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“The musical maturation
of Peter Frampton has
progressed impressively
over the years and he
has now emerged with
the album to ensure

superstar
status.”

-Record World
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“Yesterdays,” a collection of Yes’ finest recordings including two cuts
previously unavailable on album, “Dear Father” and the complete “America””
Yesterdays. From Yes. On Atlantic Records and Tapes.
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See “YESSONGS” on film...
YES in a filmed concert in quadraphonic sound... watch for it at your local theatres.
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See Leo, and enjoy his five albums
on Capitol Records and Tapes.
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PINK FLOYD:

A flash of light, a puff of smoke—My God, it's Pink Fioyd as they embark on their
first American tour in three years. On the eve of the release of their first album sinca
Dark Side of the Moon, we have an exclusive report of their doings in the lntenm
including a full description of how their latest tour shapes up. .
BYINICK KON . i ottt site e e stss bt s aussssnsssstenssaets SFa rraa e eamres s e ean g .14

ROCK'S RUNAWAY RETURNS:

Rice Crispies weren’t the only thing to come out of Battle Creek, Michigan, In 1961, a
heretofore unknown hit with his first record, "Runaway’’ and instantly there was a
new teenage idol in the pantheon of stars. Del Shannon, with a new record deal, is
back in the studios recording and is set to release one of the hottest rock ‘n’ roll
two-sided singles we’ve heard in a long time.

By K eI B AT E S tree e oammes o o s aune e e s s o S S wsss e Sa S o e e R ¢ oS O b 23

FACES ON TOUR:

This seems to be the season for tours crisscrossing America by the biggest and most
legendary of the English superstars of the 70s. We followed Rod from city to city on
his Western tour, in an attempt to explain his magic and how it affects different
crowds.

By Joanne Russo

ROCK'S TEN COMMANDMENTS:

Legendary film great Cecil B. DeMille has nothing on film director Ken Russell, who
has taken the Who's epic rock opera Tommy and translated it for the Silver Screen. Is
it only rock and roll or is it a full-scale moral allegory for our times?
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CELLULOID DREAMS:
Once upon a time, kids dreamt of being movie stars. The sixties and the Beatles
changed all that. Here then is the story of that dream, and of a group that made it.

By Jonh Inghamand Ken Barnes...............oiveevieiiosiisiinssmessssessoansasessssssissssssasssissasesaas 33
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Roxy Music in Santa Monica, Leo Sayer in Trenton, Dr. Feelgood in London, Papa
Du Run Da Run in Anaheim, New York Dolls on their home turf..........c.ccooeernaineicen. 6
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this year...
— Jon Landau
Rollmg Stone

“Nils Lofgrcn in his first aok)(mcmpt,
has come up with a smash.m -album

that restores him to the forefront of
rock & roll "70s style.” |
—Ken Barnes

Phonograph Record

“One of the year’s finest albums. ..’
~ Billbo.rd

“With the exception of ‘Blood on the
Tracks,’ this is the only recent album
I’ve heard that sounds like it’s the
product of a single person’s imagina-
tion. I'm convinced...it’s the best rock
album this year... As far as I'm con-
cerned this is one boy whose time

has come.” | — Jon Landau
‘ Rolling Stone
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ROXY MUSIC
Santa Monica Civic Auditorium
Santa Monica, California

By KEN BARNES

Roxy Music’s sellout Santa Monica
appearance was a carefully executed triumph.
They seemed minded to consolidate their
newly-won American audience, and played it
conservative all the way. No gauche South
American cowboy outfits for Bryan Ferry, but
instead the black tuxedo ensemble thatwas the
Ferry trademark of quality at the beginning.

A very democratic group effort it was,
too—spotlights galore for Eddie Jobson’s
electrical fiddling about and Andy MacKay's
reed work {stressing the saxand violins, always
a reliable ploy). And not one selection from
Ferry’s solo outings (though they were
broadcast immediately before and after the
performance)--straight Roxy music covering
alt four group albums.

*“Prairie Rose’’ was a bit rocky (in the shaky
sense) for starters, but matters quickly
improved through ‘“Mother of Pearl,”” ““Song
for Europe” and onward. The pacing bogged
down a bit through the midsection--a
succession of the slower, more ponderous
repertoire items (‘A Really Good Time,"
"“Three and Nine,” etc.) with extended
instrumentalforays. if you closed your eyes the
effect was not wholly dissimilar to a Yes
concert or something equally stupefying,
though more tasteful to be sure.

Butin timely fashion Roxy finished fast, with
an exhilarating run of rockers--"All | Want is
You,” “Editions of You” from the For Your
Pleasure LP, *‘The Thrill of it All,” and {still
champion) “Virginia Plain,’’ surely the suavest
single of the 70’s. Then encores away with ‘Do
the Strand”’ (surely the second suavest, etc.)
and exit accompanied by rapturous tumult
from the stands. The band’s playing abilities
and rapport were thoroughly impressive, and
Ferry’s stiffly serpentine onstage elan and
surprisingly forceful vocal chops were suitably
delightful, of course. Backstage the same
timeworn glittered relics milled about conspic-
uously, like obsolescentpoliticians pushing the
same outdated party platforms, but outside
they were playing ““The In Crowd" with a
bedazzled audience identifying all the way.

LEO SAYER
Trenton War Memorial
Trenton, New Jersey

By DENNIS WILEN

What a difference a tour makes.

Last year, cult artist Leo Sayer toured as a
clown-faced singer-songwriter with tasty
backup. This vyear, English rocker Leo
Sayer —without the white makeup —is back,
and fronting a hard-rocking quartet in
electrifying performances that promise to
move him up to headliner status when he
returns again.

Sayer’s sensitive songs (music by Dave
Courtney) have always been gems. Roger
Daitrey’s solo album featured two sides’
worth, Maggie Bell has cut one, and the
ubiquitous Three Dog Night got a hit with a
bastardized version of “The Show Must Go
Oon."”

But no one sings ‘em like Leo. The strong
voice striding from Leo’s little body might
lead you to call him a belter, but that implies
a lack of control. Leo controls his voice as
carefully as a lion tamer corrals his charge.
From an emotion-packed near-whisper to a
gravel-tinged roar, Leo sings his butt off.

Although | had seen Leo two days earlier
at Philadelphia’s grand Academy of Music,
the March 12th Trenton show sticks in my
mind. And because | recorded the show at
the 2000-seat American Legion-owned hall
for broadcast on WMMR, I've been able to
(no,want to) listen to it daily for weeks.

Ladies and gentlemen, 50 minutes without
Leo going flatl Stage presence that leaps
out of the speakers! Cooking arrangements
that move the band (Chris Stainton, pianos
and organ; Les Nichol, guitars and banjo;

Charlie Harrison, bass; Steve Chapman, .

drums) into the big leagues! And more.

