahiers du 
Cinema there had been very little com
munication between film makers. Many 
directors took no interest in films outside 
their own work. Federico Fellini is 
representative of this type:

"Ever since I started making films 
myself I have not troubled to see the 
work of other film makers."

In contrast to this, Francois Truffauts 
diary reveals that while in England shoot
ing Farenheit 451 he took the oppor
tunity of every spare afternoon to see a 
film.

The New Wave continued to use Cahiers 
to communicate their ideas even after 
they had become established directors 
and they published critical articles in- 
depentently. Truffaut for example has 
just had a book on Hitchcock published.

The second major contribution was the 
break from theatre. There had been a 
strong tradition, especially in Europe, 
which saw the role of cinema as being 
the translation of stage craft onto film. 
For many, their involvement with film 
was paralleled or even surpassed by their 
involvement with theatre. Ingmar Berg
man, for example, allocates half his year 
to the production of plays. Noted 
directors such as Orson Welles came 
straight from -heatre and the constrictive 
effect of theatre is evident in their style.
The New Wave broke from the traditions 
of theatre by completely immersing 
themselves in film. The love of the 
young directors for the film as a medium 
seems extraordinary and even a little 
silly until it is realized that they are 
engaged in a self concious rejection of 
the traditions of theatre and their re
placement by traditions of cinema.

One of the means by which they did this 
was the inclusion of references to film  
in their films. For example one of 
Godards films includes a sequence show
ing crowds queuing to see Truffauts 
Jules et Jim.

The New Wave confronted the traditions 
of European film making, and the

traditions bowed before it. If con
fronted Hollywood and Hollywood look
ed the other way. Hollywood and the 
New Wave had so little in common that 
there was simply no basis for com
munication, even hostile communication. 
But young audiences had other ideas, 
and as soon as the French directors 
gained critical acceptance young people 
overcame their aversion to sub-titles and 
flocked to the new films.

Hollywood slowly began to realize that 
the real market was no longer with the 
middle class and middle aged. They 
finally understood that this market had 
been engulfed by television.

In desperation the companies turned 
toward a younger market. At first their 
concession was simply that of making 
variations on the Pat Boone style teenage 
movie. But they had seriously mis
calculated the sophistication of the 
market. They were still slumbering in 
the illusion that people went to films to 
escape from reality. They never stopped 
to ask why, in New York during any one 
week there would be three Godards and 
two Truffauts together with half a dozen 
other New Wave films showing.

Turning point in Hollywoods attitude 
came in the end from outside America. 
An Italian director, unknown outside 
Art Film circuits came to England and 
made a film set in "swinging London". 
The film he made was virtually plotless 
and swung precariously between reality 
and unreality. The film was Blow Up 
and the director was Michaelangelo 
Antonioni. Blow Up was a box-office 
sensation both in England and America 
and Hollywood was nonplussed.
They were faced with a situation they 
could no longer cope with. They had 
to concede that they understood neither 
the new cinema audience nor the new 
directors. With the example of Blow Up 
in front and impending financial disaster 
looming behind, the Hollywood moguls 
abdicated and handed over to the new 
generation of American film directors 
who had been waiting on the sidelines.

These directors included Francis Ford 
Coppola, Arthur Penn and Mike Nicholls.

These were not really a part of the New 
Wave, but in their committment to 
reality and their role as artist over the 
whole film, they had become part of the 
tradition of the New Wave. This was 
now the only tradition acceptable to 
young audiences.

Even directors like Aitonioni who 
developed their style prior to the emer
gence of the New Wave in France have 
moved closer and closer to the phil
osophy of the New Wave.

American directors still have a long way 
to go before they will be in a position to 
challenge the supremacy of their French 
counterparts. There is still a basic 
cliquishness about American directors 
(including Peter Fonda) which is detach
ing them from their subject matter. 
But the barriers are breaking down 
fast and we can look forward to the 
time when American film has the same 
instant identity with its audience as has 
American Rock. i-------- 1

GULLIVER IS 
SLATZILVANIA
FROM PAGE 21

If the message gets through 
If the message gets through
I'd like to live w ith the wind and rain 
Or maybe nest up in a tree 
Maybe then I wouldn't know of pain 
Sometimes it's just part of me
I'll sing about . . . .  etc.
If the message gets through
There's messages in books plastered on 

walls
On television through telephone calls 
Message in your mouth, message in your 

shoe
All these messages are aimed at me and 

you
I know I can't impress you 
Let me take you to the countryside 
Where the mountains can undress you 
And I'll be there by your side
I'll sing about . . . etc.
If the message gets through

I'd like to die like a butterfly 
In a coat of the rainbow 
If I did caterpillars might cry 
If they don't I would never know
I'll sing about the truth, I'll sing about 

you
Sing about politics and peace too 
Here's a song with a message 
If the message gets through 
If the message gets through."

" I know I can't impress you" he says of 
preaching messages. But that may well change 
as he gets more confident, and as the group 
come to recognise more and more the signif

icance of the words as they come, because 
I'm sure Gulliver just hands them to Jerry 
and Russell with a minimum of explanation.

The other factor has to be the function of 
Gulliver's words as lyrics to songs. He noted 
that the words need to 'mature' as they find 
with continual performing whether phrases 
are hard to manage w ithin the mechanics 
of singing inside a musical framework.
However, even when you do break it all 
down to these physical pressures on Gulliver, 
the words ARE still his thoughts in itia lly, 
"blank pieces of paper sharing intercourse 
with this pen". He also says of his writing: 
"Another empty gun at my head or is it a 
thought".

After a while, talking about the various 
pieces, Gulliver went as far as to say that he 
was after a certain quality in his writing. A 
bit of discussion narrowed this quality down 
to what he called "barrenness". By coincid
ence I had with me a semi-classical album 
which showed a checkerboard ground under 
a moving living sky and we agreed that this 
was an image of barrenness.
It's a quality that w ill be vaguely familiar to 
the Zappa generation and to listeners of 
blues. Zappa too sees special significance in 
representing this quality and you'll find it 
over and over in his work. "American 
Womanhood" and the business man with 
his "she's nasty she's nasty" teenage queen 
are two obvious examples.

It's an arid quality that is emotionless and 
yet a little  frightening in that lifelessness, 
suggested in Gulliver's work by words like:

"The doctor talks about the neon fevers
Death by rays and even meat clevers
If you want me stopped just press that 

lever
Because I don't exist either
Anytime, anyday it's gonna be.

That's the word."
Or the wierd hope in a line like:

"Hiroshima Bombers are now old and
grey .People are symptoms of change."

Trying to get an even clearer picture of this 
"barrenness" Gulliver remembered a Yugo
slavian grave he's spotted once in the Melb
ourne cemetery which is very near to his 
home. So* in century heat we wandered 
through this city of the dead in search of that 
particular spot. As it turned out, Gulliver 
couldn't locate it again, so he settled for 
pointing out two substitutes that we came 
across. The first we found immediately cn 
entering the barred fence. It was a 5ft. marble 
obelisk reaching like an erection damned to 
an eternity of stone. It marked a Jewish 
grave.

