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YOU ARE ON TRIAL!

ALTERNATIVE SOCIETY ON TRIAL.
Throughout the world activists attempting to radically change
society are finding establishments fighting back, applying legal
processes to stifle and discredit their activities.
TURN TO PAGE 3

REVOLUTION MARCH 1971

Those who were responsible for this issue
were:
Albie Thoms, Phillip Frazer, with Ian
McCausland and Geoff Pendlebury doing
the artwork.
Pete Steedman and the Oz fan club in
London, and a whole bunch of people all
over the place.
Advertising should be addressed to Geoff
Watson in Sydney (929-0499) or Phillip
grazer in Melbourne (34-8121).

TWO NOTES OF EXPLANATION
This is the March issue of Revolution,
and astute observers will note there was
no February issue. Subscribers will re
ceive an extra issue to compensate.
While this issue concentrates on censor
ship and general persecution of radical
groups in various countries, it is obvious
that Revolution itself suffers the same
repression. We have asterisked four-letter
words and abusrdly avoided blunt lang
uage
Revolution is what you make it (you out
there . . . ). So address letters,articles,art
work, bombs etc. to The Editor, Revolu
tion, 17 Drummond Street, Carlton 3053.
Enquiries regarding distribution should be
sent to Robinson Distribution Company,
84 River Street,
South Yarra, Vic.
(24.7589)

STOP PRESS

! One of Austral
ia’s few independent newspapers, the
Melbourne SUNDAY OBSERVER,
may be taken over by the Australian
Council of Trade Unions under pres
ident Bob Hawke.
The Observer after one year of pub
lication is still incuring heavy losses.
Until recently up to $12,000 per week.
Hawke & Gordon Barton, chairman of
the Ipec Newspaper Group which pub
lishes the OBSERVER and the nation
al SUNDAY REVUE, have been con
ferring privately in Sydney.
Most of their discussions are centered
on the take-over of Buckingham’s, the
Sydney departmental store, which
would also give A.C.T.U. an Insurance
Co.
The terms of afinancial partnership on
the Sunday Observer between Barton
and the A.C.T.U. will not affect the
editorial policy, commented an Ob
server executive.
Revolution is published by Go-Set
Publications P/L, 17 Drummond St.,
Carlton, 3053.
Editorial and business offices are at
the same address, phone 34.8121.
Printed by Waverley Colorprint P/L.,
33 Railway Parade North, Glen Wav
erley, phone 232.6066.
Revolution is distributed by Robinson
Distributors P/L., 84 River St., South
Yarra; in West Australia by P&H Red
man, 381 Fitzgerald St., North Perth.

IN CASE YOU FORGOT —
THE WAR IN VIETNAM
STILL GOES ON

radio 2GB in Sydney that was not re
peated or picked up by the press.
The news item stated that a high
U.S. official had revealed that there
was an enormous ICBM base in
West Irian, with missiles pointing to
wards China. Natives in the region
had been killed if they got too close
and their bodies hung across fences
as warnings to other trespassers.
The Indonesian rulers of West Irian
permitted the American base in ex
change for American support of their
takeover of the Dutch colony. Pre
sumably the Dutch were unwilling to
permit the base.

INDONESIANS IN
THE NETHERLANDS
Meanwhile, the Dutch government
has another problem on its hands
with the Ambonese youth who are
becoming militant, inspired by the
activities of the Black Panthers and
other radical minority groups. The
Ambonese from the South Mollucca
islands in Indonesia, refused to ac
cept Soekarno’s rule when the Dutch
abandoned their colonies, and were
admitted to the Netherlands, where
the Dutch government housed them
in former concentration camps. Over
twenty years later they are still
there, and their presence has creat
ed a dilemma.
Initially the Dutch government
promised to support them in their
claim to rule their own islands under
Dutch sovereignty. However, no such
support was forthcoming, and the
Ambonese continued to live in their
concentration camps as second-class
temporary citizens of the Nether
lands.
Last year Indonesian President Suhato made an official visit to the
Netherlands, and young South Moluccans, most of whom had been born
in the Netherlands, protested vigor
ously, seizing the Indonesian embas
sy in The Hague, and holding off a
siege which resulted in a policeman
being killed.
Police finally removed them from
the embassy and Suhato’s visit pro
ceeded smoothly, thought it also re
sulted in the freak population being
cleared from the centre of Amster
dam where Suhato was to place a
wreath on the Damsquare war mem
orial.
While their Ambonese brothers
are being charged with murder, other
South Moluccans are using vigorous
tactics to gain sympathy for their
movement. However, the Dutch freak
population is uncertain as to what
parent’s losses in Indonesia,
the Ambonese demands are. Initially
they wanted the right to return to
their parents’ homeland, but this has
become confused with a demand for
citizen’s rights in the Netherlands,
housing outside concentration camp
ghettos, and reparation io r

ANOTHER
POLITICAL TRIAL?

Victoria has not followed the South
Australian example and made abor
tions legal. In fact, they have been
revealed to be a lucrative under
ground practice by several Mel
bourne doctors.
Now leading Victorian policemen
The Draft Resisters’ Union of Vic
have been involved in charges now
toria through its paper Resist re
being heard, among them Inspector
vealed this information from the offi
Jack Ford who was in charge of the
cial files of the department of Labour
investigations of the mysterious
and National Service. They showed
deaths of Prime Minister Harold Holt,
that in the six years in which Nat
and Lady Rylah.
ional Service has been in operation
11.233
people have refused to reg It has been alleged that the police
accepted large sums of money to
ister. Of these 1659 could not be
keep quiet about the abortion practraced. Of the remaining 9574, only
t ir p e
1007 have been prosecuted.
During the last 6 months only 33
convictions have been recorded —
which is less than 5 per cent of
those who refused to register in this
Ralph Nader’s consumer research
period.
in the U.S. has faulted tyres made
If you don’t want to slave for the
from Polyester. They fall apart at
army — Don’t Register. Stay quiet
270 degrees, a figure that can often
and the odds are they will never find
be reached by a loaded car travelling
you. If you want to campaign to end
on slightly deflated tyres at sus
conscription, contact the Draft Resis
tained speed.
tance Union in your area. (See On
Goodyear’s Thunderbolt selling for
The Horizon for addresses nation
about $13 and Polyglass selling for
wide.)
about $40 are made from polyester,
and have been known to blow out
under Australian road conditions.

11.233 defy draft only 1007
prosecuted

IF YOU HAPPEN
TOOWNACAR...

ICBMs IN
WEST IRIAN

The Macquarie news service in
Sydney released a news item over

SUNDAY PAPERS
GO NATIONAL

There are now three national Sun

day Papers — Fairfax’s National
Times and Murdoch’s Sunday Aus
tralia, both originating from Sydney,
and Barton’s Sunday Review, origin
ating from Melbourne.
And it won’t be long before the
Melbourne Herald and Weekly Times
group, which controls 50% of the
news media in this country, enters
the game. They plan to do it on the
cheap, of course, enlarging the Sat
urday evening Herald to contain all
the news and features covered in the
other Sunday papers. They’ll print it
Saturday night, and avoid any of the
triple-time pay for printers working
early Sunday morning.
Meanwhile, Gordon Barton rec
ently flew to Melbourne to give his
Sunday paper editors a pep talk. His
Melbourne distributed Sunday Ob
server has had three editors in its
eighteen months eistence. Now
Kevin Childs is in the chair, with
ex-Oz editor Richard Walsh in charge
of the nationally distributed Sunday
Review.
Both papers are losing about
$12,000 a week, but Barton is pre
pared to keep them going for at
least 12 months if the losses can be
reduced to $7500 a week. Which
proves that political ambition can be
expensive.

AND FINALLY MELBOURNE
GETS AN UNDERGROUND
Twenty-eight year old Housing
Commission town planner, Robert
McAlpine, spent a year trying to get
his plan for an underground railway
accepted. He formulated the plan for
his Town Planning Diploma in 1966.
but there was Government silence
on the plan until six months ago
when it was rejected.
Now it seems likely that the Govment will go ahead.
Former Lord Mayor, Sir Bernard
Evans, owns real estate in the area
of the projected railway.

CN THE
H C EH O N
A R TISTS E X P E R IM E N T W ITH
A N D L IG H T A N D SO UND

F IL M

With the exepetion of painting, sculpture
and contemporary "classical" music, experi
mental art forms were largely relegated to
the "underground" in the sixties. Experi
mental rock opened up pop culture to wider
experimental manifestations, particularly in
movies, of which Woodstock is a paradigm
example.
One outcome of the "psychedelic revolution"
has been an increased awareness of sensual
perception of art forms, with the result that
happenings, environments, lightshows, and
expanded cinema are now acceptable artistic
modes of expression, and are receiving spon
sorship from traditional art patrons, including
galleries, government cultural funds, and
industry.
Two shows, in Melbourne and Sydney, demo
nstrate experimental art forms in the fine art
contexts of galleries.

EXPANDED CINEMA AT THE AGE
GALLERY, MELBOURNE
Arthur Cantrill is the first film artist to
receive recognition in Australia, being award
ed a Creative Fellowship at the Australian
National University in 1969-1970. There he
worked on his major project, the feature
Hooton which has been shown on university
campuses in most Australian cities.
During his fellowship in Canberra, Arthur
Cantrill also continued his work in expand
ed cinema, begun in London in 1968 at the
Drury Lane Arts Lab. There he had experi
mented with such simple ideas as projecting
film onto a black wall and slowly painting
it.white so that with each brush stroke an
element of the projected picture became
visible. He extended this experiment at the
Australian Universities Drama Festival and
The Sydney Undergrouns Festival in 1969,
and in further demonstrations in Canberra,
resulting in the development of this form of
expanded cinema displayed in Melbourne,
at the Age Gallery under the sponsorship of
the National Galleries of Victoria-

entirely different perception of the same
circle.
A wide variety of textural surfaces are used
as screens, and often the same image is project
ed simultaneously onto two quite different
surfaces.
There are also projections that fall clearly
into the theatrical category of happenings.
In one, filmed images from Wyndham Lewis'
vorticist magazine Blast are projected onto a
collage screen also composed of images from
Blast, while Cantrill reads Lewis' manifesto
over a mike. In another, hot-water jugs boil,
illuminated by film projection of a similar
boiling jug. The gallery is filled w ith the
sound of boiling jugs and audiences are forced
to contemplate the scientific phenomenon
entailed in this banal ritual daily enacted in
their homes.
Many of the films used in the events are
Meditations, beautiful abstract images that
invite a different type of viewing to that
normally allowed audiences in cinemas. In
the less formalised environment of the gallery
one can begin to watch these films in a
manner mo e related to the requirements of
the artist, permitting altered perception that
is enhanced if you go there stoned.
Arthur Cantrill's expanded cinema events
are loosely constructed and invite your parti
cipation. Cantrill is there himself, projecting
the films, open for communication w ith you.
This is an important film event, bringing film
into the context of gallery art, at the same
time expanding cinema beyond its limited
industrical applications. Cantrill is exploring
a dimensional screen aspect of expanded
cinema hardly touched upon by overseas
artists.
With his wife Corinne, Arthur Cantrill is
also presenting weekly expanded cinema
events at the Maze, 376 Flinders Street,
Melbourne. These events take place each
Sunday, and often include poetry recitals
and theatre events with films. . . . .
Albie Thoms

2. LIGHTSHOW AT WATTER'S
GALLERY, SYDNEY
Ellis D. Fogg is a commercial artist, lighting
parties, balls, concerts, trade shows with a
wide range of effects that range from
psychedelic to traditional theatrical. He has
been working in this new experimental form
since 1968, and in association w ith Vivienne
Binns and John Armstrong, presented a lightshow called Woom at the Watters Gallery in
Sydney, aided by a subsidy from the special
projects division of the Australian Council
for the Arts.
The environment is based on the womb, but
it is not warm enough, close or comforting
enough. Despite this it works and is 'liveable
in'.
It coexists with an exhibition of constructions
in wire mesh, metal and foam by John A rm 
strong, and, by necessity, is confined to the
upstairs area of the Gallery. As a result it
lacks totality but introduces a certain appreh
ensive quality with its mouth gaping down the
staircase. The repetitive sound by Rowan
McCombe, based on a heartbeat, doesn't
confront, existing only if listened for.
The environment is two room areas connected
by tunnels. The tunnels confront you and
change you into part of the environment
with the closeness and tactility — espcially
the irregular foam floors through out. How
ever, on entering the room areas, you again
become a spectator watching special effects —
these rooms are not involving enough, al
though controls are set up for you to operate
the lights. Also being room-shaped, these
areas are not entirely a new experience, and
the trip is not long enough, not the environ
ment so confining to make it a really personal experience.
Aggy Read

Renaissance Faire
and Summer's End Pagent
A medieval fair is planned for Montsalvat,
near Melbourne, about the middle of
April. Needed are students of the
Renaissance and anyone knowing of the
music, art, dance, and theatre of the
period. Details from The Renaissance
Committee, PO Box 135, Carlton. Or
phone us on 34 8201.

Draft Resisters
Draft Resisters' Union (Melbourne) holds
weekly underground meetings at the
Unitarian Church, Grey St, East Mel
bourne, Thursdays 7.30pm. Purpose:
resistance, sabotage, subversion of those
who are trying to kill, burn, destroy,
jail, or otherwise suppress those who
dare to seek life, justice and liberation.
Write to D R U , PO Box 50, Highgate,
3190, Vic.

As well as this experiment which investigates
the role of reflected light in the perception
of film images, he also projects films onto
three-dimensional surfaces, radically altering
There are also expanding foci of resistance
perception of images. Most of the films used
in these experiments are designed for projection in:
Sydney— DRU c/ Jack Page, 83 Kerr's
onto specific surfaces, so that the projection
Rd, Lidcombe, NSW.
of a circular shape onto s spherical projection
Brisbane—DR U, PO Box 332, North
alters perception of that circle, giving it a
Quay, 4001, Old.
dimensional quality entirely lacking in the
South Aust.—DR U, PO Box 91, St
normal two-dimensional projection. Pro
Peters, S.A.
jection onto an elongated cone creates an
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1.AUSTRAUA
On Tuesday January 26th 1971
Victorian Vice Squad police raided
the building that houses Revolution
offices and siezed 200 copies of the
Sydney underground paper Thorunka.
They also seized individual copies of
the San Francisco underground
papers Berkeley Barb and Good
Times. So far no charges have been
brought.
In SYDNEY, Wendy Bacon, one of
the Thorunka editorial staff, faced
two charges relating to her activities
during court proceedings last year
when the University of NSW paper
Tharunka was charged with obscen
ity.
A jury found her not guilty of dis
tributing an obscene pamphlet con
taining the poem “ C*nt is a Christian
word” , but found her guilty of dis
playing an obscene exhibit — the
nun’s habit she wore to court on
August 17 last year on which were
inscribed the words “ I have been
f*cked by God’s steel prick.”
Judge Levine, who had presided in
the precedent-setting Oz appeal of
1963, ordered Wendy Bacon’s jailing
for one week for “ refusing to give
antecedents” , regarded as necessary
for him to determine the sentence.
Throughout the trial Wendy had re
fused to enter a plea as she did not
acknowledge the right of the court
to try her, but did conduct her own
defence. She offered no evidence in
rebuttal of the charges, and the only
information about her that the court
possessed was her name and ad
dress that is all the law requires an
arrested person to give.
Police witnesses testified that

2.AMERIKA

ANGELA DAVIS is imprisoned in
the Women’s House of Detention in
Greenwich Village, New York, while
she awaits trial on charges of mur
der, kidnapping and conspiracy.
She is Black and a Communist,
and was a student of Herbert Mar
cuse before taking a teaching job
in the philosophy department of the
University of California in Los
Angeles.
There she came to the notice of
Californian Governor, Ronald Regan,
who attempted to have her dismiss
ed, but came up against the solidar
ity of Angela Davis’ fellow teachers.
Regan finally found a way of sup
pressing her, when after a shoot-out
in a Marin County Court, a gun reg
istered in her name was found on
the body of Jonathan Jackson, claim
ed to be her bodyguard.
Warrants were issued for her ar
rest, but she went into hiding, and
was pursued by the FBI. The US
Communist Party pledged their sup
port, but many felt she would choose
the path of Clever & Leary and flee
to Algeria. However, she was ar
rested in New York city, where she
is at present imprisoned awaiting
trial.

Angela Davis made the following
statements from prison:
I have been charged with mur
der, kidnapping and conspiracy,
the first two charges carrying the
death penalty. In reality, the
charge is that of organizing and
agitating among black people in
order to strengthen our revolution
ary movement to end the exploita
tion and racism. We have not yet
entered the stage of fascism. The
government has not yet assigned
to the courts the arbitrary author
ity to imprison us indefinitely or
put us to death under the charge
of revolutionary activity, as in
South Africa, Greece and other
fascist countries. But the so-called
anti-crime legislation proposed by
Nixon points increasingly in that
direction While this shouldn’t be
underestimated, the government
needs to maintain a semblance of
democracy. Thus, one of the major
repressive tactics will continue to
consist of leveling trumped-up
criminal charges against us revol
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Wintergarden Theatre on the coming
attractions board, with the words
“ Willis Munches Muffs Secretly”
clearly visible to buses going past.
The censorship issue in Australia
is now more fragmented than ever,
with religious groups, reformists,
liberals and total abolitionists all
succeeding in different areas South
Australia now emerges as “ the most
liberal state” , becoming the in-place
for printing controversial books in
defiance of Federal Customs’ ban.
The latest play in this game has
been the publication of Barry Hum
phries' cartoon classic from Private

Wendy lived at the address given,
but could not state that the name
she gave was in fact her real one
even though they knew she taught
at the University of NSW under that
name). So Judge Levine ordered her
detention in Silverwater Women’s
Prison for a week while her “ anteceedents’ were investigated.
This tough administration of the
law had the effect of forcing Wendy
and her supporters to compromise.
Bob St. John, Q.C., a well-known
Sydney Civil Liberties lawyer was
engaged, and he presented Judge
Levine with character witnesses for
Wendy, including a NSW parliamen
tarian, a university professor, the
wife of Gough Whitlam’s private sec
retary, a stockbroker, a fellow-stu
dent, and a Catholic Priest.
The testimony of the priest, Father
O’Halloran, startled the court, for he
defended the exhibit as “ a rather
novel way to challenge the teaching
of the Church on the consecrated
virgin.” Father O’Halloran, an honors
graduate in sociology of the Univer
sity of NSW, stated that the inscrip
tion was merely a direct way of ex
pressing the concept previously
written in Latin or medical terms.
Similar wording had been used to
describe the relation of St. Theresa
and God, a physical relationship in
which St. Theresa “ definitely had
orgasms.”
Despite this defence, it was clear
throughout the trial that the political
overtones of the prosecution were
heavily biased in favor of religious
(and specifically Catholic) interests,
the subject of the attacks on cen
sorship implicit in both the poem
and the religious costumes of de
monstrators at the original hearing.

Wendy Bacon’s supporters, includ
ing students, women’s liberationists,
civil libertarians, members of the in
active Sydney Libartarian Society,
and members of the Communist
Party, crowded into the court to hear
Judge Levine fine Wendy $100, and
place her on a good behaviour bond
for two years.
Another 40 cases remain to be
heard, all relating to printing, pub
lishing and distributing Tharunka and
Thorunka. Wendy Bacon is subject
to many more court proceedings, but
in most cases the defendents are
electing for jury trial, which will re
sult in considerable costs to the
government.
The recent prosecution of Angus
& Robertson, the Sydney publishers
and book retailers, charged with
selling an obscene publication —
Portnoy’s Complaint, resulted in a
hung jury after weeks of evidence.
Now the case had to be heard again
before another jury, with the same
expensive calling of witnesses and
employment of legal counsel.
Portnoy’s Complaint has been de
clared not obscene by a West Aus
tralian court, and has been author
ised for sale in South Australia. But
in NSW, and soon Victoria, the bor
ing court charade continues.
Meanwhile, Eric Willis, Chief Sec
retary of NSW and the moral reac
tionary behind the obscenity busts,
has come under fire from opponents
of his puritanical crusade.
In various strategic areas around
Sydney, including Parliament House,
Central Court, and W illis’ own Bardwell Park RSL Club, posters depict
ing Willis engaged in cunnilingus
have been pasted on walls. One
poster was seen at the Rose Bay

ings that it is “ not to be sold to per
sons under eighteen,” and “ not for
sale in Victoria.”
In PERTH, the WA student news
paper Pelican was busted for a sec
ond time last September. The first
bust occurred late in 1969, and re
sulted in an obscenity conviction
and $50 fine early last year. An ap
peal was lost.
In the latest bust a total of six
summonses were issued — two for
the editor, David Roe, two for the
publishers, the Guild of Undergrad
uates, and two for the editor of one
of Perth’s establishment
news
papers, who were the printers.
Police objected to an article in the
paper in which Professor Steven
Marcus’s banned historical thesis,
The Other Victorians, was reviewed.
A charge relating to a letter in the
paper which called the local police
minister a “ f*ckw it” was withdrawn
in court.
The case was heard last Novem
ber, but the presiding magistrate re
served his decision. It is still await
ed. Meanwhile, the Minister for Cus
toms has decided The Other Victor
ians is no longer obscene and has
released it for sale.

utionaries . . .
I realize that my life is at stake.
While I harbor absolutely no de
sire to be transformed into a dead
martyr or one sentenced to life
imprisonment, I nonetheless ad
here to a principled position: The
defense must expose, with a maxi
mum degree of efficacy, the re
pressive function of the courts
and their adjuncts, the prisons, as
well as the system which they
serve . . .
The contention that the first
duty of the revolutionary is to
make revolution remains vacuous
and abstract unless we are em
phatic in defining revolutionary
struggle as that which meets the
needs of the people. It may some
times proceed imperceptibly and
at other times in leaps and
bounds. Once the organic sub
stance of the revolutionary strug
gle is clarified as the people’s
needs, desires, dreams, then the
role of the revolutionary vis-a-vis
the people ought to be equally
transparent. The true revolutionary
is always with the people, leading
the people, and perhaps most im
portant, constantly accepting lead
ership from the people. For the
people know what their grievan
ces are, and the sole purpose of
waging the revolution is to obliter
ate the source of the people’s pro
blems.
The cadre becomes an instru
ment to aid the masses in grasp
ing the nature of their oppression,
through concrete struggles around
issues which immediately affect
the masses: unfit housing, bad
schools, bad sanitary conditions,
police brutality. The cadre assists
the people in articulating their
problems and in organizing vehi
cles for striving toward their re
solution. Eventually the dynamic
of these struggles will lead the
people to realize that only a com
plete and total seizure of power
can set the stage for the end of
their oppression.
Jails and prisons across the
country are increasingly becoming
centres of social upheaval. Bro
thers and sisters behind these
walls are realizing that the self
same forces which are bent on
crushing them because of their socalled criminal activity engender
ed the necessity to resort to
‘criminal activity’ in the first place.
They begin to see that their prob
lems are common grievances,

rather than individual ones—that,
for instance, they have been dri
ven to expropriate the property of
others, not because as individuals
they are incapable of eking out an
existence in any other fashion, but
rather because the unequal distri
bution of wealth in a capitalist
society necessarily gives birth to
groups of people who are con
demned to be without the necessi
ties of life.
Black, Puerto Rican and Chicano
sisters and brothers especially
are moving towards such a col

lective consciousness. Sisters and
brothers are becoming cognizant
of the fact that jails and prisons
are concentration camps for the
poor.
In view of the prolonged pre
trial imprisonment I expect, I can
only follow the example of the
Soledad Brothers. The struggle
against racism, against all the
evils engendered by U.S. capital
ism, must be carried forth where
ever we find ourselves. My role,
at present, is to assist in the crea
tion of another front of struggle.

Eye — The Wonderful World of
Barry McKenzie, marked with warn
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3. BRITAIN
The publishers of Oz magazine are
charged with obscenity relating to the
schoolkids issue of 1970. They have
been subjected to continued harass
ment, and one of them, Richard
Neville, author of Playpower, was
jailed when police opposed bail on a
drug charge resulting from a further
raid on his home. Here he is inter
viewed by Pete Steedman, former
editor of Broadside and Lot’s Wife,
who is now in London working for
Oz and Friends.
London has a liberal tradition, relative
freedom of expression, and polite police
men. There seems no discrimination over
long hair, you can be corrupted by books
you never get a chance to read back home,
you can see most films in their entirety, or
follow the latest theatre trends which never
seem to get south of the Equator.
This liberal tradition, this acceptance of
eccentrics (perhaps because so many have
belonged to the ruling classes, be they
harmless cranks, or "moral degenerates" of
the Hellfire Club), is also an impediment to
social change. The establishment absorbs
the eccentrics, by tolerating them. If an
idea gains wide popularity it is accepted by
the powers that be — who then proceed to
bore it to death. Something has always
arisen to absorb the fringes of British so
ciety, whether it be Methodism, preaching
subservience to the working class at a
time ripe for a Marxist revolution, or White
hall employing student radicals and sending
them out in pin stripes and bowlers.
In the year 1971, however, several people
are predicting the breakdown of the liberal
structure and a polarisation of opinion that
could lead to a physical clash.
They see the Tory "law and order" gov
ernment creating a backlash, especially
among workers, many of whom have de
clared their willingness to fight if the gov
ernment passes its Industrial Relations Bill.
The fringe radicals see this as the great
opportunity for radical student-worker-freak
axis that can successfully combat the gov
ernment and lead to a complete social re
volution.
The crackdown on Commonwealth Im
migrants, the rising status of Enoch Powell
and the sudden police concern with many
minority groups are seen as further symp
toms of a polarisation that will leave no
room for negotiation.
OZ Magazine was started In London in
1966 by a group of Australians, including
Richard Neville, co-founder of the magazine
in Australia. It has a circulation of over
50,000 a month, and spends a lot of column
inches on drugs and sex in an attempt to
"liberate" its mainly teenage audience.
Neville (for those too young to remember)
is 29, articulate and intelligent, and has be
come a sort of underground guru in London.
He sees himself as a member of the
‘alternative society’ and, in fact, a leader of
it. OZ is aimed at breaking down the bar
riers that form because of our traditions
and upbringing — a stab at the hypocrisy
of our materialistic societies.
Neville is a showman, and knows the
value of PR and the games that can be
played with the "straight" press. Fame has
its pros and cons and, in this case, a de
finite disadvantage in the attention OZ
draws from unsavory quarters, such as the
more evangelic of policemen.
The first real pressure came halfway
through last year when Issue 28 was seized
by the police and the directors charged un
der the Obscene Publications Act. In all, it
was an extraordinary edition mainly for the
fact that it was completely written, design
ed and edited by a group of school children
between the ages of 14 and 18. One of the
most offensive things about the issue,
claimed Detective Inspector Frederick Luff
at the preliminary hearing at Marylebone
Magistrates Court, was a send-up of the
children's favorite cartoon, Rupert Bear, in

which Rupert was depicted having a momen
tous sexual adventure with Grandma. The
magistrate refused to believe that school
children’s minds run on that pattern, so he
remanded the director of OZ, Richard
Nevilie, Jim Anderson and Felix Dennis (all
dressed in school uniform) for trial at the
Old Bailey sometime in March.
Inspector Luff was a bit taken-aback by
this, as he had opposed bail for these dan
gerous criminals, but he did promise to re
member them for the future.
The next episode to bring Neville to the
notice of the authorities was the organising
of PR stunts for that over-rated, mediacreated, rip-off freak, Jerry Rubin, seeking
publicity for his latest book.
Neville set it up for Rubin, from the
Frost Show takeovers to the "run from auth
orities" to Ireland.
It was another case of the over-reacting
establishment — if only they had heard the
careful plans being laid, the plans they fell
right into, and the money they put into
Rubin’s pockets.
The story was that Rubin came to start a
branch of the Yippie party in England. But
the scene was really Rubin and a group of
good middle class Australians showing him
England as they saw it. Apart from Neville,
the greatest force in the embryonic English
Yippie Party is an ex-South Yarra antique
dealer.
Two months later, Richard Neville was
having a shower when in burst Detective
Inspector Luff using an Obscene Publication
warrant. He also had two drug dogs and
six plainclothes men with him. At the same
time OZ offices were raided and all files and
back issues seized.
Luff opposed bail, was supported by the
magistrate, and a screaming Neville ("This
is a political trial. It has nothing to do with
drugs") was led off to the cells.
The case raises a few disturbing ques
tions:
1 . Why were drug squad detectives and dogs
used in raids on the OZ office and
Neville's home — when the warrant was
issued under the Obscene Publications
Act?
2. Why did police confiscate "every copy of
OZ they could get their hands on”? At
the present moment the editors of OZ
have been committed for trial under the
Obscene Publications Act for items in is
sue 28 of the magazine — not any of the
earlier or later editions.
3. This question also applies to the truck
that was used to "take away about 4,000
copies of the past four issues of the
magazine".
4. Why seize "most of the files, including
the filing cabinet; subscriptions lists, ad
vertising data and the accounts ledgers"?
It must be obvious to anyone that a
business cannot function without these
items. Is it a police job to put the mag
azine out of business by these methods,
or the job of a court, when the defend
ants may or may not be convicted of pub
lishing one obscene issue.
5. Why were the police so vehement in
opposing bail for Neville who has no pre
vious convictions? It is indeed strange for
a defendant to be refused bail on a
first offence — especially relating to can
nabis.
Fortunately for Neville, the Magistrate
who had obviously been worded up by the
police, had denied him a basic right under
English law — the right to an application
for bail being heard in full — the magistrate
had not let Neville’s solicitor put his case.
At the moment, Neville is out on 500
pounds bail, this case also coming up some
time in March. Another problem contribut
ing to his worries is his actual status in
England. His visa expires shortly and he will
need a new one if he is to stand
trial. If this is granted he may exceed the
5 year limit and become a British citizen
and he could therefore not be deported
International Times and Friends have both
been recent victims of police harrassment.
What worries the ‘afternative society’ in
London is that these cases could heraid
the beginning of a new era, where the
liberal facade will drop and the latent men
ace of the ‘silent majority’ will be un
leashed.
— Pete Steedman.

Playpower? OZ editors adopt Yippie tactics in preliminary hearing of obscenity charges: Richard
Neville, Felix Dennis, Jim Anderson.

Interview: Pete Steedman/Richard Neville
What would you say were the basic
differences between
London Oz and
Australian Oz? M ost Australians have
never seen a London Oz because i t ’s
banned.
If I was in Australia and you sent me
Oz I think it would not really be interest
ing. I’m being defensive because I would
think a magazine must relate. Australian
Oz related very much to the Australian
complex.
As far as I can see, it's aimed at the
younger audience. I'm not picking on
this, I think that's great. They’re the
audience that has to be liberated — the
chance we never got.
Oz is aimed at a lot of people, with
a wide diversity of articles. We do have
these long boring pieces that nobody
ever reads on liberation in Finland, and
we have articles by top socialists, and
food information. But the most important
thing we have done is to help the young
recognise a split between the militant
left revolution side of the movement and
the freak catalystic Yippie side Oz has
represented both points of view or at
least has tried to explore them.
For instance, I’ve just been reading a
book called Exploitation Now which is
the first really comprehensive study I've
seen of the relation between the first
world and the third world — a really beau
tiful expose of neocolonialism For in
stance, aid to underdeveloped countries
isn’t aid at all. the poor people are get
ting poorer
Conditions in India, Africa
and Latin America are worse for the
majority of people now than before It
happens to be a trip that I'm getting into
at the moment
In future issues of Oz we ll round up
the best authorities that we can find to
talk about not only neo-colonialism but
wars. There are a lot of wars going on
that people don’t know about like Moz
ambique, Angola, Brazil, even India. We
get involved in these sort of discussions
then we try to work them out Of course
there’s always some sexual excess, a
cultural extravaganza of drug-taking and
rock 'n roll music. That’s also important
We have fun with that
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Richard Neville with Jerry Rubin and Mick Farren.
possession and has

What's the future of Oz? Where do you
want to see it go? Because of these
latest busts, w ith all the files and every
thing being taken, is police pressure
going to force you out of business?
Far from becoming demoralised and
languid, a sort of defiant attitude has
developed. If I dropped dead* tonight, Oz
would continue to come out.
At the moment Friends is struggling
along, International Tim es'is going down,
and the underground generally seems to
be in a bad state. OZ is the only one
tha t’s Holding its sales, and therefore is
getting the most persecution. What is
the future of the London underground
scene, also taking in such groups as the
White Panthers, the Yippies, and the
Arts Lab?
The underground is a sort of com
munity in search of a renaissance. At the
moment there is a lot of going around in
circles. When someone like Jerry Rubin
comes in — and he's really a rather
false prophet —- this gives the under
ground new impetus. An awful lot of kids
have been finding it very hard in the
cultural revolution — but it isn’t very
hard, it’s not there. Nevertheless they
have begun to feel what it’s like, the ex
pulsion, and now feel a bit guilty It’s
going to be a purpose of Oz to try and
point out to these kids that two thirds
of the world is being exploited in the
way that capitalism is depraving and
corrupting large sections of this country.
Make them aware of the reaction against
capitalism in guerilla movements, even
the Che Guevara syndrome.
The reaction of the third world and
left intellectuals to capitalism is very
much related to their own reactions —
the abolition of the property instinct, the
abolition of families, the abolition of the
desire to work. While these two groups,
or varied groups, seem to be entirely
different, they are all responses to the
same thing — society organised for
profit.
The important thing to be done is to
point out to militant workers of the left,
trotskyite intellectuals and yippies, the
relations that exist between them, and
to build from this relationship to over
throw capitalism. Also to point out that
their battle is in response to exactly the
same corrupting forces as say the battle
in Brazil to overthrow the dictatorship
there which unfortunately has had to
go into the jungles.
What do you think of the liberal facade
of England? Do you think it is breaking
down? Do you think there w ill be polar
isation?