Leo bounds on stage in a dark suit and
white sneakers. After an intense rendition of
“Giving It All Away,” he asks the crowd if
they'd like to rock and roll. They do, of
course, so the band steams into a
knife-edged rocker, ‘“Oh, Wot A Life,”
recounting gigs on the road. Next, a cliched
lyric is pushed into an optimist’ anthem as
Leo tells you that ““Tomorrow is the next day
of the rest of your life.” {This has proved to
be good music to shower by).

Change the pace to a ballad, ““In My Life,”
and Leo makes you believe. And as the band
segues into the chugging tempo of ““Train,"”

By the time Leo hits the acoustic guitar
intro to ““One Man Band,” they’re ready to
sing along with the chorus. Leo drags the
mike stand in front of the footlights and the
singing boppers in the orchestra pit reach
out to touch his hand. He's definitely star
material.

After the autobiographical “Bells of St.
Mary’s,” featuring lyrical electric guitar, Leo
launches into the standout number of the
show. “Telepath’’ is side one, track one of
Leo’s latest LP, Just a boy. On wax it's nice,
synthesized strings and medium delivery. In
person, though, it burns!

Stainton sets it up with phased eighth
notes on the Wurlitzer (shades of the Who)
and Leo pops in with a controlled quaver.
Half a verse later, the ensemble joins with
funky drums and guitar fills. By the chorus,
Stainton adds driving organ washes and
when they hit the break, it's rock and roll
heaven.

“Another Time” comes next, and the
funky arrangement makes the anguished
lyrics hit home. As Leo laments, Stainton
wrings emotion from the keyboard. And
when Leo reaches, “I'm lost,"” you know he
is.

It's time (the excitement vibrates the hali)
for "Long Tall Glasses.” Arm-in-arm with
top-hatted Michael Tearson {the WMMR DJ
who MC'd the show), Leo can-cans across
the stage as the people boogie in time.

““Oh, yeah!” shouts Leo as the roar of
applause cross-fades into whoops of excite-
ment, and then it's the original "*Show Must
Go On,” with one verse scat-yodeled. They
won’t let Leo leave. The banjo and the band
vamp through a false ending and then
another and they won’t stop yelling. He
smiles wide, reaching out and shaking
hands, and finally scampers into the wings.

The Trentonians are exultant; although
Leo does not schedule encores, the crowd is
not bummed out. They're filled with positive,
up energy, and joy.

And that’s what Leo wants. He used to
play the sad-faced clown, but now he can
dance.

CHILLI WILLI AND THE RED HOT
PEPPERS

DR. FEELGOOD

KOKOMO

Rainbow Theatre

London, England

By JONH INGHAM

3

The second wave of '70s bands to emerge
from England is an entirely apposite affair from
the glitter/glam of the Mark | model. It's
centred in pubs and is a return to the roots
movement. Unfortunately, it'slargely semi-pro
interms of quality, and the above bands are the
first three to come out of London’s pub scene
withanyreal hope of going anywhere, with the
exception of Ace and Ducks Deluxe (but word
hasitthey're disbanding},and assuch have put
together the first package tour to traverse the
countryside since Jimi Hendrix, The Nice, Pink
Floyd and half a dozen others did it back in
1967. To avoid ego conflicts, each band
headlines in turn, the above being how they hit
the Rainbow. Coming towards the end of their
tour, it could readily be seen that the jaunt

" around the provinces had tightened them all up
considerably and the necessity of getting them
all on and off in time made for sets that were
never allowed to become indulgent.

Chilli Willi had already announced their
end-of-tour dispersal by the time they reached
this soon-to-close venue, so it was either an
exercise in nostalgia or redundancy, depend-
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*Dr. Feelgood’'s Wilko Johnson: like an epileptic Keith Richard...

ingon your point of view. They come across as
ameld of the New Riders and the Grateful Dead
and | must confess to never having been very
enamoured with them.

Dr. Feelgood are amazing, like every band
that ever played the Marquee in 1964 ali rolied
up in one tidy package; a strange musical
premise to attractawhole theatre of teenagers.
With The Figure giving the 4/4 beat new
meaning and tiny John Sparks providing some
really nifty bass, it was all down to vocalist Lee
Brilleaux and guitarist Wilko Johnson to
provide the flash and pizazz. Lee stands centre
stage, his left leg doing a '50s Elvis twitch at 78
rpm, his fist punching emphasis to the lyrics
which he growls and spits into a hand-held
mike. Wilko moves like Keith Richard in the
TAMI show. The ties and bum freezer jackets
just add to the illusion.

Theirrepertoire is limitless, moving between
oldies like ““Boom Boom’' and “’I'm a Hog For
You Baby" and originals, which move like a
J.D. splitting from a police raid. ’Keep It Out of
Sight,” “Twenty Yards Behind’’ —the titles
speak for themselves. Whenever Wilko hit a
solo, slashing out manic chords and runs, his

body moving like an epileptic, the crowd went
berserk. This was an audience that had their
faves, and the ovation at the end of the more
apocalyptic numbers was shattering. But then,
you couldn’thelp yourself; it was revitalizing to
see and hear such energy, the harsh lighting
really adding to the effect, and when they burst
into “Bonie Moronie/Tequila,” their classic
climax, the release was amazing. Who would
think those two songs could contain such
power?

Ten in number, and composed of ex-Grease
Band (Neil Hubbard, Alan Spenner), Crimson
{Mel Collins, and formerly lan Wallace) and a
band called Arrival, they slide through a very
smooth soul revue that used to occasionally
explore the nadirs of self-indulgence, though
they were frequently quite incredible. The first
time | heard them [ thoughtitwas arecord until |
caught sight of the band. This tour has been
their firstexcursioninto the hintedands and has
done wonders to help their act.

The main singing is held together by Dyan
Birch with harmonies and alternate leads from
Frank Collins (fabulous soprano wail) and
Paddy McHugh (collectively known as ‘‘the
girls”’}, with pianist Tony O’Malley pushing out
a powerful Joe Cocker grit, which makes for a
fine contrast. The band tend to stretch out on
numbers, getting into a rolling riff, Spenner’'s
bass a Persian carpet under the drums/congas
(the Iatter adding a quite sophisticated texture
to the rhythm without standing out as an
instrument of its own) while Neil Hubbard and
Jim Mullen explore tight, funky guitar licks,
often being drowned by O’Malley’s piano and
the incredible sax playing. If nothing else, this
band should bring the saxophone back to its
rightful position of all-time rock instrument.