The second example we found at the end of 
our wanderings, at the point where we were 
about to leave. The quality was partly 
expressed by a long row of similar stone 
plots, some taken, some in readiness. "F ixing 
to die" Gulliver noted. But the real barrenness 
that Gulliver was pointing out was just beyond 
those graves, being the gates themselves. There's 
something cold and unnatural about the 
clean lines of textured bricks of the walls that 
empty on two sides into steel barred gates.
The coloring of the walls is grey, the whole 
feeling one of a regimentation and a sup
pression with the nearby lawns that look 
like they're cut blade by blade w ith nail 
clippers each day.

That's barrenness, ft is only an image. The 
reality is its possibility. Certain aspects of 
modern life threaten to 'blossom' into a 
life filled w ith that barrenness. Gulliver 
wants to paint it to show people its possibility 
as he sees it occurring today.

He's doing that but I hasten to add that it's

just a part of Gulliver's Slatzilvania. It 
obviously occupies a lot of Gulliver's thinking 
in his role as an observer more than as an 
involved activist. Couple that w ith Gulliver's 
natural introversion which he disguises with 
a very active and clever sense of humor, and 
you're somewhere near realizing the Slatzil- 
vanian state.

You can always recognise when Gulliver's 
humor is about to burst when he affects a 
stiffened pose with head pushed back and into 
his neck, lips pouted. And forth it comes. 
That's always there, as if for the moment 
he'd rather be another person telling the gag 
rather than himself.

Unfortunately only small fragments of Slatz
ilvania manifest themselves in the stage 
performances. That is, unless you're able 
to get at the words. On stage he just sings, 
clutching the mike, pumping one hand to and 
fro, perhaps improvising just a little  on an 
exceptional night. If he were able to assume 
his normal zaniness and naturalness the 
music would become instantly less direction
less. But that too is on the way to remedying 
itself. One night at the Turn Gulliver confided 
" I have no control", refering to his inability 
to keep things mobile during the voids between 
songs. But since then I've seen him add the 
occasional introduction, most of which escapes 
the audiences, but which is immediately more 
in keeping with the off-stage Gulliver.

That's all. Just a fleeting glimpse into 
Gulliver's Slatzilvania. When he finds his 
path there'll be no need for the separateness 
of that world. The gulf that lies between that 
and barrenness (just as it exists between 
nature and chemicals) w ill minimise and for 
Gulliver neither w ill be true any more.
That's for the future. We'll keep you in 
touch.

Blink blink blink. □
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THE NAKED BUNYIP
BY HELEN GARNER

How could The Naked Bunyip fail? A juicy 
subject, plenty of solid documentary mat
erial, and an audience unused to observing 
itself and eager to start. Structurally it did 
fail. The linking device was forced and clumsy, 
and even Graeme Blundell's appealing char
acter couldn't make it weighty enough to 
hold together so many disparate parts. Janet 
and Gerry Lester's clever and rueful little 
theme song probably achieved more by way 
of unity than the whole overworked com
puter survey idea.

The fact that the director had no real line 
to push, other than a broad humanitarian 
one, was an advantage in that there was a 
minimum of overt comment: grotesque 
people w ith nutty ideas were parodied only 
by themselves, except perhaps the incredible 
dentist. One successful use of Grame Blun
dell's linking role was the scene in which he 
and the photographer strode ahead talking 
chauvinistically about women while their 
girl model, ignored, clacked patiently 
behind w ith her pathetic little box of tricks. 
For the most part sequences were w ithout 
introduction, which gave the film  pace and 
posed pleasing momentary puzzles: could 
the Welfare and Decency League couple 
really be real, in their affectionate pose?
Could the blonde girl in the speedboat, who 
d idn 't "do sex", not be real? The Mrs. Ever- 
idge sequence was more a salute to a marvel
lous institution than an integral part of the 
film . This unabashed interlarding of docu
mentary w ith acting was one of the film's 
original and strong points.

But the uncertainty of the director about, 
firstly, whether he should make a comment 
on the whole subject, and secondly, what 
this comment should be, was revealed in 
the last few sequences. Those exquisite 
ballet dancers were a sweet relief after the 
gruelling interview with the old pro, and an 
utterly sure-handed stroke on the director's 
part, but what about the childbirth scene? In 
itself it was moving and exciting. Watching 
that woman give birth, and seeing those 
rows of newborn babies, I remembered 
what is crudely called post-natal depression, 
the days soon after childbirth when women 
are not supposed to be responsible for their 
actions: it is a feeling of dry, helpless sor
row for the human race. Forgive a moment 
of female chauvinism, but how could the 
director have known that feeling? And if 
that wasn't what he intended, the whole 
sequence leaves the embarrassing impression 
of a blurry tribute to Life Itself.

Perhaps the film  scored its greatest success 
on the emotional level. You couldn't doubt 
the trut;h of those monologues for an instant, 
nor could you ignore the resignation in the 
eyes of that beautiful female impersonator, 
or the sad w it of the middle-aged queen. In 
these sections, what we were offered was not 
simply a glimpse into someone else's life, but 
(and this is what made the monologues 
absolutely heart-rending) the spectacle of 
people in socially unacceptable situations or 
life-styles, using society's own tawdry and 
euphemistic language to convey their often 
shattering experience. The young pro, for

example, having convinced us of the d ifficu lty  
of getting o ff the game due to crude police 
tactics and the impossibility of ever finding a 
place to live where she wouldn't be recognised 
by a past client, then topped this with a wrap- 
up which might have been lifted wholesale from 
True Romance: " I'm  in love now and about 
to be married. My husband-to-be knows of 
my past life and accepts it. People forget."
The gulf between the quality of her experience 
and the means of conveying it was one of the 
painful and probably unintended lessons of 
the film .

FILMS
It was interesting to see how many people 
refused a roneo'd handout in the foyer, thus 
losing the opportunity of knowing in advance 
what the censors had prevented them from 
seeing and hearing. (Then again, perhaps they 
thought it was a Welfare and Decency League 
picket). The film  made clever use of the 
censors' cuts as weapons against censorship 
itself. Audience reaction was marked .The 
first few times the beeps cut out the sound
track or the bunyip screen came down to 
conceal the action, people laughed and 
looked at each other w ith pitying grimaces, 
but as the cuts became increasingly absurd 
and erratic, a wave of resentment, rage and 
scorn rose in the theatre. Not many people 
there needed to be told that censorship is 
just a bloody cheek.
Of course there was a lot of fuss about the 
film 's claim to be a survey of Australian 
attitudes towards sex. That ineffably evocative 
phrase DOWN BEHIND THE SHELTER 
SHEDS caused a stir of recognition; at that 
moment we knew it was going to be about 
us. But this promise, I think, was not quite 
fulfilled. Did anyone else leave the theatre 
wondering "But what about jockstrappers?" 
The film  was evidently made before Women's 
Lib hit the scene. Had this not been so, per
haps a look at male chauvinism would have 
covered the issue. But breathes there an 
Australian woman with soul so dead as not 
to have flinched at this:
"Uh uh Barry, not the big word in front of 
the ladies!" What about the language of the 
joekstrapper? I once knew a surfie who called 
f *cking "having a w orkout", and he wasn t 
joking either! This same surfie kept in his 
wardrobe a graph or sliding scale w ith which 
he attempted to prove to me beyond all 
doubt that on that particular night I couldn't 
possibly get pregnant. He took me to the 
drive-in in his sports car and at interval, 
halfway through a can of beer, he looked up 
with amazement when I humbly asked if I 
too were to share the drink. Jack Hibberd's 
Rod, Mai and Simon in White With Wire 
Wheels are the only examples of their kind 
I've seen on stage, and I've never seen one 
on film . The joekstrapper syndrome is 
absolutely central to the Australian sexual 
scene; it is incomprehensible to me that it 
should have been passed over. C—I
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The following cartoon is the 
second in a series of the 
law and your rights with 
the main interest and 
emphasis on drugs and THE 
BUST! The first one; see 
Revolution December em
phasised your rights in the 
house search. This one con
cerns the procedure when 
being searched on the 
streets.