I’m also more afraid of the liberals
than I am of the Tories, because with
liberals you're not quite sure where they
stand, whereas with the Tories you know
they’re waving fascist flags. A very inter
esting example of the way liberals are
likely to jump is contained in a recent
decision by Penguin Books, which is
after all a monument to the liberal tradi
tion in this country. They paid Jonathan
Cape a four or five figure sum for the
manuscript of Jerry Rubin’s Do It, and
were about to publish it when word came
down from above saying it would not be
advisable to publish the book in paper
back. So the Penguin editors, straight out
of the Oxford tradition, all capitulated.
Someone made the comment that Fleet
Street has been very reluctant to come
in to the support of OZ, and yet should
be up in arms over the freedom of the
press, and freedom of expression.
It’s not every day that top writers and
film makers like Tony Palmer and George
Meily jump up in court and scream at
the magistrate. That’s news. This was
over my appearance in court on a drugs
charge, but as the cop said, the drugs
and the magazine are very related. So it’s
a related issue. But newspapers like the
London Sun didn’t print a word. Arid ob
viously tbat’s part of Rupert Murdoch's
hatred.
What do you think of the over-reaction
of papers to sensational things — like
the Jerry Rubin takeover of the David
Frost Show (Jerry Rubin and assorted
English hippies one night “took over" the
David Frost show late last year)
Jerry Rubin was born in this country
on the Frost Show. He’d been in the
news for years, but never made an im
pact here. An example of this was when
my sister got married to a Sunday Times
journalist
They had a reception in
Knightsbridge and all the top journalists
in Fleet Street were there — the editors
of the Sunday Times and the Observer,
and the whole syndrome. That night I
was also expecting Jerry Rubin and Stu
Alpert, so I put a notice on my door
telling them to come to the reception.
They both turned up and we stayed about
half-an-hour I didn’t go round telling
people who he was. but I know my sis
ter told a lot of reporters who didn’t
know the name Jerry Rubin. None of the
papers even knew he was in the country
until four or five days later Then Pri
vate Eye reported that at my sister’s
wedding two plainclothes fuzz arrived
and said Where’s the acid?’ It so hap
pens that those were Jerry Rubin’s re
marks when he arrived So even Pri
vate Eye gets it wrong
Fleet Street doesn’t really care. I don’t
think it’s malice so much as complete
lack of comprehension. I really had a
strong argument with Murray Sale, the
Reporter of the Year

Right The last time i met him we
were talking about our new newspaper
Ink, to be launched on April 1, and I
made the comment that we would cover
such news as Timothy Leary escapes
from jail in the States, writes a letter
on behalf of the Weathermen, and goes
to Algiers to train with Eldridge Clever.
And Murray says to me, ‘That’s not
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they’re now getting the population they
deserve — they're getting the most reac
tionary elements from European and
American society. I know you have opti
mism for that country, but I don’t share
it.
A lot of Australians have the feeling
that all they do is put down Australia. I
spent all my life there putting it down,
but here I spend about forty percent of
my time defending it. There are so many
things, physical thing basically, that are
so attractive to me.
They were just there. That’s taken for
granted.
What I'm getting at is — physically the
country is so attractive, but i t ’s f*ckedup politically. There’s thousands of Aus
tralians in London — all w ith talent. Do
you think they should go back there? Do
you have an obligation to Australia? The
criticism is that people like you would
be much more useful at home fighting
at the barricades.
I won’t deny that what you say is
partially justified. We had a marvellous
idea a couple of years back of going
back en masse to make an impact, build
ing on the people there, kids I remember
from when I was out there, building with
them an entirely new community. But
England is much more liberal, and it’s
difficult enough here. Australia hasn’t got
a liberal tradition. It’s got an incredibly
authoritarian tradition. It’s like South
Africa.
Germaine Greer is going back to Aus
tralia at the end of February. The Female
Eunech was published three months ago
and is a best seller . . .
She’s a millionairess
So when she gets back to Australia ...

Farren, leader of the British White Panthers and editor of International Times has also been arrested for drug
been questioned about bombing activities in London.
news. And I said, It is to our readers.
Then we had this fantastic argument in
which he said that no-one took LSD and
that pot smoking was merely a weekend
fashion. This is the Reporter of the
Year in London!
They think in an entirely different way
If you go to meet anyone in Fleet Street
they'll take you to the pub to have a
drink. They don’t understand there’s
something else happening.
Switch over to the drug bust now.
What happened?
I got a call one morning that the police
were at the Oz office, and so I rang the
other Oz people and said, Let’s get over
there as soon as possible. I got out of
bed and went and had a shower — un
like my English colleagues I’m no good
in the morning without having a shower.
After I got out of the shower in walked
Detective Inspector Luff, who supervised
the first Oz bust. We went into the main
room where there were six other cops
and two dogs. I asked them if they had
anything to say, and they responded
with 'Get Stuffed’, and other polite re
plies and proceeded to rip up the room
like some B-grade movie. They split the
bed, and confiscated hundreds of files
and personal papers, inculding the Aus
tralian pirate edition of Portnoy’s Com
plaint. They even opened my personal
mail, and of course found an old hookah
I bought years ago in Khatmandu and
haven’t used since.
Can there be any justification of this
legally?
__
Under the Obscene Publications Act
they are entitled to take anything they
think will help them in arguing the case.
Except in this case they allegedly found
drugs on the premises. So its fantastic
ally difficult for me to argue. They should
not have done it, but the end justifies
the means. I didn’t say anything, though
I did ask their names. I then switched
on a tape recorder to pick up their talk
among themselves. But they immediately
took it from me, took it to bits, searched
it, and put it down again. I picked it up,
plugged it in, and started recording again.
They then took it from me and said,
‘Right, we’re taking this with us.’
Now I’ve just read their statement
they are going to make before the court
and it is complete fabrication. This is the
statement that will be quoed in the
press, So I cannot stop the general public
from thinking it took place. They say,
‘Richard Neville picked up the tape re
corder and attempted to conceal it under
his clothes.’ The police statement
from
beginning to end it not even fabrication,
it's absolute invention.
Now that Rubin's been here, what do
you think are the chances of groups like
the English Yippies trying to play within
the parliamentary system?
Well, Yippie did arouse a lot of in
terest here,
and a lot of people have
made contact with Rubin since. Except
that like a lot of excitement, it’ll blow
down, flicker and die away. I don’t think
I’m terribly optimistic at the moment.
The idea of Yippie is excellent. You
refer to games, playing around. That’s
good. That’s
the one way school kids
can be mobilised. It’s like the Frost
Show, which in many ways was a brilliant
success. But when the kids did get, on
the Frost Show they weren’t terrifically
articulate, and didn’t have great deal to
say. Flash now on a family of five
watching the box — as the mother and

the father are condeming Rubin and his
long-haired friends, all the kids are say
ing, ’Yeah, I’m with them They are im
mediately taking the Yippie side because
their parents have taken the other side.
Yippie exploits this generational conflict
very successfully. But whether it can
actually mobilise, I’m skeptical.
The Deutsche thing was a terrifically
important
npc
issue — even Fleet Street was
behind Deutsche. But Cambridge on Mon
day wanted to cancel all lectures and
have a strike. Seventy percent of lec
tures were attended
Not even in the university where
Deutsche had been living were they able
to get any really successful action
Is this more an English reaction, be
cause the English aren’t as affluent or
mobile as Australians or Americans?
Conditions we live under here in London,
housing and things like that would be
condemned in Australia. Don’t you think
all of this has a dampening effect? And
yet they have a strong tradition of m ili
tant trade unionism
I don't know that the militant trade
unionism in this country isn’t always outmanouvered by the government. Wilson
knocked out the Industrial Relations Bill
which was a product of the Labor not
the Tory Government
Trade unions
seem to be iust after more money. True,
this sort of radicalism is fantastically
important.
As we talk we can’t post letters be
cause there’s a Post Office strike. Basic
ally, they’re striking because the girls
are grossly underpaid But they’re not
striking as a matter of militancy or as
anticapitalism, but just because some of
the girls want more money It seems
impossible to try and harness that to
Yippie radicalism.
There is absolutely
no connection — they loathe each other.
A cultural revolution is more important
than people striking for money
The way we get the kids is dope, rock
and f*cking in the streets. Once they
are involved in that you have to explain
to them that it is antisocial, it is destruc
tive, and it is even revolutionary. If they
like it, they’re committed to fighting for
it. If they don’t like it, they can cut their
hair and work for the Post Office. That’s
the dilemma — that's where we are very
serious. I've lived among them for four
years now trying to sort these elements
out, and I’m getting tired. I don’t know
if it will develop.
What are your impressions of Aus
tralia as you last saw it?
When I was over there very recently
I was appalled by what I saw, except for
the universities, the hip pubs, and the
people at Revolution. There seemed to
be a lot of relaxation, fraternalism, dope
smoking — a real understanding of Aus
tralian isolation and the Australian money
trip. But I think the country is absolutely
doomed, through my own recollection of
brutal experience of the political style of
Australia. Very elderly men running the
country in a very authoritarian way.
There is a terrific influx of people to
Australia now — every seven-and-a-half
minutes an Englishman goes to Australia.
But the Englishman is going to Australia
basically because he agrees with Enoch
Powell. He can’t stand blacks, and wants
more bread. Much the same as from
America. Americans first started going
to Australia when Goldwater lost the
elections — Goldwater supporters, right?
It’s a country ruled by fascists, and

It will be interesting to see what she
says about Australia. Australia is a land
of poor carpetbaggers. Even those who
are sympathetic, even partly sympathetic
to what w e’re about, would still be build
ing houses. Even you, Peter, for all your
political
fluidity, you’re still driving
around in Maseratis. I find Australians
are incredibly obsessed with material
things. Even Philip Frazer publishing Re
volution is rather like a young member of
the Playboy Club. Radicals in Australia
are very much into flashy cars or radio
equipment, which you don’t find in Eng
land. You meet revolutionaries in this
country and if they have a penny they
share it around. They don’t have cars,
they don't have record-players, they don’t
drink whiskey, they don’t go to fashion
able restaurants in Toorak. That’s the
trend I found in Australia, with a few ex
ceptions centred around funny bookshops.
Revolution isn’t glamorous!
I disagree that most Australians a/*e
as m aterialist as that. In Australia it's
much easier to get money than in Eng
land — most of us had a few bob w ith
out doing much for it. If I get around
in cars, it's because tha t’s me — always
have been a lair. You go to the other
extreme — not getting a car in London
because tha t’s a revolutionary thing to
do. But in England they don't have the

money — it's so f*eking economically
depressed. They don't have anything!
This is a point about Australian radi
cals — everything is caught up in Aus
tralian materialism. Being a Yippie, as
opposed to black or left-wing trotskyite,
I’m obviously on the side of people who
are into toys, even quite expensive toys.
Color television is as good as the best
political speech in the world. These toys
are important as long as you keep in
mind that you’ve got something that a
very minute percentage of the world can
have. A fantastic groovy thing to do, but
sometimes something that can deter
radicalism.
When you get into a big community
like London, a lot of people that you're
expected to share w ith are just lazy
ripoff c*nts who just want to rip off
your bread and live off you.
Those kids on Eel island made a mess
of their commune, and all they can say
is Mick dagger should give us money
because he's one of us.
Yet they’ve
done nothing for themselves.
I give bread to organisations such as
Release, and to people I know and have
worked with But maybe I don’t gi» e
bread to strangers. You make contact
with people in certain ways, in certain
social situations, and then if you’ve got
a bit of spare bread, you give it to them.
What about Ink?
W e’re launching it on the first of April,
which is the same day Australian Oz
was launched, April Fool’s Day. It’s
London’s first really independent radical
newsy newspaper — twenty to twentyeight pages depending on advertising —
tabloid, divided into news, features, and
a sort of ‘what’s on’ section; published
initially by Andrew Fisher, Felix Dennis,
myself and Ed Victor ,who was my editor
at Cape when I did Playpower. W e’re
raising 25 thousand pounds. At the mo
ment we’ve got about fifty-five percent.
Everything else ceems geared to go
ahead.
It will be the next stage In the evolu
tion of the underground press. It won’t
be like IT, but a totally new paper, much
broader in concept, a bridge paper if
you like, between people who read the
weeklies like the Listner and Spectator,
and the long-haired lay-arounds who’ve
read so many articles on rock ’n roll,
and dope, and sex that it’s coming out of
their ears. Everyone’s now beginning to
see there’s some connection between
their own discontent and revolutionary
forces throughout the world. Seeing
they’re a product of the same machine or
system. These sort of bored yippies —
it'll be very much a paper for them, be
cause it’ll give perspective, or articula
tion to their discontent.
There’ll be big headlines, lots of pictures,
and we really do need news from Aus
tralia. There’s one thing we can do, and
that’s publicise Australia, really expose it.
Australia really very rarely gets men
tioned here. Fortunately, the immigra
tion scandal was exposed briefly recent
ly.
I’d like very much to find Australia
through this newspaper

□

Pete Steedman working for OZ.
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BOCKFESTIVALS&THEYOUTH
Albie Thoms
Rock festivals are no new phenomenon,
being the natural outgrowth of the succes
sful Newport Jazz Festivals of the early
sixties. Three films seem determinants
which established present patterns:
Bert Stern's Jazz on a Summer's Day
(1961) probably did most to prosely
tise young people to enjoy music in an
open air natural environment. D.A.
Pennebaker's Monterey Pop (1969)
created a consciousness of the possibilities
of these events as manifestations of the
alternate society that young people
are attempting to create. Mike
Wadleigh's Woodstock (1970) def ined
the esthetics of rock festivals, if not
the movement, and ever since has
been the yardstick of people creating
festivals in various parts of the world.
Sydney's two festivals this summer paid
particular attention to the Woodstock
movie, and more than anyone else
Australian musicians copied the scenario,
reproducing hit songs in such a way
that suggests Australians might soon
rival the Japanese for talented mimicry.
Two outstanding groups at the Sydney
festivals, Pirana and Cleves, repeated
the hits of Santana and Sly to such
an extent that the festivals seemed only
to be succeeding when these groups
were coming on like a movie replay.
But this is not entirely true of the
festivals, and above all else the environ
ments of the Odyssey and Fairlight distin
guished them from the American
archetype, creating a particularly
Australian juxtaposition of electric
music in Tom Roberts and Hans Hysen
settings. The type of Australian festival
that will probably consolidate youth
culture in this country is one that implodes
inter stellar electric rock into a Namajira
kitsch timelessness.
The cultural convolution that is an integral
part of festivals was in many ways
better achieved than at any of the overseas
festivals I've attended or seen documented
in movies. The Odyssey found a local
equivalent for Sha-na-na of Woodstock
in the Melbourne group Daddy Cool,
whose slick versions of fifties rock
was a sentimental turn on ''for all those
who can remember" as much as it was
a novelty high for kids not born in 1956,
when Lee Gordon piloted his moon-crazed
rock freaks into the Sydney stadium
and began the cultural explosion that
is still reverberating the Australian con
tinent.
These Sydney festivals did not merely
achieve de ja vu flashes w ith programmed
images from Woodstock. They managed
some original coups, particularly in a
package called the Sixty Niners, who
came on as greasey fishshop rockers with
their theme "We're the Sixty Niners, and
we'd love our tongues in your vaginas".
There was also the Magpies, a sub-teen
electric rock group whose music sounded
authentically adult until its singer's
boy soprano soared over the p.a.
Odyssey also featured space-age imagery
in the form of inflated plastic domes
that housed showers and toilets. Set
like Buckminster Fuller artoon collages
on the bushland setting, their insides
were pure House and Garden with
green rubber hoses on golden taps pro
jecting out of a ground covered in washed
river stones. Sexual equality was quietly
proclaimed by kids in the domes, with
both sexes sharing the facilities to the
bewilderment of onsite police. Vice
squad members went to view this demon
stration of "public indecency", but found
no ------ ;• in the showers, merely boys
and girls soaping each other and getting
high on the delicate softness of each
other's bodies. The image feedback of
the poster 'Save water, shower with a
friend' which not so long ago resulted
in the Third World Bookshop being busted
for obscenity, became a mass reality that
was astounding to the aging protectors of
our morals.
A t Fairlight there were deeper implications
in the choice of the site on an old Aborigine
totem ground, and the programming of
acoustic folksingers in a McCubbin bush
setting harked back to the pioneer festivals
of the European hopefuls who came to
Australia to establish their alternate
society. In many ways these miniature
cities with tent shops and houses are

throw-backs to the goldrushes which
populated the early Australian colonies.
One often felt that they were more fu l
filling recreations of that way of life than
the National Trust's petrified kitsch at
Hill End. Young people at these festivals
have much of the blind faith of the
Australian pioneers, and represent yet
another attempt to bring about the
libertarian democratic ideals that led to
the growth of Australia.

principles it has learnt in these psychedelic
focos. Since he has published his mani
festo, Playpower, Richard Neville has
been subjected to heavy-handed attempts
at silencing him in London, and he may
now feel that his stint in officer's
training college has reached its end and
it is time for him to return to his own
environment, where his guerilla tactics
w on't suffer from his unfam iliarity with
the terrain.

Despite the commercialisation of the
world youth revolution and its immediate
guerilla behaviour, functioning as training
camps for the softened children of urban
bourgeoisie, demonstrating to them the
possibilities of communal tribal existence
harnessed to electronic technology for
their mutual benefit. Because these
manifestations take place within the
existing social order, their freedoms only
exist at enormous capital expense, with
the reactionary society insisting on
extracting its dues before foresaking its
control of its material assets.

Such highly imaginitive political perceptions
are standard yippee media manipulations
and often lead to the most absurd fantasies,
like putting acid in the Chicago drinking
water and zonking the whole city, being
taken seriously by those determined to
maintain their power, producing the very
series of events that the yippee fantastics
hope for. Militancy is not unknown among
Australian youth, and at the Myponga
festival, in Adelaide at the same time as
Fairlight, militants followed the example
of their European brothers at last year's
Isle of Wight festival, and attempted to
storm the fences and make it a free people's
festival.

Brave exhibitions of minor freedoms
demanded by the alternate society, such
as mass drug taking or nude swimming,
are only tolerated by the police watchdogs
of reactionary society while they are
contained within the psychedelic con
centration camps that these high-priced
fenced-in festivals tend to become. The
Australian Marijuana Society's plans
for youth houses along the lines of those
in Holland, where dope is permitted
and encouraged, is a similar attempt to
contain the new culture in ghettos
that are already appearing around the
world, with all the horrific implications
that contemplation of earlier ghetto
cultures brings to mind.
As long as the organisers of these guerilla
training camps are seen as mini-capitalists,
and their intention seen,to be exploitation
of youth culture for the benefit of an
emergent elite who will eventually be
called to take their place in the board
rooms of the ruling power groupies,
they will be tolerated and co-operated
with, even invested in. But it may not
be long before they have the same stoned
revelation that came to one of the
organisers of the Sydney festivals as he
was licking his wounds recovering from
a year's exhaustion and depression now
that it was all over. He pointed out
that for those who wished to see the
events in terms of control he was
merely a general — the Field Marshall
was still in London.
If this perception has any validity, for
it is doubtful that the alternate society
will tolerate such authoritarian power
structures, it may not be long before the
Field Marshall returns to take over his
army and set it about applying the

These energetic activities were beyond
the capacities of the 25,000 people at the
Odyssey festival, for they all overdosed on
freely available drugs and spent most of
their time lying in the sun, tranquilised by
dope and ro c k 'n 'ro ll. But there was
no evidence of the usually accompanying
" f- --- g in the streets" advocated by
Neville and his American revolutionary
compatriots John Sinclair and Abbie
Hoffman.

But global village concepts ensure that
this peaceful isolation cannot be main
tained, and Australian youth will have
to decide whether it is to follow the
radical path chosen by overseas brothers,
or adhere to the Playpower philosophy
expounded by their self-appointed
field marshall. He alone among under
ground spokesmen throughout the world
seems to have a Bucky vision of a
Hootonite cybernetic technocracy,
(where the only power people have is
over their machines which do their work
for them in an equal distribution of
natural resources, permitting everyone
to live harmoniously, co-operating
for their mutual benefit to enjoy a
godless, guiltfree existence atuned to
the natural beauties of this planet).
How far young people at the Sydney
rock festivals had undergone to any

degree of politicisation was hard to
determine. None showed any incli
nation to question the structural concepts
of the festivals, as did a minority in Ade
laide. A t the Odyssey they were
content to wait twelve hours while
the organisers completed electrification
of the stage that made it possible
to experience music amplified by 4800
watts, creating a physical, as much as
an aural, experience. It seems they
thought it was worth waiting for, and
that the people providing the service
were brothers with no fraudulent in
tention in the delay.

A t Fairlight they were somewhat
different, resembling more of the
traditional Australian football crowd,
shouting and cavorting in drunken
ecstacy, often in opposition to the music.
They were a less urban crowd, drawn from
the region around Mittagong and from
Canberra, and seemed to prefer alcohol
as much as the easily available pop drugs.
In one instance police, displaying little of
the urban tolerance and benign acceptance
of their compatriots at Odyssey,
arrested five youths from the middle of
the arena. None of the crowd around
them protested, came to their aid, or
offered anything more than a few half
hearted "oinks" to display their awareness
of current pop imagery. One china of
the arrested kids had been smoking the
same joint that they were busted for, but
somehow managed to escape detention.
He wandered around the festival site
warning people that the pigs were out
to get everyone, but failed to enquire
after his mates, offer bail, or attempt to
organise any of the sympathetic audience
to do anything about the busts.
This lack of sophistication, or even simple
nouse, contrasts with activities of the
audience at last year's Isle of Wight
festival which raised bail by public appeal
in the arena. They freed over 100 of their
brothers who had been busted for dope
on their way to the festival and were
crammed into the small cells of jails in
other parts of the island. The superinten
dent of the large army of police brought
in for the occasion (there was a festival
community of about half a million
people) was flabergasted at this flagrant
support for criminals and the total
negation of his function at the festival.
Even the high bail and fines drummed up
by the island kangaroo courts did not
deter the community action.
ji

At both Sydney^rock festivals I provided
an on-the-spot newspaper available for
people at the festival to use to express
their grievances and ecsticies. None
did, and the portable video news service
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I provided at the Odyssey stimulated
response only when someone had a
microphone thrust in front of his face
and was asked to reply to stock routines
from the I'm-an-interviewer-you're-thesubject game. None realised the poten
tial of instant playback for communication
within the community. When some kids
did use it themselves, their main response
to liberated television was to say " f ----------over and over again, as was practiced in
the arena one night when Adrian Rawlins
put them through a Woodstock re-enact
ment of the "Gimme an F, gimme a U "
Fish Cheer.
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mind. He found that the "don't w orry,
be happy" philosophy promulgated in
his books and lectures did not abate the
dance of the evil spirits that had come to
him in his isolation. When he was rescued
by militant Weathermen, he quickly
withdrew his earlier commandments, and
hastily substituted new contradictory ones
such as " It is a sacred act to kill a cop"
and "Zap everyone with acid whether
they are ready for it or not."

Recent plays of Michael Boddy show a way
for Australians that might develop the
sort of revolutionary consciousness that
can transform our society w ithout slavish
adherence to imported doctrines. In The
Legend of King O 'm ally and Biggies,
Boddy, an Englishman who has only been
in this country about ten years, unravelled
the characteristics that formed the type
of society we now experience. With the
care of a surgeon in an operating theatre,
Boddy dissected the pieces and reformed
them, delving into our cultural history and
feeding it back to us, filtering it in the
process, making it clearer and more graspable. He made our virtues seem sex vices,
our successes failures, our optimism pessi
mism, then like the veritable I Ching, kept
them changing, showing our weaknessness to
be unavoidably part of our strength, our
sordidity the other side of glamour.

The failure of the movement in Australia
to produce articulate spokesmen (other
than Richard Neville, who formed his
initial concepts here influenced by
Sydney libertarian-anarchist theory, but
developed them through seeing them
applied to European and American
situations) leads one to doubt that young
people in Australia will gain any real
concessions in the near future, let alone
any long-term transformation of society.
All seem to have underestimated the role
of underworld capital as the inspiration
and benefactor of the lawbreaking acti
vities of the drug-dependent underground.
Dope pedlars at the festivals made con
siderable profit, and whether they will
become the "Robin Hoods of the 21st
century" mythologised in the bourgeoise
television series of the future, as predicted
by Tim othy Leary, depends on how
long freaks of the new culture can maintain
their uneasy alliance with the underworld
gangsters that control their dope supply.
While both are seen as anti-social forces
operating outside the law, there is a
feeling of brotherhood and solidarity
that works to the mutual benefit of both
groups. Bus as the mass of dissatisfied
youth artidulates their grievances and
sees through the sham revolution acted
out for them by their superstars in the
movies and records manufactured by
giant corporations like Warners and RCA,
they will begin demanding, as now do
radical groups in the USA. Britain, the
Netherlands, Germany and France, that
ail people strive to create an anarchist
utopia, and that no matter how talented
or fearless they may be, whether they
are superstars, rock musicians, Hell's
Angeles, or underworld outlaws, they
abandon all profit motives, stop acruing
power and wealth, and begin sharing
their lives with the community they de
pend on, participating in the hazardous
fight that is necessary for complete
social transformation.
When Leary could no longer manipulate
the media or the legal system to con
tinue his massive promotional campaign
for drug distributors, he found he was in
jail, cut off from his w ife, fam ily, friends,
and all he had come to value in life. No
Dr Spaulding or any of the other mytho
logical figures from the plot to turn
^
on the world came to his aid to set him
free from the hell on earth he had long
maintained was only a figment of the

Australian youth seems unconcerned
with the natural environment, and affirms
second-hand media manufactures like
pollution crises as another weapon in
the fight against the ruling generation.
Anyone who saw the careless disposal of
rubbish at the two Sydney festivals, the
vast mess in which people lived for two
weekends, and the scarred environment
that remained after they had gone, can
no longer believe young people give a
stuff about pollution.

This radical departure for Dr Leary came
as a chock for the Love and Peace
Movement he had helped create. Even
though they had witnessed the atrocities
of Jackson and Kent State, and seen their
idealism dragged through the mud in the
Manson melodrama, they were not pre
pared for the instant politicising that
many had long predicted was necessary
for the achievement of their ideals. But
Leary's statements these days seem to lack
the profundity or academic justification
of his early religious pronouncements,
and one wonders if, just as Nixon saw
Patton and ordered the invasion of
Cambodia, Leary isn't merely feeding back
imagery from Wild in the Streets.
Leary has now joined the Black Panthers
and other doctrinaire revolutionaries
determined to overthrow capitalism with
the most immediate means at their disposal.
Lacking the sophisticated hardware of
their enemy, they follow the brave examples
of Ho and Che and master simple weapons
that can be totally successful when the
enemy is drawn out of his fortresses and
has to fight guerillas on their homeground.
The temporary examples of university
seizures are bolstered by evidence that parts
of Chicago have been seized, and that
police cars trying to enter ghettos are
stopped by snipers' high-powered bullets.
Up till now the influence of these deter
mined Maoists and their brothers in France
and Germany has made little inroad in
Australia, and despite brief skirmishes in
universities, violent radical activity has
not been part of the Australian generation
clash. The opulence of this country has
ensured that most people are not only
well-fed and adequately housed, but
that they also have a choice in the distri
bution of their labour and access to capital
and capital materials. Even among young
people the population is docile, sand
lizards on the beach tranquilized by the
sun.
Their readiness to accept tested over
seas formulas and flock to the feet of
foreign superstars, whether they be
rock musicians, filmstars or political
leaders, suggests that any attempt to
impliment the practices of radical move
ments of Europe and the USA will
fail, not only because of the super
ficiality of their acceptance of these
ideals, but also because they are not
indigenous ideas, resultant from the
peculiar circumstances that exist in this
country.
The Vietnam war has given radical youth in
Australia the opportunity to demon
strate their solidarity with American
youth faced with the same problem. The
speed at which the moratorium followed
American versions suggests that infor
mation is being assimilated more rapidly
now than ever before, though with the
same uncritical mimicry. Youth reaction
to Australia's racist policies has been
similarly imitative, with bus rides into
country towns and demos at sports
matches.
No attempts have been made to come to
terms with Australia's unique situation,
where poverty, hunger and privation are
hardly known. Apart from surfies,

These are youth-oriented plays, developing
the anti-war, anti-club-bourgeoisie attitudes
of young people, but removing the naive
anger, folding the ideas in upon them 
selves, showing the youth of Australia
that they are no less products of their social
cultural environment than their parents,
while riddled with what youth perceives
as faults, also possess many qualities
common to ail generations.
Michael Boddy doesn't propose any revolu
tionary programs, nor supply any real
answers to the problems facing young, old
and middle-aged today. What he is doing is
reappraising our cultural processes, feeding
the information back through different
channels, mixing it w ith alien cultures in
constant montage, collage, blends and
recipes. He is expanding our consciousness
of our cultural environment in a way that
is being paralled by fellow artists like Bret
Whitely and Martin Sharp, making us
aware of our place on the universe w ithout
suggesting alarm or regret.
In a way, it is advancing nationalism, but
not the patriotism of "our nation right or
wrong" or any isolationist or imperialist
nationalism; rather that of a developed
conscoiusness of existence, of what holds us
together on this island, a self-conscious
awareness of our past, present, and future.
Australia has too long been in a void, at the
bottom of some pit where all the used or
failed ideas and people from the rest of
the world are dumped.
One of these ideas dumped on us is the ^
notion that if youth is to improve the
world it is by the eradication of the
older generation and their culture. Rock
festivals, and youth culture in general,
seem based on this proposition. But
anyone who goes to the beach (and this
accounts for most Australians) knows that
when you're standing in the waves it
doesn't matter whether you're young, old,
or middle-aged, fat, thin, rich or poor,
you are faced with the same problems,
the same confrontation with nature.
Australians early on learnt to enjoy the
beach by discovering how to ride the
waves, immersing themselves in the flow of
nature and by understanding it, lose all
fear.
People in Australia seem happier than
people anywhere else, possibly because
the comforts life here affords. But the
middle-aged generation has become
inflexible, grasping its wealth and
power, and not only exploiting and op
pressing young people, but old people
as well. Young people have seen the
treatment metered out to their grand
parents by their parents and have developed
an idealism that requests everyone be
treated equally. It requests everyone be
free to determine their own destiny, and
that no one have the right to rule over
anyone else. And it requests everyone
co-operate to overcome the difficulties
existent in the world.
Rock festivals as attempts to demonstrate
these ideals are failures in the eyes of
young people, but do succeed in altering
the perception of older generations. The
beginning cultural renaissance will project
and articulate much of the hopes. But
it needs more than artists looking into
our environment for images that will
push us through. Young people will have
to channel more of their energy into
activities that will help bring about social
changes they only now hope for in stoned
dreams.

NEW YORK
Being the continuing adventures of
our W om en ’s W eekly groupie who
attained stardom in New York and re
counted her adventures in her thinly
disguised autobiography T h e R o ck
E n cy clo p ed ia .

Our plan is to check out rumors for
you, like the one that would have us
believe the true father of Grace
Slick’s expected baby is her husband,
Mr. Slick, whom she cheerfully ad
mits she “hasn’t seen for years.”
Or the report that David ClaytonThomas of Blood, Sweat and Tears
is romancing not Portland, the
formerly-precocious-now-grown-up
daughter of actor James Mason, but
Portland’s mum, Pamela, who is
actually a real good sort (Mrs.
Mason always has had something of
the Sybil Burton about her).
Steve Katz of Blood, Sweat and
Tears will never be mentioned in
this column as he has told close
friends that personal publicity makes
him nervous. I hope that makes you
happy, Steve. Meanwhile, if you
write and ask him nicely, I’m sure
he’ll send you an autographed pic
ture of his utterly pleasant and
blondly beautiful new wife Melissa.
One of the aims of this column will
be to revive the popularity of the
autographed picture. They look
good lying around the house in silver
frames, and just think of the prices
they’ll fetch in 20 years’ time in the
nostalgia shops!
There will also, in this column, be a
needless and superficial emphasis on
sheer physical beauty. This month
the most beautiful boy in rock is
Lenny Kaye. He writes about music,
but his real ambition is to play bass
guitar, which he used to do and now
plans to get back to. He has long,
shiny, dark brown hair, good skin,
long legs, a nice hip action (on stage,
natch) and a nervous deprecating
smile. Write to him here, care of
Other Scenes, and he’ll send you an
autographed picture.
Another beautiful boy in rock is
Ronnie Finkelstein, who has good
skin, good hair, good teeth, and a
laugh almost as nervous as Lenny’s.
He will also send you his picture,
with a personal message, if you write
to request it. The most beautiful
girl in rock this month is Penny
Arcade, an actress and singer with
the Theatre of the Ridiculous. She
was the one who, marching down
Fifth Avenue with 25,000 others on
behalf of Women’s Liberation,
shouted “Impotent!” and “Eat
your heart out!” to jeering but
lustful bystanders. If you send for
her picture, you’ll see why they did
eat their hearts out.
A m on g the stories y o u sh o u ld n ’t
b eliev e is the on e a b o u t Janis
Jop lin and R aquel W elch. F or
h ea v en ’s sake, ju st b ecause th o se
tw o girls appeared on th e D ick
C avett sh ow together o n ce and
seem ed to dig each other, there is no
need for the rum or m ongers to go
overboard. A lso there is no truth
to the story that the T rem o lo es w ill
m erge w ith Sly and the F am ily
S to n e, though it is ju st p ossib le
they m ay d o som e records to geth er.
A nd it’s N eil Y oun g, n ot Peter
Lew is (o f M oby Grape) is the son o f
film star Loretta. David C rosby is
the n ep h ew , n ot son , o f Bing. OK?
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The Student Movement in Australia: A History