Floyd manager Steve O’Rourke has taken
Kokomo under his wing, an album has been
released on CBS, and everyone keeps
mentioning America as their next stop; it is
readily assumed that they will enjoy
phenomenal success, though it will be
interesting to see how long such a large band
lasts. Dr. Feelgood is the one to keep your eye
out for, though, | have seen the future of rock
and roll, and it sure felt good.
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Macon, Georgia
1895

Man, it sure is a nice day here in Macon, Georgia. Perfect weather

to ride this ol’ Yankee-built engine the 12 hours to Savannah, We’ve got
a few minutes ’til these boys from Grinderswitch load their

piano and other gear onboard the train, so I’d like to point out

a few of our Macon landmarks. '

Can you see that big yellow building over there behind the trees?
That'’s the Lanier Plaza Hotel. It was built around 1853 and was the
place Jefferson Davis was brought after his capture on

May 13, 1865. President Davis gave a powerful speech from that
hotel’s balcony—music to the ears of any youngblooded Reb.

Y’see that tall steeple in the background? That there’s the Methodist
Church, the first church ever built in Macon. And those twin

steeples beyond the caboose belong to St. Joseph’s Catholic Church.
Boy, Maconites sure are a church goin’ God-fearin’ people.

And how about this train depot! It was built when the old train station
was torn down after the War Between the States. It stays

plenty busy with engines like this ol’ 4-4-0 woodburner on its way

to all the big cities in these 38 states.

Well, it looks like that band Grinderswitch has just about finished
loadin’ up. I hear they’re bound for Savannah too, playin’ at some honky
tonk on the coast. They got one of them newfangled phonograph
records out; I think they’re callin’ it Macon Tracks, or somethin’ like
that, I heard some of it the other day, and it sounded mighty

fine. In fact, I just might mosey-on up to Savannah and hear those

boys play. Join me?

Grinderswitch Macon TFAckS is ON unc s Capricorn Records & Tapes.
1895 ¥ 1975
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JOHN MAYALL

DOG SOLDIER

The Bottom Line

New York City, New York

By PETER CRESCENTI

I've ignored John Mayall’'s music for the
last half-decade, so I'm very surprised to find
myseif excited by his current direction and
newest band. Mayall is writing his most
commercial music in years, and the sextet
he’s assembled to interpret his rocking blues
delivers with real spunk 'n’ funk. So much, in
fact, that on stage the band makes their
leader’s contribution seem almost negligable
at times.

The new group is composed in equal
numbers, of Mayall-band veterans and
newcomers. The super-tight rhythm section
of drummer Soko Richardson and bassist
Larry Taylor have, like violinist Sugarcane
Harris, played in other Mayall disposable
units. The rookies are vocalist Dee McKinnie,
the first woman Mayall's ever worked with,
keyboardist Jay Spell, and guitarist Rick Vito,
another find by the blues godfather, who
seems to have an amazingly accurate sixth
sense in recognizing dynamic talent.

After two rockers from the new album,
New Year, New Band, New Company, the set
came to life in a series of solo spots accorded
by Mayall to his players. Don Harris sang his
one number, the warhorse blues ’Till the Day
| Die”, which he sliced through with a
gut-wrenching solo that really conveyed the
emotional spectrum of love, pain and sorrow
that the blues is supposed to ooze.

Then the band slammed into “Sittin’ on
the Outside”’, a mojo monster from the album
that showcased Rick Vito's clean, fluid guitar
playing.

But the song, and the entire set, was
partially marred by Dee McKinnie's failure to
project her sweet, bluesy, southernized voice
to the audience. She sings more to Mayall
than the paying customers, and
when he leaves center stage to play key-
boards, Dee turned sideways and sang across
the stage to her partner, who represents a
kind of security to her. The lady’s got super
lungs, and her casual but sexy stage manner
makes her the focal point in the band. A few
more weeks on the road before Mayall's
adoring fans shou!d boost her confidence.

The set was nearly over before anyone
could hear keyboardist Spell, who was
constantly drowned out by his fellow
musicians. He finally found an opening in
""Sweet Scorpio” and went right after it,
simultaneously pounding clavinet and piano
as if it were his last gig.

““Anyone who comes into a Mayall band,
comes in with his eyes open,’ said the blind
musician after the show. An ironic statement,
but one which conveyed the insecurity of
playing in a Mayall band. Knowing the man‘s
history, this band may not be intact a year
from now. It would be a shame, but his
players are aware of Mayall’'s habit of
scrapping groups, and they're getting down
like there really is no tomorrow.

Opening for Mayall was Bluesbreakers
alumnus Keef Hartley and his new band Dog
Soldier, which explores a heavier, more
electronic realm than the blues-based Keef
Hartley Band. Back with Big Chief Hartley is
guitarist/vocalist Mifler Anderson, still an old
bloozer at heart, grinding out a spirited
version of the old band's “Born to Die,”
which got an extra shot of juice from Derek
Griffiths, whose subtie, tender solo was a
unique demonstration of taste and restraint,
and a definite point in an otherwise tight
show.

THE NEW YORK DOLLS
Little Hippodrome
New York City, New York

By ALAN BETROCK

After exaggerated reports heralding their
‘impending demise, the New York Dolls
returned in early March to the Hippodrome in
mid-Manhattan. They were supposedly to
sportanewimage: new songs, new looks, new,
personnel, and a new direction.

The rumored insertion of a political

consciousnessinto their material was not to be
found, save for a Chinese flag which draped:
the stage. The Red Guard hype seemed to
be a put-on, and the only evidence of Red
infiltration was the Dolis’ new-found penchant
for red-patent leather, which they alt displayed
prominently. The bi-sexual glam-rock image
was gone, although happily the Dolis still
maintain a reasonable amount of flash.

Musically there are some significant
developments to report. Lead singer David
Johansen has ceased screaming out lyrics,
utilizing an echo and delay system which
affords him a fulier sound. Guitarist Johnny
Thunders seems to have tamed down a bit as
well, as his notorious axe-slashing and
feedback were reduced to barely audible riffs.
Harpo Marx lookalike Sylvain Sylvain has
taken on a more prominent role within the
band, playing some lead guitar and doubling
competently on piano for a few songs. This is
the first time the Dolls have ventured into
keyboard instrumentation onstage, and al-
thoughitdid manage tomodify the sound a bit,
the overall effect was nothing startling.

Infact, thatwas the central probiem with the
"new’’ Dolls. From the outset of their career
they werestartling. They were fresh, brash and
arrogant to the extreme. They played their
songs andsang to their audience. Now with all
new songs gracing their set (save for a hot
versionof 'Pills”’), they appear to be searching
for middie ground. The band’s course seems
directed towards developing a pure rock 'n’
roll/r&b totality, but perhaps at the cost of
losing their own original distinction. Almost all
their new songs lack the lyrical wit and musical
power of their predecessors.