As was mentioned in the 
introduction to the Dec
ember article, points that 
are made in this and all 
articles regarding your 
rights are very official in 
black and white but their 
legal enforcement can very 
tremendously depend on 
the attitude, temperament
a lly , etc. of whomever is 
acting the officer of the 
law. Your rights are, shall 
we say, subject to temper
ament. Yet, if you know 
them you may be able to 
squelch some malicious 
moves or at least be able to 
call "fou l play" at some 
conspicuous moment. The 
officer can get away with 
a lot more when the vic- 
time are ignorant of their 
rights.

It should be noted that all 
points mentioned here re
garding your rights apply 
to any arm of the law en
forcement bureau you may 
come in contact w ith. You 
must be arrested to be de
tained whether it's the 
drug squad, customs or 
just a traffic cop. Don't be 
intimidated by a big: title.
All the information presen
ted in these articles is 
gathered through official 
sources and screened by 
law authorities to ensure 
legality. In no way do we 
wish to promote trouble 
or encourage confrontation 
just for the hell of it.

□
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There's recent evidence that caffeine causes coronary heart disease. There's 
also evidence that caffeine, by harming a father's genes, causes birth disorders.

thalidomide,
cyclamates,&

now ....
caffeineP

D O P E

BY WARNER BROWN

Ours is a caffeinated society. Americans 
drink more coffee than milk, three times as 
much coffee as soft drinks, four times as much 
coffee as beer, f if ty  times as much coffee as 
hard liquor. Four out of five adults drink 
coffee every day, and one out of four of 
these coffee-drinkers drinks five or more 
cups a day. As for those people who agree 
with Ben Jonson, the Elizabethan poet and 
play-wright, that coffee tastes like “ essence 
of old shoes," why, they probably get their 
doses of caffeine from swilling Pepsi Cola or 
Coca-Cola — not to overlook tea and cocoa 
And let us not forget that caffeine is also 
available in many common, over-the-counter 
drugs, such as Anacin, Coricidin, Dristan, 
Excedrin, and Listerine cold tablets. Of 
course, should too much caffeine make 
somebody feel logy, all he has to do to 
regain his old zip is, supposedly, take No 
Doz or Viv, both of which contain, as their 
chief ingredient, caffeine.

Now, it is a sad and sorry fact that caffeine 
may have something to do with coronary 
heart disease, as well as with birth disorders.
A few German scientists even suggest that 
caffeine could cause all of the birth disorders 
that we now think are "natural" birth dis
orders. Therefore, many of the people now 
blithely drinking coffee or Coca-Cola or 
taking Anacin or No Doz someday may be a 
mite annoyed that nobody warned them.

Well, the truth is that they don't have any 
grounds for complaint. If they wanted the 
poop on caffeine and mutations, all they 
had to do was read the November 20, 1967, 
issue of Chemical & Engineering News. Or 
the November 1968 issue of Cancer Research. 
For the poop on caffeine and coronary heart 
disease, they should have read the July 1963 
issue of Circulation, or the April 2, 1966 , 
issue of Lancet. Do they expect the New 
York Times, Time magazine to tell them 
everything?
As a matter of cold fact, the caffeine-mut
ations link has gotten plenty of publicity.
Back in 1929, if you had been reading Die 
medizinische Welt, you would have come 
across H. Stieve's enlightening report that 
when massive doses of caffeine were 
injected into female rabbits, their offspring 
suffered early embryonic death, or retarded 
development. How many rabbits drink 
coffee anyway? Or if you had been reading 
Archiv fur experimentelle Pathologie und 
Pharmokologie in 1938, you would have 
learned that caffeine causes mutations in sea 
urchin. Hereditas in 1949, mutations in 
plants. American Naturalist in 1951, mutat
ions in bacteria. Hereditas in 1950, mutat
ions in fungi. American Naturalist in 1959, 
mutations in common fruitflies (Drosophila 
melanogaster). Proceedings of the Society 
for Experimental Biology in 1966, mutations 
in mice.
Of course, fraitflies and mice aren't people, 
so maybe you wouldn't have paid any 
attention to these reports, even if you had 
been doing your homework. Besides, many 
common drugs — aspirin, and for heaven's 
sake, vitamin A — can, in massive enough 
doses, causes mutations. There are even some 
thoughtful scientists who assert that any 
drug either can cause mutations under cert
ain conditions, or it is a mere placebo -  
either it's potent or it isn't.
But most people don't take caffeine for their 
health or peace of mind, as they do vitamin 
A and aspirin. What's more, those German 
scientists already mentioned suggest that, 
taken even in small quantities, caffeine may 
cause mutations in human beings.

Before examining the key experiments, let's 
first increase our Latin vocabulary. In vitro 
means, literally, in glass. Something studied 
in vitro is studied in a test tube, in a beaker, 
on a slide, etc. Something studied in vivo is 
studied in a plant, an animal, or a human 
being. End of lesson.

On to that issue of Chemical & Engineering 
News, which tells of a speech that Mrs. June 
B. Wragg, a biochemist with the Food and 
Drug Administration's laboratories in Wash
ington, delivered before a meeting of biolog
ists in Denver. Mrs. Wragg said that her exper
iments indicated that caffeine harms cells 
from a lung studied in vitro. The data 
suggests*that, on a molecular level, the caf
feine may have prevented certain enzymes 
from repairing the DNA in these cells after 
the DNA was damaged by chemicals (DNA, 
of course, is the body's master planner). Mrs. 
Wragg, who drinks coffee herself, in moder
ation, tells me one simply cannot extrapolate 
from human cells studied in vitro to the 
human body; furthermore, most scientists 
think that caffeins is only a weak mutagen, 
one that might cause genetic damage only 
in very exceptional circumstances; and that 
there is probably no cause for alarm. Chemi
cal & Engineering News, however, made this 
comment:
Public health authorities and the food industry 
sooner or later may be faced with having to 
answer this unsettling question: Does caffeine 
damage genes?