By Michael Hamel-Green
Student movements are notoriously complex and elusive in
character, usually slipping through the net of analysis at the
very moment when the writer imagines he has finally trapped
them in his categories. What follows is NOT a definitive ac
count but rather a very sketchy and undisguised partisan ac
count of the recent development of the student movement in
Ausralia from the viewpoint of someone who has been active
in Melbourne University S.D.S. over the last three years. The
account deliberately omits a discussion of the factional and
personality conflicts within the student movement, not be
cause they have been of little significance (unfortunately,
they have been of great significance), but because such a
discussion, to be both fair and constructively critical, would
take more space and time than this article permits (and, in
any case, is probably more appropriately conducted in the
media of the student movement itself.)
During the fifties, students in
Australia sank into a long sleep —
induced more by the anaesthetic of
anti-communist ideology than by any
real security in the world situation.
On any rational criteria, the world
during the fifties could even at the
time be seen to be heading for
disaster: the arms race, the threat
of nuclear annihilation, recurrent in
ternational crises, the steadily in
creasing gap between the "under
developed” (i.e. exploited) nations
and the "developed” (i.e. exploit
ing) nations. What returned stu
dents to consciousness?
The answer, if any simple answer
can be given, was
the sudden
shock, early in 1965, of the massive
American escalation of the war in
Vietnam. The new images of horror
— napalm, torture, saturation bomb
ing defenceless villages — cut
deeply into the consciousness of
that section of the community
whose youth and educational situa
tion tended to make them both
morally sensitive to, and intellect
ually critical of, a war that exposed
and contradicted all the official
rhetoric about "freedom" and "de
mocracy" that they had been hear
ing since childhood:
When the Australian Government,
no doubt under economic pressure
from America, became an important
accomplice to America as one of
the few "respectable" allies pre
pared to legitimise American ag
gression by sending its own troops.
Australian students were even more
directly confronted by the issue,
both in the sense of their country
being directly involved and in the
sense of their being the potential
victims of the conscription system
that the Government brought in for
the purpose of the Vietnam engage
ment.
From 1965 onwards, students
formed a signficant proportion in
the growing protests and demon
strations that followed American
and Australian escalation in Viet
nam and the introduction of con
scription. But they did not immedi
ately emerge as the initiating force
behind these demonstrations: the f
leaders and groups that led the anti
war and anti-conscription protests
of 1965 and 1966 were almost com
pletely off-campus: they consisted
of left-wing A.L.P. parliamentarians,
the Peace Congress organizations
(A.I.C.D. & C.I.C.D.), the Commun
ist Party, the A.L.P. and Communist
Youth
Organizations
(Y.L.A.'s;
E.Y.L.’s), the Vietnam Action and
Coordinating Committees (V.A.C.s,
V.D.C., V.C.C.), the youth anti
conscription
organization,
Youth
Campaign
Against
Conscription
(Y.C.A.C.)
and
left-wing
trade
unions.
None of these groups were led
by students, although students at
tended the demonstrations and acti
vities they held in increasing num
bers. Considered collectively, these
anti-war
and
anti - conscription
groups generally adhered to the
electoral strategy of working for
an A.L.P. victory at the 1966 Federal
Elections, in the expectation that
the A.L.P. would end conscription
and Australian involvement in the
Vietnam war. The leading slogan of
the time, coined with a view to
maximum electoral
impact, was
"No Conscripts for Vietnam!”
In the course of this first phase
of the anti-Vietnam war and anti
conscription movement, large num
bers of students at all the major
universities became politically in
volved for the first time. The most
visible expression of this was the
large proportion of students in the
demonstrations against President
Johnson on his visit to Australia in
late 1966. But while many students
received their political baptism at
this time, they still had not formed
themselves into their own radical
or anti-war student organizations
(or joined whatever nucleii of such
organizations already existed): they
participated in the demonstrations
more as atomised individuals, re
sponding to posters and notices,
than as members of a conscious
student movement.
Following the defeat of the A.L.P.
in the 1966 Elections, despair over
whelmed most of the on-campus
anti-war and anti-conscription orga
nizations: they had placed so much
hope on the A.L.P. winning that they
found themselves at a loss as to
what — if anything — they should
do next. The Y.C.A.C.'s that had
been so strong throughout the
country collapsed almost overnight,
and the older anti-war organizations

retreated into their secure routines
of sponsoring talks, meetings and
placard parades. After the protests
against Ky’s visit in early January,
the only demonstrations of any sig
nificance organized by off-campus
groups for the remainder of the
year consisted of two large anti
war demonstrations in Sydney dur
ing August and October, both orga
nized along strictly legal lines with
no employment of civil disobedi
ence (such as sit-ins etc.) There
were no anti-conscription demon
strations at all during 1967.
The students who had become
politically activated during the anti
war and anti-conscription campaigns
of 1965-6 reacted somewhat differ
ently after the election debacle of
1966. Instead of succumbing to the
despair and political inertia that en
gulfed the rest of the movement,
the experience of the elections
made them begin to distrust the
whole theory and strategy of the
anti-war and anti-conscription move
ment to that date. During the year,
new radical student organizations
were formed such as S.D.S. (Syd
ney
University)
and
S.D.A.
(Queensland University), or old
radical student clubs such as the
Labour Clubs at Monash A.N.U. and
Melbourne Universities re-invigora
ted. The student radicals began to
advocate more militant tactics for
opposing the war and conscription,
and offer more radical analyses of
the nature and causes of the war.
Whereas the
electorally-oriented
leaders of the off-campus groups
had shied away from civil disobedi
ence ( sending aid to the N.L.F.,
non-compliance with conscription,
incitement not to register, sit-ins
etc.), and radical symbols and slo
gans (N.L.F. flags, anti-imperialist
slogans), the radical student groups
began to adopt these methods and
slogans in preference to the older
electoral strategy — which in the
students' eyes, had shown itself at
the 1966 election to be both mor
ally and politically bankrupt.
So it was that 1967 marked the
year in which the large number of
students activated in the two pre
vious years by the anti-war cam
paigns coalesced into new or re
invigorated radical groupings who
began to exercise their own inde
pendent initiative within the wider
anti-war movement. In this sense,
one could say that the Australian
student movement as something
which became conscious of itself,
began to involve large numbers of
students, and had its own autono
mous direction, was only really
born in that year. The continuing
friction between the student and
off-campus groups dates precisely
from this time.
To say that the Australian stu
dent movement was precipitated
directly or indirectly by the Vietnam
war is not to say that its concerns
even in the early stages were ex
clusively centred on the war and
conscription. The critical conscious
ness that led students into militant
opposition to the war was as easily
directed against the anomalies and
authoritarianism in their own en
vironment: the university. In at
least two universities, Sydney and
Queensland, the radical student
groupings became concerned with
the whole undemocratic nature of
the university, in Queensland Uni
versity, this concern was expressed
in the New Student Movement
(N.S.M.) of mid-1967, which called
for a more communal democatric
university
"made
possible
by
changes in the present authoritarian
structure". In Sydney University,
the concern was expressed in the
Fisher Library sit-ins and rallies in
April 1967 over the imposition of
higher library fines without consul
tation with students, and the harsh
and discriminatory suspension of
one of the leading activists in the
campaign, Max Humphries (subse
quently, reinstated as a result of
student pressure).
As a general rule, however, the
student campaign of 1967 were dir
ect or indirect results of the stu
dents’ search for more militant tac
tics in opposing the Vietnam war
and conscripiton.
The big civil rights campaign that
came to involve over 4000 students
and staff at Queensland University
during September 1967 had its
origins, significantly, in the radical
students' attempts to stage demon
strations against conscription and
the Vietnam war. On October 25
1966, many of the student activists
who were later to lead the civil

rights campaign were arrested after
attempting to hold an anti-con
scription demonstration: the arrests
were made under a long standing
city by-law forbidding unauthorized
street demonstrations. Early
in
1967, four of these activists, real
izing that while the by-law remained
effective there could be little real
opposition to the Vietnam war and
conscription in Queensland, decided
to refuse to pay their fines and go
to gaol instead — a marked change
in attitude from the off-campus anti
war,, and anti-conscription groups in
Queensland during 1965-6 . . . who
had generally been content to ac
cept the limitations of the by-law
and merely oppose it through legal
channels. After the impact of their
gaolings, the movement to abolish
the by-law built up to the mass con
frontation of September 8th 1967
which involved 3,500 marchers, a
sit-down by about 1500, and 124 ar
rests.
The other major student cam
paigns of 1967 were even more explicity related to the Vietnam war.
These were the movements on
Sydney, Monash, A.N.U. and Mel
bourne campuses to collect aid for
the N.L.F. and North Vietnam. The
campaign began on Sydney campus
in July 1967 with the "Medical Aid
for Vietnam Fund”, sponsored by
members of the Labour Club and
Students for a Democratic Society
(S.D.S.). This called for the supply
of medical aid to the victims of
American bombing in North and
South Vietnam, and the supply of
medical aid to the N.L.F. The A.N.U.
and Monash Labour Clubs followed
in August, but the Monash Labour
Club added the more controversial
provision of an "unspecified aid”
fund to the N.L.F. alongside the
medical aid fund. Melbourne Uni
versity Labour Club followed in
September, restricting itself to col
lecting medical aid only. These cam
paigns, while lacking in mass sup

port among students and stimula
ting shocked reactions from the
public generally, succeeded in their
purpose of confronting people with
a more radical perspective on the
war — as a neo-imperialist war of
American aggression against the
people of Vietnam. When the Gov
ernment rapidly introduced the
Defence Forces Protection Act, for
bidding the sending of even medi
cal aid to North Vietnam or the
N.L.F., the student campaign to
send such funds took on the char
acter of civil disobedience as the
collection of money continued into
1968.
At Monash, the collection of
funds for the N.L.F. triggered the
second Student-Administration con
flict seen at an Australian univer
sity (the Fisher Library sit-ins at
Sydney were the first). Two mem
bers of the Monash Labour Club
were fined by a disciplinary com
mittee. This was the prelude to a
protracted conflict over disciplinary
procedures that erupted in 1968 and
1970 in mass meeting of up to 7000
students, sit-ins, occupations, and
expulsions of students.
The development of the student
movement since its emergence in
1967 and early 1968 can be looked
at in terms of its two main chosen
fields of action: (1) anti-war, anti
conscription
and
anti-imperialist
activity and (2) staff-student control
of the university "student power"
issues). The first usually, though
not always, corresponds with the
off-campus activities of the stu
dents movement, while the second
usually, though not always, corres
ponds with the on-campus activities
of students. Exceptions to the gen
eral rule in the first case include
student campaigns
against oncampus agencies or representatives
of militarism, the Vietnam war, and
imperialism; and exceptions in the
second case include student cam
paigns against off-campus business
or Government authorities who in
tervene in a university conflict on
behalf of the Administration (a re
cent example was the paid adver
tisement inserted by Monash stu
dents and staff on October 12th
1970 to counter the consistently
distorted reporting of the HeraldSun organization). Most student
radical groups regularly carry on
activities in both these two main
areas (if only in the sense of edu
cation. leaflets, boardsheets etc.),
although at any given time there is
usually some degree of priority as
signed to one or the other area in
terms of practical activity. Given
the present decentraLised charater

of the student movement, with no
single faction, whether New Left,
Maoist, Trotskyist, Anarchist, Hip
pie, Libertarian or C.P.A., exerting
hegemony over the whole move
ment, it is inevitable that radical'
students differ widely (and some
times bitterly) over the priorities
they adopt in their practical activity
at a particular time and place (not
to mention all the other points of
friction
over matters
of pure
theory, modes of organization, tac
tics and militancy).
In 1968 and 1969, student groups
took the initiative in developing
new forms of anti-war and anti
conscription action in the context
of an off-campus anti-war move
ment still convalescing after the de
feat of the 1966 elections. Radical
student groups, mainly S.D.S., at
Sydney and Melbourne Universities
launched a new campaign of resist
ance and civil disobedience against
conscription and the Vietnam war:
this campaign, which reached peaks
in May 1968 and March 1969 in
volved mass sit-ins, occupations of
National
Service
Departments,
"Don’t Register” campaigns, draft
card burnings and false-registration
drives. The result was a sharp rise
in the number of young men re
fusing to comply with conscription
from a mere 10-20 to over a hun
dred — a phenomenon that made
possible the formation of Draft Re

and pro-N.L.F. demonstrations were I
subjected in every case to severe
police brutality, indiscriminate ar
rests, and the laying of intimidatory
charges (including one of “riot")
against the demonstrators.
Generally speaking, the various
student
groups throughout the
country became the cutting edge of
the anti-Vietnam and anti-conscrip
tion movement during 1968-9 while
the older off-campus groups were
content either to join in student-iniated protests or to merely criticize
and continue treading their accus
tomed round of inoffensive meetings,
speeches and placard parades. The
only major non-student grouping to
join the students’ new approach of
civil disobedience was, significantly
enough, the group of academics led
by Professors Birch and Martin at
Sydney University, who
signed
statements encouraging and sup
porting draft resisters.
Only as the year drew to a close
did some really off-campus groups
initiate action of their own. In Sep
tember 1970 unionists from Vic
toria’s 27 "rebel” unions organised
meetings and demonstrations in
support of draft resister, Laurie
Carmichael Jr., a member of the
A.E.U. Demonstrations of unionists
and students took place outside
Williamstown Court on September
19th that resulted in the arrest of
A.E.U. Secretary, Laurie Carmichael
Sr., and his wife. A subsequent

THERE
ARE TWO
SORTS OF
TIME

sistance Unions in 1970. The "Don’t
Register” campaign of S.D.S. in
Jan.-Feb. 1969 also triggered a
campaign around the Melbourne
City By-law forbidding the distribu
tion of leaflets in the city: after
numerous students, Labour Parlia
mentarians and Unionists were ar
rested, four students gaoled, and
a student and union boycott of the
Councillors’ business interests in
augurated, the City Council sud
denly capitulated and repealed the
By-law.
Radical students also provided
the chief dynamic in organizing
mass actions on July 4th in 1968
and '69 at the American Consulate
in protest at American imperialism
in Vietnam: these demonstrations,
involving several thousand partici
pants, were probably the biggest
mass actions in Melbourne since
the LBJ demonstration in 1966. In
Brisbane, S.D.A. organized a demon
stration in support of the N.L.F. in
October 1968; and in South Aus
tralia, S.D.A. organized a similar
one in 1969.
All these student-led anti-con
scription and anti-war actions met
with considerable repression from
the authorities: eight student acti
vists involved in the "Don’t Regis
ter" campaign of early 1969 were
charged under the Crimes Act in
March 1969 (although not success
fully prosecuted until 26th October,
1970); while the anti-imperialist

mass demonstration of unionists
and students occurred outside the
same court on September 26th in
protest at the charges against the
Carmichaels:
this
demonstration
was significant as one of the rare
occasions
when
students
and
workers have come together in a
single action. Later in the same
year, a meeting of Shop Stewards
and Delegates from 26 Victorian
Unions on December 15th joined
the call for resistance to the Nat
ional Service Act and added a fur
ther call for young men already
conscripted for the Vietnam war to
mutiny and lay down their arms.
In Sydney, the off-campus move
ment also began to show some life
towards the end of the year with
the forming of the Committee of
Defiance that came to involve not
only the academics, such as Birch
and Martin, but also unionists, pro
fessionals, and artists.
It is probably true to say that
these new signs of life in the wider
off-campus anti-war movement —
which culminated with the proposal
for an Australian Moratorium in
May 1970 — had been stimulated
in the main by the various militant
activities of students during 196769.
After
the
initial
exclusion
(whether accidental or deliberate)
of students from the founding
meetings of the Moratorium, the
structure became more-or-less de-
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mocratic, with almost all sections
of the anti-war and anti-conscrip
tion movement represented. Stu
dent groups generally (though not
invariably) formed a left-wing in
Moratorium
organizational
meet
ings, calling for more marked civil
disobedience in the culminating
actions and for more radical liter
ature and slogans. It was perhaps
a measure of the strength and in
fluence of the student movement
over the last few years that the
Australian Moratorium was pre
pared to go much farther than its
American counterpart in civil dis
obedience: none of the Moratorium
demonstrations in America went so
far as to occupy city centres
through mass sit-ins.
During the first Moratorium, stu
dents put most of their energy
into showing their own student con
stituencies how the university’s
business-as-usual contributed directdly or indirectly to the war, and
arguing for student strikes. Some
students, in the aftermath of the
numerically huge but entirely peace
ful May Moratorium, were inclined
to think that it should have been
more militant in its tactics and
slogans in order for it to prove
effective. This gave rise to con
siderable tension in the planning of
the July 4th demonstration: in the
event, there were two Melbourne
demonstrations on July 3rd and
July 4th, both anti-imperialist in
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and unprovoked baton attacks from
the police, probably with the de
liberate intention of intimidating
the wider public from participating
in the Moratorium taking place a
few days later.
If anything, the numbers of young
people and students participating in
the September Moratorium was
even greater than in the May Mora
torium, demonstrating that students
and young people, tar from being
intimidated by state repression, will
only be stimulated to even greater
opposition to it. Undoubtedly the
fall-off in older people attending the
second Moratorium is an indication
that older people are more easily
intimidated — but it is reasonable
to assume that, given a continued
determination among students and
young people to resist the intimida
tion of the authorities, the older
people will eventually rally behind
them (as indeed happened with the
staff at Latrobe University). The
compostiion of the second mora
torium nevertheless showed that
student radicals have still been un
able to involve young workers in
the movement against the war. So
far, only draft resistance groups
such as the
Draft Resistance
Unions, have succeeded in involving
a significant number of young
workers on a continuing basis.
In addition to their role offcampus in the Moratoriums and
broader anti-war campaign, student

the South Vietnamese Embassy
when he spoke on campus (like
several other recent non-violent
protests against high-ranking war
criminals, this protest was deliber
ately distorted by the media and
officialdom in an attempt to create
the impression that the official’s
person had been endangered).
At Latrobe University in 1970,
S.D.S. and Labour Club radicals
physically ejected an army recruiter
from the campus; while at Monash.
the Labour Club occupied the uni
versity’s Appointments Board just
prior to July 4th as a protest
against the university’s ties with
capitalism and imperialism (e.g.
Honeywell’s use of the Appoint
ments Board for recruitment). All
these actions have resulted in dis
ciplinary conflicts with the univer
sity authorities, who, often prompt
ed by the outside business, mili
tary and political interests repre
sented on their councils, have
moved rapidly and harshly against
the
main activists involved in
these actions. At Latrobe Univer
sity, the resultant movement of pro
test among both students and staff
rapidly caused the Administration
to back down in its disciplining.
At Monash, the Administration
first adopted a rigid
punitive
stance, but sympathy for the dis
ciplined students built up to such
a pitch late last year that a clear
majority of the university — as
determined by an official referen
dum — supported a reduction in
the penalties. Probably fearing an
explosive reaction if it continued
to defy mass student opinion, the
Administration has since climbed
down. Fines are not being collec
ted and some activists are being
re-admitted.
In the second main area of acti
vity of the student movement,
student power issues, we can best
see the development of the stu
dent movement by looking at the

Va

♦

character and both encountering
some degree of police repression.
As it later appeared, however,
the potential threat represented by
the two hundred thousand people
who participated in the May Mora
torium must have severely frighten
ed the Government, even though it
initially registered little reaction.
This became evident in July and
August when the State authorities
in N.S.W. and Victoria, and the Fed
eral Government, revealed that they
had been working on drafts of new
"law-and-order" legislation designed
to impose severe penalties for sitins and demonstrations. This legis
lation, enacted late last year, is
almost certainly designed to intimi
date all the new and presumably
anti-war supporters who participa
ted in the May Moratorium.
In the context of this new atmos
phere of repression, reinforced by
all the threats of police action
against the September Moratorium,
students concentrated more on
grass-roots activity outside the
University as a means of gathering
support tor this moratorium. Thus
Melbourne University S.D.S. held a
work-out to leaflet all the high
schools just before the moratorium,
while Latrobe students organized a
leafleting march in the suburbs and
shopping centres adjoining the uni
versity. The latter met with severe

groups have' also been involved in
struggles against the direct con
nections between their universities
and the Vietnam war, militarism and
imperialism. At Sydney University,
members of S.D.S. and the Labour
Club staged a non-violent sit-down
in front of a parade by the Sydney
University Regiment on May 1st,
1969 as a protest against militarism
on campus: one S.D.S. member was
bayoneted by a member of the
Regiment while others were punch
ed and beaten by members of a
right wing student vigilante group.
Subsequently, a mass meeting of
over 2000 students on the Front
Lawn voted against further S.U.R.
parades on campus (a motion call
ing for the complete dissolution of
the Regiment was narrowly lost,
1035 to 966).
At Queensland University, on
September 2nd last year, some 200
students, mainly members of R.S.S.A. (Revolutionary Socialist Stu
dents’ Alliance) and R.O.C. (Revital
isation of Christianity movement),
occupied and barricaded themselves
into the Queensland
University
Regiment Building. Once inside the
decision was made to destroy files
and military maps, but no violence
against persons took place or was
suggested. In a press release ex
plaining the action, the students
stated:
"The reasons for today's action
were that we feel military orga
nizations which entail unquestion
ing obedience and submission,
giving those inside the organiza
tion no choice to voice or act on
their
own
moral
convictions
should be resisted at all costs.
We wonder under what perverted
morality
military
organizations
murder those whom our politi
cians define as our enemies. We
feel that people are more im
portant than property and that
if necessary property may have
to be destroyed in order to save
life."
oBth R.S.S.A. and R.O.C. further
linked the action with resistance
to Australian involvement in the
Vietnam war. Since the occupation,
seven of the students (the “St.
Lucia Seven") have been selective
ly chosen by the Commonwealth
Police for prosecution under the
Defence Act.
Later this year,
Queensland students non-violently
obstructed the First Secretary of

particular campuses where such
issues have been raised. Obviously
such issues are sometimes gener
ated by student action over mili
tarism and imperialism on campus
(such as in the examples I have
just been discussing), but they
more generally arise in a situation
where students come to realise
that even more normal conditions
at universities exist to serve the
interests
of
capitalist
society
rather than to serve (1) A genuine
search for knowledge and (2)
society as a whole (the working
class as well as the privileged
classes). In seeking student-staff
control of the university, radical
students and staff are not seeking
self-management for its own sake
but as the condition for wresting
control from the present alliance
of businessmen and hired intellec
tuals who are engaged in process
ing and tailoring the minds of stu
dents to suit the requirements of
neo-capitalism. Establishment con
trol of the university is exercised
in two main ways: the direct ad
ministrative control of the University Council, Administration and
Professional Boards; and the indir
ect ideological hegemony exercised
through course content, structure
and evaluation (i.e. exams). These
two forms of control suggest two
corresponding forms of struggle:
student struggles with the admin
istration
and student struggles
within departments.
The only student movement to
fully engage the problem of ideolo
gical hegemony over course struc
ture and content has been the
Queensland University student rad
icals. At Queensland, radical stu
dent committees began to be con
vened in all the main departments
during 1968 and '69. These groups
developed radical critiques of the
courses in their particular depart
ments while simultaneously devel
oping a broader manifesto for staffstudent self-management of the
university.
The
most
complete
theoretical articulation of radical
student alternatives to the present
running
of the
university has
emerged from these groups in the
form of the recently published
book ‘Up the Right Channels”
(Available from Dan O’Neill, C/o
English
Dept.,
University
of
Queensland. St. Lucia, Old. S1.50).
While
more sophisticated
than
most other student radical groups,
the Queensland radicals have fail
ed to recapture around a student
power issue the same degree of
mass
participating
they
once
achieved around the civil rights

issue in 1967.
Other student radical
groups
have centred their campaigns more
around the directly coercive con
trol exercised by the Univeristy
Councils, Administrations and Pro
fessorial Boards.
In Adelaide, S.D.A. began a sus
tained campaign for staff-student
control over the university in mid1968. This reached the point of
confrontation in early 1969 as stu
dents protested over the proposed
introduction of a new University
Act that would merely have con
solidated business and administra
tion control over the university at
the expense of staff and students.
Demanding their right to be pre
sent at hitherto closed council
meetings, students
invaded the
Council chamber at the Council
meeting on April 3rd 1969. Sub
sequently, two of the leading acti
vists were singled out for discip
linary action. The struggle against
the new University Draft Act con
tinued through 1970.
At Monash, a sustained campaign
against new university disciplinary
statutes that would have involved,
“double jeopardy" to students in
volved in off-campus political acti
vity began with the formation of
the Campaign for University Free
dom (C.U.F.) in May 1968. C.U.F.
was initiated by an alliance of
Labour Club and New Left Group
activists, and rapidly gained mass
student support. Although C.U.F. as
an organizational form was short
lived, the Labour Club continued
the campaign into 1969: it culmin
ated in a mass meeting of nearly
7000 students and staff in May
1969 that reaffirmed student op
position to the disciplinary statutes
although
not
endorsing
direct
action that had already been taken
by the Labour Club (a sit-in at the
administration building in the morn
ing). After further mass meetings
and negotiations, the Professorial
Board broke off negotiations on
July 9th 1969 because they re
garded the passage of student
motions calling for a decision with
in fourteen days as a “threat", and
“negotiations should not continue
while there is any threat of direct
action". This Professorial Board de
cision provoked an attempted stu
dent occupation of the University
Council meeting on July 14th,
which in turn resulted in disciplin
ary charges against eight of the
students involved. Further direct
action by students at the disciplin
ary hearings on August 5th re
sulted in ten more disciplinary
charges against students. In 1970,
a new issue emerged at Monash
with the discriminatory political
exclusion of Labour Club activist,
Albert Langer, on pseudo-academic
grounds: although not initially win
ning majority student support, the
campaign against political exclus
ions continued through the first
half of the year, eventually winning
majority student support at a
M.A.S. meeting. Later in the year,
as discussed above, several Lab
our Club activists received partic
ularly harsh disciplining after the
Appointments Board anti-imperial
ism occupation.
The campaign against these ex
clusions achieved decisive support
from students: the officially-con
ducted referendum on 8th October
found that 2987 students were in
favour of either total remission of
penalties or reduction to fines only
as compared to 2894 students in
favour of partial reduction of pen
alties (but retaining some exclu
sions), keeping the penalties as
they were, or making them hasher.
Taking the university as a whole,
staff included, there was still a clear
majority in favour of some reduc
tion or penalties in the case of
some of the disciplined students:
4626 were in favour of either com
plete or partial reduction of pen
alties while only 2994 were in fav
our of keeping the penalties as
they were or making them harsher.
Despite the abrupt termination
of the campaign as a result of the
onset of exams, the radical groups
probably succeeded in educating
an unprecedented number of stu
dents to the unrepresentative and
repressive character of the con
trolling authorities in the univer
sity.
At Melbourne Universty,
stu
dent meetings in 1969 called for
open Council Meetings and student
participation in any proposed re
view of the direction and function
ing of the university. In 1970, the
overtly political exclusion of Albert
Langer from admission to Mel
bourne university for political rea
sons provoked a student occupa
tion of the Professorial Board
room: this and further student-ad
ministration
confrontations
have
resulted
in several disciplinary
charges against activists involved.
S.D.S. activists further developed
their case for student-staff control
of the university with an extensive
study of the connections between
the university and outside business
and military interests (“Melbourne
University — A Dilemma", by
Harry Van Moorst, Inscape Vol. 2
No. 4, 12/4/70, available from
S.D.S. 57 Palmerston St., Carlton,
10c). Later in 1970, the Administra
tion triggered a new student cam
paign by its repressive proposal to
reserve itself the right to exclude
students from admission to the

university (or even students al
ready at the university who want
to change courses) on non-acad
emic grounds such as past criminal
convictions or past disciplinary
offences in educational institutions.
This proposal was clearly aimed at
solving the student radical “prob
lem" by simply excluding known
student radicals from entry. Far
from solving the student “prob
lem", this essentially totalitarian
measure, if introduced, would only
intensify it further, since students
become radical precisely to the
extent that they become aware of
the coercive nature of even the
most “liberal" institutions in our
society. Already student and staff
general meetings have condemned
immediate direct action if they are
introduced.
At Sydney University, the issue
of student power arose suddenly
and explosively at the beginning of
the year. This centred on the ex
clusion of a student Virginia Lee,
from the university on the basis of
an unpublished regulation invoked
by the University selection com
mittee. The incident rapidly raised
more far-reaching issues over the
control exercised over admissions
by secretive modes of university
administration, the nature of the
quota system in excluding the chil
dren of lower class families from
the university, and the whole
question of staff-student self-man
agement of the university. The
campaign came to a focus with the
occupation of the Administration
building on the 24th March 1970.
As a result of this action, eight
students were singled out for dis
ciplinary treatment, and some were
suspended from the university.
While
the radical students at
Sydney were unable to form them
selves into a viable radical student
group, and failed to sustain the
campaign through the remainder of
the year, the radical student con
stituency remains as alive as ever
on campus, and will probably cry
stallize into a new radical student
grouping during the coming year.
It seems evident from the above
that the university administrations
are adopting (or thinking of adopt
ing) in their own administrative
satrapies the same repressive pol
icies that the Federal and State
authorities have opted for in deal
ing with the broader manifesta
tions of radical anti-war and draftresistance activity. While university
administrations
may
sometimes
succeed in the short run in carry
ing out measures of repression
against student activists without
provoking mass student responses,
they only increase the likelihood
that in the long run the mass of
students will come to see more
clearly the logic of the radical and
revolutionary students’ analyses.
In his new book on the Chicago
Conspiracy Trial and the whole
direction of the radical movement
in America, Tom Hayden writes:
"If we look at any revolutionary
movement, we see that it evol
ves through three overlapping
stages. The first is protest, in
which people petition
their
rulers
for
specific
policy
changes. When the level of
protest becomes massive, the
rulers begin to apply pressures
to suppress it This in turn dri
ves the people towards the sec
ond stage, resistance, in which
they begin to contest the legi
timacy of the rulers. As this
conflict
sharpens,
resistance
leads to a liberation phase in
(Tom Hayden, “The Trial",
which the ruling structure dis
integrates and "new guards" are
established
by
the
people.
America in the Sixties experi
enced
primarily the
protest
phase, but resistance has al
ready
become
commonplace
among the
blacks
and the
young. Temporary periods of lib
eration have even been achieved
— as when students occupied
Columbia University for one
week and learned they could
create newrelationships
and
govern themselves. Of course,
these experiences only provide
a glimpse of liberation as long
as the government has suffi
cient police power to restore
university officials to office.”
(Tom Hayden .“The Trial ”,
Ramparts, July 1970).
Australian students have not yet
reached the stage of even the
“glimpses of liberation" that Col
umbia and Sorbonne University
students have achieved, but they
have certainly moved well into the
phase of resistance.
There are two sorts of time:
bourgeois time — the time it
takes for someone living in an
affluent capitalist society to decide
whether to sacrifice some of his
well-being and security to oppose
the system that is oppressing the
Vietnamese people — and people
throughout the Third World; and
real time — the time it takes for
a Vietnamese to die when envel
oped in napalm, or dragged behind
a troop-carrier, or dropped from a
helicopter, or murdered through
one of the countless other methods
by which Western imperialism de
fends its freedom to exploit and
repress “the wretched of the
earth”. Students in Australia have
finally begun to live in real time.
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DOPE SMOKER
A Detailed Guide to Using Grass

PA R T 1 O F A SE R IE S PHILIP N. WEST
Dedicated to the people who were them
selves dedicated in 1967: They duplicated,
and later printed, copies of Allen Ginsberg's
Great Marijuana Hoax, and sent them to all
magistrates and judges in Sydney.
THE SM O KING OF M A R IJ U A N A IN T H IS
C O U N TR Y IS ILL E G A L
The law against marijuana may be regarded as
representative of many laws which restrict
the personal freedom of the individual.
I identify myself presently with action to
repeal these laws, or more succinctly, in
protest to allow some tolerance under
these laws as a move towards their aboli
tion.

Harry J. Anslinger, although he never visited
the shores of Australia, is responsible for the
laws that presently prohibit the use of mari
juana here and in most countries on Earth.

Eighteen years later, Anslinger testified to
the Congressional hearings that led to the
1956 Narcotic Control Act. Senator Price
Daniel asked:

Previous to his marijuana campaigns, he was
Assistant Commissioner of Prohibition, dur
ing which time alcohol consumption per
capita in the United States rose by ten per
cent, and the conditions of the twenties gave
birth to organised crime like had never been
before.

"Now , do I understand it from you that,
while we are discussing marijuana, the real
danger there is that the use of marijuana leads
many people to the use of heroin and the
drugs that do cause complete addiction; is
this true?

He was appointed Chief of the Federal
Bureau of Narcotics, and in this position, by
such statements as those described above, he
was the main instigator of the 1937 U.S.
Federal law banning marijuana.

Anslinger agreed: "That is the great problem
and our great concern about the use of mari
juana, that eventually, if used over a long
period, it does lead to heroin addiction."
These statements prove two points:

hollowness of its findings and denounced
it." ('The Traffic in Narcotics', Harry Ans
linger, 1953).
In 1946, Anslinger became Chief U.S. Rep
resentative to the United Nations Narcotics
Commission, and, as such, the main force in
laws against grass in Australia.
That same year, in reply to Mexican opinions
that prohibition of marijuana would lead to
replacement by alcohbl with worse results,
Anslinger quoted a report by U.S. physicians
in "a very limited field of observation as they
had carried out their studies in a penal settle
ment." (U.N. Commission report).
By exerting pressure on some other govern
ments, Anslinger co-erced them to accept the
notorious 1961 Single Convention on Nar
cotic Drugs which lumps marijuana with the
other addictive drugs.
The convention received reports from medi
cal boards, mainly composed of doctors with
little knowledge of marijuana, who were
virtually rehearsed for their verdict, (docu
ments by Dr. Joel Fort, Lawyer Joseph
Oteri).

I have made a number of public statements
urging the tolerance of marijuana, including
a submission to the Senate Select Committee
on Drug Trafficking and Drug Abuse in
Sydney last year.
This article is intended as a protest, a form
of civil disobedience, because in its appear
ance it regards the anti-marijuana laws as
non-existant.

Anslinger added that marijuana was very
often "only a stepping stone to heroin and
addiction".

I urge everyone to try the experience.
Already, I estimate that in Sydney alone
half a million people have experienced
marijuana.

The single convention held all member
countries to prohibit any form of trade or
use of marijuana, with the exception of India
and Pakistan which were given transitional
periods of 25 years.

In spite of the threat of severe penalties
and considerable money wasting effort
at enforcement of these laws, people are
smoking consistently.

The Commission, in 1963 and 1965,
reviewed its attitude in the light of
publicity casting doubt on the dangers
of grass, instead urging that "socio
economic characteristics and implic
ations should not be overlooked."

Keep pot illegal and there will be a revo
lution, says Jerry Rubin. Fair warning!
Allen Ginsberg needs to be quoted in
every advocation of grass. Herewith from his
"Manifesto to End the Bringdown":
" It is not a healthy activity for the State to
be annoying so many of its citizens thusly; it
creates a climate of topsy-turvy law and
begets disrespect for the law and the society
that tolerates execution of such barbarous
law, and a climate of fear and hatred for the
administrators of the law. Such a law is a
threat to the existence of the State itself,
for it sickens and debilitates its most adven
turous and sensitive citizens. Such a law, in
fact, can drive people mad."

It added: "While cannabis must be sub
ject to the same type of control at the
international level, there was perhaps
a need to adjust the strictness of con
trol at the national level . . . There
could be no question but that cannabis
presented a danger to society, although
more and more people were attempt
ing to cast doubt on the necessity of
controlling this substance."

At hearings that year, he proudly told the
story of his campaign and took credit for
most of the publicity. Publicity for posters
like the one that reads:

Laws prohibiting use, etc. of marijuana
(previously available on prescription)
were introduced in Australia in the
early 1950's and are mainly the result
of Anslinger's propoganda.

I suggest that to change the law we must
have people try the experience. Turn on
your friends, your enemies, your workmates.
I openly advocate the smoking of grass and
I have stated that I will continue to smoke,
despite the present laws, because I feel I
should have 'freedom of choice' in this
'democratic' society.

DOCUMENTS OF IN T E R E S T
"Announcements by highly respected
members of the community to this
effect (that cannabis is harmless) must
offer encouragement to those prone
to drug abuse.

If you have any evidence, information, data,
that might be useful for a detailed submis
sion on marijuana, send it to me at 548
Drummond St., Carlton, 3054.

"When we have raided pads we have
found newspaper cuttings pasted on
walls. They are always articles which
support the use of drugs."
Det.-Sgt. Kyte-Powell, Vic. Drug Squad
Progression to heroin from marijuana
was a direct result of the juxtaposition
of the two drugs by the I937 laws.

H A R R Y J. A N SLIN G ER : THE M AN
B EH IN D THE LAW
'Beware! Young and old — People in All
Walks of Life! This Marijuana Cigarette may
be handed to you by the friendly stranger.
It contains the Killer Drug "Marijuana" — a
powerful marcotic in which lurks Murder!
Insanity! Death! Warning! Dope peddlers
are shrewd! They may put some of this drug
in the tea-pot or in the cocktail or in the
tobacco cigarette

"As the marijuana situation grew worse, I
knew action had to be taken to get proper
control legislation passed . . . on radio and
at major forums . . . I told the story of this
evil weed of the fields and river beds and
roadsides. I wrote articles for magazines; our
agents gave hundreds of lectures to parents,
educators, social and civil leaders. In net
work broadcasts I reported on the growing
list of crimes, including murder and rape. I
described the nature of Marijuana and its
close kinship to hashish. I continued to ham
mer at the facts.

At the House hearings in 1937, Anslinger was
asked: "I was just wondering whether the
marijuana addict graduates into a heroin, an
opium, or a cocaine user?"

"I believe we did a thorough job, for the pub
lic was alerted, and the laws to protect them
were passed, both nationally and at the state
level."

He replied: "N o sir; I have not heard of a
case of that kind. I think it is an entirely
different class. The marijuana addict does
not go in that direction."

Harry J. Anslinger as Commissioner
of Narcotics in "The Murderers"

A few months later, he said: "There is an
entirely new class of people using marijuana.
The opium user is around 35 to 40 years old.
These users are 20 years old and know noth
ing of heroin or morphine."

Mr. Anslinger was prepared to use any
thing at his disposal in a period of
public ignorance, including mistruths,
to instigate prohibition of marijuana.
In the early 1937 hearings, Anslinger also pre
sented a picture of marijuana as the cause of
an immense amount of violent crime, such as
rape, mayhem and murder.
In 1956, however, when Senator Welker
asked him if the marijuana user was respon
sible for "many of our most sadistic, terrible
crimes in this nation, such as sex slayings,
and matters of that kind", Anslinger dis
agreed;
He said in part: " , , ,.l would not say it (mari
juana) is a controlling factor in the commis
sion of crimes."