Most of the old Dolls songs quickly became
classics even before reaching vinyl, but the
new tunes are predominately bland and for-
gettable. These originals are for the most
part simply old rock and roll melodies with
new lyrics. Intertwined are a bunch of
suitable oldies like “Daddy Rolling Stone,"”
“Dizzy Miss Lizzy,”” and Eddie Cochran's
“Something Else.” Syl's “Ain‘t Got No
Home'* is enjoyable, but Johnny

Thunders’ one vocal outing is less than
captivating. Johansen'’s stage presence still
retains its allure, though it is nowhere as
fixating as it once was.

-y .

eThe Dolls: still looking for trash...

BOB GRUEN

The best new songs were “Down Town”
and “Teenage News' which clearly showed
some sparks of lasting creativity. “Down
Town’ is a strong, slow number with a
memorable chorus,and ' Teenage News'’ {one
of the only songs with any lyrical interest),
closed the set on a promising note. One must
give the Dolis full credit for the strength and
determination to go on despite numerous
setbacks, and to endeavor to expand their
sound and image. The new vocal fullness,
pianofills, andbacking vocal arrangemer:ts are

good starts, but can that overcome the
apparent lack of outstanding material?

It's no secret that the Dolls did not succeed
commercially on their own original terms with
their first two albums. Their new direction
tends to disregard most of their past, and
concentrates on following the prescribed
norms in an attempt to achieve some measure
of airplay and chart acknowledgement. As far
as live performance goes, when one expects
brilliance and gets something short of that, it
shouldn’t be judged too somberly. By
comparison to most other bands, the Dolls are
stillan eye opelier. The new Dolls are certainly
better than no Dolls at all, and must rate as one
of our best and most important rock and roll
units extant.

"OUT

—RE A-HAVIN FUNL..”

PAPA DU RUN DA RUN
Western High School
Anaheim, California

By GREG SHAW .

For about three years now, Papa Do Run Da
Run have been packing them in all over
Northern California with their surf/summer
music. Now they’'ve been contracted to do an
extensive series of high school dances which
will be taking them through just about every
cityinthestate, and if the reaction they inspired
at this show was typical, California’s gonna be
populated by a hard core generation ot
teenage surfers by next summer.

As you'd expect from any oldies band,
they're true to the era, wearing faded jeans,
tennies, striped t-shirts and huarache sandals,
with bushy bushy blond hairdos and

fresh-scrubbed faces. Butthat’s basic. More to
the point, they've got the music down solid,
doing Beach Boys hitaswellas the Beach Boys
themselves do live, and the same with Jan &
Dean, Bruce & Terry, Ronnie & the Daytonas
andtherest of theirlarge Californoid repertoire.

Andit’s notjust the standards, either. When |
walked into the gym at Western High School
they were doing ‘*Sail On Sailor,” successfully
capturing the lethargic heaviness that the
Beach Boyshad evolved into by 1973. They did

other recent tunes as well, even the Legendary
Masked Surfers’ “Gonna Hustle You,” the
only theme tying it all together being a
dedication to California teen culture and a
genuine flair for the music and the styles that
have grown up about it. Their original tunes,
suchas “Sunshine Music’’ (whichappeared on
lastyear’'s Jan & Dean album, Gotta Take That
One Last Ride, with Dean adding vocals)
function, as they intended, as the kind of
summer/fun oriented music that might be
more common today if surf music had
continued in a linear evolution.

In fact, Papa Du Run Da Run give me the
schizophrenic impression of being unsure just
what image to project. As an “'oldies band"
they fail to provide the kind of grossly
exaggerated stage antics that audiences of
such groups seem to crave. There's a certain
amount of lame comedy between songs {just
about as lame, and in the same way, as the
Beach Boys’ standard patter), and aclumsybut
effective trick of puliing girls from the audience
to dance on stage, but there are none of the
dance contests, singalongs, or theatrical skits
thata confirmed oldies band should have. Plus,
they speak enthusiastically of recording their
originals and moving away from oldies entirely,

becoming a full-fledged modern fun machine.

But meanwhile they're having enough fun
playing the classics, and their audiences are
digging it too. The kids we talked to at this
dance were there mostly because nothing else
was happeningin Anaheim that night, but they
weredancingand having fun,andalarge group
up front were really getting into it. There was
very little long hair to be seen; on the contrary,
the attire and appearance of the kids was much
closer to the American Graffiti era. Simple,
basic clothes and hair styles, and some
surprising anachronisms including pendietons
and madras shirts on the guys. A few
long-haired punks hollered out a rude request
for “Smoke on the Water’” and later skulked
out, but they were a decided minority.

According to the band, the kids are like this
everywhere they play, and getting more so as
time goes by. They may be unfamiliar with the
songs at first (frequently the band is
complimented for one of “their’” songs like "'l
GetAround” or ““Don’tWorry Baby’’) but have
no trouble getting into the spirit of
things —obviously the same demographics at
work behind the unexpected success of iast
years Beach Boys reissues.

While locked into a heavy schedule of these
highschool gigs for the nextyear, Papa Du Run
Da Run have other plans. Besides recording,
they’vebeentalkingto Dean Torrence of Jan &
Dean about the possibility of his joining them
on the road. A trial run took place recently in
Santa Cruz, one of California’s traditional
surfing hotspots. Reports haven’t come in
yet,but obviously there’'s a large and
growing audience that will support surf
music wherever and however it springs up.
For now, it seems to be centered in
California, but tomorrow...who knows?
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The world's favorite
performers appear
"In Concert”’

And 9 out of 10
times,the electric bass
isaFender.

ABC-TV's ““In Concert.’,
Far more than entertainment,
it's the ultimate experience in the

’ contemporary music scene.
; Viewers can feel every ounce

of the performer’s musical energy.

They can hear every note in

Play it from the top stereo (simultaneously on ABC

FM radio).
m And “In Concert" it's almost
all Fender’. .. to the tune of 9 out

CBS Musical Instruments,

Qadwision of CBS,Inc of 10 bass guitars played:

“InConcert” isn’t a give-away show.

Surely not for the Fender Bass. The 9 out of 10 “In Concert’’ bass players who play Fender
bought their basses with their own bread. Doesn’t that really tell you something?

° 2
Source: Dick Clark Teleshows, Inc., producers of “In Concert.” Copies available upon request.
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FACES ON TOUR

By JOANNE RUSSO

It was 11:30 A.M. At least six more
hours would pass before the concert could
begin. Two local long-hairs, looking like
Haight-Ashbury refugees, were crouched
under a green army blanket near the front of
the line. The younger and more bored
looking of the pair was clutching a bottle of
Thunderbird. “It's worth the wait. We've got
to be near the front,” he explained rather
unconvincingly. “Every time the Faces have
played San Francisco that’'s where we've
sat. Last time Rod shook my hand. | bet he’ll
recognize me."”