On to Cancer Research, "The official organ 
of the American Association for Cancer 
Research, Inc." Its article was entitled "The 
Mutagenic Action of Caffeine in Higher 
Organisms," and its authors were those Ger
man scientists — Wilhelm Kuhlmann, Hans- 
Georg Fromme, Eve-Marie Heege, and Wolf* 
ram Ostertag. After studying the effect of 
caffeine on human cells studied in vitro and 
on common fruitflies, they reported that 
caffeine inhibits DNA from repairing itself 
in the absence of light ("dark repair", it's 
called); and they went beyond Mrs. Wragg by 
reporting that caffeine also causes chromo
somes to break when the DNA is manufact
uring germinal cells, new life.

The second finding suggests that it is men, 
not women, whose chromosomes are harmed 
by caffeine: Women are born with all their 
eggs, but men are continually manufacturing 
sperm. "Since in women the DNA replication 
of germinal cells is terminated with b irth ," 
the authors write, "almost no genetic damage 
would be induced in women after birth. 
Caffeine-induced mutagenic damage, however, 
could accumulate in men." (It was only their 
male fruitflies that carried damaged genes.) 
And they suggest that only one cup of cof
fee could break a hell of a lot of a man's

FROM AVANTE GARDE

chromosomes.
Their conclusion is as follows:
"The two aspects of caffeine action, inhibition 
of dark repair, and mutations realized only 
during replication, could be due to the same 
basic mechanism. If the possible genetic dam
age by caffeine in man is estimated, using 
the results of our experiments w ith human 
cells in culture and Drosophila, and assuming 
that caffeine is evenly distributed throughout 
the body, which seems to be true for the 
testes in man and for the germ cells of the 
embryo, we obtain a total amount of genetic 
damage due to caffeine in the neighbourhood 
of the natural mutation rate . . . There is 
thus a strong likelihood that caffeine may 
prove to be one of the most dangerous muta
gens in man."

Right now, one out of every 50 babies has a 
severe malformation recognizable at brith.
It is not known how many more babies, 
because of genetic damage, are stillborn.
But it is known that we Americans, great 
coffee-drinkers, have a particularly high rate 
of stillbirths. And the aforementioned Dr. 
Ostertag believes that the effect of caffeine 
would be spontaneous abortions.
The German scientists point out that further

experiments are now in progress — testing 
the effects of caffeine on other mammals, 
studying the offspring of human beings who 
drink coffee. They end their article with 
the recommendation, suggested by their 
research, that "experiments should be con
ducted to examine whether caffeine accel
erates aging, induces malignant transformat
ions, or acts as a cocarcinogen (co-cancer- 
producer) by inhibiting repair process."
To settle the question of a caffeine-mutations 
link, there really should be an in vivo study: 
The sperm of men, before and after they 
drink predetermined quantities of coffee, 
should be studied for chromosome damage.
It is humbly suggested that the Pan American 
Coffee Bureau be big about the whole thing 
and sponsor such a study.
Back in 1963, writing in Circulation, Dr. 
Oglesby Paul and his associates studied 2000 
middle-aged men and found a correlation 
between the men who drank coffee and the 
men who later developed coronary heart 
disease. In 1965, S. Bellett, A. Kershbaum, 
and J. Aspe, writing in the Archives of Inter
nal Medicine, reported that two-and-a-half 
cups of instant coffee significantly raised the 
level of fatty acids in their,subjects' bodies. 
Finally, in 1966, Lancet ran an important 
article by a group of Canadian researchers —
J. Alick Little, Henry M. Shanoff, Adele Csima, 
and Ruth Yano. They found that coffee sig
nificantly raised the level of serum lipids (fat 
in the blood) in 25 patients who had coron
ary heart problems — and lipids are one of 
the causes of coronary heart disease.
This was not found to be the case with eggs, 
sucrose, or milk fat. And it was not found to 
be the case in normal subjects, the authors 
concluding that coffee has its effect only on 
people susceptible to cornonary heart dis
ease. Surprisingly, tea had no significant 
effect on the patients' lipid level, even 
though it is the caffeine in coffee that seems 
to be the culprit. The authors write: "Perhaps 
the effect of coffee may be partly in combin
ation with other foods or smoking." Or, as 
the Dutch researcher Dr. D.A.A. Mossel 
suggests, there is a substance in tea — adenine
— that may cut down on the caffeine's 
power.
Still, a Manhattan internist, Joseph Kuh, tells 
me that "The assocation of coffee-drinking 
with coronary heart disease does not necess
arily involve a cause-and-effect relationship.
A high-strung person, for example, may be 
more likely to develop heart disease and to 
drink coffee." Dr Kuh also points out that 
"the increased level of fat in the blood of 
people who have drunk coffee may indicate 
that the caffeine releases fat from the body, 
not that the caffeine deposits fa t." Which 
might mean that coffee helped prevent 
heart attacks.
On the other hand, some nutritionists have 
pointed out that here in the United States 
the incidence of coronary heart disease has 
been going up and down — over half a m il
lion people died of it last year. Also, since 
1900 coffee consumption in this country 
has zoomed by 62%, while the consumption 
of tea has declined 46%. There are, incident
ally, almost no cases of coronary heart dis
ease in China, where people drink tea, not 
coffee.

The mass media probably haven't reported 
on the possible link between caffeine and 
mutations, and between caffeine and coron
ary heart disease, because they don't have 
enough scientists on their staffs who read the 
specialized journals.
But why hasn't the Dept, of Health, Education 
and Welfare acted? Why hasn't it breathed a 
soft warning about the possible dangers of 
caffeine? Why doesn't it force Pepsi Cola and 
Coca-Cola to put on their bottle labels, "con
tains caffeine"? I asked one H.E.W. employ
ee just those questions. His answer was that, 
in view of the inconclusive evidence, it 
wouldn't be right to start people panicking.
The way people have been "panicking" about 
the danger of smoking cigarettes?
As for you, Dear Reader, you might consider 
the suggestion that you drink Postum for 
breakfast, and have root beer later on for 
the Pause that Refreshes. Or, if you must 
have your fix of caffeine, drink tea. Coffee 
has 100 to 120 mg. of caffeine per cup, a 
bottle of Pepsi Cola has 77mg., Coca-Cola has 
33 (it's a smaller bottle), tea has 17 to 33.
For you might keep in mind that if caffeine 
is ever definitely linked to birth disorders, 
it may be that the birth defects of the next 
generation will have been caused by all of us
— as members of the Pepsi generation. N.B.: 
The caffeine in coffee is reduced if you use 
a "d rip " pot, but is at its maximum if you 
boil the water and the grounds together. 
Cheaper coffee, from Brazil, has more caf
feine than more expensive coffee.
At the very least, try keeping the kids away 
from caffeine, just as a safety measure. For 
as it is, one out of every four children in the 
United States may be risking future heart 
disease and damaged genes — because one out 
of every four children in the United States 
drinks coffee every day. □
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SOUL IN THE BEGINNING
VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Avco Embassy SAVL 933738

“ Soul . . .  In The Beginning”,
gives the quite false impression 
that this is another in the current 
epidemic of potted musical his
tories. most of which the world 
could do w ithout. One could reas
onably expect to hear the boy 
soprano of Otis Redding, or nur
sery rhymes from the lips of a 
young Aretha Franklin. Instead it 
is a collection of blues, and nothing 
but blues, recorded specially for 
this album by six great bluesmen. 
For them the blues is such an ex 
pression of the individual, they 
couldn’t sing w ithou t ‘sou l’ if they 
tried.