W E A R E THE
PEOPLE OUR
PARENTS WARNED
U S AGAINST/

It is presently believed by most heads
that the first country to legalise mari
juana will be Canada, under the pro
gressive and liberal leadership of Prime
Minister Trudeau.

Between these years, the La Guardia Report
of 1944 was released; being one of the most
thorough and qualified studies of the use
of marijuana yet conducted.

Recently a Commission of Enquiry into
the Non-Medical Use of Drugs in that
country, appointed in 1969, presented
its first report, which is known as the
Le Dain Commission Report, after
its chairman.

Anslinger condemned it: "The Bureau im
mediately detected the superficiality and

The report includes a long section de
voted to "The Drugs and Their Effects"
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The
First Family
of the
New
Rock
By Timothy Crouse
“It is very strange making a living
out of being yourself,” says James Taylor,
trying to sum up his work.
It is also very popular: “Being your
s e lf’ neatly defines the personal, con
fessional school of songwriting which
promises to supplant much of the hard
rock of the Sixties. The songs range in
profundity from Neil Young’s stylized
laments to John Lennon’s barings of
the soul, but the singers invariably give
simple, intimate solo performances which
suggest that they are revealing their most
genuine feelings.
At 22, and with two best-selling albums
behind him, James Taylor stands at the
head of this class right now.
They give disturbing glimpses into
an appealing but tormented personality;
he is the product of a remarkable and
sometimes tragic family.
A verse in “Carolina Day,” by James’
brother Livingston, lists the family ac
tivities: “Alec and Brent, they’re lovin’
their child/James is becomin’ a star/
Sister Kate’s laughin’ all of the tim e/
Brother Hugh’s out wreckin’ the car.”
Now, in 1971, that roster needs re
vision, for Alec, Kate and Liv himself
are all becoming stars. Alec, at 23 the
oldest of the Taylor offspring, has an
album out in January and will tour with
a band in February. Kate, 21, is awaiting
the January release of her album and
then she will go on the road. 20-year-old
Liv has sold over 120,000 albums just
finished taping four programs for British
TV in London. Only Hugh, 18, has re
sisted the temptation to enter the sweeps
takes. Although he has a good voice —
“Probably the best in the family,” says
Alec — he prefers to work as a carpen
ter. But in time. . . .
The Taylor family history might have
been written by Eugene O’Neill in col
laboration with Tennessee Williams. An
old North Carolina family, they have
tended to produce doctors, alcoholics and
suicides — sometimes all three at once.
Dr. Isaac Taylor, James' father was de
livered at birth by his grandfather, also
a physician. A week later, Dr. Taylor’s
mother died and within two months his
grandfather, filled with guilt, had drunk
himself to death.
Dr. Taylor was brought up by his
mother’s sister who constantly reminded
him that his physician-father was a fail
ure and an alcoholic. Thus pressured,
he became, Dean of the Medical School
of the University of North Carolina. “My
father,” says James, “was haunted, driven,
possessed. I caught it. L iw y caught it,
and Alec caught it bad.”
Tall and prematurely bald, Dr. Taylor
dresses in the conservative Brooks Bro
thers uniform of his profession but holds
liberal ideas: he believes in the nation
alization of medicine and at the Med
School he has stood for curriculum re
form. At 49 he looks like a handsome,
rugged version of Dean Rusk. He and
his wife Trudy were married in 1945,
when she was studying to become a lyric
soprano at the N ew England Conserva
tory of Music. They built two homes—
one in Chapel Hill, N. C., a small uni
versity town, and a summer home in
Martha’s Vineyard, Massachusetts. Dr.
Taylor and his wife have been estranged
for most of the last three years.
Dr. Taylor lives alone in a small, com
fortable ranch house. As he prepares to
retire as Dean this spring, he has become
increasingly wrapped up in his children’s
careers. When I asked him which of
James’ or Liv’s songs were his favorites,
he answered without hesitation: “I was
terribly touched by Liv’s lullabye. I felt it

James: 'Don't aim that thing, 1 hear it causes cancer* Below with his folks
was addressed to me.” He proceeded to
quote a verse from “Hush A Bye” : “I
did pray to be like you /T o be part of
your life/But you were lost to richer
lands/Your friends to foot the price.”
“God, that was moving for a father to
hear,” he says. “Aggressive fathers some
times feel guilty because they have to
spend so much time away from their
family.”
Dr. Taylor and I drove over to the
family house in Chapel Hill, hoping to
find Mrs. Taylor. She was not there, but
the house, which she helped design, em
bodies her impeccable taste. A model of
contemporary, Japanese-flavored archi
tecture, it stands on a knoll surrounded
by a pine grove, a sheep meadow and
twenty-five acres o f woods. The furnish
ings inside, from the Oriental antiques to
the Raak lamps, are surprisingly elegant
for a family that turned out five coun
trified children. The house is a small,
modern chateau.
“You couldn’t grow up here without
having to expect a lot of yourself,” said
Dr. Taylor. Even the architecture con
spired to make the Taylor children feel
that they were special individuals, marked
for success. “As you grow into the real
world,” Liv once said, “you suddenly
realize that you’re not special and you
say to yourself, ‘Jesus, I must be nothing.’
So you start looking for ways to prove
to everyone that you are special.”

Although m u s i c later became the
means by which the Taylors tried to
show the world that they were special,
it began as a family project. The Chapel
Hill house was well stocked with folk
records — Woody Guthrie, Leadbelly,
John Jacob Niles. Dr. and Mrs. Taylor
sang often. From an early age, Alec took
violin, Liv and Kate took piano, and
James took cello. They have all since
forgotten, or had to relearn, these musical
skills. But at the time they became ac
complished enough to give what their
mother called “kitchen concerts.”
Dr. Taylor introduced them to tunes
from Broadway shows and from movies
(a strong influence on Liv) and Alec
bought a steady supply of blues records
(an influence on James.) They used to
sing songs like “Summertime” and the
Beatles’ “If I Needed Someone” in firsts,
fifths, sevenths and ninths. “But we most
ly sang blues,” says Kate. “That’s what we
sing now. We usually get into the blues
mood. It really is the only thing that
calms us down, ‘cause if we’re not singin’, we’re scurryin’ around a lot.”
James became infatuated with music
earlier than the other Taylors. He picked
up some chords from a kid at summer
camp, made some up, and tried to an
alyze what he heard on records. He often
played with Liv, and they even performed
hillbilly songs at hootenannies. Then he
met Kootch.

Kootch is Danny Kortchmar, now the
lead guitarist for Jo Mama and the man
James calls “the central figure in my
karass.” ( “Karass” is a word coined by
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., meaning “teams that
do God’s will without ever discovering
what they are doing.” In this case, it
seems, God willed that James should be
come a star.) Two years older than
James, Kootch played Huck to James’
Tom on Martha’s Vineyard (an island
a few miles south of Cape Cod) where
the Taylors had begun to spend sum
mer vacations in 1953.
In the artsy, bucolic atmosphere of the
Vineyard, the late Fifties folk boom
flourished, and the Taylors gained pres
tige for their musical abilities.
That summer they won a folksinging
contest. The prize was a pair of fiftydollar weekly engagements, one at the
Vineyard branch of Boston’s Unicorn
Coffehouse, the other at the Unicorn
proper. James and Kootch played the
first week on the Vineyard with the Rev.
Gary Davis. The owner balked at paying
the acts. Only when the Reverend pulled
a revolver on him did he cough up the
fees. He never did book James and
Kootch into Boston..
That summer, Kate also made her
debut, singing and waiting on tables at
the Galley, a greasy spoon in the fishing
village of Menemsha.
‘T h e island was a magic place,” says
Kootch. To get to hoots, he and James
often hitchhiked the 20 miles from
one end of the Vineyard to the other,
sometimes waiting long periods of time
for rides on stretches of back road.
“When you were alone, you were really
alone,” says Kootch. “When it was dark,
it was absolutely black, and when it was
quiet, there wasn’t a sound. I think it
was a profound experience for James
and me, too — a romantic trip. I think
that’s where his song ‘Country Road*
came from. He wrote it on the Vineyard
the last time we were there together.”
“Country Road,” from James’ second
album, captures the restless, anticipatory,
vaguely hopeful feeling that plays a
large part in James’ character, and ap
pears in “Carolina on My Mind,” “Blos
som,” and “Sweet Baby James,” The
road leads away from his ensnaring fami
ly: “Mama don’t understand it/She wants
to know where I’ve been/I’d have to
be some kind of natural-bom fool to
want to pass that way again.” It also
takes him away from shattered affairs,
prep school, mental institutions — all
manner of traps and bummers. At the
end of the road lie freedom and ideal
life in Carolina, and “a heavenly band
full of angels.”
Walking along the Vineyard’s country
roads, James could feel himself escaping
the constraints of adolescence. “If you
were a high school kid,” says Kootch,
“you went up there and did all your liv
ing in two months. You’d expect incredi
ble, romantic things to happen. Some
times they did, sometimes they didn’t.
You’d go there to really be alive and
then go back to school, back to sleep.”
The school that James went back to
was Milton Academy, a boarding school
just outside of Boston. James arrived
at Milton in the eighth grade and was
promptly nicknamed “Moose,” because of
his gangliness. “At a school where sports
were so popular, it was unusual for any
one so unathletic as James to be so wellliked,” says his tenth grade English teach
er. Aside from writing, James was guitar
playing in his room. He gave several con
certs for the school, backed up by a cou
ple of older girls from Milton’s sister
school. But James was lonely and spent
most of his free weekends bicycling on the
Vineyard. In his junior year, he went
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back to Chapel Hill.
Back in Carolina, Alec and James
formed a band with three local friends.
“The Fabulous Corsayers,” read their
publicity card, “The Sound that Abotinds
in Musical Style.” The sound actually
abounded in hard rhythm and blues —
songs like “In the Midnight Hour,”
“Searching” and “Stormy Monday.” Alec
and James did vocals; James did the
rhythm and sometimes the lead parts
on a Fender Mustang. “We played mostly
proms and a few fraternity gigs ‘cause
we lived in a university town,” he says.
“And we were cheap.”
James went back to Milton for his
senior year. He sank into depression. In
December, he went into McLean Hos
pital, a mental institution.
From the outside, McLean, which is
15 minutes west of Boston, has the look
of a beautifully laid out golf course—
gentle hills planted with fruit trees. When
Ray Charles went there to kick drugs,
he remarked of the decor: “Brother, for
$50 a day I could be staying at the
Plaza, and I’m staying here!”
James has spoken his mind about Mc
Lean in “Knockin’ Round the Zoo.” As
the song says, “There’s bars on all the
windows and they’re countin’ up the
spoons.” Well, not bars— actually 2000
pound test “security screens.” Inmates
eat off heavy plastic dinner service with
specially designed utensils. The aides do
count up every bit of metal after meals.
To go to McLean, one has to be rich,
intelligent, and disturbed. The adminis
tration runs the hospital along fairly
conservative lines. R. D. Laing’s social
experimentation and Dr. Janov’s actingout techniques have yet to reach Mc
Lean. James sometimes found the con
trolled, traditional approach of the doc
tors to be ridiculously unimaginative.
“Once, when I was feeling outasight, I
went in for a weekly consultation with
two psychiatric residents,” says James.
“And they questioned me, they said ‘Why
are you feeling so good?’ as if this were
an abnormal situation. That was really
strange— to have to remedy that.”
“Knockin’ Round the Zoo,” with its
sinister drum beat and its nervous guitarpicking, reflects his anger and impatience
with the institution. And the song seethes
with James’s hostility towards the aides:
“Now the keeper’s trying to cool me
says I’m bound to be alright/ But I know
that he can’t fool me ’cause I’m putting
him uptight.”
There was no outlet for his music at
McLean. A year later, when Livingston
left the Westown School in Philadelphia
and committed himself to McLean, the
hospital had a full-time music therapist
who encouraged him to develop his gui
tar-playing and to write songs. When
Kate arrived at McLean soon after, she
became the vocalist for a group called
Sister Kate’s Soul Stew Kitchen, one of
the three bands organized by the same
therapist.
“After several months,” says James,
“I really wanted to leave and they were
going to discharge me and let me out,
but they don’t let go very easily. And
I was self-committed, so I could have
signed a yellow sheet, they call it, and
gotten out a.m.a. [against medical ad
vice] that way. But that involved spend
ing three days locked in the ward and
usually by that time you change your
mind. I had a friend with a Dodge
truck. He came by and I told the nurse
on the hall— I used to be in love with
her, and it’s very frustrating to be in
love with a nurse when you haven’t had
any ass for eight months and you’ve
been cooped up in that joint.
“At any rate, I told her that I had
gotten my discharge and that I was go
ing to get out in two days but that I
was going to carry some of my heavier
stuff out to my friend’s truck just to
move it into Boston. She said OK, so
my friend and I picked up all of my
stuff in one trip out and carried it past
the aide who had the keys and put it
in the truck and tore off down the hill
and I went to New York City and joined
a rock and roll band.”
Just before James became the only
person in history to escape from Mc
Lean with all his belongings, Kootch had
called him up. He and drummer Joel
Bishop O’Brien had been playing in a
band called the King Bees, but they were
starting a new group. They wanted James
to join.
James went to New York by way of
the Vineyard. He stayed at Kootch’s
house and composed “Don’t Talk Now,”
“Rainy Day Man,” and “The Blues Is
Just a Bad Dream,” three of his blackest
songs. He and Kootch taught an old
friend, Zach Weisner, how to play bass.

They moved into Kootch’s loft in Green
wich Village and began to rehearse in
earnest, adding Bishop on drums. In the
fall of 1966, the Flying Machine opened
at the Cafe Bizarre and then moved up
Third Street to a tiny coffee house called
the Night Owl that was functioning as
the Village’s harder-than-folk emporium.
They played there for the better part
of seven months, offering a varied reper
toire: most of the songs that ended up
on James’s first album, a few numbers
by Kootch and Zach, a Hoagy Car
michael tune, “Circle Round the Sun,”
and a lot of blues. They also did several
ice-breaking routines: the Coke commer
cial that James still uses, Sam and Dave’s
Falstaff Beer ad, and a Tumbrose Snuff
jingle.
“It was a very good group, I’ll tell
ya,” says James. “And we really flashed
on ourselves.” Kootch played lead and
James played rhythm. “We were fairly
conscientious, considering how goofed up

York. The Taylors have a good deal of
money, some from Dr. Taylor’s prac
tice and some from a family inheritance,
and they; gave James both financial and
moral support.
“They were interested in my doing
something that pleased me,” says James,
“and they never implied that I was do
ing the wrong thing, not even once. I
don’t even think that there were any
thoughts in either of my parents’ heads
or my brothers’ and sister’s that I should
be doing something else and that’s why
I never got any vibes that way.
“I had some expensive habits at that
time that took up most of the money
that was coming in from the job and
coming from home. There was some
scuffling going on, but I wasn’t complete
ly poor, I was just mostly spending the
money on the wrong things.” James had
become a junkie. How did it happen?
“Oh, I don’t know,” says James, “just
by being on the scene in N ew York.

Livingston had mutual influence, and sister Kate had a Soul Stew Kitchen
we were,” says Kootch. Meaning goofed
up on drugs.
The sound of the Flying Machine was
tenuously preserved on a single they
made of James’s “Night Owl” and
“Brighten Your Night With My Day.”
They recorded both songs in three hours
with James running a temperature of
102. On the Rainy Day Records label.
“I think about five copies were released,”
says James. (The producers have re
cently released seven of the bands demo
tapes on an album called “James Taylor
and the Original Flying Machine” —
much to James’ displeasure. The record
ing has more than archival value. A
high quality job, it contains some ex
cellent rock and roll — especially the
up-tempo, R & B versions of “Knockin’
Round the Zoo.” )
The firm that managed and produced
the Flying Machine invested neither
money nor time in the band. At the
Night Owl, the group made $300 a week,
plus all the hamburgers and tuna fish
sandwiches they could eat. Once James
showed up at his manager’s office on
speed and an empty stomach to ask for
some bread, “Here, have a sandwich,”
the manager said, pulling a corned beef
on white out of his desk drawer. James
cried.
It seems strange that James often
found himself down and out in New

There was just a junkie-sized hole in
my soul at one point. I really dug it,
and I stayed with it as long as I really
dug it. But it’s a waste of time; I feel as
though I did deadhead miles.
“And Jesus, I don’t mean to say that
taking junk is all right. I don’t want a
kid out in Nebraska to read this and go
out and say well, I’m gonna go pick up
on some soul and take some smack just
like James did.
“I te.nd to be loathe to talk about
smack and being on junk, ’cause a lot
of people boast about it. And I had it
pretty easy, I had enough money to sup
port my habit. I never had to knock
over a grocery store or anything. I have
friends, some of whom are dead, now,
who've been at it for years, who’ve
really paid dues, and I almost feel as if
I’m cashing in on some sort of glory.
I’m not that proud of it. But it certainly
is something I did, and it was central to
me for about two years, too.”
Except for a brief, drunken gig at a
discotheque in the Bahamas, the Flying
Machine spent a cold, stoned winter in
New York. By the spring of 1967, the
Flying Machine was, as “Fire and Rain”
says, in pieces on the floor. “We busted
up ’cause we were all f^i^»d up, man,”
says Kootch. “James couldn’t stand
scuffling and being irnmmmd over, hungry
and miserable, and he had to escape.”

“I just didn’t enjoy living in New
York City and I didn’t very much en
joy living with myself, either, at that
time,” says James. “I decided I’d f'— m
that, I’ll travel around some and see if
I can get into something interesting.” Just
before James left for England, Kootch
the karass-member gave him a phone
number for Peter Asher, of Peter and
Gordon; the King Bees had once backed
them up.
James went to London and settled in
Notting Hill Gate, a then just-growing
hippie section. Almost immediately, he
began to audition for record companies.
For eight quid, he bought himself 45
minutes in a Soho studio to make a
demo, which finally he took to Peter
Asher, who was working as Apple’s A&R
man, with Paul McCartney’s approval,
James was signed.
In February of 1968, James went to
work on the album. “I got together with
two guys— Don Schinn, v/ho played key
board and Louis Cennamo, who played
bass— and we worked for about three
months,” says James. “We just got all
the basic tracks down as good as we
could to all these tunes. Then Peter
would take the basic track by to Richard
HewsGn.” Hewson is a young British ar
ranger.
“Richard would just write out an ar
rangement completely. There was no
head session involved, except on ‘Caro
lina’ and ‘Rainy Day Man.’ It always
happened in two separate. phases. ‘Sun
shine, Sunshine’—I recorded a demo of
it and he took it and wrote a very spe
cific arrangement to it with three against
four and I had to play guitar inside that
too. I remember it as being pretty con
fining. And Richard is a fine arranger,
indeed. He had arranged ‘Those Were
the Days* that McCartney was producing
for Mary Hopkin.
“McCartney used to come up every
once and a while and see what we were
doing. I think he took an interest in me.
I’d say the only song that Paul really
had any influence over was ‘Carolina
on My Mind.’ He liked it a lot. That
was the only one he played on and
George Harrison sang harmony on that
one, too. We had done that before, using
a 30-piece orchestra. I don’t know if it
was any good.
“At any rate, Peter and Paul agreed
that it should be done again and done
simpler. So we did it over again. I still
don’t like that version of it. I do it now
and I think I do it a lot better. When
I found out that Apple wanted to rerelease it, I tried to get in touch with
them about re-recording it, but it was
too late.”
James enjoyed himself more in Lon
don than he had in New York. Bishop
flew over to play drums on the album.
“We had a good time, too,” says James,
laughing, “really tore it up. Oh, Jesus.”
London, Bishop adds, was a “laugh a
minute.” But the laughter had a hysteri
cal ring to it. “I was addicted all the
time I was recording the album on Ap
ple,” says James. “I was stoned for most
of the sessions. I’d shoot speedballs of
smack and meth, all pure stuff over
there. But pure stuff is just pure poison.
Peter didn’t know I was on junk. I guess
he just thought I was really sleepy or
something.”
Once, James dropped acid and, filled
with artificial energy, ran around the
rooftops “jumping great gaps between the
roofs and swinging on fire escapes.” An
other time, James and Bishop were driv
ing home at night, strung-out, when a
man ran in front of the car, connected
with the fender and flioped eight feet
in the air. “Jesus Christ, I thought I’d
killed that cat and l went into some
heavy freaker right there, man, on the
spot. If I hadn’t been as doped up as I
was I probably would have fallen into
about ten pieces. And I was also afraid
I was gonna get busted.
“I have accidents and I’m very lucky
with what happens after them. It’s a
lucky thing that the guy was so drunk
that he just bounced and landed off the
curb and did nothing but bruise his hip.
Put a huge dent in my car . . . It’s also
lucky that it was witnessed by two po
licemen who had been chasing the cat
for about three blocks and he’d beat up
on both of them terrible.” James Taylor
turns crimestopper!
In the midst of good times and close
scrapes, James was staring down the
abyss, writing “Fire and Rain,” a per
fectly structured melody and a catchy,
syncopated drum beat that turned up at
the top of the AM charts last year. Its
message is hardly standard Top 40 fare.
— Continued on N ext Page
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— Continued from Preceding Page
“James wrote it after the album was
pretty well done,” Bishop remembers.
“There was this friend of my brother’s—
we both really liked her and she had
killed herself six months before. No one
had told James — they were afraid I
guess. One night late we got drunk and
I told him, ’cause I’d wanted to. In a
week and a half, he had that song writ
ten.”
“The first verse,” James explains, “was
a reaction to a friend of mine killing
herself. But I don’t think there is such a
thing as suicide, or if there is such a
thing as suicide there’s no other kind of
death, except for accidental death and
‘acts of God’ as they say. I think cir
cumstances always kill, that’s what killed
her. 1 often wonder if her parents know
that that first verse is about her and
about me. Sometimes I feel kind of
mercenary— I talked to Joan [Mitchell]
about this too and she sometimes feels
guilty about using people for songs. But
that’s what writers do.
“The second verse of it is about my
kicking junk just before I left England.
And the third verse is about my going
into a hospital up in Western Massa
chusetts. It’s just a hard-time song, a
blues without having the blues form.”
James kicked heroin by using visepdone, the English equivalent of metha
done. “I suppose I shook the Jones [habit]
that I had,” he says, “but I just re-ex
posed myself to the same conditions that
had led me into it in the first place and
they came down on me pretty heavy.
Whatever they are. I don’t know what
they are, I think they’re indefinable. I
can hint at them in songs — those feel
ings—but I have no idea what they are,
still. I think they’re too integral a part
of me. You couldn’t draw them away
without taking away half of me.”
With his real world in chaos, James
tried to build an organized world in his
songs. “When you write a song, you
have to oversimplify an awful lot,” says
James. He is a most systematic song
writer, a careful lyricist whose lines
teem with neat interior rhymes. His
early songs show a near compulsion to
divide things into two categories — sun
shine vs. moonlight, daytime vs. night
time, smiles vs. tears. James himself was
confused and torn between conflicting
ways of living.
“I used to be really hung up on am
bivalence and dichotomies, especially
when I was having a lot of trouble with
my head about conflicting things,” says
James. “. . . about something going into
your mind and striking all the resonant
frequencies that belong to it, and the
fact that one thing from without can
strike about a million things at the same
time and half of them can be positive
and half of them can be negative. I felt
as though I was being ripped apart by
dichotomies.”
James returned from London in a
state of “nervous and physical exhaus
tion” and committed himself to Austin
Riggs, yet another mental hospital. Dur
ing his brief stay there he wrote “Sunny
Skies.” He was, as the song says, “Won
dering if where I’ve been is worth the
things I’ve been through,” and he felt
that he hadn’t a friend. One night, when
he was feeling particularly low, he load
ed up a station wagon and left the hos
pital, yet again.
Ultimately, the Taylors have always
relied on each other for support, and
James went back to the Vineyard, where
Kate and Alec were living. “It just may
be possible that we can’t find anything
more comfortable than the time that we
had as a family,” says James. “Maybe
it’s something that was never there that
we miss and are still trying to put to
gether. Or maybe it’s something that was
there but just because of circumstances
and the way things are has ceased to be.
The members of my family have done
an awful lot of falling apart in the last
past years or so.”
*

*

*

Family acts are not unusual in the
world of popular music. In folk, there
are the Carters, the Stonemans, and the
Johnsons, to name only a few; in gospel,
the Staples Singers; in soul, the Cham
bers Brothers; in rock, the Everly Broth
ers, the Davies brothers (Kinks) and
the Fogerty brothers (Creedence). Mem
bers of the same family have even be
come somewhat successful solo acts—

Aretha and Erma Franklin; Joan Baez
and her sister Mimi Farina; Peggy and
Mike Seeger and their half-brother Pete.
The remarkable thing about the Tay
lor family is that it produced four chil
dren, each good enough and with a per
sonality so distinctive that they all will
become solo musicians. Moreover, James
and Liv are excellent guitarists and com
posers in the bargain. And the most
extraordinary thing is not that the Tay
lors surmounted the genetic odds against
four talented musicians appearing in the
same family; it is that they have so suc
cessfully overcome their tendency to “fall
apart” that they can contend with the
strains of a musical career and the rival
ries which still smolder in the family.
For instance, most people suspect that
James’ fame has generated the careers of
his three siblings. That is not entirely
the case. Livingston launched his own
career long before James’ first album
caught on. In 1968, soon after having
entered McLean for “adolescent tur

same tuning that I used, before ‘Good
Friends.’ It’s a D fingering with a de
scending bass line. Livingston also uses it
in ‘I Guess That It’s So.’ The same thing
in ‘I Can’t Get Back Home’ — but in
3 /4 time. A lot of people use that de
scending thing and I use it a lot too— I
used it in portions of ‘Carolina.’
“Yeah, those two songs are very simi
lar. After I wrote the first verse of
‘Blossom’ I said, ‘Gee, that’s Livingston’s
tune.’ I was aware of his influence in it.”
“Liv and I used to play together a
lot,” says James. They developed the
same finger-picking style, and they both
mainly use the bottom of the neck.
“There’s only a limited amount down
there,” says James. “It really amazes me
that there’s not more repetition between
Livingston and me than there is.”
“I get uptight about using one of
James’ licks,” says Liv, “and vice versa.
He’ll say ‘I borrowed this lick from “In
My Reply,” ’ and I’ll say, ‘That’s OK, I
borrowed a lick from “ ‘Country Road.” ’”

James at home with Sweet Baby James: ‘That's you/ he cried
moil,” he began to make the rounds of
minor-league Boston folk clubs, playing
hoots and picking up an occasional job
at the going rate of $15 for four nights’
work. The music therapist at McLean
introduced him to Jon Landau, who had
become a prominent rock critic through
his pieces for Crawdaddy! and Rolling
Stone. Liv played several of his songs
for Landau, who became an immediate
fan.
Landau suggested that Liv visit Elektra, but the Elektra people found him
too young. A year later, Landau recom
mended him to Atlantic. They weren’t
interested either. Eventually, Landau
found someone who shared his own en
thusiasm for Liv: Phil Walden, a South
erner who had managed and booked
such acts as Otis Redding, Sam and
Dave, Clarence Carter and Johnny Tay
lor. Walden had just founded Capricorn
Records, a small independent company
in Macon, Georgia, which has Atlantic
for a distributor. Liv, the first artist he
signed, recorded his first album last Feb
ruary, with Landau producing.
People take it for granted that James
influenced Liv, but the reverse is also
true. For instance, James’ song “Blos
som” sounds a lot like one of Liv’s ear
liest songs, “Good Friends.”
“Liv is the one who influenced me on
that tune,” says James. “That’s also the

James writes simple melodic lines and
consciously avoids using “too many
words” in his lyrics. Liv composes trick
ier, harder-to-sing tunes and often writes
intricate, convoluted lyrics. “James has a
great knack for writing very pointed
metaphors,” says Liv. “I pay much more
attention to word syllables, syncopated
phrasings, and puns.”
Liv can sit down and turn out a song.
James cannot produce a song to order;
instead, it has “to get its own self out
somehow.”
Liv, the author of “I Can’t Get Home
Again,” has tacitly declared his independ
ence from the rest of the family. With
his girlfriend, Maggie, he has created a
quiet, relaxed home of his own just
outside of Boston. Occasionally he lashes
out at Alec for cashing in on his suc
cess, but he also clearly feels uneasy
about having benefitted from James’
fame. For the most part, he has tried to
steer clear of the family rivalries that
made him unhappy while he was grow
ing up, and which helped drive him into
McLean. References to these rivalries
ha^e sometimes crept into Liv’s songs—
“In My Reply,” for instance: “He crossed
Big Jim and turned his back/ A bullet
laid him down.”
But Liv has slowed down his career,
to avoid “the feeling of pressure,” but
he performs fairly regularly and has al

ready written several songs for his second
album.
The four other Taylors all live on
Martha’s Vineyard. Alec met the ferry at
Vineyard Haven, a town which has care
fully protected its whaling village charac
ter. His house is at the hub of the island,
opposite Ally’s Variety Store. A narrow
dirt driveway led to Alec’s low wooden
house, which was formerly a large chick
en coop; surrounded by the family cars,
and trucks it looks more trailer camp
than New England. Inside, Alec’s son
James (“Sweet Baby James”) did Keatonesque falls and somersaults on the
floor of the small, neat living room.
Alec somehow missed out on the leanand-hungry looks of his siblings. His
silver-blond hair, his moon face and his
paunch make him look like a Swedish
lumberjack. The only endomorph in the
family, he is relaxed and full of bearishly charming anecdotes.
Why had he moved to the Vineyard?'
“Well,” said Alec, taking .a swig of ale
and licking the drops from hlis mustache,
“this might as well be the whole earth
right here. It’s detached, quiet, everybody
knows each other, waves to each other,
doesn’t talk to each other.”
Alec graduated from Chapel Hill High
School in 1966 after two senior years.
He went to work on the 3-to-9 AM shift
at a local bakery but gave up the job
when his father suggested college as an
alternative. In Wilmington College in
Wrightsville, N.C.— “a dynamite place to
go to school but not much for studying”
— he chalked up 25 credit hours in three
years of non-attendance. The last straw
came when he ground out a paper on
birth control, only to have his English
teacher give him a zero and tell him he
had copied it from Time. “I stood up in
class, called her a narrow-minded South
ern bitch, walked out and never went
back.”
Brent, Alec’s beautiful hometown wife
of three years, walks into the room. “Oh!
Today’s the day we’ve been going steady
together for nine years!” After college,
Alec and Brent lived in Atlanta for a
year and a half, and through Liv, got to
know the people who run the recording
studios in Macon, Georgia. Last spring,
they moved to the Vineyard and Alec
opened a record store for the summer
season. “I had a lotta money goin’
through my hands,” he says, “but not
much profit. In fact I got a tax loss for
the next three years out of it. But it was
fun. Jesus Christ, there was more dope
changing hands in that store!”
One day last summer Phil Walden,
who owns those studios in Macon, called
up and said, “Hey, Alec, you want to
be a star?”
“And I said yeah,” says Alec. “I said,
C’mon, knock it off, ’cause I’d been try
ing to get in the studio there for two
years to do a
demo and they
wouldn’t even turn their heads around.
Everybody liked me, but . . . then James’
album took off again and Liv’s album
was doing really well and so they said,
‘Hey, we’d better get a hold of this guy
whether he can sing or not, the name’s
there.’ I knew that, and I knew the name
was worth somethin*. Like, I don’t think
I’m hung up at all about bein’ James
Taylor’s brother. I’m gonna capitalize on
it. Liv’s all tom up tryin’ to deny it, but
I’m not.”
Alec lost no time in putting on a tape
of the album. If the keynote of the ses
sions was a bourbon-soaked spontaneity,
the keynote of the record is a rhythmic
bouyancy reminiscent of the Band. Alec’s
voice has the plangency and raunchi
ness of Levon Helm’s. The blues streak
reveals itself when he sings a line like
“Sweet misunderstanding, won’t you leave
a poor boy alone,” from James’s new
“Highway Song.” The record contains
some fine country rockers by Talton and
Boyer. There’s a version of the Stones’
“It’s All Over Now” that bounces along
on a “Cripple Creek” riff. Alec sings
Jimmy Reed’s “Take Out Some Insur
ance” and sounds a good deal like Jim
my Reed. James plays guitar on Alec’s
rendition of “Night Owl,” which rocks
even harder than the version on James’
first album.
As Alec listens attentively to the tape
and solemnly receives compliments, his
pride of work begins to show. Because
he is the oldest brother, because the fam
ily has seldom taken him seriously, and
because he has no professional musical
background, he cannot afford to admit
that he wants to compete with James
and Liv as a musician. But in fact, the
album is only a first step towards build
ing a serious career. He talks of learn
ing the piano so that he can transcribe
the tunes he has written in his head.