San Francisco has never provided the
Faces’ most receptive audiences and few
thought they would manage to fill the 19,000
capacity Cow Palace. But, either the
reputation initiated by their last concert has
snowballed, or the good word, having blown
in from the east, managed to attract a
sellout crowd which began lining up in the
wee hours of the morning.

Since their last American tour a year and a
half earlier, rumors of personnel problems
within the group had placed a pessimistic
damper on the public’s view of the band'’s
future. Did Rod really say he wouldn’t record
any more albums? Was it true that Tetsu
wasn't fitting in? Was Ron Wood dropping
out to join the Stones? Meanwhile, the
group’s album release, Overtures and Begin-
ners, Rod Stewart’s solo work Smiler, and
Ron Wood's /'ve Got My Own Album to Do
were barely abie to elbow their way into the
mass record collection of America. Some-
how though, despite the grey clouds which
seemed to be tempering their future, the
Faces pulled off about the most successful
American tour of their career; out of 21
dates on the itinerary, 15 sold out weeks
before the boys even stepped onto our
North American shores.

The Faces have always been known as a
live band. The bar in one corner of the stage
was always a major contributor to the
spontaneous antics which in the past have
been as much a trademark as the paim tree
pruning of Rod’s hair. Their concerts have
always gone down as party events in which
the Faces pose as both hosts and entertain-
ers, setting a mood which invited the
audience to be part of the band’s onstage
ravings.

So even San Francisco remembered them;
how could anyone forget a party of that
caliber?

The first few bars of ““The Stripper”’ rang
through the Cow Palace, as Rod kicked a
soccer ball around the off-stage area, then
jumped on the stage, giving the once over to
the equipment, his fellow band members,
and finally the audience, who were ecstatic
at the first sight of their purple satin draped
fave-raver.

As the group charged full force into “It's
All Over Now,” maintaining the energy level
through Ron Wood’s ‘““Take a Look at the
Guy,” the audience transformed into Cali-
fornia’s counterpart of England’s well
publicized avid Faces fans, the Tartanhorde.

The San Francisco crowd, who tradition-
ally are more activated by American
earthy-rock than English Mods, had already
reached an insane level of support for the
band. The entire crowd was in a constant
state of motion, vying for the best spot from
which to view the concert, while moving
closer and closer in towards the stage.

A twelve piece string section broke into
“Sam Cooke's “’Bring it On Home To Me,”
and a beaming Rod Stewart joined in. It
could have come off rather pretentious, but
this added element of sophistication crystal-
lized a change that the band as a whole has
undergone.

A chorus of dog barks introduced ‘‘Sweet
Little Rock ‘n Roller,”” one of the show’s
best rockers, and in continuation of the
well-paced order, “I'd Rather Go Biind"”
followed. The set continued with a com-
bined version of “Too Bad,” and "every
Picture Tells a Story.” Next came ““Angel,”
one of the set's brightest points. As the
mirrored ball rotated just beyond the stage,
Rod had the whole Cow Palace singing the
refrain.
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*The eternal party arrives in America—though it's a bit harder to get invited this time.

Still swaying from ‘““Angel,” the simple
law of inertia got the audience going into
stronger motion with a more forceful.
number, “Stay With Me.” Then, with
perfect control, the mood was toned dawn
by a restyled version of ‘‘Gasoline Alley,”
which features an extended guitar solo by

. Woody.

The final four numbers, ‘| Can Feel the
Fire,” ""You Wear It Well,"” "Maggie May,"”
and “‘Twistin’ the Night Away,”’ step by step
coerced the audience back to its super
energy state.

“Twistin’ the Night Away’’ was accentu-
ated by one of Rod's older tricks. He kicked
18 pseudo-soccer balls around the stage and
into the audience with such skill, that even
George Best would take note. The balls had
barely settled in the arms of lucky fans,
when the Faces took off in their limousines,
with less than 24 hours until the Los Angeles
gig.

San Francisco’s expectations had been
well satisfied. Rod’s voice had never been
better, neither had the musical talents of
Ronnie Wood, lan McLagen, Kenny Jones
and Tetsu Yamauchi. Since the tail end of
last year's European tour, the Faces have
taped each concert, and have gone over it
before the next show, thus enhancing their
awareness of their strong and weak points.

Los Angeles and New York are the high
points of every rock tour. In these cities, the
band’s reputation may root in the concert
halls, but often wind up depending on their
casual public appearances and accessibility.

Besides L.A. being the nest of Faces
popularity (that's the only place the Faces
played two consecutive nights in the same
venue), the band and its entourage have
been notorious for their wild parties there.
For years, they’'ve supplied groupies and
gossip mongers with enough juicy material
to last from one tour to the next.

Of course the concerts are the main point
of the band’s presence but to many fans, it
has been the time the boys weren’t onstage
but rather at clubs, parties and hotels that
made the difference. ]

The Fces no longer stay at the Continental
Hyatt House on the Sunset Strip, infamous
hunting grounds of Led Zeppelin (who call it
“the Continental Riot House’), the Kinks

and many more. Instead they rent rooms at
the posh, tight security Bevery Wilshire
Hotel (where Rod's room was broken into).
Life on the road has changed for the Faces;
fewer hangers-on are allowed, and guest
lists have become more tightly controlied.

The inglewood Forum, just outside of Los
Angeles, has a slightly smaller capacity than
the Cow Palace, but the orderly fashion in
which the seating arrangements are main-
tained by the guards makes the wall-to-wall,
ceiling to floor crowd look larger. The Faces
hadn’t played there since 1971, and like the
San Francisco gig, nobody expected them to
fill it on even one of the nights.

A local disc jockey, J.J. Jackson intro-
duced the show. Rod, this time in yellow
satin, walked onstage during the opening
bars of “The Stripper’” to be confronted by
a 'standing ovation. Obviously, Los Angeles
also remembered the Faces.

Assuming a bit more of the glamour boy
attitude that Los Angeles’ spotlights magi-
cally surround people in, Rod bowed deeply,
and once again took off into “it's All Over
Now.”

The show was essentially the same as the
night before. The songs followed an
identical sequence, and Rod’s interspersed
""ad libbings’* were barely altered.

Perhaps the tape-evaluate-revise system
of working has its drawbacks. Although the
quality of the music has been upgraded, the
act has become more routine with less room
for spontaneity.

Occasionally Rod would ham it up,
swinging the mike stand around like he used
to, and playing off Ron Wood. | wondered if
it was for the benefit of the audience that
has stayed so faithful to him, or for the vast
number of celebrities in the audience that he
put more into the L.A. shows than San
Francisco’s.