Sam “ L ightnin’ ” Flopkins — one 
of the last great country-blues 
singers — performs first. He is w or
ried about war and fighting, and the 
firs t track “ December 7. 1941” ,
(“ That’s when the Japanese floored 
Pearl Harbour’’) is one of several 
he has w ritten  about his concern. 
He sings the slow blues and the 
guitar tra ils  along, droning in a 
rhythm ic drumming on a lower 
string. Suddenly its plangent tones 
ring above the voice between lines 
and carry off painfully intense, lyric 
passages between the verses, each 
note hanging for a moment like 
water dripping from a tap, before 
splashing out, free. It's a most 
evocative and moving experience 
to hear his music and voice un
derstanding and complementing 
each other as they do.

Billy Biser. a blues-harpist who 
often played w ith Lightnin ’, died 
while completing th is album, and 
the vocal on his last track “ Tell 
Me Where You Stayed Last Night ” , 
becomes progressively more dis
tressed. A bass guitar pounds out 
an unceasing rhythm on two notes
— much the same as the rolling 
le ft hand in a boogie — and over 
the top Billy Biser makes his har
monica “ ta lk", wail and shudder. 
Truly a more eloquent extension of 
his own voice.

The only non-black (and indeed 
w h ite r than white) bluesman on 
the album is Johnny W inter. He 
accompanies a blues-shouter, Cal
vin “ Loudmouth” Johnson, and de
m onstrates his complete mastery 
of the blues guitar. “ Lein On Your 
Body” includes some of his fan
tastic bottle-neck slides as he 
throws out his d is tinctive  guitar 
leads for dialogue between instru
ment and voice.

C lifton  Chenier is a native of 
Louisiana and has adapted the ac- 
cordian — a popular instrum ent in 
French and therefore Cujun music
— to his own idiom, the blues. His 
brother scrapes out a rasping 
rhythm on a rub-board, and to
gether w ith drums and bass they 
produce an intriguiging and d if
fe rent sound.

The Liberace of bluesmen is T- 
Bone Walker. In the 'fifties  he en
tertained wearing a gold lame jac
ket and ended his stage-act doing 
the splits, playing his jewelled 
guitar behind his head. But for all 
that he can s till play, and B.B. King 
admits to being influenced by his 
style. His two tracks, “ Please 
Come Back To M e” , and “ Treat 
Your Daddy W e il” are both typical 
of his 20th century urban-blues 
style. Living in a 2th century ur
ban ghetto a int' easy— good reason 
to sing the blues.

—  Jan Murray

TOGETHER AFTER FIVE
SIR DOUGLAS QUINTET 
Mercury RS-150

First, a few  sta tistics. There are 
eleven tracks on th is album. 
Eleven tracks have four beats to 
the bar; nine tracks fade in through 
a rhythm guitar in troduction; nine 
tracks re-tag the last line and fade 
out. And between the fades-in and 
fades-out the material is s im ila rly  
unimaginative. Read on if you w ish!

The Sir Paul Douglas Quintet, a 
Texas group formed by Doug Sahm 
in 1965, was popular in the San 
Francisco dance palaces in the 
early days of 1965-66. In 1970, on 
their fourth album. They are s till 
playing dancing music to a listening 
audience.

W ith one exception, all the songs 
have been w ritten  by Doug Sahm, 
and the exception — Bob Dylan’s 
“ One Too Many M orn ings” — 
sounds as if it has, w ith  the Sir 
Douglas arrangement. A Sir Doug
las arrangement is lots of contin 
uous rhythm (guitar, organ, bass 
and drums)' behind Doug Sahrn’s 
m ild ly hoarse vocals. So every
thing emerges the same: no sur
prises. no shocks. Nothing that isn ’t 
entire ly predictable. It's pleasant 
enough foot-tapping music, w ith  
pleasant lyrics and a pleasantly 
underproduced backing. Three 
chord rock. But by the end of the 
album, for “ p leasant” , read “ mono
tonous” .

—  Jan Murray

CHUNGA'S REVENGE
FRANK ZAPPA
Bizarre (U.S.)

Frank Zappa is a genius. 
Right. Frank Zappa probably 
knows more about music than 
you and 1 and % of the other 
professional musicians in this 
country put together. Right. 
Frank Zappa has made an in
credible contribution towards 
broadening the scope of the 
average American kid's listen
ing habits. Absolutely. Frank 
Zappa has certain possibly dan
gerous Machiavellian, manipu
lative tendencies. Yeah, prob
ably so, but so what? Frank 
Zappa is a snob who underesti
mates his audience. Hmmm. 
Think so, huh?

After giving all credit where 
credit is due, we have to start 
asking some other questions. 
When Zappa dissolved the 
Mothers, he explained that they 
were going to “wait for the 
audience to catch up” with 
them. Whatever that meant at 
the time, it takes on increasing 
irony as the passing months 
bring new Zappa and old Moth
ers. Uncle Meat was a good 
album, but not nearly as involv
ing as the three that preceded 
it. I seriously doubt if very 
many members of the Mothers’ 
audience had trouble with bits 
like “God Bless America at the 
Whiskey” and “Louie Louie at 
Albert Hall.” And the jazz on 
there, “King Kong” and others, 
was good— about as significant 
a movement from Coltrane’s 
shadow as the work of, say, 
Charles Lloyd. As for the more 
“serious” material, I suppose 
you could say that it adds to 
the 20th Century Classical tra
dition without borrowing too 
obviously from any one source, 
but without being worked into 
structures more pointedly ver
nacular it loses its force— inter
esting, but hardly compelling as 
both Edgar Varese and Little 
Richard are compelling.

Most of the albums released 
since then have been insubstan
tial, even allowing for the fact 
that something like Burnt Wee- 
nee Sandwich is something of a 
Mother’s sampler. Hot Rats was 
brilliant, filled with fine, strong 
solos most of which could easily 
stand beside the current work

of some of the best jazzmen in 
America, even if Zappa’s guitar 
solos were carrying too few 
ideas through too many min
utes, just as they had in “Invo
cation of the Young Pumpkin.”

Burnt Weenee Sandwich, sound
ed to me like a collection of 
Hot Rats rejects and warmups, 
groping, relatively simple and 
obvious improvisations which 
never really got off the ground. 
And Weasels Ripped M y Flesh 
didn’t stand up very well, either 
— a couple of good songs, some 
lukewarm jazz (what a chance 
was blown when “Eric Dolphy 
Memorial Barbecue” failed to 
communicate any of that great 
musician’s ideas to people who 
were in grade school when he 
died!), and some pointless, pre
tentious electronic noise. Lots 
of people gave these albums 
good reviews, and lots of others 
bought and listened to them sol
emnly, I suspect in a dutiful 
spirit akin to: “Well, now Uncle 
Frank’s gonna sit us down again 
and teach us something else 
about that great wide world of 
music we don’t know anything 
about because we’ve been fuck
ing off listening to rock ’n* roll 
all these years.”