—continued on page 8
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Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young were last
together in August, 1970, when they met
to divide up the spoils. They parted mil
lionaires. And that was before any solo
albums had been released. uA fter the
Goldrush’* has since (at least) doubled
Youngs earnings, and the Stephen Stills
album will eventually bring him another
few million. The next band album, “Four
Way Street,** a live two-LP set recorded
80 percent in Chicago, ten percent at
Fillmore East, and ten percent at the
Forum in Los Angeles, has seven-figure
advance sales. By the time the Crosby
and Nash solo albums are out, CSN&Y
will be among the richest rock and rollers
in history.
Ask Graham “Willie** Nash about their
future together and he*s non-committal:
“We were never a group in the accepted
sense of the word. We*re just four lads
who got together from time to time to
mhke records and stage shows. A nd there
will still come a time when we*ll call
each other and say *l*ve got a neat song
we could do on stage,* or ‘Hey man, Vve
written something for our next album.* **
Stills shrugs the question aside. “First,
we*ll get the live album out. Then pretty
soon we?ll all probably get the urge to
go on the road or get into the studio.**
Stills came over to London with
Crosby, Nash, and Young for their Royal
Albert Hall gig, and arranged to cut
his first solo album in London. He also
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that, but it sure does sound n ea t
“Cherokee” is in 7 /4 and 4 /4 and those
horns are played by one guy, all played
by Sidney George. All of those horns.
Are you going to keep him in your
own band?
Yeh, I can say that the Memphis
Homs will be the basis of it, and myself
and Conrad and Fuzz — my dear Ba
hamian Rhythm Section. You should
hear some of the drum ride-outs, just—
I can’t wait to unleash those on the road.
Here, my friends, is a drummer. I found
Conrad in a club and he found Fuzz
for me.
“We Are N ot Helpless” is not an
answer or put-down to N eil’s “Helpless.”
The line “We Are Not Helpless/W e Are
Men” comes from Failsafe, the book.
Spiro Agnew took out after us, ac
tually attacked us personally, the song
writers, when he said, “Those guys dam
aging the minds of our kids blah blah
blah,” “Insiduous forces and on and on.”
An F.C.C. man slapped him right in the
face and said, “Well I guess that’s be
cause they’re not writing campaign songs
for him.” So I mean the American people
have a few instincts that let’s hope we can
continue to use. A lot of people will
rationalize that the Jerry Rubins are nec
essary and I don’t buy it. What I saw
awakened by Jerry Rubin I don’t wanna
see awakened. And now in front o f the
British people, I mean— wow, I mean in

Photographs by Henry Diltz

gether. It was like . . . I mean it*s diffi
cult, it puts me in a difficult position.
There’s so many things, ridiculous things
we’ve gone through, but if you tell some
one about it and David, who’s 3000
miles away, reads it in print — it just
doesn’t seem right. But for me that song
was the summation o f the . album.
N ow you*re in England; is it really
Stephen Arthur Stills, country squire?
Squire, schmire, but what’s it for? It’s
what I like. I got stables right down
here and I’m gonna pick up that 50 acres
over there. I’m gonna build myself a sixfurlong track, maybe a flat mile. You
better watch out for me then. I’m likely
to fall and break my head the rest of
the way. I go through terrible agonies
getting myself to the racetrack, getting
myself fit. It takes three weeks to get
yourself fit enough to ride and exercise
racehorses. Getting up at four o’clock
and all that. But it gets me off. Gotta
have other things besides music to get
me off.
I know enough to recognize that I ain’t
gonna find enough things to get me off
at the Whisky a Go Go or the Speak
easy. That’s another thing. I’m really
sick of rock and roll. Can’t stand clubs
and there’s not that many people I’d
go to see in concert.
Who would you go to see?
Well, Bonnie & Delaney on a good
night are really groovy, and Aretha

l*m gonna build myself a track, maybe a flat mile. You better watch out for me then. I’m likely to fell & break my head the rest of the way.
handed over $250,000 to Ringo for his
country cottage in Surrey 90 minutes to
London by train, 30 by Dino Ferrari.
Apart from a cabin 10,000 feet up in
the Colorado Rockies, Surrey is his base
of operations, and that*s where the in
terview took place. The cottage has 14
rooms in the main building. Across the
yard is a sauna. Further on is a house
sized pool-room now being converted
into a recording studio. Close by are the
stables, which house his second love,
horses: A thoroughbred, Major Change,
and Crazy Horse. And there*s his lake,
stocked with ducks and other aquarians.
Inside the cottage, you look up and see
rafters and beams, courtesy of the Span
ish Armada. Look against the walls
and you see guitars: Martins and Gretchs
and Fenders. We sat in the music room,
which is dominated by a huge Bechstein
grand piano and an open log fire.
— A. M.
*

*

*

What do you think of your album?
I’m quite satisfied with it, probably
more satisfied than with anything I’ve
ever done. “Love the One You’re With”
came from a party with Billy Preston
and I asked him if I could pinch this
line he had written for a song, and he
said “Sure,” so I pinched it and wrote
a song. My favorite part is the steel
drums. I’d played them before a little^
but I just kept diddling around till l*
found the right notes.
“Do for the Others”—I well, I wanted
a folk song for the album. Just a very
simple song. Matter of fact, that’s the
original mix from England. After I had
done the whole thing with overdubbing

autoharps and stuff, we kept the original.
On “Church,” there’s five voices in
cluding mine. As it originally came out,
it was something I really believed in.
That’s what you sing about in church.
I’ve certainly spent my time in church,
but I’m not particularly religious. I be
lieve in religion as an ordered form, but
I don’t think you could quite call me
an agnostic. Mother Nature plays the
best music and make the best paintings,
it’s certainly more powerful than any
thing we got yet. Could just be that the
body is the Temple of the Lord.
“Old Times Good Times,” with Jimi
Hendrix. Just play your axe.
“Sit Yourself Down” was the last song
written. That was when I was working
with Rita [Coolidge]. I cut that at Wally
Heider’s. “To a Flame” was cut here in
England.
“Black Queen**— on the sleeve it says
“Dedicated to Jose Cuervo G old Label
Tequila.** Meaning you were drunk?
Yes, that’s what it says, and that’s
what it means. I just walked in the studio
and did it. I mean before that Eric and
I had played ‘Tequila” for about an hour
an’ a half, and then all of a sudden he
was gone. He disappeared. Right? Be
cause he realized that if he didn’t go he
was gonna pass out in the studio, so he
got someone to drive him home while
he was still able to reach the car. “Well
I guesh I will go shing “Black Queen,”
and I stumbled right into the studio and
that’s what came out. I had been out to
Eric’s house the night before listening
to Blind Willie Johnson records, and so
the vocal quality is like aarrgghh. You
know, it sounds like a saw. It hurts
physically, it hurts my throat to sing like

Britain of all places!
Anyway, I find when I get in this
house I can sit at this piano and write
and not be hassled by anybody. N ot be
hassled. That’s all I’m looking for.
D o you feel like Willie does, that
you have to help out? You know, make
all those people smile when you go on
stage?
I do, but I don’t feel like I have this
great mission in life. I can sit and write
about it and put this in print and that
in print and talk here and talk there
without putting my ass on the line too
bad. Unless it really got down to
the nitty gritty. And when it gets down
to the nitty gritty, all of our asses are
on the line.
George Harrison wrote the summation
of the entire thing and it will stand in
my mind for many, many years. N o 
body will touch that song— “We’re all
one and life goes on Within You and
Without You.” I want to chisel that song
in granite on a statue in some big park
so it would be there and people would
read it. “We were talking about the
space between us all.” Exquisite. That
was the whole album.
I have similar feelings about Crosby’s
“Deja Vu.” To me “Deja Vu” was the
whole second album. That song was the
whole album. It’s kinda the summation
of what “Carry On” said and what
“Teach Your Children” said and all of
those songs. “Deja Vu” said it all.
You really concentrated on that song.
Well as much as I could, considering
how Crosby felt about recording it. He
got very uptight. Because he realized
that it was very important too. Then it
got too important. He wouldn’t give in
and let Willie and I help to get it to-

still. And, of all people, I really dig Tom
Jones. I mean he’s got incredible chops.
His chops are incredible. And I love to
listen to Joan Baez. I’d go see Joan Baez.
And the better country bands. The Grate
ful Dead have an offshoot called the
New Riders of the Purple Sage and
they’re really beautiful. They’re really
good, they sing just good old funky
country music. The Grateful Dead I’ll
go see any time I’m free. That sort of
stuff, I like to see. Eric’s band is prob
ably quite good. There are more but
I don’t want to make a list. I’d probably
go and see Cass and David Mason. I
really love to play with David Mason.
He’s really a fine guitarist, fine musician,
good writer and everything.
Let's go back to your roots. You were
born in Texas, but you*re not from Texas.
Oh, I only spent about three weeks
there, all told, and we moved back up
north to Illinois and then we moved to
Louisiana and stayed there three or four
years, five years, something like that.
Then we moved to Florida and then to
Central America, me and my family. We
lived in Central America for about four
years off and on, going back and forth
to various schools. I graduated in Costa
Rica. Then I tried the University of
Florida and lasted four days, I think;
my head was geared to a different place
than one of those “fine Southern insti
tutions,” so I went to New Orleans and
started singing. Aged 17, singing in
folk clubs. Then I hit New York right
after my 18th birthday and stayed there
for a couple of years. The only real
ambition I had there was, for a brief
time, a fantasy of playing bass for John
Sebastian’s band, the Spoonful, ’cause I
— C ontinued on N e x t Page
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— Continued from Preceding Page
thought I could play, but I didn’t really
get on so well with Eric Jacobsen, who
was in control of the situation at the
time so I tried to form my own band
which was a dismal flop.
Who was that?
Oh, they were just a bunch of friends
from here and there and everywhere.
Just before then I went across Canada
with a folk group playing these little
bitty clubs for hardly any money. It
was an opportunity to go see Canada,
you know and that’s where I met Neil
who was 17 at the time and I was 18
and he was playing folk-rock before any
body else. He had his Gretch, a rock
and roll band that had just recently
turned from playing “Louie Louie” to
playing the popular folk songs of the
day with electric guitars, drums and bass.
It was a funny band ’cause they would
go right from “Cotton Fields” to “Farmer
John.”
Neil Young and his Squires?
That’s the one. And they’d just come
back from Churchill, Ontario, and Neil
had written, I think, his first song. “Let
me tell you ’bout a thing called snow
where it’s 45 below,” and we had a
great time running around in his hearse
and drinking good strong Canadian beer
.and being young and having a good
time. Being young. At first I thought,
“Well, I’m gonna quit this idiot group
and go play with him right now.” And
then I thought, “No, I’ll finish this tour
and then I’ll go back to New York and
set it all up so he can get visas,” ’cause
you know, having lived abroad I knew
how hard it was for foreigners to get
working papers for America.
You had to have an actual job lined
up so I went back to the club that I
worked at in New York City and Joe
Marra, sponsor of such greats as Timmy
Hardin. Joe Marra was probably respon
sible for the care and feedin’ of about
half of this year’s top ten. He fed and
kept working Timmy Hardin, Freddy
Neil, John Sebastian, and Tim Rose,
Cass and the Big Three, Jim and Jean,
Richard and Mimi, they all played there;
oh Peter Tork was there also, and Richie
Havens. I used to really love Timmy
Hardin, and Freddy Neil taught me an
incredible amount about playing rhythm
guitar, about playing guitar at all, you
know, a lot of the stuff I do with in
sinuating arrangements with my guitar,
all that came from Fred. I could never
sing that low so I could never sing his
songs that well, but boy! I mean Freddy
is probably responsible, Freddy and Tim
my Hardin and Richie Havens are prob
ably more responsible for my style, along
with Chet Atkins, than anybody else,
and then later Jimi Hendrix and Eric
Clapton. Those are the people who’ve
had the most effect on me as a musician.
Jim Freidman, who did the vocal arrang
ing for the big group, was probably my
biggest influence over-all. He’s incredible.
So you*d gone back to New York and
you were setting up Neil . . .
Right, I was trying to set up for Neil
and in the meantime Neil went to To
ronto, fell in with this chick, Vicky Tay
lor, I think her name was, who was a
folk singer who convinced Neil that he
was Bob Dylan. So Neil broke up the
band and decided to be Bob Dylan, and
was playing rhythm guitar, you know,
he would just go in and play acoustic
guitar in coffeehouses. So he started do
ing what I had been doing for three
years and which I decided I didn’t want
to do any more. He wanted to be Bob
Dylan and I wanted to be the Beatles.
We were, as I said, very young. All of
a sudden he decided he was gonna break
up his band an* go play coffeehouses
and so I just threw up my hands in dis
gust and went to California. He was,
however, writing incredible songs. Which
I hadn’t heard.
At that time my mom broke up with
my dad and so I went back to New Or
leans and picked up the girls, my mom
and my sister, and I said, “Well, if you
guys want a nice place to live, you should
go and live in San Francisco and I’ll go
to L.A. and try to make some money.”
When we first got to San Francisco I
walked into a little club called the Mat
rix and there was this group playing
and they were fair. The drummer was
good, he had a lot of spirit (Skip
Spence) and the guy singing tenor was

really good (Martin Balin) and the other
guy was pretty good too (Kantner).
The lead guitar player wasn’t much then,
but you should’ve heard me when I
started (that was Jorma) and the bass
player was obviously just getting into
that axe after having come from guitar
or somethin’ (Casady)— it turned out to
be the Jefferson Airplane.
We were staying in a motel like two
blocks away and I didn’t have enough
nerve to go home and get my 12 string
guitar and come and sit in, ’cause
they just looked like they were
very into their scene. It was just the
week before Ralph Gleason had done
his first story on this group, the Jeffer
son Airplane. That was when Signe was
still singing with the group and then
about two weeks later I went down to
Broadway where all the stripper clubs

really, although he really tri
Freddy it was a whole self-d
thing. Freddy goes all the way
the days of the Big Bopper ar
Holly. As a matter of fact, I
played in Buddy Holly’s band,
gold lame suits and everythin’. ]
up in Miami being very care
and cared for by his old lady. 1
come to New York really lo
and it would take about three \
him to string himself out con

As I understand it, I missc
by about a week, about a wee
he was playing at Gerde’s and
album made it, or it was like h
had already made it and he v,
a farewell gig at Gerde’s Folk
those days he was into things,
a story about Bobby where he
great number:

You gotta dig that part of my upbringing in the Soi
are but they had a coupla music clubs
there, like the Purple Onion was just
down the way. And this one place called
Mothers was playing this horrible group,
I mean absolutely incredibly horrible
group, but with one great chick who I
immediately fell madly in love with and
it turned out to be The Great Society.
I even went up to, I went up to Gracie
—I don’t think she remembers, but I
went up to Gracie and I said, wow, you
really play good. She played flute, she
played piano, she played guitar, she
played bass, she played everything she
could get her hands on and she sang
beautifully.
But this horrible group — and I said,
“Wow, man,” and I sat there. See, back
then I was really very neurotic. I would
always think of things to do, then not
do it, because I had a very isolated
existence before this. Face it, I was very
crazy. I wanted to get Gracie and take
her to L.A. and find her some good mu
sicians and form a band ’cause she was
really so good. Now, we’re all good
friends. This whole little circle keeps ex
panding and it’s very incestuous. The
good musicians seem to prevail. Freddy
hasn’t made it, because he hasn’t had the
luck or the PR man, but more’s the pity.
Did Freddy ever want to make it?
Freddy Neil never wanted to make it

This is just a story that I
it might not be true, but he ]
huge cape, a big black cape an<
top hat and he went roaring
Greenwich Village with about
dred dollars in single dollar b
he found some wino crashed ir
way and he walked up, came
up with this cape. He goes ‘
and hundreds of bills go flying
street and he turns around a
and this wino is standing then
must’ve been a scream. Eccen
probably the best escape valve
for the pressures of success. I 1
story’s true.
And the Grateful Dead. Th
the first people, I don’t know
it was the acid or what, to com
realization where they really di
a shit whether they made it
All they ever want to do is m 2
records and that’s pretty much w
at. It’s like, OK I like my hou:
like having a thoroughbred 1
the stable but when it really ge
to the bottom of it, I just want
my art and find an ol’ lady and
happy. Art for art’s sake. We
our own criterion for happiness,
me that’s it. I mean it’s hard to fi
true love in the Whisky A Go
Mr. Crosby so aptly puts it b

INSERT PAGE 7

3NE / MARCH

ried. With
-destructive
ay back to
and Buddy
I think he
d, with the
. He ended
irefuliy fed
. He would
looking fit
i weeks for
ompletely.
ssed Dylan
veek before
nd then his
; his album
was doing
>lk City. In
gs. I heard
he ran this

know, I’m sure one will come from
somewhere else.
Are you very sensitive about ladies?

Well, I think it’s pretty obvious.
So many of your songs seem to be
about Judy Collins.

Well, there are three things men can
do with women: love them, suffer for
them, or turn them into literature. I’ve
had my share of success and failure on
all three.
We’re up to San Francisco now.
Then I went to LA to seek my for
tune, and let’s see, I sold a bunch of
songs for $250. I borrowed a tape re
corder from one guy, a tape recorder
that you could over-dub to, so I could
have three things going. 1 could have
Stephen Stills, Channel 1, Stephen Stills,
Channel 2, and Stephen Stills live, and
the whole idea was if anybody came by
to give them an idea of what I wanted

right? They went to Motown and Neil
and Bruce were probably the first white
musicians ever signed to Motown Rec
ords. But Motown really didn’t take too
much to Neil and Bruce. Because they
would go into the studio, and being
only 18 years old, they would make
mistakes and Berry Gordy didn’t dig them
too much. And so anyway, we had this
band and the first gigs we got were with
the Byrds, playing second bill to a bunch
of concerts that they booked before they
had made it. in Southern California, and
we got $125 a concert for the whoie
band. Which was first of all illegal ac
cording to the musicians’ union but it’s
OK, because to this day I wish that
someone had been there recording those
concerts live. Because by the fourth or
fifth concert we were so good it was
absolutely astounding and the first week
at the Whisky was absolutely incredible.

where everything cancels out. Bruce
struck it with his bass that night. I said,
“Bruce, turn down, I can’t hear myself,
nobody can hear themselves, you’re
playin’ too loud,” and he slapped me
across the face. So I went completely
purple with rage and put him through
the drums, right in the middle of a club
in New York and everyone was very
shocked, but like 1 said this was in the
middle of when we were all really,
really flipped out. We all just flipped
right out, man, Neil, Bruce, me. the lot
of us. Ritchie and Dewey were sane:
they were the only sane ones in the
bunch and then we went back to Cali
fornia figuring it was all over and then
the prices went from $3500 to $5000
and $7000, and then we got a $10,000
gig at the Fillmore.
By then I’d given up hope because
everybody in the band was so crazy and

South was very militaristic. A lot of the ways l relate to situations is to simply take command. Because someone has to.
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to do with real people. Well, Barry Freidman came by, who is now known as
Frazier Mowhawk. He’s a producer for
Columbia or somebody, and he was real
ly responsible for the care and feeding
of the Buffalo Springfield.
We were driving down the street, me
and Ritchie, because I’d sent for Ritchie.
Barry told me I needed another singer
and so I went for Ritchie who was from
the old folk group, I told him there
was a whole group but there wasn’t
anybody but me. So we were looking
pretty hard. And so, we were drivin’
down the street and then there’s the fa
mous story of me, Neil Young and the
hearse, and we pulled up behind him ahd
there was a hearse with Ontario plates
and I said, I betcha I know who that is,
and there was Neil. So we went back to
Barry’s house and smoked a lot of dope
and started playin’, and it turned out
everybody was really good. Bruce Palmer,
the bass player, was incredible and we
just sorta latched on to each other im
mediately. Then we got a drummer
named Dewey.
Neil and Eruce had gotten together a
group called the Mynah Birds in Toronto
and gone to Detroit playing with this
guy named Ricky James Mathews who
was into being a black Mick Jagger,

We were just incredible, man, that’s
when we peaked, just like Clapton’s band,
the Cream, peaked at the Fillmore the
first time, and those were the first gigs
that they played, and from then it was
downhill. We peaked at the Whisky and
after then it was downhill. Our producer
didn’t know how to record such a thing,
and that virtually destroyed the band.
From then it was one division after an
other and then Neil flipping out. Neil
flipped out in the Whisky A Go Go
and so did I and so did Bruce, because
immediately there were all these chicks
hanging out and feeding us more and
better dope and everybody got really
high, and yet just down the street were
the MFQ [Modern Folk Quartet] who
never made it and that was really a
shame because they were better than us
in some ways.
Did you really beat each other up on
stage, like the legend has it?
I punched Bruce once. We went to
New York as a band with a reputation,
and we end up in this pretty small club
for a rock and roll band to play in. We
were all playin’ little bitty amplifiers to
try to make it tolerable. Bruce was playin’
so loud that nobody could hear them
selves and like my hearing is bad any
way and there’s a certain wave-length

I was beginning to want out. I was be
ginning to wake up a little and realize
that the pressures of really getting big
and making a lotta money, which it
looked like was gonna happen, would
destroy the band. Which was eventually
what happened. We were supposed to go
back to New York to do the Johnny
Carson show for a whole bunch of
money and that would have probably
led to a spot on Sullivan’s show which
was at the time the big thing to do.
This was 1966 and Neil flipped out and
quit and wouldn’t come, and went off
and hid in the San Fernando Valley at
some chick’s house, so we couldn’t do
the Johnny Carson show.
But by that time everybody was too
crazy, just too crazy, and that’s when
Neil had to quit, exactly at the time
when it meant the most. He decided
that it wasn’t worth it, probably he knew
the same thing, that Bruce wasn’t gonna
be able to handle it, and he probably
thought that I was just as crazy as he
was.
I was trying to be Boss Cat and try
ing to keep the thing in order. You
gotta dig that part of my upbringing in
the South was very militaristic. I was in
this military school and being taught
how to be an officer. Wow, I was like,

11. and that stuff can’t help but stick
’way down. Anyway, a lot of the ways
1 relate to situations like that is to
simply take command. Because someone
has to, because that is the only thing
that will work and of course somebody
like Neil or Bruce is instantly going
to rebel. So there was chaos. And my
way of thinking, I guess, is an older
style, but yet, in the movie we had
planned the Wooden Ships, the charac
ter 1 picked out for myself was a mili
tary man evolving into ueirig a freak,
right, in a situation where it was the
very basic survival situation. 1 got throw;n
in w'ith a bunch of freaks and the thing
w'as for me to come all the w'ay from
being a Mari: corps captain with a
swagger stick into being a freak. I was
gonna try to play that. I’d still like to
try and play that.
Another thing. 1 was readin’ in Grade's
interview [R o l l in g St q m , November
12, 1970] about their story about hijack
ing the starship, which sounds like Kantner's version of Wooden Ships, with a
new touch to it. So like between me and
Crosby and Paul Kantner is this movie
floating around. The “Wooden Ships”
story happened on the boat when • came
down from New York and finished the
song and immediately flashed, “Hey,
wow, this is a science /iction movie.”
When 1 first said that it could be a real
story, David thought 1 was crazy. It took
three days of telling the story for it to
sink in, then we all started making up
bits. There never was an ending to our
little story, right, but that other thing
of the space ship — from the wooden
ships to the starship!
Anyway, let’s make a statement for
rock and roll, let’s tell everybody once
and for final what we’re trying to do
and the only way you can do it is to
act it out on a screen. Easy Rider, to
me was just scratching the surface. They
just, they got a vague idea of the whole,
of what has evolved out of the Jefferson
Airplane and the Grateful Dead and the
Buffalo Springfield and the old Byrds
and all of that, on back and forth,
and Brandon de Wilde and Peter Fonda,
and this one and that. The whole life
style that’s evolved from all of these
people needs to be set down once and
for final. And the best way to do that
would be to act it out on the screen, to
really put it on the screen.
So you would like this movie to be a
pointer.
Well, the kids are makin’ their own
point. It’s not a pointer. It’s simpjv what
we’ve done is history', so lets put it
down clearly ourselves. We, the ones
who invented it, the Grateful Dead, the
Jefferson Airplane and the Buffalo Springfield, the Byrds and Roger McGuinn and
his mind, and Tim Leary and that mind
and Owsley and all those other people
who had so much to do with this new
thing, this new order of things that’s come
out of rock and roll. It’s not rock and
roll as much as the product of these
minds.
A film can be shown anywhere. May
be in 20 years time it will be shown
on television, because in 20 years it will
be us who’ll be the government, which
controls television. If there is going to
be a government, which I certainly hope.
A lot of people don’t think there should
be, but I think that by natural process
they’ll come to the logical conclusion
that a governing body is a necessity.
They’re beginning to discover that in
San Francisco. The rock groups are start
ing to organize themselves in various
ways to carry out certain ends. It’s basic
ally fairly anarchistic, but, at the same
time, the whole thing with the spin-off
groups is going to make them get it to
gether, and the very v/ay that they or
ganize themselves—road managers set
ting up their own tours and then using
the money to do something with and so
on—that’s the basic process.
It’s really the same as the Treasury
Department, judicial system and the ex
ecutive branch of the government of the
United States. It all comes from the
same basic instinct in the people which
is to try to be efficient in their efforts
because we’re basically a gregarious spe
cies. Being so, we tend to organize. And
so there will always be a governing sort
of something, particularly as long as there
are people within the society who can
not control themselves and have to go
out and kill people, and go out and rob
people and go out and even tear up
somebody’s house or just generally make
a nuisance of themselves, with their fel
low men. It’s a theory, anyway.
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—from page 4
In January, he plans to go on a na
tional tour. “My band’s gonna be com
posed of Southern people just ’cause we
get along good together,” he says. “We
all like grits.” Alec will be the last Tay
lor to lose his taste for grits.
Kate Taylor lives in a storefront, a
bakery converted into a studio by a Vine
yard sculptor. The large, single room
contains a phonograph, a spinning
wheel, some pussywillows in the window,
a bed, a table and a Franklin stove. It
has the quaint, bare look of a hundred
Cape Cod studios.
Kate greeted me with a trembling
hand, openly frightened on the occasion
of her first interview. Her manager, also
Peter Asher, has phoned from L.A. the
night before to warn her of the dangers
of premature publicity, but Alec has pre
vailed on her to talk to the press; she
is doing it for him. To postpone the
ordeal, she makes herb tea.
Kate is a beauty. She has fine fea
tures, slender fingers, and long Dietrich
legs; one anticipates a fragile, Joni Mit
chell voice. But then she puts on her
acetate: she can belt out a song and de
liver a fiery blues.
Finally an interview begins. What was
it like to grow up surrounded by boys?
“It was hard.” Her voice that has James’
soft inflections in it. “It’s not hard now,
except that it’s family and sometimes
that gets heavy. But when I was grow
ing up, everybody felt real inferior to
-everybody else, so everybody liked to
tease everybody else and it was pretty
vicious for a while.”
Kate left the male-dominated Chapel
Hill as soon as she could. At the Cam
bridge School of Weston, just outside of
Boston, she gave concerts for the stu
dent body, but got cut in Glee Club au
ditions. She made a point of singing
around the music teacher “so he woulc
see what he missed.” Toward the end
of high school, she began to inflict physi
cal pain on herself, burning her arms. At
the recommendation of a psychiatrist,
she committed herself to McLean, just
after Liv.
Sister Kate’s Soul Stew Kitchen, her
McLean group, was a juke-box band
which churned out copies of current hits.
But Kate shone as the vocalist. The
band’s most successful gig consisted of a
set immediately after a college produc
tion of The Importance of Being Earn
est. They rose from the orchestra pit on
an elevator, blasting out the riff from
“Sunshine of Your Love.”
After several months, Kate left Mc
Lean and enrolled in Boston’s Berklee
School, a jazz institute, “to learn how
to write songs like Laura Nyro.” She
failed miserably. “I was too scared,” she
says. She also went on a brief trip to
London with James, who took her to
Apple. Together, they sang for Peter
Asher. Two months later, Peter handed
her a record contract. “It was pretty
nice,” she says, “ ‘cause when I sang 1
was pretty nervous and stuff.”
A year ago January, she went to Cali
fornia to make her first record, but was
too nervous to perform. “It was just aw
ful for everyone to see me that uptight,”
she says. Last fall she went back, still
scared but determined to succeed. Asher
patiently eased her into the sessions and
supported her with a spectacular L.A.
production job— Elton John and Carole
King on piano; Russ Kunkle and Bishop
on drums, Dan Kootch, James, and Bernie Leadon of the Burritos on guitar;
Merry Clayton, Linda Ronstadt and
friends doing backup vocals. . . . They
even flew in Motown’s star tambourine
player to fill in the rhythm tracks.
Meanwhile, back at the Vineyard, Alec
is just rolling up in his Toyota Land
Cruiser. “If I had my choice,” says Alec,
“I wouldn’t do anything, but Iv e got a
wife and a kid to support anu the music
industry is one place where you can
make a pantload of money fast.”
Kate replies that if she relies on
James’ fame to sell her records, she’ll
never have a long career of her own.
“I don’t think I’ll be around in ten
years,” Alec says. “If I am still singin’
then, that’s great, but I’m not counting
on it.”
Alec’s imperturbability is beginning to
get to Kate, and his insistence that James
is going to sell their records for them
isn’t doing much for her confidence.
Sensing the tension, everybody agrees
that the time has come to look for
James.
Alec warns us that James is in a bad
mood. The contractor had promised
James that his new house would be fin
ished last May, then by the first of N o
vember. It’s now mid-November and the
house is still no more than & shell.

James has muttered something about
giving up the whole project if he can’t
move in by December.
We turn off the main drag onto a
rutted dirt road that makes the Ho Chi
Minh Trail look like Highway 61. James
has chosen a site a mile in the woods
that is not only secluded but almost in
accessible. The house, designed by
James, stands on a wooded rise. Nar
row, tall and peaked, it looks suspicious
ly like a church, complete with a rose
window in the west wall.
James is sawing off lengths of batten
and hammering them to the side of the
house. In his new chin whiskers, his
Mark Trail shirt and his straw hat, he
is the image of the demon-farmer. He
does not stop working to greet us; in
fact, he actively ignores us. Alec acts as
intermediary and holds a mumbled con
ference with James: He comes back with
the intelligence that James will talk to
us tonight over dinner and that the pho

Nashville’s WLAC, “the best radio sta
tion I’ve ever heard.” The Taylor boys
used to listen to it every night, and its
black disc jockeys introduced them to
Slim Harpo and John Lee Hooker.
Baby James once again becomes the
focus of attention, as James and Alec
chase him around the house on their
hands and knees. Inevitably, Baby James
falls down and starts to bawl. Brent takes
him in her lap and begins to rock. Alec „
takes the only record in the house, an
acetate of Tom Rush’s new album, and
puts it on the cheap, tinny portable pho
nograph. Just as Tom begins to sing
“Rockabye, Sweet Baby James,” Baby
James himself falls asleep in Brent’s
arms. On that note of poetic perfection,
Alec and his family take their leave.
For the next hour, James restlessly
seeks ways to escape the tape recorder.
He chops wood for the fire, washes dish
es, drives down the road to make a
phone call, and debates going to a town

Alec, with a taste for grits and un-torn up about his name
tographer can go to work.
Each time the photographer focuses
his lens, James shifts position or holds
the saw in front of his face. Finally he
says, “Don’t aim that thing at me, OK?
I hear it causes cancer.”
Dinner is served that night in James’
temporary quarters — a Vineyard sum
mer cottage that contains four small
rooms, a collection of Reader’s Digest
anthologies, James’ three guitars and lit
tle else. Alec, Brent and Baby James
have come, but Kate, still angry with
Alec, has stayed at home.
James sits by himself in a comer,
quietly eating his steak. There are two
radios in the room, both blaring WABC
in New York. Baby James walks over
to James, holding a glass of beer from
which he has been sipping. “I’ll teach
you a toast,” says James. “Chimo!” and
he clinks glasses with Baby James. Baby
James will not let him alone and insists
on doing gymnastics on his knee. Sud
denly Cousin Brucie, the manic WABC
disc jockey, is saying, “And now Number
Five cornin’ your way, ‘Fire and Rain’!”
“That’s you,” cries Baby James. James
gets up and leaves the room. He loathes
having James the pop star invade the
privacy of James the islander. Not to
mention the press.
Alec launches into a long rap about

meeting in Vineyard Haven.
The interview he finally gives recalls
Dylan’s exercises in evasion. He throws
up smokescreens of trivial details but
never makes a cleancut generalization.
What statements he makes he whittles
down with contradictions until they are
almost meaningless. “No, that’s not true,”
he says at the end of one story, or “No,
all that’s bullshit.”
He acts so defensively, perhaps, be
cause he has been taught from child
hood that anything he says carries tre
mendous importance. Whatever the rea
son for his defensiveness, he vacillates
between surliness and self-depreciation.
At one point he trails off and says. “God,
I don’t give such a hotshit interview,
huh? Ain’t one of the heavies.”
A month and a half later he seemed
a different person. Open, hospitable, and
anxious to clarify his points, he volun
teered information about his family, his
songwriting and his addiction to heroin
that he had guarded the first time. Now
he was only soft-spoken, perhaps more
relaxed in that he knew me, perhaps re
lieved that his house was nearly finished.
At any rate, he showed the other side of
James Taylor— a dichotomy come true.
As if to explain his former reticence,
he says: “Largely I deal with chunks of
myself, selling them, or getting them

across, or talking about them in inter
views. And sometimes it’s very hard, espsecially if you have serious doubts as to
who you are or what you represent, and
no strong doctrine or philosophy or any
thing to draw on. I just want to contin
ue to put out. . . . I tend to shy away
from analyzing myself and thinking of it
and stuff ’cause I really don’t know what
it means. And to be popular, successful
and looked at by a lot of people and
have a lot of people get a lot of things
out of. What you do, just puts that much
more pressure on it and it makes you
want to seek solid ground more than
ever. But I’d like to stay at sea, or in
the air, or wherever.”
After the first, tentative talk, we drove
to Alec’s house. Hugh and his old lady
have come over to help consume a fifth
of Scotch. Alec is under doctor’s orders
not to talk or smoke for a week, but he
is puffing on a Winston, garrulously or
ganizing a concert for 300 people at the
Community Center. He, James, Kate,
and Joni Mitchell have agreed to per
form at a benefit for the Free School,
where Baby James goes, and now he is
trying to enlist Hugh.
Hugh, who looks like a blond, sharp
er featured, skinnier version of James,
agrees to sing the concert. Someday, he
says, he might even sing professionally
because he is “interested in the money.”
“I could also get into recording
studios,” he says, “but I wouldn’t want
to go out and perform for people every
night. I’d rather stay here and work for
Emmett,” the master carpenter. He lives,
with his girlfriend and without utilities,
in a house which, Vineyard legend has
it, once belonged to the harpooner of
Moby Dick.
James, Alec, some friends and myself
decide to drive to the Ritz Bar in Oak
Bluffs. Ritz is a bit of a misnomer; the
bar has fake panelling, Formica tables,
and a clientele of long hairs and blue
collar workers, Dichotomies!
For a nightcap, James drinks three
beers, three Scotches on the rocks and
a tequila— this on top of the better part
of a fifth of Glenlivet. “I can get high
on alcohol,” says James, but admits,
“I’m a druggie.” He still uses pot, hash,
uppers, downers, opium, cocaine, acid,
and mescaline.
Just after he ran his motorcycle into
a tree last year, he says, he dropped
mescaline, went down to the seashore,
and sat on a pile of rocks with casts on
his hands and feet. As he sat there, the
wind came up, buzzed in his ears, and
taught him to sing, just as the Mescalito
teaches the Yaqui Indian a song in The
Teachings of Don Juan. The words went:
“Mescalito has opened up my eyes.”
He has also written a peyote song and
two acid songs, but he means to give
up both mescaline and acid. “Acid
waters me down,” he says. “After a
while my friends who drop a lot of acid
know better than to do anything any
more.” He intends to record the Mesca
lito song on his album next month. “To
do it right, I may have to take mescaline
just one last time.”
We talk about the rumor that Henry
Luce, the founder of the Time-Life em
pire, had died while tripping on acid.
“Probably his system just did what he
wanted to do,” says James. “Probably
he just saw what every 15 or 16-year-old
who takes acid sees— that you might as
well die.”
With everyone at the table now at new
plateaus of inebriation, James begins to
give Alice some advice about going on
tour.
“Get away from it whenever you can,”
he says, “and treat yourself good. ’Cause
you won’t believe how wasted you’re
gonna get on the road. You meet people
who give you all kindsa tastes.” He
sniffs an imaginary pinch of coke. “Just
gotta see if it’s poison. Just gotta taste
it to see if it’s any good.”
As we are getting ready to leave, one
of the blue collars calls over to James.
“What’s up?”
“What’s up?” James repeats, almost to
himself. “Nothing. Ask me what’s down.
Everything. N o.”
As we walk away from the Ritz, I
keep thinking of something James had
said earlier in the day: “Sometimes I
wonder if I’ll be able to write songs now
that things are going better. Because I
think a lot of art comes from a painful
place. I think fear, or pain or some kind
of discomfort is the major motivation
for almost all endeavor.” The German
poet Rilke, when he refused to be psy
choanalyzed said, “If you take away my
demons, you will also take away my
angels.”
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Midnight
in Babylon
by
lules Siegel