Contrary to earlier tours, the show now
seems to be a show to watch, and not to be
part of. It's still a party, two in fact,
separated by a procenium partition, because
Rod no longer seems concerned with being
part of his audience. Could it be that his big
move to age 30 has him thinking that he's
no longer one of the kids?

On previous tours, the Faces traditional
Big Party in Los Angeles, was a very loose

affair, where old fans would either be
invited, or let in at the door.

Invitations to this tour’s tight security L.A.
party went out not only to the super rock
world dwellers like the McCartney’s, Bob
Dylan, .Joni Mitchell, Chere and Greg
Allman, but also to people from the other
side of the entertainment industry such as
Richard Harris, Ryan and Tatum O’Neal,
Steve McQueerr and Britt Eklund, who
incidentally was Rod’'s escort for the
evening.

The primary motive for the party seem-
ingly was to raise the social status and air of
sophistication around Rod Stewart. As one
publicist explained, ““Rod is no longer merely
a rock star, but rather a celebrity.”

Unlike San Francisco or L.A., Phoenix is :
often excluded from major artists’ touring
schedules, and when a major act like the
Faces plays, it becomes an event.

The Phoenix Coliseum only holds about
12,000, and still didn’t sell out for Rod
Stewart and the Faces. The kids who were
there however, were the most enthusiastic |
had seen all week. Before the first number
was completed, most of the people from the
side seats were on the floor and those who
had been seated in the floor area were now
standing on their chairs.

It seemed ironic that it was the Faces’
weakest gig to date on the western end of
the tour. The band was obviously still tired
from the long night of partying, and wouid
have much preferred spending another
night relaxing in Beverly Hills, to playing a
concert 400 miles away. It's a hard life.

The string section and soccer balls were
left behind in L.A. but the Phoenician crowd
didn’t know they were missing. They loved
every minute of it; after all, it was the
biggest thing to happen to Phoenix since
David Bowie’s summer tour.

Only two dates yet to play on this tour,
Seattle and Vancouver. Then it would be
back to England to finish the album and
prepare for next summer’s tour, which, it
seems safe to assume, is unlikely to differ
greatly from this one. But changes are
something the Faces’ audience ({unlike
Bowie's) have never demanded. A good
time is all they ask, and they’'ve yet to be
disappointed.
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“CIRCUS”: the new Argent
album. A tale of the un-
balanced, overbalanced -
and otherwise stricken
of soul.

Rod Argent and company
have fashioned a three-ring
extravaganza, as tough and
tensile as a highwire.Executed
with Argent’s customary tart
grace, the album introduces
John Grimaldi, nineteen-year-old
guitar daredevil and claimant
to the throne of Monaco.

John verity

THE NEW ALBUM FROM THE NEW ARGENT.
ON EPIC RECORDS © AND TAPES.
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WILL T

HEY MAKE IT TO 1984¢%

In 1973, a group called Pink Floyd who
had been releasing bizzare, space-oriented
recordings for a small but growing coterie
of aficionados since 1967, unexpectedly
zoomed to the summit of the LP charts
with Dark Side of the Moon which sold
several million and established Pink Floyd
in the top rank of superstars. Then,
finishing a tour of America that featured a
light show, smoke bombs and other
effects that were generally described as
"spectacular,” Pink Floyd seemed sudden-
ly to drop out of sight.

Expectations ran rampant. Had this
overnight stardom been too much for a
group whose image had always been one
of barely repressed neurosis, schizophren-
ia, or even (as in the case of Syd Barrett,
Floyd's original guiding light, who wan-
dered a bit too far into the rubber rooms of
his mind and was forced to retire from the
group after their first LP) outright derange-
ment? Or, as others maintained, had they
simply run out of ideas? Finally, with a new
album and U.S. tour slated for simultan-
eous April unleashment, the answer will be
revealed. Nick Kent, England's top pop
journalist, spoke to the group before they
left London, and presents here his own
exclusive view of Pink Floyd’s future...

by NICK KENT

In the closing months of 1974, numerous
thousands of limeys washed their hair and went
out to see the Pink Floyd on what amounted to
their only real tour of that year--a moderately brief,
moderately profitable (SROs everywhere; photo-
graphs of afficianadoes straddled out in their
sleeping bags waiting patiently for box-offices to
open in their particular town; it even made the
national press with the obligatory three sentence
caption--though the excruciating finances of
taking a “mammoth production” on the road
through England or Europe, for that time, are so
stiflingas to render the profit margin almost totally
nada) gambol around the band’s homeland.
Certain of the contractual appendages to the tour
itself could be interpreted as making it a
condescendingly obliging gesture on the band’s
part--gigs were booked, for example, when a
particular townwas holding an interesting football
match so the band could attend (in this way the
Floyd’s musical vocations wouldn’t interfere with
what now has taken over as probably their
collective main obsession; they even have their
own footballteam and all play the game regularly).

But who could really blame them? After all,
there was no new record to promote, no financial

urgency--condescending or not, the band did at
least bother to toura country thathasn’treally seen
a band of comparable stature like Led Zeppelin,
say, in concert, for well over two years.

Most reviews of the tour, with a few
noted exceptions, were pretty much on the
positive, if bland side of the fence, even turningup
the occasional pearl like these thoughts garnered
from the pen of one Derek Jewell, music editor of
the Sunday Times, Britain's cultural news-sheet
for the coffee-table cognescenti:

“Richly they merit their place among the
symphonic overlords of today’s popular hierar-
chy...they reeled off, apparently effortlessly, a

‘performance with musical textures so ravishing

and visual accompaniments so surprising that, for
once, the thunderous standing ovation was
completely justified.”

Me | thought it sucked.

Now I'll admit right away to adhering to the
contention that the Pink Floyd moniker held
infinitely more lustre when Syd Barrett was
around--a contention, moreover that usually
resultsinthe mosttedious of dialectics. A quote by
Dave Gilmour is here worth noting if only for
enlightenment as to the exact nature of the
Barrett/Floyd predicament:

“Theband, just before Syd departed, had got
into a totally impossible situation. No one wanted
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to book them. After the success of the summer of
‘67 the band sank like a stone; the gigs they were
doingatthe time were allempty because they were
so bad. The only way out was to get rid of Syd, by
which time the ball had definitely stopped rolling.
We had to start it all over again. Saucerful of
Secrets, the first album without him, was the start
back on the road to some kind of return. It was the
album we began building from. The whole
conception of Saucerful had nothing to do with
what Syd believed in or liked. We continued
playing some of his songs for a while but...in the
beginning the songs were all his and they were
brilliant, right. No one disputes that. But | don’t
think the actual sound of the whole band stems
from Syd.

"“As far as | can see, there’s no relevance in
talking about Syd in reviewing one of our
concerts.”’