The fact is, though, that a lot 
of people are picking up on 
some very challenging music 
these days, the likes of Pharoah 
Sanders and Miles Davis and 
Roland Kirk, and they are turn
ing from those listening experi
ences to things like Burnt Wee
nee Sandwich and coming away 
with a yawn. The'public may 
not be quite as ignorant or as 
debased in its tastes as Zappa 
possibly thinks, and I suspect a 
lot of them are going to be 
even more let down by Chun go's 
Revenge than they were by the 
last two albums. It doesn’t have 
the long boring solos, but the 
grab-bag Weasels feeling re
mains.

Briefly, “Transylvania Boo
gie” is a melodramatic Spanish/ 
Oriental guitar solo that sounds 
like a studio man trying to com
bine the kind of scales and 
tonal colorings Gabor Szabo 
was into a few years ago with 
John McLaughlin - type ap
proach. It doesn’t work.

The other instrumentals are 
pretty standard Zappa fare, ex
cept for the pleasant, moody 
“Twenty Small Cigars” and 
some excellent guitar choruses 
that break up the boring drum 
solos in “The Nancy & Mary 
Music.” Most of the vocals are 
pale reflections of lodes Zappa’s 
mined too often: greaser rock 
(“Would You Go All the Way,” 
“Sharleena”), the Absolutely 
Free look-at-all-those-drunk- 
businessmen - aren’t - they - re
pulsive riff (“Rudy Wants To 
Buy Yez a Drink”), and why 
he would even consider record
ing something like “Road La
dies” (a groupie song set to The 
World’s Oldest Blues Riff: 
“Don’cha know it gets lone
some— When yer way out there 
on the road/etc”) is beyond me. 
It would certainly never have 
made any of the Mothers’ first 
albums.

Zappa can go on putting out 
dull records like these indefi
nitely and always find somebody 
who’ll buy them, out of respect 
for his name if nothing else. 
And it is a name worthy of 
much respect. The original 
Mothers of Invention were a 
significant force in the music of 
our time. But these diddlings 
are not only insignificant, not 
only do they suggest that one 
genius is not at present work
ing towards anything in par
ticu lar , but they also smack of 
a rather cynical condescending 
attitude towards a public that 
may be getting ready to pass 
Zappa by.

— L e s t e r  B a n g s

STEPPENWOLF 7
STEPPENWOLF 
Dunhill (U.S.)

Well, Steppenwolf have come 
out with their seventh album; 
the Yang Boys with the hard- 
driving rhythms and tough bass 
lines and what did you expect, 
anyway? Check out the manly 
stride positions the group as
sumes on the record jacket and 
you pretty well have the content 
laid out before you; subjugation — 
they’re talking about bar rooms, 
bikes, and the stud as the Amer
ican dream. Some people find it 
makes sense and that’s OK, and 
some people find it offensive and

maybe, after all this, they will 
still be talking the same stuff, 
but it will sound pretty.

—  A lice  P olesky

FUTURE BLUES
CANNED HEAT
Liberty

This is, for a number of reasons, 
a very hard album to write about, 
which is why it’s taken me so long 
to get around to it. First and 
forehiost of these reasons is, of 
course, the death of A1 Wilson, 
the man who made Canned Heat, 
as far as I’m concerned. His harp 
and guitar stylings represented 
a brilliant answer to the question 
of how a white band, playing the 
blues, yet respecting the black 
men who made the originals, 
could have any integrity at all. 
The answer, for a genius like 
W'ilson, was simple— don’t im
itate, don’t fall into the ego- 
tripping soloist trap, but syn
thesize elements from past biues 
into a kind of future biues. 
Canned Heat did this so weli that 
1 tend to think of them as a rock 
band rather than a blues band. 
You probably have your own idea 
of them.

But if you’re a Canned Heat 
fan, you’ll find this effort to be 
right up there with their finest. 
Helped along on two cuts by 
Dr. John, the boys show that in 
spite of all kinds of personnel 
changes in the period just before 
this album was made, they were 
still capable of functioning as a 
tight band. My favorite cuts are 
Wilson’s “Skat,” which has some
that’s OK, too. But anyway you 
run it down, constant rhythm 
lines, unrelieved by change or 
melody, turns into monotonous 
sludge, even if you keep the 
tempo up.

However, the group does seem 
to be noticing the existence of 
melody. They pay tribute to it 
in two pieces which have really 
nice intricacies in them; “Ren
egade” on side one, and a Hoyt 
Axton number, “Snow Blind 
Friend,” on side two. This last 
cut is entirely different from the 
other songs; it is a very agreeable 
acoustic thing, with pleasant har
monies; you can only wish for 
more. But after the build up (and 
at this point they actually have 
you listening), you get your ears 
riddled with “Who Needs Ya?” 
The title speaks for itself. The 
same stud stuff you’ve been 
splattered with since “Ball 
Crusher,” the very first number.

The tension which character
ized some of SteppenwolFs more 
popular material is missing;

“Bom To Be Wild” showed that 
simplicity in approach could still 
get a rise out of people, and its 
tension was its best asset. None
theless, there is compensation to 
be found in the other musical 
possibilities the group is begin
ning to explore. Not only acoustic 
and melodic ideas, but more 
subtle rhythm patterns.

“Renegade” is perhaps the 
best example of it; the break has 
some very fine musical complex
ities. There are other spots on the 
album where this comes through, 
however; notably on the second 
side; “E arschplitten lou der- 
boomer” and “Hippo Stomp,” 
but for those who like lyrical 
music—and most people are 
beginning to, music as a peace 
source — Steppenwolf still has a 
long way to go. That is, there is 
not enough melody and intri
cacies nor are they developed 
fully in Steppenwolfs own terms 
yet. And the lyrics of the songs 
are still pretty greasy; they will 
hAvc to evolve apace. Then, 
delightfully loony scat singing, 
and “Let’s Work Together,” the 
Wilbert Harrison number that’s 
currently riding the charts.

Whether Canned Heat will 
survive Wilson’s tragic death is 
uncertain. What is certain, 
though, is that they’ve made 
some fine music in their time, 
and there’s a lot of it on Future 
Blues.

—  ED WARD

ATOM HEART MOTHER
PINK FLOYD

At one time, Pink floyd was 
far-out, freaky even. Their work 
in the electronic capabilities of 
rock was more advanced than 
most people recognize. Their use 
of a third, rear, sound source an
ticipated quadraphonics. And 
their music, if it wasn’t mem
orable, reached into the limits of 
their experimentation. Most 
other groups, when they thought 
in terms of electronics, thought 
only of painful feedback. Pink 
Floyd used sounds no one else 
thought of and could make them 
lyrical besides. Their last album, 
Ummagumma, while a bit drawn- 
out, had all their best elements.

Atom Heart Mother is a step 
headlong into the last century 
and a dissipation of their col
lective talents, which are con
siderable.