Call up the vision gardens and order
me a newer planet to live and work on.
This old earth is too bilboed and shac
kled, too chained, too sacked and sand
bagged, too beat, too narrow, too filthy,
too vile and poisonous, and too near
death for me to dwell or to grow on.
— Woody Guthrie
February 6, 1947
In Los Angeles they comtnit suicide
during the long rains when they can
not get out to the beach, or the golf
course, or the ball park. Television is
not the universal antidote for the poi
sons of loneliness. And loneliness is the
great disease of Los Angeles. Too many
of its citizens are refugees and wanderers
who ran away from the old tangles of
family roots and class lines. They wanted
to be individuals. They wanted to be
free. Now, riding around in their cars,
they are free to go wherever the
freeway leads.
Each of them, in a personal cell of
rubber and glass and plastic and steel,
is the master of a rolling universe that !
can be as totally comfortable and self- j
sustaining as an egg — and just as
fragile. And just as separate. The only
real communication is contact. When you
live in an egg, contact is the most dan
gerous game. The habit of the high
way becomes the habit of life. Friend
ships are quick passages on a crowded
road. Love is a terrifying accident.
But there are nights when you see
a bigger picture. The freeway loops out
into space. The signs are blank and mean
ingless. Everything is as clear and sharp
and brilliant as if seen in a vacuum.
This is the smooth, fast current of the
high energy distribution stream. This is
the Road. If you can be on this race
way there is no reason to go anywhere
else. This moment has been your des
tination all along.
When the heavy rain comes, this riv
er is too turbulent for ordinary traffic.
Home is a prison of endless time filled o
with meaningless objects counted and re- o
counted over and over again. It is li-H
brary of mirrors. It is not long before gj
there is nothing new to reflect. Sleeping ;§
pills erase the clock. Almost everyone SI
in Los Angeles has sleeping pills.
It was not yet winter and it was not
yet raining, but it would be before the
week was over. I had an assignment to
interview James Taylor, a 22-year-old
kid all the smart people had decided was
going to be the next whirlwind of money.
He was opening at Doug Weston’s Trou
badour, a folkie joint on Santa Monica
Boulevard near Doheny just about where
West Hollywood meets Beverly Hills.
It was the right time of year for James
Taylor, the way heavy winter is the right
time of year for Bob Dylan and sum
mer is the right time for the Beatles. He
is the voice of the borderline, of late
autumn. I did not want to go see him.
I was hung up in West Hollywood with a
bottle of sleeping pills.
West Hollywood. It is one of those
perfectly American hells where everyone
who wants to make it in big-time showand-tell goes to pay dues. The casualties
are counted day and night at Hollywood
Receiving, an emergency room without
a hospital. Some of those who survive
go back to Sunset Strip and try again
at killing themselves. Others wind up
punching supermarket cash registers un
to eternity.
Right nearby, there is Beverly Hills.
That’s where the superstars live. It is a
different kind of hell with different dues,
but it is hell. Or maybe it is only Purga
tory. Beverly Hills is where you make
your payments for admission to Big Sur.
When it rains in Big Sur you stand

among the big trees and listen to the song
that Siblelius heard. You can let your
self get wet there. It is a clean rain. You
need that rain when you get out of the
mirror factory.
Is your life too small? Fill it with
friends. They come supplied on tape,
film, record. They are almost real. They
are reflections of the superstar, the
image of yourself that you would like to
see, the voice that you would like to
hear. They give you thoughts to think,
lines to speak, show you what to wear.
They know what you want.
Here is Bob Dylan talking about his
fans in a motel outside of Seattle while
waiting to leave for a concert which ten
thousand persons have paid to hear.
Dylan is halfway through his tour. Ha
waii and Australia lie ahead. He has
been taking a lot of speed to keep going.
He l o o k s terrible, exhausted, wired.
Sometimes he makes no sense at all, but
at the moment, crossed leg chugging up
and down, he is painfully lucid:
“They want me to be their friend.
They want to take me home with them.
They can’t so they buy my records in
stead. Where’s that at, a piece of plastic?
They sit around like lamps waiting for
me to turn them on.”
Dylan’s Big Sur is Woodstock. James
Taylor is building a house in Martha’s
Vineyard, an island in the Atlantic Ocean
off Massachusetts. The superstars who
find no islands make the front pages

the hard way: Marilyn Monroe, James
Dean, Brian Jones, Jimi Hendrix, Janis
Joplin. Listen to Janis Joplin talking
on the telephone. It is the Christmas
season, 1969. Playboy has assigned John
Bowers to write an article about her.
She is staying at the Chelsea Hotel in
New York:
“Who is John Bowers?” asks Janis.
“Do you really know him? Why does
Playboy want to interview me? Why do
they all want to interview me? What do
they want to know? I know that I’m not
special. They act like I’m magic. I don’t
feel like magic. I don’t understand what’s
happening to me. You can explain it to
me. You’re a writer. You know what
they want. Why are they doing this to
me?”
When the news of her death arrived,
I felt nothing at all, but I remembered
that John Bowers had done a cover story
on Sharon Tate for the Saturday Even
ing Post.
And, o f course, while it is midnight
and we are in Babylon, there is the
memory of that other superstar, Bobby
Kennedy. In Oxnard, California, while
campaigning for Pat Brown in 1966,
he was in a car that was surrounded
by shrieking people who began rock
ing it back and forth for fun. During the
California presidential primary in 1968,
he was riding in an open car to a rally
at a college in the San Fernando Val
ley. Someone threw a dead flashbulb at

him. It hit him in the mouth, chipping
a tooth. He fell to the floor of the car
holding his hands to his face. His hands
were covered with raw red scabs from
the friction of so many hands grabbing
at him. Jack Newfield, his biographer,
says that it is not true that Bobby went
in to a men’s room and vomited after
this incident.
The day of the primary I went to see
Newfield at the Ambassador Hotel. I was
an hour late. First it had been impossible
to get a cab. Then the cab I did get
broke down halfway to the hotel. Jack
took me up to the candidate’s suite. It
was an awful apartment with pastel
walls and cheap old white plastic furni
ture. The telephone men were pulling out
the phones. Some young speechwriters
were standing around.
Newfield and I had lunch in the hotel
dining room. He signed for the check.
We went into the press room. “Do you
want to call anyone?” Jack asked. “Just
dial any number you want.” We called
Dan Wolfe, editor of The Village Voice,
in New York.
“How does it look, Julie?” Wolfe asked
me.
“Not very good,” I answered.
“That’s funny. Jack says it looks great.”
I made another call to a friend’s wife
in Chicago, and then another to the
friend. Then Jack and the speechwriters
took me home, stopping first at Head
East on Sunset Strip to buy themselves
hippie costumes. That night, I did not
go to campaign headquarters for the
victory party because I do not like
crowds. A telephone call woke me from
sleep. Bobby Kennedy had been shot. I
went back to sleep without turning on
the television.
In the morning, Newfield called.
“How does it feel to live in Dallas?”
he ask^d. The same as it does to live
in Jerusalem, I thought. Bobby Ken
nedy had paid his dues almost in full.
There was a massive campaign debt left
over. I have never felt quite comfortable
about being part of that debt.
A month or so before the murder I
had written a piece for the Voice in
which I talked about running for Presi
dent as a highly structured suicide at
tempt, electioneering for crucifixion. I
concluded the article: “Only Bobby Ken
nedy can understand exactly what he is
getting into. He is the only one I can
vote for, because he is the only one
whose insanity I can respect.” The Voice
rejected the story.
I recall it only as evidence that it was
no special act of intelligence to judge
the danger involved in Bobby Kennedy’s
campaign. I had met JFK during the
1960 campaign while I was doing pub
licity for Citizens for Kennedy in N as
sau County, Long Island. I had chatted
with RFK during the Pat Brown tour.
“Are all Village Voice reporters beat
niks?” he asked Newfield later on. That
was the sum of my special knowledge.
When the manuscript of Newfield’s
biography of Bobby Kennedy was fin
ished, he sent me a copy to read and,
possibly, review. I read it, looked for
my name, which seemed to be the only
one missine, and wrote Jack a horribly
depressed letter explaining that I just
couldn’t review the book because I was
still too disgusted with the whole theme.
After the book was published, I met
Phil Ochs one night by chance at the
Troubadour bar. We’ve known each other
for a long time. While I was doing my
first story on rock and roll in 1965
and hanging around the fringes of the
Hullabaloo and Shindig scenes in Los
Angeles, Phil was playing Ash Grove
and
his first Hollywood groupies.
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The following year, I was in Babylon
again waiting for Bob Dylan to give
me a royal audience for a story I was
doing on him for the Saturday Evening
Post. That story was to be my downfall.
Ochs was playing at the Golden Bear in
Huntington Beach. We spent a day to
gether bullshitting about Dylan, with
whom Phil had once been friendly, but
was no longer, apparently because he had
told Bob not to release “Crawl in
Through My Window,” which he thought
a very bad record.
Dylan’s road manager, Victor Maymudis, was living up on a hill in the Los
Feliz district in Tom Law’s castle, which
was one of the earliest and classiest of
the high-level crash pads masquerading
as communes. It was an open house,
with excellent dope and good food and
lots of entertaining freaks. We went up
to look for Maymudis in hope that I
might connect with Dylan.
We opened the unlocked door and
walked in. There was Dylan sitting at
the dining room table drinking apple
cider with Lisa Law and other people,
all of whom began screaming. Dylan
screamed the loudest and with a Scorpionic venom although he is a Gemini.
He directed the abuse at me, but I had
the feeling that it was all for Phil. The
other people at the table must have
felt the same way. Although they all
had known Ochs for years, they pretend
ed he was invisible.
Phil disappeared. Dylan calmed down
and we had a semi-rational discussion
about the interview. I agreed to give
Bob a written set of questions, found
Ochs pacing around outside on the ter
race and put him in the car and split.
He had his shirt open and was scratch
ing like a hound with cosmic fleas, cov
ered from head to toe with hives the size
of quarters. “1 think he’s clinically in
sane,” he said.
One of the questions on the list I
gave Dylan was, “You are always com
plaining about the way the press treats
you. Do you think there is anything
you might be doing to cause them to
dislike you?” He called back as sweet
as milk and invited me to come to Hawaii
with him.
“Who was that with you the other
day?” he asked. “I couldn’t see so good,”
I told him. “He’s terrible,” Dylan said.
“He’s a terrible person. He should be
sued for defamation of character for
calling himself a songwriter.”
After my article appeared, while I
was glorying in the grandeur of Bob
Dylan’s reflected glow, actually being
asked for autographs and giving them, I
received a message by way of Sandy
Konikoff, Dylan’s drummer on the main
land section of the tour. Sandy was now
with the Gentle Soul, a group being
managed by Billy James, Bob’s first press
agent at Columbia.
The Gentle Soul consisted of Sandy,
Pamela Poland and some other people
I can’t remember. For a while, they were
living in Billy’s garage. That was a stand
ard thing with Billy’s acts, living in the
garage while they waited for the big
time to fall down upon them. Billy was,
and is, married to the former Judy Marichal, who produced In White America,
and then came out to Hollywood in an
ancient Jaguar convertible which fell
apart on arrival. She became so adept at
cooking for hordes of people that even
tually she and Billy and Bobby Klein,
a photographer, conned some money
from a bunch of people and opened
The Black Rabbit Inn, on Melrose, in
Los Angeles. It is the best restaurant
in Babylon. Now they are raising more
money to open a hotel at Big Sur.
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The Gentle Soul was a Columbia act,
produced by Terry Melcher. I met him
at the Columbia Records convention
at the Dunes Hotel, Las Vegas, July
1966, just at the time the Dylan article
came out. There was a paper bag full
of extremely superior grass. I had just
begun to get into dope and this was
the best I had ever smoked. I remember
being in a room with Simon and Garfunkle, David Anderle, Terry and Billy,
stoned into a state of pure telepathy,
doing imitations of Dylan.
The next day, Terry got bored and
fled. A grass famine hit the hotel. People
were hitting on Mexican waiters for
joints. Paul Simon wandered through the
casino complaining: “I don’t mind that
there aren’t any girls,” he said. “I can
always jerk<4f. But I can’t think up a
joint.”
Billy dialed room service and asked
if they could send up some grass. They
told him to try the Sands.
Back in Los Angeles, Billy talked
me into doing a story for the Saturday
Evening Post on the Gentle Soul. It was
going to be all about how a rock single
is made. I had my lead already written
in my mind: it was about guitars hanging
in pawn shops, each one a broken dream.
The Soul rehearsed and rehearsed and
rehearsed.
Terry moved them into a house in the
hills above Sunset Strip and paid all their

expenses. He was producing Paul Revere
and the Raiders, a group which was mak
ing him all kinds of money. He did not
seem to be extremely impressed by the
Raiders’ musical talents. Terry was pre
paring himself for Raider sessions by
dropping Tuinol, a heavy barbiturate, to
turn himself off to what he was tracking
on tape.
The Soul took a lot of acid and began
walking around telling each other how
much they were learning. They couldn’t
cut their record because “We’re just
so far ahead of ourselves all the time.”
The Gentle Soul never did cut that
record in time for me to write my article.
I got into the Beach Boys instead. The
combined expense account for the two
stories, covering a period of more than
six months may have been one o f the
factors that sank the Post. I finally started
writing the story on the Beach Boys.
I had been warned that if I didn't get
it in on time for the deadline I would
never write again for the Post. I took
quarts of Desbutols and rammed my way
through the piece within hours of the
cut-off. There was no time to mail it, so
I took it over to Western Union and filed
it as a telegram.
N o one at the Saturday Evening Post
had ever seen a telegram that long. It
came out of the teletype like toilet paper,
raving on and on about these teenage
idols. N o one at the Post except the en
tertainment editor, Melvin B. Shestack,

had ever heard of the Beach Boys. The
managing editor, Otto Friedrich, had
never heard a rock and roll record. He
had never heard of the assignment, either.
It was rejected
I was forced to give up free-lance
writing and take a job as editor of
Cheetah magazine. This was being pro
moted by a couple of public relations
types who had been the publishers of
Signature, the Diners Club magazine. The
only reason they hired me was because
no one else would work for them. They
wanted to publish Teen Set. I gave
them a cross between the Los Angeles
Free Press and the Psychedelic Review.
There was not one page in the first issue
that did not have a dope reference.
The publishers fired me the day be
fore the first issued appeared. This may
have had something to do with a heart
attack that one of them suffered just be
fore the magazine went to press. It
was not a very bad heart attack, and al
though it is true that I once wished —
before witnesses — that such an attack
might occur so that I could do my
work without being bothered, it is not
true that I called the victim in his sick
bed to tell him I was hoping he would
die.
What I actually said was, “Well, are
you going to live or are you going to
die?”
“Why do you want to know?” he
asked.
“So I can decide whether or not to
move into your office.” I thought this
was extremely funny. And still do.
Cheetah folded after eight issues. For
tunately for the Diners Club men, they
latched on to a property that was more
in their line, Weight Watchers magazine.
This publication is said to be very suc
cessful.
They now claim that the reason Chee
tah failed was that kids’ minds change
so fast it’s hard to keep up with what
thev’re thinking. That’s probably true in
their case, neither of them being speedy
thinkers.
They are now publishing National
Lampoon, which has an excellent parody
of Rolling Stone in the current issue,
eood reproduction, and very non-controversial satire. Cigarette advertising will
probably keep it alive forever.
Anyway, it was a season of great mis
ery that lasted a long time, and I be
lieve that it began with Sandy Konikoffs message. “Hey, Jules,” he said,
looking about furtively to make sure
that no one was spying on us, “hey Jules,
I heard from Bob. He’s really hot about
the story. He hates it. He says he’s going
to have you wasted.”
I laughed.
Since then, many bad things have be
fallen me, not the least of which was
slipping and falling and breaking my hip
in front of my mother’s apartment. Phil
Ochs was attacked by those terrible hives
merely for criticizing a Dylan record. I
don’t know what Dylan disliked about
that article I wrote, except, maybe, that
I pictured him as a crazy, whining little
boy which is what he looked like to me,
but I have no doubt that I have been
living under his curse. What else could
account for my misery?
You want to be careful about your
relationship with superstars, for they are
powerful people, and life does not consist
only of science. There are thoughts that
have fists.
In the Troubadour bar, Ochs, looking
fatter than usual and heavily dissipated,
asked me what I thought of Newfield’s
b o o k about RFK. I told him that I
couldn’t really comment about the book’s
—Continued on Next Page
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value as a work of art or history, be
cause I was so unhappy about the way
in which it was created. Bobby Ken
nedy died because Jack Newfield wanted
to write a book about him. He died be
cause Jerome Kretchmer was tired of be
ing an Assemblyman and wanted to get
a leg up on a powerful horse.
It is viciously unfair of me to single
out these two of my friends for so meta
physical an accusation. They happen to
be the only ones whose names I know
and whose actions I am close enough
to judge. There were many others. They
talked Robert F. Kennedy into running
for president. They did it for the best
of reasons. The country needed him.
But they needed him more than the
country did. Through him they could
exercise power.
Man is responsible for his own acts.
Bobby Kennedy made the decision him
self. But if his friends had thought of
him and not the country there was only
one kind of advice they could have giv
en him. If they had been thinking of
his agony instead of their own ambitions
there was only one kind of advice they
would have given him. He was a superstar, the heaviest of the superstars, and
superstars can’t go out in public.
Never mind the assassin. It was the
people he had to fear. They wanted to
eat him alive. It was as if the Beatles,
at the height of the mania, had walked
through Yankee Stadium shaking hands.
It might have turned out beautifully. The
kids might have been polite and sweet
and respectful. Or they might have tom
them flesh from bone.
Anyone who has been in a crowd of
people excited by lust should understand
the danger. The people are a monster.
When they collect in great numbers they
become high. They are not used to be
ing high. They do strange things. At the
end of a Beach Boys concert in Indiana
polis kids started tearing the seats up
and throwing them at the stage. For
fun. While the Beach Boys were still
playing.
It is possible that only reason Woodstock was peaceful is that it rained so
hard. That was a miracle. It is hard to
arrange for miracles. There was no mira
cle at Altamont. There were no surprises.
Ochs thought my opinion was in very
bad taste. He is not a superstar. He was
once part of a superstar’s circle. He
was jealous. It is nothing to be ashamed
of. Everyone is jealous of superstars,
particularly the smaller people in their
circle. Every superstar has a circle. The
circles intersect, like spheres of influence.
It is possible to become very rich where
those circles intersect.
Once the circle is in existence it is
difficult for new people to penetrate. Part
of this has to do with the jealousy, and
the money. The more important rea
son is that this is the way the superstar
wants it. It is his protection from the
energy-wasters and the threats and the
various uglinesses that are drawn to the
center.
The circle around James Taylor this
night before the rain was hard and hos
tile. N o one was swaggering, which is the
worst vibration that whirls through the
outer circles, but everyone was uptight.
But people at the Troubadour are always
uptight. It probably has something to do
with Doug Weston.
Doug Weston knows what he is doing.
The Troubadour has somehow managed
to make money out of folkies, an audi
ence suffering from hardening of the
bank account. Or maybe he is very lucky.
There is nothing very special about the
place. It is the standard large dingy

room complete with regulation bare brick
wall, plain wooden benches, and a com
plete set of schizoid beatnik waitresses.
This is where the Hollywood intellec
tuals hang out. N ot all of the audience
is intellectual. Most of them are college
kids trying to look intellectual so that
they won’t have to be embarrassed about
jerking off. The real intellectuals here are
the ones who can read the menu with
out moving their lips.
The super-intellectuals are found in the
bar. There is a Monday night super-in
tellectual tradition at the Troubadour.
That’s when the new talent tries out. The
super-intellectuals are kids who write
for the underground press. Having writ
ten one article for Open City is still a
decent ticket of admission to this caste,
even though the paper has been dead a
long time. These young writers all con
sider themselves superior to the new
talent. They are wrong. There is no
way to become a superstar by writing.
You must be a performer.
It is more important to be a superstar
than to be a super-intellectual. Superstars make more money. They also have
groupies. Writers do not have groupies.
Very famous writers sometimes are tak
en on by celebrity M k ers, but celebrity
M iters are not as good as groupies.
They are usually older, and not as pretty,
and not nearly so fanatic in their de
sire to please. I have heard that Erich
Segal, the author o f Love Story, has
groupies, but I do not believe it, al
though it is possible. The book was a
group effort, so maybe there can be
groupies. But then he is no longer a
member of the class of writers. Writing,
like masturbation, is by definition an in
dividual act. It doesn’t count if you don’t
do it alone. There is no such thing as
mutual masturbation. Mutual friction is
the better term.
To the young writers, the only per
formers who really count are the ones
who write their own material. These are,
if enormously successful, intellectual su
perstars. The Beach Boys, though they
write their own material, are not con
sidered intellectual superstars. I have
never really understood why not. Their
songs are just as good as Simon & Garfunkel’s, maybe better. It is one of those
peculiarities of fashion, like the prejudice
against Norman Rockwell or Andrew
Wyeth.
James Taylor, I had been told, is an
intellectual superstar. If so, he would be
one of the few I have met. In my own
system, I count only Bob Dylan in this
class, but I am probably showing my
age there. I know one person who has
been both an intellectual and a star,
but not at the same time. This is Tom
Nolan, who is now a really gifted writer.
When he was a kid he played the juve
nile lead in Buckskin, a Western TV
series that was the second most popu
lar show in America. You may never
have heard of it, but at one time there
were Tommy Nolan comic books. I once
asked him how he felt about the comic
books when he first saw them. “I thought
it was only right,” he said.
Taylor had once been on Apple. Now
he was on Warner Bros.-Reprise. The
publicity office had supplied me with a
fat pile of press clippings, most of them
reviews of his latest album, Sweet Baby
James. Everyone liked the record. Some
one did not like a song called “Steam
roller.” Corb Donahue, writing in the
Los Angeles Free Press, said James Tay
lor had a “laid back” style.
Alfred G. Aronowitz, pop columnist
for the New York Post, gave him a whole
column. That seemed significant. Arono
witz is the best writer in the world on

the music scene. Dylan was once asked
if there was anyone he thought might
be able to save the world. “Alfred G.
Aronowitz,” he answered. Here are some
of the things he had to say about James
Taylor:
The songs that James sings are his
own, born out of the torture that twice
sent him into mental institutions . . .
speaks for his generation with the kind of
cool authority that seems destined to elect
him one of the spokesmen of his time . . .
son of the dean of the University of
North Carolina M edical School . . . 17
and in boarding school the first time
he com mitted himself. “I was suicidal,'*
he says, “It was the only place l could
go.” . . . second time after recording his
first album. “It seemed like a good
idea at the time.**
Is James Taylor going to be the next
public phenomenon? It*s a little early
in the cycle for such an event, but
that*s the league James has applied for.
May the Lord have mercy on him.
Reading back over the column, I
found something that my eye had skipped
over:
Who is James Taylor, this young thin
giant with long dark hair and a wispy
beard who walks through the crowds that
come to adore him with a half-smile
on his lips and distant visions in his
eyes like Jesus in an era when we al
ready have too many, and at the same
time one too few?
Oh, of course, I thought, that heavy.
Another one. N o wonder Aronowitz asks
the Lord to have mercy on him. I was
developing less and less interest in meet
ing James Taylor. Mental institutions.
My mother was in one for a long time,
a really good one. Her brother has
been in one most of his life, a state
hospital. I used to visit him with her.
Those visits were the most painful hours
of my life. Everything is entertainment
in America. Here was someone singing
songs about being in a mental hospital.
There is a kind of escalation that goes
on in the show-and-tell business. Once
it was enough for Tony Perkins to spe
cialize in psychotic roles. Now it is
necessary to be actually psychotic.
But a job is a job. I had taken advan
ces and expenses, including a ticket to
Martha’s Vineyard where I would get
to see the young superstar in his island
of privacy. I had been back and forth to
the Troubadour a couple of times during
the day, seen Taylor from a distance,
had a hostile conversation with Peter
Asher, his manager, formerly of Peter &
Gordon. Peter’s skin had cleared up nice
ly since the last time I saw him, and
he and Betsy Doster, former New York
press agent for the Stones, were married
now.
It was time for the second show of
the first night and the traditional superstar crowds were lined up in the streets.
There was a big white sound truck from
Wally Heider’s studio and a big white
Rolls Royce with a television antenna.
Naturally, there was a Mfe-up at the
box office and a hassle about getting in,
a long period of waiting in the bar.
Hello, Marilyn Wilson, wife of Brian.
A person from Warner Bros, arrived
with the explanation that the reason ev
eryone was so uptight was that there had
been a bomb scare. Was that Doug
Weston’s karma or James Taylor’s? Fi
nally, I was seated at a table, with my
beautiful bride, and my friend Girard
Landry. There was another long wait.
Landry went to the men’s room and
came back with big news. James Taylor
had been coming out as he was going
in. They had had a wonderful conversa
tion.

Burning slowly, I thought of nasty
things to write about James Taylor. Why
were they just letting me sit here? I
called one o f the schizoid beatnik wait
resses over. Didn’t they know that I
was important? In a very petulant voice,
I demanded that the ranking Warner
Brs. executive be brought to my table
immediately. Why? Because I am an im
portant writer with an important publi
cation doing an important story on James
Taylor. Well, why don’t you just go
up to the dressing room?
In the dressing room, which was defi
nitely a fire-trap and made me feel very
nervous and claustrophobic, there was
James Taylor, who looked a lot leaner
and sharper than the photograph on his
album; his drummer; Betsy Doster, a
bit chubbier than I remembered her and
speaking with an English accent, to
which she is undoubtedly entitled after
four years in London; Peter Asher; and
one of the most beautiful women I have
ever seen in my life. She turned out to
be Joni Mitchell, James Taylor’s cur
rent old lady.
It was just like old times with me and
Betsy Doster. I first met her in 1965
while I was doing a massive article for
Cavalier on the literary and philosophical
and religious significance of rock and
roll. It turned out to be a great article
and it was accompanied by a piece on
groupies written by Betsy, the result of
a rather rapid crush on her that I de
veloped at first sight, being always a
sucker for a pretty face, and willing to do
anything to make points. Actually, she
wrote a good piece, but some timid per
son at Cavalier cut out the best parts for
fear of libel.
There was an aluminum-foil package
of joints on the table. “People are al
ways giving me dope,” Taylor said. A
joint was lighted and passed around,
but he let it go by without taking a hit.
Joni strummed his guitar. She was wear
ing a grey woolen knitted long dress
and a hand-knitted scarf. She had made
the scarf herself. “I spend a lot of time
on planes,” she said. “It’s a good time
to knit.” She had written a book of
poems and Random House wanted to
publish it in her own handwriting. She
wondered if they would have wanted to
do it if she were not Joni Mitchell. She
had not yet made up her mind to do
it or not.
Under the dope package was a stack
of telegrams. One of them was from Tay
lor’s publisher. It said something like,
“Best of luck on opening night to one
hell of a swell guy.” Another said, “If
one more person asks me what James
Taylor is really like, I shall spit up.
Good luck tonight. I wish I were there,
but you sold out. I knew someday you’d
sell out. John Stewart.”
A girl came in and asked James —
it was always James, never Jim — for
his birthday so she could have his horo
scope cast. March 12th, 1948, Boston,
5:06 P.M. Another girl popped in and
asked for advice about selling her poems.
Someone took her phone number. The
drummer brought out a small vial that
looked like a miniature sweet cream bot
tle and contained cocaine. He horned
the white powder from a tiny silver spoon.
The room became crystal sharp. Joni
was even more beautiful and desirable
than she had been before, her eyes
crisp and glistening as she stroked the
guitar.
“There’ll never be another hysteria
like there was in my day,” said Peter
Asher, already an elder statesman.
The door opened and a phalanx of
young girls charged forward. The lead
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girl had an expensive 35mm. camera.
“Just one moment, James,” she said, her
tone very professional and commanding,
“Let me take your picture.” She might
have been someone from a fan maga
zine. She was tolerated while she fumbled
with the camera, suddenly less sure of
herself as Taylor sat patiently posing
for her. She snapped off a few shots,
then fell apart. “Gee thanks,” she said.
“I’m really getting into this photography
thing.” She was just a fan, wasting his
time. The concentrated hostility of every
one in the room blew her and her friends
out the door.
Someone came up with a message.
A Chris Cunningham was downstairs and
wanted to see James Taylor. He was per
mitted to come up, a heavily spaced
young man with a super stoned black
kid about his own age. They stood there
staring at Taylor, disoriented, not know
ing quite what to say now that they were
in the imperial presence. Taylor said
nothing.
“Say, man,” Cunningham said, his
speech loaded and slurred, “I just thought
I’d come by and say hello for old times*
sake. You know what I mean man. Just
to say hello. I*m getting it together now.
Me and my brother here we*re living
up on Laurel Canyon. You ever get up
that way, we’d like you to come by and
say hello. You know, for old times*
sake. N o big thing. N o hassle or any
thing.”
“N o big thing, man,” his friend echoed.
“Sure,” Taylor said.
“N o big thing,” his black friend re
peated. Cunningham carefully gave Tay
lor his address and phone number. The
two visitors left.
“He was in the hospital with me,”
James Taylor explained. “He never did
seem to have his shit together.” It was
time for him to go on stage. He picked
up the guitar and ran his fingers lightly
over the strings and frowned. “Joni, did
you re-tune my guitar?” She blushed,
made a small “O” and put her hand to
her mouth. Taylor began retuning the
guitar, but there wasn’t enough time.
Throughout the set, he continued to
fidget with it. The uptightness that had
filled the place all evening began to melt
as hg talked and played. By the end of
the performance, he had even reached
me. But I still did not really like him.
During the next few days I went over to
the Troubadour and sat in the dressing
room with him trying to find some level
of conversation at which we could have
a dialogue. One night, I brought my trip
book with me. It is my proudest work,
filled with my own drawings (which
are pretty good for someone who can’t
draw) and my calligraphy (which is
getting better).
Joni sat looking at the book, interested,
enjoying it. I was back in kindergarten
at last. The attention was focused on me
instead of on this sour, hostile, closed
kid. Taylor sulked and pouted. Joni han
ded me back my book and stretched
out her foot to touch his. He smiled re
luctantly.
The following day, James was working
up in Laurel Canyon, filming fill-ins
for the movie he had just about com
pleted. It was called Two Lane Black
Top and it starred James Taylor as the
driver of a high performance drag racer
hustling across country with a weird hip
pie chick in the back seat and Dennis
Wilson of the Beach Boys as his mechan
ic. The script is by Rudy Wurlit7er,
who wrote Nop, a novel that resembles
those Krazy Kat landscapes. Billy James
was the musical director for the movie
and he gave me a copy of the script to
read.

It’s one of those things where no
one has any names and everything is
very deliberately precise and heavy and
nothing necessarily connects with any
thing else. The plot is slender: The Hus
tler with cars instead of pool. The Driver
and The Mechanic and The Girl (a
hitchhiker) are racing a guy in a GTO
across country for pink slips, winner
takes both cars.
Now this is where the circles really
begin to close. I worked in the same
office with Rudy Wurlitzer’s girlfriend
for a couple of years. They lived to
gether off and on for at least three years
and were about to get married. Melvin
B. Shestack and his wife made a dinner
for her one evening about a week be
fore the wedding was to take place.
I brought a guy along. She and the guy
went off together.
She left Rudy, moved in with the guy
and his wife and two children. By the
time the whole thing was finished, she
was married to a third party, and Rudy
Wurlitzer was like a writing machine,
his career finally beginning to take off.
Shestack claims that I am responsible
for Wurlitzer’s s u c c e s s . If I hadn’t
brought the extra guy along that night,
he would never have been traumatized
enough to get down to serious work, he
says.
While I was doing Cheetah I kept
getting collect calls from Matt Andrews,
an old writer friend who had run up a
$1000 tab at the Mexico City Hilton and
couldn’t figure out how to pay it. He
came back to the hotel one afternoon
and found his eight-year-old son, Max,
sitting waiting for him on the steps.
“Daddy, there’s a policeman up in the
room,” the kid warned. “You better
not go up there”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Andrews
confidently, “I can handle it.” He went
up and was busted for possession of
a couple of pounds of grass and wound
up in the Black Palace, the Mexico City
prison. It took Jerome Kretchmer six
months and a lot of money to spring
him. Andrews is now writing a novel
called The Black Palace, for which he
received a $5000 advance from Double
day.
In the script there is a conversation
between a garage mechanic and a boy
about James Taylor’s car, that goes
something like this: “Is it a 396?” “454.”
“You build the headers?” and so on.
When I came to this, I though, really,
now, no one talks that way. Wurlitzer
has been reading too many old copies
of Car & Driver.
The fill-ins were being shot on a dirt
road called Elusive Drive. The name was
just too symbolic to be read. It was
right up near the house where Chris
Cunningham was staying. I hadn’t looked
him up and I didn’t know whether to
feel guilty for not doing my job, or
self-righteous for not stooping that low.
Girard Landry and I drove up there to
the site at the appointed time, had a
terrible time finding it, and finally got
down to where the director, Monte Hellman, was supervising the shooting.
Landry, who was once a drag racer,
flashed on the cars.
“Is it a 396?” he asked, and then
the conversation from the script was re
played verbatim, and extended with ar
cane technical details that were beyond
my ability to remember. Joni was there
too and I showed her the new entries
in my book:
The new royalty— rock stars— are they
as important as they think they are?
N o one is that important.
Doing an interview with a superstar

is an exercise in humility and patience.
1 have never claimed to be a won
derful person.
Laid back — V a n Morrison, N eil
Young, Harvey Mandel.
What fun it's going to be in Martha’s
Vineyard, standing around in the cold.
Why can’t 1 ever have a bummer that’s
fun?
Well,
me, I’ll never smile again.
James Taylor came over and we talked
about the story I was trying to do on
him. He said no one had ever done any
thing that seemed right. I said, “No
one of any literary significance has ever
done a full-length portrait of you.” Joni
choked back a laugh. “My stories are
works of art,” I continued, “they are
not journalism but history.”
I talked with Monte Heilman for a
while, asking him if Rudy Wurlitzer had
known a lot about cars. “He just got
a lot of copies of Car & Driver,” Monte
said, “and did a lot of research.” I told
Monte about Dennis Wilson. Dennis Wil
son was the Beach Boy who was always
fucking up. His main trip was to fall
down. Once, we were all up at Brian’s
palace breathing nitrous oxide out of
Reddi-Wip cans. Brian had just spent
a thousand dollars to have his windows
stained gray. The stain was still wet.
Dennis breathed nitrous oxide and fell
down, smearing one of the Windows
beyond repair.
It was Dennis, you will remember,
who brought Charles Manson into the
Beach Boys’ life. Dennis was insane
about racing cars. He went to see Grand
Prix and became insane about making
movies about racing cars. He bought a
Bolex, which he handed to Brian to shoot
from the front seat of the Ferrari, while
Dennis drove at speeds upwards of 140
mph through Benedict Canyon boule
vard.
The car hit an oily spot, skidded,
crunched into a telephone pole. “All the
while,” Brian reported, “Dennis was
shouting at me, ‘Keep shooting! Keep
shooting!* When we got out of the car
I couldn’t believe that we were alive.
The front wheel was completely smash
ed off and was rolling down the hill
and this tom piece of axle was just hang
ing there. Dennis looked at me and
pleaded, ‘N ow don’t get mad, Brian. I
know you’re going to get mad at me.
Please don’t be mad at me, Brian.* ”
A pool of yellowish light illuminated
the white buildings of Los Angeles down
in the basin. It was a dead light, the
edge taken off it by smog, ugly and with
out flavor.
“Look at that light,” Monte Heilman
said. “Isn’t it just beautiful? It’s really
great.” He was not being sarcastic. I de
cided that I was not going to have to
see Two Lane Black Top.
On the way back, I asked Landry
what he and Joni had been talking
about.
“You,” he said. “She said, ‘Jules is
an absolute egomaniac!* and I said, ‘Yes,
but he’s so honest about it.* She’s really
a great chick.”
“What do you think, would those cars
make it cross country?”
“Never,” Landry answered. “They’re
made for a quarter mile. They have to
tow them to the track.”
“Even if they had an expert mechanic
along with them?”
“Never.”
From Los Angeles, I went on to New
York. When I got there, I spent some
time listening to Taylor’s albums. The
music was extremely pretty, but thin,
just like the emotions. It did not seem
to me that James Taylor had seen fire

and rain. He might someday, and when
he did, he had the technical equipment,
training and talent to do something really
remarkable.
I wondered, too, about that mental
institution. What kind of place do you
suppose it is that the son of the dean
of a medical school goes to? There was
one verse that seemed especially sig
nificant to me:
Just knocking around the zoo on a
Thursday afternoon
There’s bars on all the windows and
they’re counting up the spoons
And if I’m feeling edgy there’s a
chick who’s paid to be my slave
But she’ll hit me with a needle if she
thinks I’m trying to misbehave.
Do you see what I see? It sounds
like a sado-masochistic fantasy. Even in
the mental hospital, James Taylor is
still the aristocrat, still in control. The
female attendant is paid to be his slave.
And she’ll hit him with a needle. I won
dered what Bob Dylan would have
thought of all this. And Janis Joplin.
And John Lennon. And RFK.
I reluctantly made my reservations for
Martha’s Vineyard. It was beginning to
snow in New York. I called James Tay
lor’s brother Alexander and told him
when I would be up to see James. Then
I went to my trip book and began to
write:
The city is on snow watch today.
Everyone knows the signs—a white sky
pearling into a damp gray, the air moist
and sweet and still and not too cold.
Scattered sprays of fine sleet tickled the
streets for a while. N ow as twilight thick
ens and condenses into darkness, the
office buildings — great illuminated ice
trays — sharpen into brilliant focus un
der the opal glass dome of cloudy night.
Sliding through crystal curtains of
snow trees and ice ferns, bunches of
transparent needles, each one separate
and distinct and furred with its own
frozen mist of crushed velvet frost.
Coming down. Vapor to liquid to solid.
Oh, 1 was airy once and flew about
from cloud to cloud, but now my thick
ness has begun to set. From heaven into
heaviness I fall, and what was light
turns into night and what was quick
slows into rest.
The sleep of snow is dark and slow.
The heat of day is far away. Embrace
the cold, the growing old, and stretch
and yawn and wait for dawn.
Muffled horns
soft drums
mellow music
and soothing vibes.
Songs of melancholy softness fading
into the winter dream. Mirrors covered
with sheets and dust. Empty rooms,
tired footsteps that drag and end. A
sigh, a sob, a whispering flutter of sag
ging breath.
Silence, except for the pen of the Re
cording Angel scratching a receipt for
another soul given into safe deposit in
the cold storage chambers of eternity.
1 am not sure at all that 1 want to
interview Paul McCartney.
James Taylor is a burden.
I stopped writing.
My wife was in Palm Beach, Florida.
She is in her fifth month of pregnancy.
The price of a ticket to Palm Beach
is exactly the same as a ticket to Martha’s
Vineyard and return. I decided not to
go see James Taylor. In the morning I
called Alex.
“Oh, James split,” he said. I wondered
if James Taylor had thought about
how I might have felt, arriving in
Martha’s Vineyard and finding him gone.
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"Dr. Miller consistently finds little or
no scientifically acceptable evidence
to back up lurid popular superstitions
about the long-term effects of the
drug (cannabis), the risks of heroin
progression and the casual link with
crime. What he does find is singularly
unsensational:
"The first adequately controlled experiment on cannabis effects in humans
revealed a 'near absence of significant
physiological effects' which suggested
to the researchers that it is unlikely
that marijuana has any seriously detri
mental effects in either a short-term or
long-term usage."