Exceptfor the factthatthe very firstsong they
perform in their current set (which presumably

they’ll bring intact to the

subject’s ultimate miserable destiny ending on a
fairly effectively turgid coda spotlighting the
psychological build-up of the unfortunate

““Sure we're lazy, and
we aren’t very good
musicians — but
we haven't
run out of ideas!”

figure’'s fated demise. The thinking therefore is
incongruous in its moralistic/observing ambience
to a point where the term "'facile’”” doesn’t even
apply. ;

Maybe the song’s presumable appearance on
“the next Pink Floyd album’” will be more

was greeted with a healthy ovation onalmostevery
European date while its reception at a Led
Zeppelinconcertin San Diego last month was little
short of deafening). The real light-show came into
action during the second-half of the concert when
naturally enough ‘‘Dark Side of the Moon” was
performed (the first half was simply the three new
numbers, by the way) in its entirety. The visual
centre-piece here was a movie projected over the
band’s collective heads which was run intermit-
tently. A Disney cartoon vision of Alphaville is
zoomed over during ““On the Run” ending in a
piece of footage involving a mass explosion whichl
believe was swiped from Zabriskie Point. A surf
segment from Crystal Voyager is also used
somewhere along the line. “Time” employs
multiple images of clocks. “Monev’’ uses multiple
images of differing currency. ’Brain Damage”’ is a
""yuks-galore’’ montage of your tavourite political
stooges and beyond. It's all quite enter-
taining but the being played onstage is
only adequate. The Floyd—
and this was the most striking

States with them when they
tour here in April) is openly
for and about Barrett. It's a
new Roger Waters number
entitled “Shine On You Crazy
Diamonds” and strings toge-
ther all the awed epithets ever
used to describe a figure
whose life up to even its
current creatively paralysed
and hyper-confused state, has
been immeasurably more tra-
gic than 'mysterious.” It's a
direct call to arms from
Waters to Barrett, only it

doesn’t really work. And
that's simply because it isn't
very good.

The song is short on

sheer melodic inventiveness,
loping along as the Floyd are
prone to do at their most
uninspired while the lyrics are
just a touch too self-con-
scious to convey their actual
message with anything like
the weight needed here. Lines
abound of the itk of “Once
you had stars in your eyes/
But now they're black holes in
the sky’’ and '‘come on, you
poet, you prophet, you pipes
and shine.”’

““Crazy Diamond”’ is one
of the three new songs that
the Floyd have come up with
since the advent of Dark Side
of the Moon two years ago.
The second ‘“‘Raving and
Drooling’’ seemed, in concert,
to be again somewhat less

revelation to one who hadn’t
seen the band for over three
years—are unbelievably
limited as musicians for a
band of their stature. Nick
Mason'’s reliance on tom-toms
and cymbals becomes irrita-
ting after only a short time,
while Roger Waters’ bass-
playing was jarring both in its
slack tone and pedestrian (to
the point of being mind-
numbingly dull}) patterns.
Similarly Rick Wright was
unable to take a solo with
anything approaching a crea-
tive range —an attempt to play
gospel piano during ‘“‘The
Great Gig in the Sky"’ on one
night in paticular, bordered on
the pathetic. Of all the play-
ers, Dave Gilmour seems the
most accomplished musician
even though his playing lacks
any real personality.

Beyond even these gross
limitations, the band’'s whole
attitude was pervaded by an
almost unique moroseness.
They looked and acted about
as inspired as four work-men
tarring a strip of highway—
Gilmour constantly flashing a
kind of look which met
halfway ‘twixt an expression
of being "pissed off’ and a
giant visage approximation of
“what the hell” to Mason
who responded in kind. Wa-
ters seemed doubly bored and

than an inspired composition.
Tom-toms mimicking the hu-
man heart-beat, an electroni-
cally phased sound-wash not

“This isn’t 1967. I1t's 1974!1"’

RAINBOW ) "
sullen. At one point during a

show someone shouted out,
“1967!1” which got Waters
pissed off to the point that he

unlike that wind tunnel —

effect on Meddle’s '"One of These Days,” and
Water’'s cadaverously strained pseudo-Hammer
psychopath lyrics—‘‘Raving and drooling | went
for his neck with a scream.’”” If anyone else had
indeed attempted such a song, they would have
been critically rubbed out for being fifth-rate Pink
Floyd.

“Gotta Be Crazy’ is the presumed piece-
de-resistance of the new collection. In terms of
lyric and melody, it at least holds some interest:
the main coda for example is a not unpleasant
minor chord progression reminiscent in feel of
mid-period Soft Machine while the lyrics echo a
rather more perplexing Waters study of potential
luncacy in modern bourgeois society which Dark
Side of the Moon spotlighted. It's perplexing,
see, because one minute Waters is spewing forth
earnestly about how you’ve got to be crazy and
tough, in order to keep up with the Joneses, etc.,
etc., then gloats over his bourgeois stooge
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enlightening. It certainly can be no less inspired
than the way it was presented to the audiences
whopacked out London’s Empire Pool, Wembley,
for some four nights. The ones | observed on the
two nights | attended seemed split into two firm
camps--firstly those who self-consciously consid-
erthe Floyd in lofty terms as a thinking-man’s rock
band--an attitude which has reached its zenith in
the words of our friend Mr. Jewell back there and
others who make statements like "’one only has to
listen to the Pink Floyd to realise that rock music
can be conceived in terms of art’ with disturbing
regularity. The others seemed more easily
impressed by artifactslike the Floyd's lightshow or
even the appearance of dry ice onstage (Have you
noticed the sudden communal bark of applause
when the dry ice machine pumps smoke out over
the ankles of the group onstage. Its appearance on
the last Stones tour (during "’Midnight Rambler’’)

retorted with as much venom
as his whole "couldn’t give a damn’’ veneer
would allow. “This isn't 1967. It's 1974!" How
true.

Anyway, | left thatbuilding both nights { went
the second night just to see if the first was some
one-off turkey. | was wrong.) numb with tedium
and a kind of real anger at the fact that1’d gotten a
headache from the show, which resulted in a
review in the New Musical Express which, while
noting most of the points aforestated, came to a
head with these paragraphs:

“What the two Floyd shows amounted to in
the final analysis was not merely a kind of utterly
morose laziness which is ultimately even more
obnoxiousthan callow superstar‘flash’ but a pallid
excuse for creative music which comes
dangerously close to the Orwellian mean for a
facile soulless music that would rule the airwaves
and moreover be touted as fine art in the latter's
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— One of the finest singer-songwriters in Britain.
This has got to be the most sensational record
since folk became contemporary.

Karl Dallas, MELODY MAKER

— (Stroll On communicates) a terrific feeling of
raw excitement and energy. It is destined to
become something of a folk classic.