Side one is a suite, almost 
a symphony. It has a lot in it. 
They use * orchestral elements 
and a choir. The best that can be 
said for it is that it’s craftsman
like and that in spite of its many 
parts, it’s an entity. But that’s 
all.

It turns out to be an Impres
sionist orchestral sketch of (I 
think) a morning that includes 
some rock elements. As Impres
sionism, it’s occasionally effec
tive, but on a very imitative level. 
The beginning does sound sun- 
nsey. And, there are sounds that 
draw pictures. But, as a whole 
it’s awful schmaltzy and a little 
vapid.

Side two is generally worse. 
“If’ is English folk at its deadly 
worst. It’s soft and silly. Ditto 
“Fat Old Sun.”

The only redeeming feature 
on this side is the last cut, “Alan’s 
Psychedelic Breakfast” and then 
only partially so. The part is not 
the music, but the integrated 
Arising and Breakfast sounds.

I was listening through ear
phones, and so three-dimensional 
and realistic were the sounds that 
I took off the phones to see who 
was breaking in. I couldn’t be
lieve it to be part of the record. 
Once I got over that, though, it 
was the same insubstantial me
lange as the rest of the record.

If Pink Floyd is looking for 
some new dimensions, they 
haven’t found them here.

Try freaking out again, Pink 
F 1° y d - — A l e c D ubr o
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EARTH OPERA
EARTH OPERA 
Elektra EKS 74016

Bob Dylan always claimed he only 
put his poetry to music to get 
people to listen. And as usual, he 
had instinctively anticipated what 
was to become common. Donovan, 
Ray Davies, Country Joe McDonald, 
Paul Simon and John Kay; everyone 
seemed to have something to say, 
and everyone said it with music. 
Some were better lyricists than 
tune-smiths, while others were 
more talented on the musical side. 
Peter Rowan is one of the former.

His group, Earth Opera, came out 
of Boston in early 1968. This was 
unfortunate because they suffered 
from the backlash of what became 
known as the ‘Boston Hype’, the 
result of a record company pushing 
e non-existent Boston or Boss-town 
Sound.

Their first album has been re
leased for some time and is a fair 
example of Earth Opera's, and more 
especially Peter Rowan’s, proclivi
ties. His lyrics resemble Dylan’s 
(first and second stage Dylan, that 
is) in their obscurity and negativ
ism. Like the early Dylan, his is a 
world where “black is the colour, 
and none is the number. Everybody 
is a nobody, going nowhere to do 
nothing. You wake uo in the dark 
to know you’re blind”, he says.

Of the ten tracks on this album, 
two are obvious anti-war protests, 
“The Red Sox are Winning”, (the 
Red Sox being a baseball team 
though, not those dastardly com
munists) and “Home of the Brave”, 
where a pain-filled voice explains 
ironically “People all around me/ 
They can’t understand/ How I lost 
my hand/But the war was grand/A 
lovely parade.”

There is an obsession with 
death, or at least with the futility 
of life, that makes the eight re
maining tracks rather depressing. 
“The Child Bride” — she died, “To 
Care At All” — he's dying, and 
“Death By Fire” — a ghastly ac
count of a religious exorcism, don’t 
make for light entertainment.

Musically though, the five mem
ber grouo (guitar, piano, mandolin/ 
mandocello, bass and percussion) 
is too light, but the fault lies more 
with poor arranging than lack of 
musicianship. Peter Rowan's voice 
is rather anaemic — at times he 
even adopts corpse-like tones of 
Arthur Brown — and although his 
vocals are exceptionally clear, they 
lack viqour. “Dreamless”, where 
some Bluegrass style mandolin 
pickin’ is featured, is their most suc
cessful because the bright twang 
of the mandolin contrasts with 
Rowan’s voice -and projects it. 
Without a highlighted contrast his 
vocals tend to be cushioned in the 
backing and less effective than they 
might be.

this album, middle-aged by Rock 
music standards, is still very in
teresting. It’s not wild or freaky, 
and, like a well-cut conservative 
suit, gives longer wear because it 
doesn’t scream its age. But manic- 
depressives take heed; avoid it at 
all costs.

— Jan Murray

CANNED WHEAT
THE GUESS WHO 
R.C.A. LSP4157

“Circus” magazine reviewed this 
album last year by saying, “The 
Guess Who . . . Should be called 
The Who Cares!” which is a nice 
turn of phase but not much else. 
I’ve often suspected many review
ers of not playing records before 
reviewing them and this proves it.

The Guess Who, (I always feel 
tempted to follow that with a ques
tion mark) is a four-man vocal and 
instrumental Canadian group. And 
in that order; vocals first, instru
mentals second. Not that there is

anything wrong with their backing 
work — they are all very accom
plished — but they are exponents 
of that well-tried and successful 
formula of the Beatles, Hollies, 
Bread, Crosby-Stills-Nash, etc.

“Canned Wheat”, their second al
bum, commences with an extended 
version of “No Time” a hit single 
of six months ago. Remember it? 
It had the standard Hollies type 
harmony, standard energetic drum
ming, and a standard heavy guitar 
break. And it sounded predictably 
standard. Actually their work is 
more imaginative than that. They 
tend towards light, rhythmic melo
dies and if the lyrics are occasion
ally sentimental as in “Minstrel 
Boy”, — a verbal hybrid of “Honey” 
and “Play, Gypsy, Play” — it’s of 
little importance. Their mellow har
monies and husky ooh-aahs as back
up are so aurally pleasant they 
could sing in Swahili and it wouldn’t 
matter.

The four Guess Who’s have the 
advantage of being able to play 
twelve instruments between them. 
But being of good sense and ex
cellent taste they only choose to 
play one at a time. So their back
ing is never cluttered, (mainly a 
combination of lead, rhythm and 
bass guitars and drums) and 
exudes a feeling of freedom and 
iariness. Randy Bachman, the 
group’s lead guitarist, effortlessly 
splashes notes of melody over 
most of the tracks like droplets of 
cold water. But when required to, 
as in “Undun”, he adds jazzy tonal 
clusters to its Mariachi type 
rhythm just as effortlessly.

The good taste that marks this 
album and wouldn’t allow them to 
double on instruments doesn’t stop 
them from showing they can. For 
five brief (30 sec.) novelty intro
ductions, totally unrelated to what 
follows, they show-off. But who be
grudges them 150 seconds? Their 
music-hall sense of humour cul
minates in the final track, “Fair 
warning”. A monologue from some
one sounding like George Formby’s 
father with a Scottish brogue and 
laryngitus, issues a few words of 
advice to the star-struck from 
someone “who’s been there and 
come back”.

All in all, with their pleasant 
original material, fine performance 
vocally and instrumentally, and 
some intriguing cross-channelling 
on the production side, if you 
Guess Who you’ll guess right.

— Jan Murray

NOTES FROM THE 
UNDERGROUND
Vanguard VSD-6502

Notes From The Underground is 
a lightweight Berkeley group of five 
whose name is more impressive 
than their first album. The sleeve- 
notes bush at length attempting to 
convince us that N.F.T.U. is just 
what our big overwrought world 
needs. At last, a band that “doesn’t 
take itself too seriously . .. light
hearted . . . fun” etc. “Inadequate”, 
perhaps?