Practically the only ill-effect led the
researchers to make the interesting sug
gestion that 'marijuana may temporarily
interfere with short-term memory — i.e.
the ability to retrieve or remember events
occuring in the past few seconds'.

to notice and accept t he effects of the drugs
and, as he does, he responds involuntarily
to a lower dosage until a baseline is
established... One manifestation of this could
well be...a unique example of 'reverse
tolerance'...

delinquencies resulting from the use of
alcoholic drinks which also may be classed
as stimulants and intoxicants."

use of cannabis in the United Kingdom
does not appear to be diminishing."
In T h e Pharmacological Basis of Thera
peutics', Goodman and Gillman say:

A later British report on the subject
was released in 1969 and became known as
the "Wooton Report":

"There are no lasting ill effects from the
acute use of marijuana, and fatalities have
not been known to occur.

"Lack of any change in pupil size after
smoking marijuana is an enlightening find
ing, especially because so many users and
law-enforcement agents firm ly believe
that marijuana dialates pupils...

"An increasing number of people, mainly
young, in all classes of society are experi
menting with this drug, and substantial
numbers use it regularly for social pleasure.

"Our failure to detect any changes in blood
sugar levels after marijuana forces us to look
elsewhere for an explanation of the hunger
and compulsion to eat commonly reported
by users...

"There is no evidence that this activity
is causing violent crime or agressive anti
social behavior, or is producing in otherwise
normal people, conditions of dependence
or psychosis, requiring medical treatment.

"Marijuana appears to be a relatively mild
intoxicant. (It was) consistently reported
that the effects of marijuana are easily
suppressed - much more than those of
alcohol. We found that chronic users
perform as well or better after smoking mari
juana than they did pre-drug on some tests.
This supports the argument advanced by chronic
users that maintaining effective levels
of performance for many tasks is much
easier under the influence of marijuana
than of any other psycho-active drugs."

"The experience of many other countries
is that once established cannabis smoking
tends to spread. In some parts of Western
society where interest in mood-altering
drugs is growing, there are indications that
it may become a functional equivalent of
alcohol.

The first investigation into the use of
marijuana was made by the British Indian
Hemp Drug Commission in I894.
LICO RICE, RlC£,DRAFTCA£2£> - THE CHOICE OF FXPER IS YOU2S-1

r Use a minimum of 2 o ra maximum o f 14, depending on^
f how smashed you w ant to g e t , or how many friends
you've g o t to turn on. Joi n the papers together lengthI Wise, and position th e gear cerh'ollu, using th e sam&
proportion o f grass to paper qs w ith q ip i (or m a d e .
When the report was tabled, the Government
R o ll/u sin g thum b** index fin g e r) 4 crim p lim itin g end. |
undertook consideration to transfer marijuana II Tuchunderoiherendv^tham
atm head .ormafee a filte r
(i.e. grass not hash) from the Narcotic Con
I from a section of Id) |y ■-Ho p a c t,
ing i t w ith qn e xtra J
trol Act to the Food and Drugs Act, under
^ paper. EfsLOY It ' jo int-Rollers Hqndboofe '71.

However, the report proposed that first
possessional offenses be punishable by a
maximum fine of $100, although one mem
ber (the youngest and only woman) made it
clear in a formal letter of disagreement that
she feels the offense of simple possession
should actually be abolished.

"Although habituation occurs, psychic
dependence is not as prominent or compel
ling as in the case of morphine, alcohol,
or perhaps even tobacco habituation."
A very recent study by 'Psychology Today'
(US) surveyed both researchers into
marijuana and a random sample of pro
fessional psychologists and doctors.

"In spite of the threat of severe penalties
and considerable effort at enforcement, the

The results of some of the survey appear
below:

D A NG ER TO A USER'S M E N T A L H E A L T H OF M A R IJ U A N A TA K EN W IT H O U T
PRO FESSIO NA L SUPER VISIO N
R esea rch ers

Very much
Somewhat
Only in rare cases
None
Insufficient evidence

6%
22%
33%
21%
'7 %

P ro fessio n als

17%
29%
22%
13%
16%

CO M PARED TO A L C O H O L A N D C IG A R E T T E S , HOW D A NG ERO US IS M A R IJU A N A ?
C o m p ared to a lc o h o l:

R esea rch ers

More
About equal
Less
Insufficient data

which simple possession would no longer be
punishable by jail terms.

"Careful and complete medical and neuro-'
psychiatric examination of habitues reveal
no pathological conditions or disorders
of cerebal functions attributable to the
drug.

P ro fessio n als

16%
20%
48%
13%

31%
20%
34%
13%

26%
7%
36%
26%

44%
14%
25%
15%

C o m p ared to cig are ttes:

More
About equal
Less
Insufficient data

Friends, October 30, 1970

>

In the United States, in September 1962,
from proceedings of the White House Con
ference on Narcotic and Drug Abuse:
It is the opinion of the Panel that the haz
ards of Marijuana per se have been exagger
ated and that long criminal sentences im
posed on an occasional user or possessor of
the drug are in poor social perspective. A l
though Marijuana has long held the reput
ation of inciting individuals to commit
sexual offenses and other anti-social acts, the
evidence is inadequate to substantiate this.
Tolerance and physical dependence do not
develop and withdrawal does not produce
an abstinence syndrome."
In the (northern) spring of 1968, Andrew
Weil, M D , and Norman Zinberg, M D, con
ducted a series of experiments investigating
acute marijuana intoxication in human sub
jects and found that cannabis smokers
perform better in some physical and psycho
logical tests after smoking.
Their findings for chronic users were as
follows: slight improvement on a simple
coding test, matching symbols to numbers,
and improvement on a test for muscular
co-ordination and attention.
These excerpts are from the doctors' report
on their experiments:
"No adverse marijuana reactions occurred in
any of our subjects . . . Our subjects who
were naive to marijuana did NO T become
subjectively high after a high dose of
marijuana in a neutral setting...This response
confirms the reports of investigators such
as Howard Becker and many regular users
of marijuana, that people usually do not
become high on their first exposures to the
drug...
"With other drugs such as alcohol, a begin
ner usually resppnds relatively quickly by
becoming intoxicated through his gastro
intestinal tract...The marijuana-naive
person in most cases must be shown how

G E N E T IC A L L Y , HOW D A N G ER O U S IS M A R IJ U A N A COMPARED TO DRUG S SUCH
AS C A F F E IN E A N D T R A N Q U IL IZ E R S ?
R esea rch ers

After methodical British examination of
eight hundred doctors, coolies, yogis, fakirs,
directors of lunatic asylums, bhang peasants,
tax gatherers, smugglers, army officers,
hemp dealers, ganja palace operators and
the clergy, they came to three conclusions:
1. 'There is no evidence of any weight
regarding mental and moral injuries
from the moderate use of these drugs.
2. 'Large numbers of practitioners of
long experience have seen no evidence
of any connection between the moderate
use of hemp drugs and disease.
3. 'Moderation does not lead to excess in
hemp anymore than it does in alcohol.
Regular, moderate use of ganja or bhang
produces the same effects as moderate
and regular doses of whisky. Excess is
confined to the idle and dissipated.'
Between April and December, 1925, the
Panama Canal Zone Governor's Committee
conducted an investigation into the use of
cannabis:
'There is no evidence that marijuana as
grown here is a 'habit-forming' drug in the
sense in which the term is applied to al
cohol, opium, cocaine, etc. or that it has
any appreciably deleterious influence on
the individual using it."
The same committee reported in June, 1931:
"Delinquencies due to marijuana smoking
which results in trial by military court are
negligible in number when compared with

More
About equal
Less
Insufficient data

2%
3%
57% '
36%

P ro fessio n als

16%
8%
43%
29%

TO W H A T E X T E N T DO YO U T H IN K M A R IJ U A N A SH O U LD BE L E G A L L Y
A V A IL A B L E ?
R esea rch ers

Totally prohibited
Available only for medical and
scientific research
Available only for medical, scientific
and religious use
By prescription only
As available as alcohol
No restrictions at all

P ro fe ssio n a ls

0%

5%

16%

29%

12%
7%
50%
9%

8%
9%
38%
7%

Readers of the magazine registered a 42%
advocation for marijuana as available as
alcohol, compared with the next highest
rating of 20% as available only for
research.
There is one thing sure. You can't kill
yourself.
Lethal doses have been established for as
few animals; given by mouth the lethal
dose for cats, for example, is three grams
of charas, eight grams of ganja or 10
grams of bhang per kilogram of body
weight. Huge doses have been given to
dogs without causing death, and there
has been no reported case of a fatality
from the drug in man.
To kill a mouse, it would need 40,000
times the amount needed for a man to
get high, so one might assume a lethal
dose for a man might be to eat 100
pounds of grass all at once.

TO BE C O N T IN U E D N E X T ISSU E
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On the 29th of December, last year,
Mick Rogers left Australia. He was
flown over to England to join the
Manfred Mann group as lead guitarist
and singer.

right touch.
Yeah, we really liked playing that one.
It has a nice jazz feel. But I'm glad I
don't have to play it any more. It
hurts my guts too much.

For the last six months, Mick had
led Bulldog, the best band Australia
has had and is ever likely to have.
Although moderately successful they
never received the acclaim they would
have won overseas. Mediocre twelve
bar blues bashers like Billy Thorpe
earn the big money and receive all
the attention in Australia.

How did you come to Australia in the
first place?

The music Bulldog played was far too
complex and sophisticated for Aus
tralian audiences. I suspect that
what little success they did achieve was
due to the fact that they played loud,
and not to the excellence of their
music.
A lot of people put them down because
they did not play original material ex
clusively. The originality rave has become
something of a fetish. If the songs are
interesting and not just pale copies of
other peoples' songs well and good; but
it does not often work that way. Too
often the so called original songs are
no more than a handfull of secondhand
cliches strung together in a different
order.

I was fronting a pick-up group on a
package tour which included Normie
Rowe. David Joseph, his manager,
liked my playing and asked me to join
the Playboys. The money was good, it
meant travel and also the chance to gor
to Expo.
Did you see any good musicians at Expo?
I was very fortunate. The Loving
Spoonfull were there. This was before
John Sebastian had left. They were a
beautiful group. They were perfect on
stage. Sebastian was writing some
beautiful songs. You couldn't follow
a group like that.
What happened when you arrived in
Australia?
Oh, we toured for a while with Normie and
then things became a bit strained. Every
body got sick of just being a backing group
I suppose. I had a fair idea of what I
wanted to do by this stage.

Procession wasn't just an overnight
thing. We put a lot of thought and plan
Bulldog's repertoire consisted mainly of
ning into it. Most of the time we were to 
brilliant interpretations of music by King
gether was happy and free of hassles. It
Crimson, the Nice, Jack Bruce, Coloseum, was a fairly advanced group for its time and
Miles Davis and Dylan. In short, the
we used a lot of jazz-based material. We
cream of contemporary music. They
did the usual disco scenes and had a fair
never just copied an arrangement. They
amount of success. We even cut the first
improved upon it. Mick's treatment of
Australian live album, Procession Live A t
Tim Hardin's Hang On To A Dream was
Sebastians. It wasn't a bad album. Some
masterly. Starting softly with an almost
of it stands up pretty well, but the sound
acoustic folk feeling he led the song
was thin and pretty gutless. The quality
through a series of breath-taking variations of Australian recordings has come a long
in jazz, classical and boogie woogie guitar
way since those days. There was nothing
stylings. To Keith Emerson's jazzy
more Procession could have achieved in
Little Arabella he added a masterstroke,
Australia. We had the choice of disbanding
a superbly sustained scat guitar solo.
or trying our luck overseas. We chose
Although they were mainly an instrumental the latter.
group Mick's singing was never just
secondary to the music. Exposure to singers How did you feel about trying to crack the
London scene?
like Georgie Fame and Jack Bruce
enabled him to get his phrasing and timing
We were fairly confident. We were reason
together.
able musicians, we were adaptable and had
a good repertoire. However, we had a nasty
Listening to his Man Of Constant Sorrow
shock in store for us. Everything had
you realise that he is a real singer and not
just another raucous faker. He can project changed so much over there. The groups
were of an unbelievably high standard.
joy and sorrow with facility and there
Australia was at least two years behind. We
is never any suggestion of playing down
were completely shattered and felt like
to the audience.
turning tail and giving up. We realised
Mick never indulged in plastic stage
that the only way to succeed was with
routines to manufacture excitement.
original songs, so we knuckled down and
However, his sheer joy in playing would
started to work. None of our material
was very satisfactory and the hassles
communicate itself to the audience and
began to start. Brian Peacock suggested
it would be hard not to smile while
bringing out Ross Wilson, who was
watching him. All of the other so-called
writing a lot of material with the Party
progressive groups take themselves so
Machine. This move only widened the
seriously. They make no attempt to
breaches within the group and things
communicate with the audience.
became really strained. Mike Hugg, who
Watching Bulldog play you could not
produced our records, was a great help.
help but notice how happy they were.
He introduced me to a lot of people
They had no illusions about themselves,
they knew they were there to make people including Manfred. When the inevitable
split occurred and Procession were no
happy and that's just what they did.
more, Mike tried to get something going
Mick will soon establish himself as one
for me. I decided to cut my losses and
of the leading guitarists in England. He
return to Australia and try and get some
has the technique and emotional greatness
thing together.
to become another John McLaughlin.
I know it is a hard question, but who im
He will be missed by everyone who knew
him, both as a musician and a person.
pressed you most while you were in
A truly humble and sincere man, he de
England?
serves the chance at fame which he
There were so many good musicians and
has just been given. His departure leaves
groups. It was the most formative period in
a big gap in the Australian music world.
my career. I spent months watching and
learning from groups like Cream, King
On the eve of his departure I asked him a
Crimson, the Nice, Jethro Tull and the
few questions about his past and future.
Graham Bond Organisation. I had to re
Tony: When did you first begin playing
think my music completely. I think Cream
guitar?
were the best group that I've seen live.
They were dynamite. Jack Bruce is the
Mick: Seriously about four years ago. I
complete musician. He sounded as if he had
had fiddled around with it before that
a tiger in his amplifier. He was the real
but never really worked at it.
force behind Cream and he was the only
Who were your first influences?
member to really progress after the split.
The early Sun Elvis records which had
Keith Emerson who used to lead the Nice
great guitar playing by Scotty Moore. In
was incredible. As well as being a superb
fact, all the old rockers — Carl Perkins,
musician, he was a great showman. I used
Eddie Cochran, James Burton, he really
to really dig going to the Marquee Club on
rocked along. Like everybody else I
Thursday nights to watch the jam sessions.
was knocked out by Ray Charles. He had
Seeing guys like Jack Bruce, Graham Bond
everything. I first got into singing after
and Jon Hiseman all playing together was
listening to his records. And of course
unforgetable. Those guys are all supermen.
Mose Allison. He really did it. He was
How did you feel on your return to
so cool and relaxed. His piano playing
Australia?
was beautiful. He really started my
Pretty hung up. I needed bread and I
interest in jazz. I started buying re
didn't have time to get my own group
cords by people like Mingus, Roland
together.
Kirk, Nina Simone and Miles Davis. As
fast as I could absorb all these sounds
Doug Parkinson offered me a gig and the
someone else would come along and knock
money was too good to refuse. It was
me out. Scat singing was a thing that
all right for awhile. There were two lead
really fascinated me. Lambert , Hendricks,
guitarists and that always causes friction.
and Annie Ross were really great. And
There were personality hassles, every
the Swingle Singers. Have you heard
body seemed to be going in different
their Mozart albums? Really beautiful.
directions and inevitably the group
The human voice being used as an instru
folded. We were in Brisbane at the time
ment. That's a concept I really dig.
and I asked Doug if he knew of anyone
I think 'Arabella' was one of your best
I could get anything together w ith. He
numbers. The scat solo adds just the
put me on to Peter Miles. I gave Peter

Tony Convey

a ring and asked him if he knew any
good bass players. He suggested Bob
Dames who was playing with him in
the Colored Balls. We got together and
had a jam. Although it was only twelve
bar blues I could feel things happening.
I knew that this was it. We went into
seclusion for a while and did a lot of
practise and a lot of listening. I knew the
sound I wanted and we kept at it until
our timing was good enough.
Although we played loudly we had a clear
sound without distortion. Thanks
largely to our Marshall p.a. system.
You recorded a single under another
name, didn't you?
Yeah, we put down For You Blue as
a favor to Ron Tudor. I didn't want to do
it. I wanted to record only original
material but Ron talked me into it. It was
released under the name Drummond. It
even got into the charts. Incidentally, Ron
Tudor is a great guy and was very good to
us.
x
Were you happy with 'Man Of Constant
Sorrow'?
Not really, I don't think it did the group
justice. I suppose it is a good commercial
number but it just wasn't us. We were
happier with the B side, Inner Spring.
Peter wrote the lyrics and I was respon
sible for the music. Great stuff. But
seriously it was more representative of our
sound on stage.
Is there any other material to be released?
No. Unfortunately we didn't get to spend
much time in the studio. As a group ,
that is. I spent a large part of each week in
the studio doing session work. If it
hadn't been for that, I would have been
in dire straits financially. It's a hard game
to make a living at in Australia. An album
would have been nice but that's the way it
goes.
It's a pity you couldn't have cut a live
album as you would always have been re
stricted in the studio.
We toyed with the idea of taping our last
performance, but we would have had to
pay for it ourselves and we just didn't
have the bread.
How do you feel about breaking up the
group?
Well, it was a hard decision to make. The
last six months have been a very happy time
for me. The boys have been really great.
I had planned on going back at some
stage, but it would have been a while be
fore we were ready. The offer was too
good to refuse. It could be a big step
forward or it might turn out to be nothing,
but I have to try it.
Seeing that Manfred's last tour of the States
was a success, do you think there will be
another tour soon?
Well I hope to be going to the States some
time in March.
I suppose there are a lot of people you are
looking forward to seeing?
First, I want to see Emerson, Lake and
Palmer. I think they are the biggest thing
happening at the moment. Also the Tony
Williams Lifetime with Jack Bruce and
John McLaughlin. I think McLaughlin is
the man at the moment. He has got every
thing in his playing-fire and aggression, as
well as the softer, more peaceful things. I
hope to see the Jerry Hahn Brotherhood
when I get to the States. I'd say that out
of all the guitarists around today McLaughlin
and Hahn are the ones to watch. They
have both played a wide range of music,
from blues to jazz and they have the intel
ligence and power to expand their
music even further.
I think the straight ahead rock guitarist
is doomed. Unless you can read and you are
trying to open up your mind to other forms
of music you will be left behind.
In which direction do you see your
music going?
I am very interested in classical music
and jazz. I would like to be able to
synthesise the two forms. Not just
a bastardised hybrid music but a
legitimate meeting of the two musical
cultures. That is another reason why
I must go overseas to develop my
music any further. I would like to go
to a good music school; but there are
no really good ones in Australia.
They are all too conservative.
I believe you were recording with Hans
Poulsen?
Yes, Hans and I began work on an
album, It will be a very relaxed, friendly
thing with no hassles. It will be mainly
an acoustic sound. We will finish it
off in London.
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l*OI( WITH A CONSCIENCE EKOAl THE CHAIN
metaphysical. In a sense we’re rev
olutionaries — anyone against the
establishment is.’’
However their anti-establishment
feelings seem to stem more from a
fairly localised sense of injustice
rather than a thought out political
stand.
“ We’re anti-establishment because
we don’t dig what’s happening to our
people. Long haired people in Aus-

so you won't feel blue
so don’t take any notice
of that bad advice
and come and join our war
because it's awful, awful nice”
(from “ You’re Wrong” )

by Jean Gollan.
“ You call me a long haired queer
a pack-rape bikie out to maim
there's seventy thousand others
guess they all must be the same . .
That’s why I ’m walkin'
instead of bein home in bed
my arse is black with Bourke Street,
and good news is fall in in my head."
(from “My Arse Is Black With
Bourke Street").

But all this doesn’t mean that the
Chain have turned into revolution
aries qvernight. Unlike the Fugs,
Jefferson Airplane, they don’t really
have any consistent revolutionary
ideology that they’re out to push.

Phil Manning, the group’s guitar
ist, and their spokesman before Matt
joined, has also come round to this
philosophy — He says, “ Ideally,
bands could be the newspapers of
the young people who aren’t repres
ented in the capitalist press, they
could interpret the lousy things hap
pening in the world, but not with the
old establishment lies.”
Matt elaborates, “ We want to
make people think, to open up new
avenues. I don’t believe in dogma
at all — Marx is no good because
everyone just has to sort out for him
self what to do. Eventually people
will — it’s evolution at work.” Matt
is a great believer in evolution,
which seems to mean that things
just happen and they’re bound to get
better, because eventually everyone
will realise how rotten the present
system is. He doesn’t believe in try
ing to force beliefs on anyone for
this reason, and he doesn’t believe ia
violence, by police or demonstrators.
“ The violence in the Moratorium
was forced on people. It’s under
standable when you try to make your
point a thousand times and the
media just distort it — you can’t
blame them for resorting to violent
means to get their point across, but
my beliefs don’t dig violence at all.”

When the Chain left Melbourne for
Sydney early this year, they were
among the country’s top bands, both
musically and in terms of drawing
appeal. They played mostly original,
heavy exciting rock — unpretentious
and cool as their off-stage personali
ties. But political they were not —*
not as a group, anyway. In fact they
went out of their way to ignore such
uncool topics as the Vietnam war
and national service. I remember
they declined to play at the first Mel
bourne Moratorium concert because
they didn’t really dig those protes
tors and demonstrations... “ So much
better to stay home and smoke a few
joints . . . ” I remember after an in
terview we did with them, Wendy
(Saddington) and I felt very sad
that such a good band, such a great
group of guys, didn’t care a bit more
about the things that mattered —
like what was going on in Vietnam,
for instance.
To someone who knew that group
— five guys whose music was allimportant, whose real hassles were
to do with bread or pot running out,
the new Chain is a bit of a shock.
The music’s changed a bit — back
to the subtler blues-influenced ball
ad rhythms — that was predictable
when the group switched vocalist
Glyn Taylor and pianist Warren Mor
gan for ol daddy blues Matt Taylor.
But it’s the content of the new songs
that really knocks you out — like,
they’re very political . . . anti-war,
anti-establishment, anti-pig, pro-de
monstrators,
pro-peace, and of
course pro-pot.

Although they feel they have a
duty to make their beliefs public, to
sing about the truth as they see it,
the Chain don’t see themselves as
leaders of any sort of movement.
Says Phil, “ That’s where Country
Joe and the Airplane went wrong be
cause they set themselves up as
leaders. We just want to be our
selves as honestly as possible.”

They don’t see themselves as being
politically involved, they see them
selves as a group of entertainers
who feel pretty hung up about the
bad things in the world and it’s about
time they used their position to let
people know it.
Matt Taylor, now the group’s
spokesman, and the writer of the
anti-war lyrics, is very concerned
that they don’t get branded as a ‘poli
tical’ group. He says, “ We’re trying
to cover everything — political and

“ You best believe I ’m pissed off
w ith that very evil draw
that sends the first prize winners
off to fight your filthy war”
(from “Bourke Street").
“Seems if you have something to say
men on horseback
drive you away
hound you down
into the night
because you're wrong
and they’re right.
Since you’re sad you missed out
on world war two
we started up another

If just doing their thing makes
other people do the same then that’s
cool with the Chain, and their thing
has a lot more to it in their terms
than their anti-establishment cam
paign. Doing their thing musically
has always been important with this
group and now, as before they still
do this with the maximum of excite
ment and entertainment value. Here
Matt Taylor is now their greatest
asset. With his drawling Shaggy
Dog introductions and digressions he
manages to give the group a com
pletely unique quality — something
that very few Australian groups
have — real humour. This, combined
with their sincere interest in making
the world a better place and their
always great music, just has to make
them a winner.
-------

tralia just don’t have rights. The guys
in authority operate purely on pre
judice — like Rylah doesn’t dig any
one who isn’t just exactly like Rylah.
And our people are frustrated —
that’s one of the reasons they need
outlets like pop groups and anti
establishment lyrics. We've come to
think that we have to use the band
as a cultural voice, to express our
dissatisfaction. For us the band has
to come second — humans are first.’’
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This article, being the third of a
four part series on the Law and
citizen's rights, is aimed at infor
ming the unfortunate arrestee of
his legal position at the station.
I emphasise 'arrestee', as you
need not go to the station or be
detained in any way by any o ff
icer of the law unless you are put
under arrest.
The information presented here
is quoted from law books and
other legal sources. Any interp
retation was taken directly from
a pamphlet published by the
Council of Civil Liberties ''Pol
ice Powers and Citizen's Rights."
A great deal of help and legal
proof reading was done by Mr.
John Bennett, a solicitor with
the Victorian Council of Civil
Liberties, and an advocate of cit
izen's power. There is no sensat
ionalism intended on the part of
the authors. These articles are
written to be technically perfect
so that they may be of valid ass
istance when and if a confront
ation with the law should happen
to you.
Be forewarned, not too many of
the long-armed officials are ex
cessively cluey on YO U R rights.
Become informed, do your own
defending!

f

,

—albie thorns
None of the films we showed in The Wet
Dream Film Festival would surprise the
Australian Chief Censor, Mr Prowse. He
has a personal collection just as good. But
an attempt to show such a festival in
Australia would certainly incur his wrath,
and result in a lot of police action.
In Amsterdam it didn't go so smoothly.
The Netherlands Film Museum, which
was to co-operate in the event, was ordered
to withdraw by the mayor. But they still
managed to help with import of films
and general support for what they con
sidered an important film-information
event. And the police attended every
screening, not so much to watch the films,
but to check that everyone attending was
a member of SELF (Sexual Libertarian
Egalitarian Fraternity) and that the fes
tival was not open to the public. In fact,
it was an illegal festival, but in Europe
most countries allow double standards to
prevail, permitting banned films to be
shown in clubs (and in Holland dope to
be smoked on youth club premises).
The festival was organised by SUCK (the
first European Sex Paper) in co-operation
with the Netherlands Film-makers' Co
operative, and lasted four days at the
end of November, the "Cannes of C *n t".
It was a reformist affair, mainly providing
entertainment for the international under
ground groupies, who came to see among
other things off cuts from Performance
which included a shot of Mick Jagger's
cock. Mick has big balls, but generally the
offcuts were less erotic than the shots
left in the movie, and there is still another
20 minutes that Warner Bros cut from the
film for general release.
All types of pornography were shown in
the festival, ranging from Hollywood sex
ploitation movies, to 8mm Danish sexshop
porn, and home movies. In context, the
underground movies proved boring, being
mainly artistic records of frustration.
The one exception was Carolee Schneeman's Fuses, a joyful record of her own
lovelife, and one of the few f*ckfilm s
made by a woman. Steve Dwoskin's
Take Me was a protracted attempt by a
woman to seduce the camera, and films
by Ed and Irm Sommer, Peter Gidal,
Peter Ungerleider and others were formal
istic records of masturbation.

seemed a hyped, faked sexuality. The film
shows this to be not so.
Probably the most stimulating night of the
festival was the first, when the Electric
Cinema of the Netherlands Co-op was used
for multiscreen projection of Danish sexshop
porn films. With stereo sound columns
blasting out music from the Stones, Indian
Ragas, African Drums, and Vivaldi, three
film screens showed all the varieties of
human sexual response, as well as many
animal manifestarions. Some of the most
beautiful moments occurred randomly, when
the screens reflected closeups of cocks being
sucked, c*nts being licked, and arseholes
being f*cked, or group sex scenes, so that
an impression of dozens of f *cking people
was created. Surprising, few people re
sponded physically to these images, even
though the Electric Cinema has no seats,
just matresses and carpets on the floor, and
is probably the most relaxing cinema in the
world.
The sexploitation features, shown in a
regular cinema, were not good represen
tatives of this new genre in commercial
cinema that now accounts for more of the
industry's output than either the ole
standby crime or western genres. In the
USA and Germany these films are shown
freely, but in England, Holland and most
other places they are only shown in clubs,
which have few restrictions on member
ship, other than high tarrifs. Of course,
they are not permitted in Australia,
which is denying its large market to their
producers, and one can expect much
pressure on the Minister for Customs
coming from these people who have found
straight forward filming of f*cking more
lucrative than the labored bikini and bike
bonanzas that they hoped would save
their industry.

There was one animated film (later awarded
the Walt Disney Memorial Prize), Christie
Eriksson's Snow White, which parodied
the Disney film and had the dwarves
systematically f*c k Snow White.

The Best Blue Movie award went to
Richard Robinson's Adultury for Fun and
Profit, an hour-long feature about a
divorce racket, which featured one guy
f*cking a new woman every ten minutes.
He enjoyed himself, and the film avoided
any of the morbid intellectualisation that
was in Barbara, Walter Burns' feature
from Maurice Girodias' new Olympia
Films. This cheap black and w hite film
was full of amusing lines like "Macrobiotic
cooking gives you a hardon for 24 hours",
and fully deserved the Limp Cock award
given it by the festival judges, who in
cluded Al Goldstein of Screw, Richard
Neville of Oz (now f *cking onscreen in Lon
don in The Body), and Germaine Greer,
whose book The Female Eunuch is a
Women's Lib bestseller.