The opener “Follow Me Down”, 
is a Country Joe and the Fish-ish 
type rag with some zingy mandolin 
picking, but from there on it’s a 
downhill slide accelerating at 
breakneck speed to the run-off 
groove on side two which contains 
a siren wail for no extra cost. Just 
part of their “fun” approach to 
music I suppose, because God 
knows, “rock music today is seri
ous — far too serious.”

Actually, the N.F.T.U. type humor 
would find a niche in high school 
revues, I.M.T. comedy sketches and 
Bowling Club Xmas Parties. All that 
naughty entertainment, when “bot
tom drawers” elicits a response of 
sniggers and ^blushes. “I Wish I 
Was A Punk”, an ode to missed 
opportunities in school-days, could 
really lay ’em in the aisles. 
Imagine: Joffa-boy dressed in
shorts and cap,alternately licking a 
lollipop and poking out his tongue 
at the Channel 9 Chorus dressed as 
school-ma’ms, who would shake 
their fingers at the incorrigible 
Joffa, look over the top of their 
specs and nag the lyrics — “Wipe 
your nose off, zip your pants boy.
Wipe your pants off, zip up your 
nose boy.” The mind boggles at 
possibilities inherent in this situa
tion with some slight changes of 
lyrics. None of which will ever be 
realized.

Oh yes. Notes From The Under
ground’s music is good-timey all 
right. If only it wasn’t such a drag 
to listen to . . .

— Jan Murray

MEW MORNING 
BOB DYLAN 
U.S. import copy
It's hard to know where to draw meaning 
and where to leave words be, now that 
Dylan is no longer the Dylan of old. 
We've spent so long reading deep and 
long into Dylan's words. A prophetic 
sounding name like NEW MORNING  
might indeed mean a promise of better 
things from Dylan in a new light, or does 
it just refer to the love of nature and the 
country that permiates almost every 
lyric on this album?

NEW M ORNING shows one thing very 
definitely. Dylan is no longer angry. 
Once, the Dylan we loved was angry at 
the world and spoke angry bitter images 
about people and things they do. That 
harshness required a harsh delivery. You 
might remember that in "Don't Look 
Back" (the film) Dylan threatened that 
one day he might sing.
Now that he seems to have found an 
inner happiness that replaces his anger, 
he's fulfilled that threat. Also his anger 
did not require anything that resembled 
production or arranging, just words.That's 
the other thing he's using now. Looking 
back it's obvious that Dylan's been 
struggling to present what he feels like 
now, so a lot of it was just pleasant 
enjoyable music when it came to the 
last two albums. He overused sidemen 
on PO RTRAIT.

NEW M O RNING  gives us a much better 
idea of what he's about now. He's 
getting better at presenting it and if 
we're going to get anything from Dylan 
from here on it's that new Dylan we need 
to share, separate from the old one. 
'Cause Dylan is now optimistic. Dylan is 
happy. The album sparks with energy 
and life, Dylan singing about how happy 
he is at everything. Recently he's just 
been the little man with the big repu
tation who really just wants to play 
music. Now he's more positive about 
that.

"So happy just to be alive 
Underneath that sky of blue 
On this new morning"

Simple joy. "Three Bells" and "Father 
Of Night" indicate another new emotion 
— serenity.

"The wildest cat from Montana 
passes by in a flash,
And a lady in a bright orange 
dress
One new haul driver, a truck 
with-no wheels
A Tenth Avenue bus going West

The dogs :md pigeons f ly  up and 
flu tte r around
A man with a badge skips by 
Three fellows crawling on the 
way back to work 
Nobody stops to ask why ."

Compare those images to the images of 
the Dylan of old. I'm sure the man with 
the badge would not be skipping by. 
Those words are presented in a soft 
gentle mood, even though Dylan regrets 
that none of these hears the music of the 
three angels who watch. Nobody tries in 
this "concrete world of souls".

"Father Of Night" is an unashamed 
dedication to God.

Dylan has found himself, which means 
that his lyrics become narrative, his 
observations impersonal, almost matter- 
of-fact. Most are love songs that express 
simply what he has now experienced. 
They're not love songs that he*s wit 
nessed. Just narratives of situations that 
encompass that feeling, just as 'Lay, 
Lady Lay' did.

Outside of "Three Angels" and "Father 
Of Night" the only songs that aren t 
love songs are "Day Of The Locust" 
and "Went To See The Gypsy".

"Day Of The Locust" is the most personal 
and telling lyric of all on this album. 
Only here he's telling of personal exper
ience, the time when last year he was 
given an honorary degree in music in 
appreciation of his contribution to that 
field.

"Oh the benches were stained 
With tears and perspiration 
The birdies were flying from tree 
to tree
There was little to say 
There was no conversation 
As I stepped on stage 
To pick up my degree . . .

"I glanced into the chamber 
Where the judges were talking 
Darkness was everywhere 
It smelt like a tomb 
I was ready to leave 
I was already walking 
But the next time I looked 
There was light in the room" . . .

"Outside of the gate 
Trucks were unloading 
The weather was hot 
Nearly ninety degrees 
The man standing next to me 
His head was exploding 
I was praying the pieces 
Would not fall on me . . .

"I put on my robe 
picked up my diploma 
Took a hold of my sweetheart 
And away we did drive 
Straight for the hills 
The black hills of Dakota 
I sure was glad to get out of 
there alive."

Between those verses runs a chorus about 
the locus that sang off in the distance. 
The lotus, I'd say, refers not to insects, 
but to the hero worship and acclaim 
which gave him that degree.

"And the locus sang 
And it gave me a chill 
The locus sang 
Off in the distance 
The locus sang 
They were singing for me."

"I was glad to get out of there alive" he 
says.

The meaning of "Went To See The 
Gypsy" is obscure and so this song can 
for us, be little more than a fantasy.
The only other burning question is 
Dylan's musical trip on this album. He's 
leant away from country sentimentality 
to everyone's relief, but it doesn't leave 
him completely. He's getting it all to
gether here. It's a much more positive 
musical statement than he's ever made, 
Dylan contributing acoustic guitar, elec
tric guitar, organ and piano. They let you 
know which piano section is his and 
which Kooper's, exposing this whole 
new side of Dylan.

Now he's creating arrangements and 
songs. It becomes crisp clear in sound, 
and moreover interesting. Craziest of all 
is " If Dogs Run Free", Kooper playing 
lively keyboard, Dylan chanting a happy 
lyric and a lady skipping in and out with 
a shrill scat that almost doesn't relate.
"Winterlude" is a waltz tempo song that 
would fit into SELF PORTRAIT.

But if you asked me to pinpoint the 
one underlying sound that dominates 
this album I'd refer you to "Days of 49"  
and "Little Sadie" from SELF PORT
RAIT. You'll enjoy it.

— Ed Nimmervoll

"Sign On the Porch" could belong with 
NASHVILLE SKYLINE material.

The opening " If Not For You" reintro
duces the familiar harmonica.
"One More Weekend" is hard slogging 
rock that might have been on BLOND 
ON BLOND.

■ r
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