The Grand Prix of the festival went to the
one documentary film , Bodil Joenssen, A
Summer Day 1970, by Shinkichi Tajiri and
Ole Egge, which was a conventional docu
mentation of an unconventional girl, a
Danish farmhand who was sexually satisfied
by her horse, pig, and dog. This extremely
beautiful color film used a Beethoven
soundtrack to build a sympathetic obser
vation of Bodil Joenssen, who has been
given extensive coverage in the glossy porno
graphic books produced in Denmark, which

Jean Genet's Un Chant D'Amour was re
surrected from its hidden cave, and proved
to be one of the most interesting films of
the festival, despite the fact that it was
made 20 years ago, and has been supressed
ever since. An extremely romantic treat
ment of homosexuality in jail, it was made
in the conventional style of French films
of the 40's, with prof#ssi#ial actors, who
conveyed the existential problems which
no doubt haunted Jean Gabin in the
other films of this period, but which were

never expressed.
Otto Muehl provided the drama of the fes
tival, following his films Inform ation and
LSD Party with a live action that outraged
the so-called libertarian subscribers to
the festival. Muehl is the most courageous
artist working in Europe today, many
times jailed and fined for his happenings
which always have a strong sexual basis.
Meuhl is against the exploitation of porn
ography and turns his onstage actions against
the audiences, who come to watch him
f *ck and suck and shit and piss onstage.
Recently, at the Underground Festival in
London, he was banned from performing
his action Oh Sensibility because it was
to include the ritual slaughter of a chicken.
When he performed it a few months later
in Cologne he was run out of town.
In Amsterdam Muehl attempted to perform
an action with a goose. He had previously
done this in Frankfurt, spraying the
audience with the goose's blood, and at
taching a condom to its neck and f *cking
one of his girls with it. His attem pt to re
peat this in Amsterdam was foiled by an
English playwright and a journalist, who
violently attacked him and stole the
goose. Muehl replied with a cathartic
enactment of their violence, and then
turned his arse to the audience and shat on
the stage.
Muehl alone showed up the hypocrisy of
the festival, in which the self-appointed
bourgeois avant-garde boasted its sexual
liberation under the careful supervision of
the authorities. There was little real sexual
communication at the festival, no public
manifestations of the freedom the
organisers so proudly advocated. True, the
films shown are banned in most countries
of the world, but the Wet Dream Festival
could hardly be called a public event.
And the recourse to violence to censor
Muehl's action showed many of the people
present not to be free of the self-righteous
moralism that motivates censors the
world over.
Evidence from Denmark, the USA and
elsewhere has demonstrated that porn
ography does not produce sex crimes or
violence. The bored intellectuals at the
Wet Dream Festival showed that in most
cases it is not even a sexual stimulant.
In the bourgeois sexshops throughout
Holland and Germany it is the middleaged people who get most benefit from
. pornography, reviving their jaded sex
lives and restoring interest in their
marriages.
The banning of pornographic films and
books in Australia is part of the State's
attempt to control the minds and lives
of its citizens. For with sexual freedom
comes an awareness of other freedoms.
But overnight legalisation of pornography
does not result in any change in society,
as is the case in Germany, Denmark
and Holland. There things go on as
usual, with less of the repressive sexual
suggestion of advertising and media,
and a more honest depiction of sex,
but still exploitive. Legalisation of

pornography in capitalist countries is
of immediate economic benefit to the
State in terms of taxation, regularisation,
and controls. One benefit it brings is
removal of the need for intellectual
bullshit, the splitting of hairs between
pornography, obscenity and indecency,
and the boring justification of works
as Art.
As has been demonstrated in Europe,
young people accept pornography as a
basic form of human expression, but
are not interested in the exploitive
marketing in sexshops and movies. That
is for the middle-age group, the sexually
frustrated who haven't the courage to
assert their own sexuality and find
satisfaction in their own environment.
Next time Mr Prowse is showing his
personal Wet Dream film collection to
his pals at the RSL and they self-right
eously condemn the people f*cking on
their screen, maybe they can consider
the role of supression of information in
modern society. In their desire to deny
sexual information, just how many
people are they harming? How many
people suffer neuroses because they
fear their sexuality is not normal, because
it doesn't conform with the plastic
representations allowed on our screens?
How many children grow up with
limited information about sexuality only
to have a traumatic experience that
induces them to the wider realms of human
behavious? How much of the violence in
our society is the result of this sexual
repression, how much of the frustration
and greed the result of limited information,
conclusions drawn from the false evidence
provided?
The editors of SUCK hope to hold another
Wet Dream Film Festival this year. Our
benevolent Minister for Customs, Mr Chip,
ought to invite them to stage it in
Australia. Too many of the people ad
vocating sexual freedom and removal of
censorship in Australia base their argu
ments on second-hand evidence. Such a
festival would introduce them to a wide
sector of film expression now forbidden in
this country on the grounds of "indecency"
(In his wisdom, Mr Prowse O.B.E. no
longer maintains films are "obscene".) It
would provide an opportunityior
sociologists,politicians, the judiciary, and
the self-appointed moral guardians of
our community to see the sort of films
that constitute a considerable portion of
world film production and are viewed by
audiences of people not unlike those that
live in this country.
And if democratic processes were applied
and general members of the community
admitted to such a festival, they would
see just what it is that the controllers of
our lives regard as dangerous - pieces of
celluloid chemically etched with repre
sentations of human beings doing things
with their bodies that have been going
on since the beginning of life.
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BLACK SABBATH: Paranoid.
6360 Oil

f

FAIRFIELD PARLOUR:
From Home To Home.6360 001

GRACIOUS!:
6360 002

BOB DOWNES: Open Music.
6360 005

DR. STRANGELY
STRANGE:
Heavy Petting.
6360 009
JIMMY CAMPBELL: Half Baked
6360 010

COLOSSEUM: Daughter Of Time
6360 017

MAGNA CARTA: Seasons.
6360 003

ROD STEWART:Gasoline Alley
6360 500
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the sight
and sound of
contemporary
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NUCLEUS: Elastic Rock.
6360 008

MAY BLITZ:
6360 007
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MANFRED MANN CHAPTER III:
Vol. 2. 6360 012

JUICY LUCY: Lie Back And Enjoy It.
6360 014

URIAH HEEP:
Very 'Eavy,
Very 'Umble.
6360 006
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SUBWAY TO THE COUNTRY.
David Ackles.
Elektra (Local release).
At the very least, Subway To The
Country is a considerable step for
contemporary
American
music.
David Ackles' tortured, evhausted,
beaten-down heroes are more real
than those Dylan set apart in the
height (or depth) of his alienation.
Ackles is, in his understanding and
compassion,
more
tortured
by
these heroes than Dylan could have
been by his. Only Leonard Cohen
has achieved such an utterly de
pressing picture of the low-life of
the waterfront and the bar, where
the hobo is a pilgrim and the young
woman an aging whore. Ackles is
comparable more to Nathaniel West
or F. Scott Fitzgerald than to his
contemporaries in rock. But they
were writers only, and Ackles is
writer, musician and singer — all
three of which he does brilliantly.
He has set his words to some
very fine music, and sings these
songs (accompanying himself on
piano) in such a way that they are
unforgettable, once heard.
The
backing musicians play with what
is really an amazing feel for the
mood of each song: Ackles must
have been able to strike a highly
personal response in the studio,
for the arrangement and perform
ance of each song is very moving.
This is a great deal better than
David Ackles’ first LP, which con
tained what is probably his bestkonwn song, ‘Road To Cairo’.
Subway To The Country has a
theatrical quality which is hard to
define; there is a drama inherent
in each of the songs, a tension
made more evident by David Ack
les' strong voice: his phrasing, and
the whole tone of his voice, are
somehow suggestive of the sort of
songs Kurt Weill and Bert Brecht
wrote. The best songs on the al
bum balance the dramatic tension
of the lyrics against a fine rhyth
mic tension, set up either by
Ackles voice or by the piano. At
least three of these songs should
become classics of a sort: ‘Out On
The Road', ‘That’s No Reason To
Cry, and ‘Cabin On The Mountain’.
Each of these is no doubt destined
to be recorded by a great many
other singers. Significantly, they
are the least Brechtian of the
songs on Subway To The Country.
It is difficult to imagine anyone
but Ackles singing the difficult and
tortured ‘Mainline Saloon’, or the
desperate ‘Inmates Of The Institu
tion’, which recalls Marat-Sade in
its restrained savageness. ‘Main
line Saloon’ opens the album as no
first track has done since ‘Like A
Rolling Stone’: it limps and stum
bles along, crippled rhythmically
just as the people it is about are
crippled in one way or another. It
is a difficult song, deliberately re
pugnant, but very difficult to ig
nore. All these songs have this in
common:
they are unattractive
(thematically, at least) but they
are painfully insistent: it occurs to
me that the three songs I cited as
the best on the album may only
be the three that are easiest to
listen to. There is not one track on
the record that does not demand
attention. David Ackles was laud
ed, unfortunately, as a ‘new Dylan’
last year. He has certainly over
come this obstacle, because his
music is entirely his own, and will
have a profound effect upon who
ever hears it.
— ROB SMYTH

which few other bands would have
the skill and insight to attempt.
They have attempted to put down
in music their idealistic view of the
universe. This is good as far as it
goes but their outlook is too shel
tered, too childlike. There is little
shading or subtelty. It is all black
and white. Good and evil, creation
and destruction. They certainly
cannot be accused of ambivalence.
Unfortunately for the message the
songs reflecting peace and beauty
are comparatively pale and luke
warm when compared to the mani
acal fury of ‘‘Cat Food’’ or “Pic
tures of a City”. Indeed ‘‘Cat Food”
with Keith Tippett’s schizoid piano
and horrifying images of intestinal
insanity, is the finest and most
fully realised song on the album.
The main fault of the album is
that most of it seems over re
hearsed and and lacking in spon
taneity. One track alone, “Devils
Triangle”, took one hundred and
twenty hours in the studio to com
plete. Not that there is anything
intrinsically wrong in such dogged
labors. It just seems that much of
the excitement is replaced by cold
mechanical contrivance. However,
these considerations are really only
minor when the music has so much
to offer.
The orchestral pallette employed
by Robert Fripp must surely be one
of the largest yet used by a
Western musician. Literally layer
upon layer of sweeping orchestral
sound On the “Devils Tringle” cut,
the sound seems to swell and
grow every couple of bars.
When Ian McDonald, their prin
cipal solo voice left the group
shortly after Court of the Crimsom
King, they were faced with a huge
problem. Not only their main musi
cal voice, he also composed the
bulk of their material. However,
guitarist, Fripp, was equal to the
challenge and successfully took
over McDonald’s mantle. For a be
ginner, his use of the Mellotron
shows remarkable judgment and
maturity. As for his guitar playing.
He is simply one of the best in
his field. His fluent jazz inspired
fills on “Cat Food” are exception
ally fine.
Greg Lake, who recently left the
group, has a curiously touching
quality in his voice. It is hard to
think of anyone else who could do
full justice to the lyrics. To follow
up an album, the quality of Court
of the Crimson King must have
seemed an insuperable task but
Poseidon is a step into a new
world. Their next album promises
to be a revelation.

AN OLD RAINCOAT WON’T
EVER LET YOU DOWN
ROD STEWART
Fontana.
GASOLINE ALLEY
ROD STEWART
Vertigo
Rod
Stewart,
vocalist
extra
ordinaire
and
sometime
guitar
player, has two superb solo albums
out. He is helped by his Small
Faced friends. It is difficult to know
where to begin.
This is prime
music.

IN THE WAKE OF POSEIDON.
King Crimson Island
ILPS 9127.
Released by Philips.
Although not an unqualified suc
cess this album is an undertaking

Stewart started out playing fivestring banjo and harmonica
He
worked the British folk scene,
imitated Ray Charles, played with
Auger and Driscoll in John Baldry’s
back-up group. He ended up out
front of Jeff Beck’s group. He rev
elled in that grubby dirty blues that
Beck and the boys worked on. He
recorded with this group, the al
bum Beck-Ola features his voice.
The mixture of folk origins and
blues style is evident in his solo

albums. His voice is raspy, sore
throated. It sounds as though it is
Stewart is unpredictable, his phras
ing unexpected, his delivery is
squashed
out
under
pressure,
arresting. His voice leaves you, like
music, wanting more. I sometimes
expect to see his tonsils spewing
out of my speakers or for him to
be struck dumb half way through
a song. His range is enormous and
displayed on virtually every track.
He is not just
another Ray
Charles imitator or a guy who has
listened to Joe Cocker. But, he
has an individual quality, a grace
and style few singers can capture.
The voice is suited to the hard
driving music.
The good ideas of Stewart have
become music and not gimmicks.
Imagination pervades the music, in
choice of material, in the use of
bottleneck guitar and the beauti
fully echoing piano on the first
album.
The musicianship is excellent.
They sound as though they have
been playing for years. Ron Wood,
who plays guitar and bass, played
with Beck. Ian McLagan plays piano
and organ on both albums. The re
maining Faces, Kenny Jones and
Ronnie Lane play on Gasoline
Alley. As for the others, you’ll have
to check on them in your rock’n
roll encyclopedia.
'Street Fighting Man’ opens his
first album. Stewart says he wanted
to record it so as people could
hear the lyrics. He wonders why
Jagger writes good lyrics and then
records so as no one understands.
Stewart injects new life into that
early Stone’s hit ‘It's A ll Over Now’.
In fact, both albums bear com
parison with Let It Bleed.
They
have a dynamism, a quality and
depth that makes most rock bands
appear turgid and frigid.
There is no awkwardness in
choosing material. Stewart works
on the song till it becomes his.
The music remains good after
many playings. There is a restraint
which makes you wish the music
would never stop. Stewart plans to
work both with the Faces and solo
— so hopefully there is more stuff
like this on the way.

OUT HERE
LOVE
SHDW 3 - 4
Love was one of the earliest of
the Los Angeles rock groups. They
emerged late in 1965 and became
an underground success — especi
ally in England — although com
mercial success escaped them and
only recently have they attracted
wider
attention.
Whatever
the
reason for this, it was not for lack
of effort on the part of Arthur Lee
(now calling himself Arthurly) who
was willing to try anything. At
least once, anyway. In his efforts
to make it, he discarded group
members like dirty sox. No sooner
was a guitar in tune than its owner
was asked to take it elsewhere.
In his first album, Arthur Lee —
oops, Arthurly! — provided one of
the most amusing paradoxes in
rock. He, a black, came on like
Mick Jagger, a white singer who
built his whole style round accurate
imitations of black entertainers.
Pretty confusing, huh? Well, it was
too much for Arthur, so he tried
an ‘arty’ approach using heavy
orchestrations in his next album.
Da Capo. Still no go, so brass in
‘‘Forever Changes” before heavy
wailing rock in “Love for Sail” . . .
which brings us to Love Out Here,
Arthur’s first double album. See —
I told you he’d try anything!
His line-up for Out Here is the
same as the preceding album (yet
another first for Arthur), and little
wonder: they're all so bloody good!
And Arthur needs all the help he
can get. George Suranovich, as he
demonstrates in “Doggone”, is one
very innovative rock drummer. This
trick is full of exotic listening de
lights for the percussion afficionado. and whilst what he does —
slackens tensions of skins, scrapes
the drum-sticks etc. — is hardly
related to the song either rhythmi
cally or texturally, it’s quite spell
binding, and avoids becoming yet
another boring drum solo.
“ Love Is More Than Words" is
undoubtedly the best track. Perhaps
it’s significant that lead guitar ort
this occasion is taken by guest
guitarist, Gary RowleS. Perhaps not.
But it’s of little consequence any
how, for eleven frantic minutes of
sustained excitement, his guitar
swoops and soars through an in
credible number of octaves. Com
bine that with Jay Donnellan com
plementing superbly on second
guitar, and a rhythm section that
really pushes through an urgent

bass morse from Frank Fayad and
you’ve got one helluva track. The
pity is, it's a Cinderella with a lot
of ugly sisters, due to Arthur’s in
ability to write anything — with the
exception of the poignant “Signed
D.C.” — terribly far removed from
bubble-gum.
“Abaloney”
rhyme®
with baloney, and you’ve got a
song. And so it goes: Love, dove,
shove, ad nauseum. It’s the musical
ability of Arthur’s group, not his
songwriting, that removes this al
bum from the mediocre.
But these days there are so many
groups that have both talents, it
would be an unwise investment
to spend $11 on Love Out Here,
which has so few grains of wheat
in all that chaff.
JAN MURRAY

BO O TL EG

BLUES NORTH SOUTH and
LITTLE JOE BLUE
Moonshine 001 and 0 02
(Local Bootlegs)
These two six track EP’s are the
first releases on the new local
Moonshine label. They make avail
able some rather rare and interest
ing music originally recorded by a
number of very small American
record labels during the fifties and
sixties.
Blues North and South opens
with ‘Rockin’ Sidney, Semien wail
ing through ‘You Ain't Nothing But
Fine' recorded about 1960. Siemefi
who probably plays harp on this
recording is unextended vocally on
this rocking and rolling fusion of
blues, hillbilly and cajin sounds.
Siemien is still active, recording
blues and soul numbers for the
Louisiana Goldband label during the
past couple of years as ‘Count
Rockin Sidney’ — complete with
turban head gear and a band known
as the Dukes.
Oscar Wills, under the pseud
onym of 'T.V. Slim’ (he worked as
a T.V. serviceman in Los Angeles
through the sixties until he died
last year) recorded ‘My Heart’s
Full of Pain’ for the Pzazz label in
1968. Oscar plays guitar on this
moving blues number, which con
cludes:
“ Well my friends te ll me don't
worry, love is/ just a game.
They don’t know my business, they
can’t feel my pain.
Yes I'm stand in ’ at my window,
I'm just lookin’ at the failin' rain,
Got my eyes fu ll of tears and my
heart fu ll of pain."
In 1959, the Chicago Bea and
Bay label recorded Bobby Saxton’s
‘Trying to Make a Living’ and s»
showcased the blues guitar of
Earl Hooker. Like so many great
bluesmen, Hooker was to die with
fame and fortune almost within his
grasp. He died early this year from
T. B. at the age of forty. Saxton’s
strong vocal is concerned with the
economic problems which could
beset the Chicago ghetto resident
during a business recession, a not
infrequent occurrence in Chicago
during the fifties.
Pianist Eddie Boyd opens side
two with ‘You Got To Reap’ also
recorded for Bea and Bay in 1959,
Boyd, who had recorded frequently
from 1947 onwards, works out with
Robert Lockwood Jnr. on guitar plus
tenor, bass and drums.
Far and away my favorite track is
‘My Baby Left M e’ by Buster Brown
(and His Rockin’ McVoots) recor
ded for the New York City Vest
label in 1960. There is nothing
outstanding about the band, led by
Jimmy Spruill on guitar or Brown’s
harmonica, but that voice is fan
tastic as it lazily laments the loss
of his woman. Surely Buster has
been sadly neglected by the Ameri
can and British reissue labels.
The record concludes with ‘Evil
Hearted
Woman'
recorded
by
Driftin Charles Tyler for Lanor,
another Louisiana label, in 1963.
Tyler is backed by the white War
ren Storm Combo, consisting of
Warren on drums, Al Forman on
guitar, and Rutas Thibodeaux on
bass guitar. This white trio, who
backed Lightnin’ Slim and Slim
Harpo on many of their recordings,
for Excello, were so conversant
with the blues that the fact that
they were not* all black was only
revealed in 1968. This number
which is typical of its genre opens
with the classic lines:—
Your Pa must be a devil, and your
Ma must be a witch ’cause yo’re so
evil hearted, and your daddy has
the bed bug (chints?).
Moonshine 002 makes available
six tracks by ‘Little Joe Blue’.
Valery, a blue vocalist, whose pow
erful voices belies his stature,
which gave him his stage name.
Joe, who was raised in Louisiana,
moved to the West Coast of the
U. S.A. in 1961 and his first release

was for the small Los Angeles
Movin’ label in 1966.
‘Dirty Work Going On’ was a
local hit and so taken by the
Checker label for nationwide re
lease. The guitar sound of Larry
Green plus Joe’s vocal and the
arrangement all combine to prod
uce what has become known as
the ‘B. B. King sound.’ The dirty
work is, of course, problems with
a female friend: —
If I answer my own telephone,
before I can get it up to my head.
“ I got the wrong number," that's
the first thing they said.
Chorus.
Some dirty work is going on baby,
and I do believe yo’ve got a hand.
But don’t let me catch you cheatin’
on me baby, spend in' my money
lovin' another man.
The flip side ‘Pretty Woman’ is
similar in sound but sees the
female in a more favorable light.
‘My Tomorrow' and ‘Once a Fool’,
Joe’s follow up sides for Movin are
also similar, with ‘My Tomorrow’
the more commercial of the two.
However, it is the final single,
recorded for Checker in Chicago
in 1967 which provides the high
light. ‘Me And My Woman’ is a
highly arranged number, with less
emphasis on guitar by Bryce Rob
erson and more brass and piano
work. Poetically, this number sums
up Joe’s experience with women,
the subject of all six sides, very
well: —
Me and my woman, we don't get
along but one day at a time.
One day we 'fuss and fightin', next
day w e’re doin’ fine.
On Monday we're lubby dubby, on
Tuesday we don’t even speak.
On Wednesday she fix a steak
dinner, on Thursday I don’t even
eat.
On Friday everything is beautiful,
on Saturday have no peace.
On Sunday we go to church, Sun
day night that woman call the
police.
‘My Heart Beats Like a Drum’,
the final track finds the female in
favor again — and the overall
sound is augmented by some organ
work. Once again an elaborately
orchestrated number owing more to
the arranger than to Joe whose
strength is his voice and his lyrical
comments on women. Joe, who has
appeared before a large white audi
ence at Fillmore West is still active
on the West Coast with a couple
of further releases in 1968 and
1969.
Thus, Moonshine has produced
two
particularly interesting
re
lease for blues and grassroots
music fans, and for the serious
student, searching for the origin
oof ‘heavy’ popular music. I am
reliably informed that returns from
these will be ploughed back in the
form of further releases in a
similar vein, starting with 003, a
Dan Pickett EP, and then a series
of LP’s. Who knows, we may even
tually have an Australian Arhoolie
or Blue Horizon!
Regardless, Number 001 and 002
are available for $2.30 each or $4
for the two, post free from Maur
ice Taylor, c/o Australian Blues
Society, P.O. Box A122, Sydney
South. N.S.W. 2000.

THE USE OF ASHES
PEARLS BEFORE SWINE
Reprise RS 6405 (American
Import).
Mystery magician, Top Rapp, is
on the loose again with the ex
pected new collection of spells and
philtres. On this excursion he
seems to have left the rest of the
Pearls back in New York. The
album was recorded at Area Code
studio in Nashville and the back
ings are played by Charley McCoy,
Norbert Putnam, Kenny Buttrey,
Buddy Spicker, Mack Gayden and
other local luminaries.
Elizabeth
still sings the odd harmony but no
trace of the others is to be found.
Perhaps they never existed any
way. Just figments of Mr. Rapp’s
extremely fertile imagination. Per
haps Mr. Rapp does not exist
either. Perhaps the answer is to be
found in Guadelope, Mexico. How
ever, that does not bear thinking
about. The music is dedicated to
the Netherlands where most of the
songs were written. Perhaps this
is a clue.
It is his nicest and most con
sistent album to date. His previous
albums usually contained three or
four masterpieces and the rest
were patchy. On Ashes all the
songs are of the same high stan
dard. One of them, “The Jeweller”,
being the equal of “Another Time”
on “One nation underground” and
“ if you don’t want to I don’t mind”

REVOLUTION MARCH 1971
on "These things too.” The words
gleam and flash like old gold and
rubies:
"The jeweller has a shop on the
corner of the boulevard
In the night, in small spectacles,
he polishes old coins
He uses spit and cloth and ashes
He makes them shine with ashes
He knows the use of ashes
He worships God with ashes.
In the darkest of the night both
his hands will blister badly.
They will often open painfully and
the blood flows from his hands
He works to take
fromblack
faces
the thumb prints from so
many ages
He wishes he could cure the scars
when
he forgets he
sometimes
cries.
He knows the use of ashes
He worships God with ashes.”
Tom Rapps world is a lost one.
Lost
like renaissance craftsman
ship. His imagery is almost medi
eval in its beauty and use of
religious symbolism. "Song About
A Rose" is a truly remarkable piece
of evocative writing.
„ “This is a song about a rose or
perhaps its a song about the
shadow of a rose.
In the morning the apple sellers
congregate on corners of their
own.
But you and I, we sing our song
about a rose or perhaps the
shadow of a rose.
While the children of Fribourg and
the good thief standing by
We consort in silent rendezvous
and call the world a lie.
When our song is but a candle
that will one day burn away
The children of Fribourg cannot
hear what we say.
Tom’s music is almost unique in
the States. He would seem to have
more of an affinity with the min
strel tradition of English folk-rock
groups like Trees and Fairport Con
vention. Probably we have yet to
hear the best of Tom Rapp.
Most musicians lose some of
their individuality when they record
in Nashville with the top session
men. Country influences inexor
ably pervade the music. Tom Rapp’s
music is so personal and unified
that the Nashville sound does not
alter it at all.
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normality and insanity synch, in
with R. D. Laing’s), the story car
ries you along, you get to under
stand the patients, what society
calls mad has its own sadness, its
beauty, the inmates are like
.
people, yeah, any people, they want
to be happy.
The book verifies what politic
ians forget, that everyone has the
right to be happy, it's a paen to
grooving, a warning that authority
is a cancerous disease people have
laid on them from above, they like
. to pass the buck .
down, putting
! the heat on some scapegoat, long
hair freaks, bloody nutters, black
trash, to mention a few of the
groups this book, by implication, is
on the side of
CUCKOO got good reviews. Then
along came ONCE A GREAT NO
TION (Panther paperback), a big
book, 900 pages about American,
photo album flashbacks to pioneer
families, incisively accurate prose
getting right into how it feels driv-

coin

E C C fS
by Peter Draff in

journeys through the darkness of
life now.
While on the subject of knockout
novels, get into Ken Kesey.
Essential reading if you want to
know where Kesey’s at is of
course THE ELECTRIC KOOL-AID
ACID TEST by Tom Wolf who start
ed off a Ph.D. wordsmith doing a
Dick Lester at the typewriter for
Esquire, check THE CANDY-COL
ORED TANGERINE-FLAKE STREAM
LINED BABY. Neon prose, the Roll
ing Stones, fin de siecle Style from
the icecream-suited guru of the
New Journalism, he gets right into
the heads of people like Phil
Spector, Murray the K, Baby Jane
Holzer, and now . . . KEN KEEEEEESEY!
And now . . . ACID TEST, a cin
ema veritie headmovie — picares
que wail right across The Land of
the Free in a dayglo bus with
Kesey and his Merry Pranksters,
Wolf playing Boswell to this downhome, synched-in mind magician,
it’s a wordrave but controlled you
understand, up crops Neal Cassady,
the Dean Moriarty of Kerouac’s ON
THE ROAD. Kerouac’s dead now
(booze),
Cassady’s
dead
now
(speed), Richard Farina’s dead now
(bike smash). Kesey got busted by
the FBI (possession), and it takes
Uncle Tom Wolf to stay cool, get
it mentally videotaped, out it pours
from his electric IBM, from the
presses of Farrar, Strauss, Giroux
to you, the Kesey Story.
ACID TEST has some interesting
things to say about the mechan
isms of confrontation
between
super-freaks and straights, inter
esting
comparisons
are
drawn
between growth of LSD use (and
abuse), and the birth of new relig
ions.
Kesey’s own novels come as a
shock after the Wolf build-up for
this
natural
righteous
grooving
evolving, emoting life style which
Mr. Jones finds super-freaky.
Kesey’s reservoirs of talent are
dug deep in his own past, he chan
nels the flow like an Old Master
in two superb novels. On record
you get the musicians’ musicians.
Well, Kesey is a writer’s writer.
He researched ONE FLEW OVER
THE CUCKOO NEST while working
in an asylum. He guinea-pigged on
LSD. The asylum is like the world.
There’s a continual struggle. NOW
SHOWING! The Righteous Life ver
sus Unthinking Authority. Our hero
McMurphy the Experience Freak
squares off against Big Nurse, her
weapon is electric shock treatment.
Just to tranquilize your mind. The
narrator is Chief Bromden, an In
dian, has to pretend to be deaf and
dumb just to keep "sane"? He gets
to overhear everything.
The writing has an inevitable ac
curacy, he hits the right words
every
time while keeping the
rhythms
beautifully
together,
speech - rhythms, the textures of
thinking. The observations are right
on (interestingly, Kesey’s views on

ing a big car fast on a wet, winding
road when delirious. The story con
cerns a logging family, a conflict
between brothers, it has the inevit
ability of real tragedy.
He uses some brilliant tech
niques, addressing the reader, cut
ting from one viewpoint to an
other as he approaches a climax,
the same technique was used by
Eisenstein when he formulated his
ideas on movie editing. There are
letters written stoned, descriptions
of weather, he gets so far into
character and setting he can go on
for pages about an old bloke put
ting shingles on his roof. The
critics couldn’t handle it. They
freaked. Some thought it ‘had
something.’ (It’s got lots of every
thing.) Most of them put it down.
Here was a talent they didn t have
the critical apparatus to handle. It’s
best read in a tent in the rain.
Kesey once said he’d rather be
a lightning rod than a conductor.
Which brings us to Richard Farina,
killed on a bike the day I’M SO
FAR DOWN IT LOOKS LIKE UP TO
ME, his only novel, was published.
I first heard of Farina as a singer,
was knocked out by lyrical gentle
ness of his first LP, CELEBRA
TIONS FOR A GREY DAY, guitar,
mouth harp, dulcimer, his wife
Mimi, Joan Baez’s sister. (On Elektra ).
Somewhere along the paperback
underground a worn copy of SO
FAR DOWN (Dell paperback), hit
our place.
To quote Thomas Pynchon, author
of that weird book V.: "it’s been a
while since I read anything quite
so groovy, quite such a joy
comes on like halleluia chorus
swung by 200 kazoo players with
perfect pitch . . . strong, swinging,
reverent but with a brassy buzz of
irreverence . . has going for him
an unnerring virtuoso instinct about
what exactly is serious and what
cannot possibly be, the honesty to
come out and say it straight. Spin
ning his yarn he spins the reader
dizzily into a microcosm that man
ages to be hilarious, chilling, sexy,
profound, maniacal, beautiful and
outrageous." Right. I got a buzz like
from Alice's Restaurant.
Farina’s style is a probe with
which he gets his head and yours
into
trips.
student
insurgence,
weird psychic scenes reminiscent
of The Teachings of Don Juan.
Theres’ some farout S.M. erotica, a
cast of very believable straights
and freaks.
I flashed on this thing when I
read a quote from painter Braque:
METAMORPHOSIS,
NOT
META
PHOR. Braque’s cubist paintings
probably got him into this, a multi
plicity of viewpoints simultaneous
in time.
A metaphor stands for
something else. Metamorphosis is
a process of change. A thing meta
morphosed is something else.
So Braque started altering his
and other people’s ideas of reality
with his pictures. I guess Braque

Few heads are into books, what
with the hustling city thing, stereo
tape decks, electric scansion, soft
dope and strangers' smiles there
just isn’t too much time left for
linear comprehension bought at
your fave bookshop.
We’d been walking three days
when we came upon a guy who
wasn’t going to move his tent until
he’d finished War and Peace. Read
ing’s that kinda thing. Slows you
down. By the fire, a smoke, a
friend, read Jane Austen aloud, if
you’re into rhythms it’s incredible,
like listening to Mozart in the rain.
If you want to know what to do
when the nice man offers you a
spike, read THE CURE by Kevin
Mackey. (Angus & Robertson, $3.40
hardback.) It’s subtitled Recollec
tions of an addict. His style can
carry the weight. He delivers the
memories. Like sitting around in a
WOLFKING OF LA.
rush squirting blood at your friends.
John Phillips
Like getting your girl laid by a
stranger for money. Withdrawal in
Stateside SOSL 10094.
jail took 3 weeks; Mackey gives
There is such a vast quantity of
it one line. Chemist shop busts,
albums in the currently popular
hotshots of egg-white, parents who
country idom that it is very easy to
don’t
want to know, a wife who
lose one’s Sense of proportion. I
wants to make him what he isn’t,
must admit that up until now the
his scene is shooting up in the
music of John Phillips had meant
gents, he’s been so far into it it’s
little to me. I could never get in
terested in the saccarine lyrics and , incredible he ever got out.
Burroughs (Naked Lunch, Nova
idiot harmonies which were the
Express), writes similarly powerful
trademark of the Mamas and
junk prose. There’s more humanity
Papas.
hidden under Mackey the Monster,
His solo album caught me com
heaviest freak on the block than
pletely off guard. Apparently there
Burroughs has in his cool, cere
was something much better strug
bral head.
gling to get out of John Phillips.
THE CURE should be in every
The music is really deceptive in its
school library as the definitive turn
easy-going flow. The moods of the
off for kids nibbling near the hook,
songs vary from open hearted
hooking down pills, wondering if
exuberance to pensive introspec
liquid speed can keep despair at
tion. The music is so unassuming
bay.
that it is easily dismissed as light
The drug problem’s going to get
weight after a superficial listening.
worse before it gets better, MacHowever, once you get into it you
key reckons. Right. As partial solu
realise just how significant it is.
tion he sees a system of limited
The ten songs, all by Phillips, are
registration. Junkies can get a fix
all instantly memorable and full
under clinical conditions in a hos
of gaiety and strength. The instru
pital. Mackey says kids get hooked
mental sound Is faultless and the
on the scene, tippy-toeing through
way Phillips uses the steel guitars
the dawn from one stereo to an
and chorus for his entrances is
other, long before they get hooked
really
fresh
and original. The
on gear.
musicians are the absolute cream
One point he doesn’t mention is
of Los Angeles session men. They
the way marijuana-busts put smok
include Buddy Emmons and Red
ers in with spikers. If pot were
Rhodes on steel guitars, James
legalized the business side would
(Do it to me) Burton on dobro and
shift from crims who want kids to
lead guitar, Joe Osborn the heav
escalate to hard gear to controlled
iest bass player in the world
headshops.
(listen to the sound he gets on
Mackey has a large talent, no pre
"Mississippi"), Larry Knecntel on
tensions, toughness, humanity and
keyboards, Hal Blaine on drums,
a natural grasp of the mechanics
David Cohen on guitar and a
of powerful, moving writing. Credit
heavenly chorus of Darlene Love,
should go too to his editor, John
Fanetta James and Jean King. With
Abernethy at A.&R.
musicians of their calibre you could
THE CURE was written in jail.
hardly fail.
Now Mackey is working on a book
Most memorable track is "Down
about his experiences inside. If you
The Beach", an elliptical song in
were to judge a work (book, LP,
which he muses over his broken
painting, film or whatever,) by its
marriage and his ex-wife’s adven
effect on society, Mackey comes
tures in Peru with Dennis Hopper.
on as an unflinching chronicler of
You can’t make up your mind
whether it is a put on or a deeply
TH E FIR ST A N N U A L
felt statement. "Topanga Canyon"
is a lovely dream-like song with
beautiful acoustic guitar work. Best
arrangement is heard on "Missis
sippi”. It starts with just John and
the drummer,
then
the
bass
crashes in with an unbelievable
heavy line, which is then augmen
.at MOIMTSALVAT, Eltham, Saturday April 17th.- Sunday April 18th.
ted by James Burton’s wailing
dobro. It’s just too much. This is
A 2TDAY F E S T IV A L OF SONGS, MUSIC, M AG IC, GAMES A N D F E S T IV IT IE S !
a really outstanding album which
FOO DSTUFFS, SPIT-R OA STED LAMBS A N D PIGS, CIDER S A N D T R A D IT IO N A L FOODS
is going to be played for quite a
SHOPS A N D STALLS- POTTERS, W EAVERS, C A N D L E M A K E R S , H A N D C R A FTS , etc.
few years.
—TONY CONVEY

thought why not make the painting
the reality, its own reality, to be
judged on its own terms. That’ll
eliminate that hangup when people
say, well, it don’t look much like
a face to me. (LIKE A ROLLING
STONE THE FBI
THE CIA
THE
PVC B. B. KING
DORIS DAY
MATT BUSBY
DIG IT
DIG IT
DIG IT.) And so Braque’s paintings
metamorphosed reality into some
thing else. The metaphors got lost.
Art no longer had to be like reality.
It was reality. ("I don’t take drugs;
1 am drugs." — Dali.)
This is just what the writers
mentioned are doing. The reality
isn’t in what they describe. It’s
right there in words on the page.
Reading it puts them in your head.
Tape recorders, movie cameras,
videotape have taken over the copy
(i.e., metaphor) functions, freeing
writers and artists.
To operate on this scene you
need
the
technical
equipment,
acquired by mixing talent with ap
plication. You're an explorer out
in dark mountains with a flash
light. (FLASH LIGHT FLASH LIGHT
FLASH).
It can be dangerous.
Some explorers wipe out. Jackson
Pollock, assaulter of canvasses,
leading abstract expressionist, dies
in a drunken road smash. Mass
media pressures got to Marilyn
Munroe. Maybe dope brought Jop
lin and Hendrix some respite. Some
people get too far out to get back.
Artaud in his asylum.
Beckett
locked in his room. Dylan Thomas
flat on his back, dead, too much
to drink, too much to dream. De
Stael jumping out his window, his
paintings too heavy. Verlaine’s re
volver, with which he tried to
shoot Rimbaud.
Some explorers make it, they
stay out in the field, fixing the pre
cise position of their heads, mak
ing maps of their own journeys
home to oneness. Each differently,
Mackey. Tom Wolf, Kesey and Far
ina say what it’s like to live at
this time. Their books are new
realities, not copies of yesterday.
Many of us want to change so
ciety. We must metamorphose it,
not make another metaphor. Both
communism -and capitalism as prac
tised — are based on the distribu
tion of wealth. But you shall not
live by bread alone. Readers have
the same responsibility as writers,
listeners as musicians. ALTERNA
TIVE SOCIETY NOW. We must do
with our lives what certain artists
and writers have done with their
work. When you're together, life
and work are one. So you produce,
so do you live, so do you pro
duce, so you do live on after death.
Reincarnation.
"WE ARE ALL GODS. WE MAY
AS WELL START ACTING LIKE
THEM.” — The Still Earth Catalog.
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Burroughs and L ea ry ..........”
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