Jerry Gilbert, SOUNDS L

WATCH FOR
STEVE'S AMERICAN TOUR

WHY WOULD THEY SAY THAT
ABOUT STEVE ASHLEY?

Because it’s true!
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vision of 1984,

t mean, one can easily envisage a Floyd
concert in the future consisting of the band
simply wandering onstage, setting all their tapes
into action, putting their instruments on remote
control and then walking off behind the amps to
talk football or play billiards.”

0.K. O.K., so that Orwell line might be
interpreted as being a touch hysterical but I'm still
loath to retract any of it. The reaction from the
Floyd camp was naturally none too cheery. Fans
wrote in, most unfortunately, from amongst the
dry-ice brigade but there were a brace of reasoned,
intelligent come-backs. And then there was Dave
Gilmour who wasn’t too pleased. At all.

“Personally | don’t believe any of that rubbish
about 1984. | mean, what difference is there
between our sort of music and anyone else’s apart
from the fact that maybe most of the other bands
just play for the body and they’re hardly
progressive at all.

“Not that | think we're wildly progressive
either.”

“We blew out our light show for
2 years and nobody noticed.”

Gilmourwas also notready tocomply with the
accusations of the band looking bored.

“Notbored. Definitely dispirited. Energy.soon
flags. I'm not interested in disguising my feelings
with show-biz devices."”

He did admit to the band being lazy and
restricted as musicians however.

“Interms of musical virtuosity we're really not
anywhere. | think individual musicianship is well
below par.”

But there’s a moot point to be made here. it's
been two years since the Floyd released an album
and it's become a known fact that the despera-
tion level in that time involved in studio work
coming up with a follow-up to Dark Side has
reached epic proportions. One album project, for
example, entitled Household Objects which
reportedly revolved around first the actual sound
of a kitchen utensil say, and then music made
from the precept of that sound was started but
abandoned. Roger Waters is rumored to have
disappeared to Morocco at one point and there
were fears of a consequent total break-up of the
band. Now, even with three new songs, there is
still no record in the shops, no title. As | write a
former provisional release date has been put
back a month. Again, one thing is certain
though, a deal has been set up between the
Floyd and Columbia. The former's manager has
settled the deal with the latter at some

exhorbitant fee in luxurious Barbados.
Gilmour again admits that ""Dark Side of the

Moon has trapped us creatively,”” but that they're
not ‘‘bereft of ideas--just resting.”

As a finale of sorts, Gilmour claims with a
certain seif-effacing defiance:

““We went through a period where we blew
out our entire light show for two years and there
was no real difference. | personally know for a fact
that it wouldn’t make any difference if we did it
again. We've never been hyped. There's been no
great publicity campaign.”

The defence rests.

Still it might be interesting to see how they
fare in the States, if only as some kind of
comparison of sorts. Back in 1973, they played an
18,000 capacity gig at London’s largest indoor
venuestraighton the heels of the success garnered
from Dark Side and everybody enthused wildly.
This time, well, time itself will tell.

Oh before | forget. The band does one
encore--"'Echoes.” That’'s when they get the
dry-ice machine working, by the way. | thought
you should know in advance.




In spring a young man’s fancy
turns to rock and roll.

fRickDerringeris Spring Jever

It’s catching.
On Blue Sky Records and Tapes.

Distributed by Columbia /Epic Records
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KEITH MOON'S [igzgml"sd ON MCA RECORDS
FIRST SOLO | . = WHERE THE MOON

ALBUM. 0 IS A STAR.

MCA-2136

Watch for another side of The Moon in ““Stardust” and “Tommy.”

Produced by Skip Taylor and John Stronach
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Their #1 album in England

On the Level

includes their #1 single in England, Down Down
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SEE THEM ON TOUR

Atlanta April 18 Huntington, W. Va.

Charleston, S.C. 19 Johnson City, Tenn.

Detroit 20 Roanoke, Va.

Willowbrook, lii. 23 Pittsburgh

Grand Rapids 25 Chicago

East Lansing 27 Rockford, lll.
Columbus, Ohio
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They're all coming back. Sedaka,
Anka and Vinton hit the top of the charts
again, but you all know that story
backwards and forwards. Almost all the
other solo stars of the early sixties are
launcing their re-entries into the pop orbit
as well, though. Dion’s released his
long-awaited Spector single, and it's a
production extravaganza with the power
of slow captivation (though too ponder-
ous for hit status). Roy Orbison’s never
really been away, and his new Mercury
single shows flashes of the old
blockbuster ballad style (not enough,
though). And you'll soon be able to
sample the vintage whine of Gene Pitney
on Epic. The often-underrated Bobby Vee
is negotiating deals, and Barry Mann’s
about to release a new, Bruce Johnston/
Terry Melcher-produced album on RCA.

That's all to the good by me. No,
that’s bad, diehard rock & roll purists and
anti-nostalgists might interpose, echoing
Sam the Sham. But it's bad only if you
subscribe to the outdated view that the
1961-63 period was an arid and rockless
musical desert, buried under schlock
waves of smothering force. People still go
around thinking nothing good ever came
outof the time Chuck Berry went to jail till
the Beatles broke out, a patently absurd
idea. Besides all those brilliant girl-group,
Motown, Beach Boys and Four Seasons
classics, every three months or so you'd
get a new discophonic delight from
Orbison, Dion, Pitney, Sedaka, Sam
Cooke, sometimes Presley or Rick Nelson
or Ral Donner, and on and on.

Deficient in rockers the era admit-
tedly was. But that's also an oversimplifi-
cation, one that can be partially corrected
even as another rock-starved radio era,
the mid-70’s, witnesses the comeback of
the one early 60’s solo star who kept
rocking right on through: Del Shannon.
Shannon’s records were far removed
from the light entertainment standards of
the day. They were impassioned epics of
frustration, jealousy, revenge, spite,
infinite heartbreak and irrevocable loss.
They were powered by guttering saxes
and slashing rhythm guitars playing
doomy minor chord patterns, achieving
an intensity matched musically only by
Spector'smonolithsandby noonein total
emotional impact.

It'sa matter of no little moment, then
that Del Shannon, after an almost
uninterrupted recording hiatus of six
years, hasjust signed with Island Records
with a single due out as this publication
goes to press. And his new material has
that same immediate impact--but more
on that later.

Del Shannon was born in Coopers-
ville, Michigan (real name: Charles
Westover). He began playing gigs in the
late 50°s at Battle Creek, Michigan clubs,
oftenaccompanied by Max Crook and his
"crazy machine,” the musitron {the solo
instrumenton ‘Runaway’’). “Runaway,’’
believe it or not, was Shannon’s first
recordrelease. Local DJ Ollie McLaughlin
had become impressed with tapes of
Shannon’s songs, and had introduced
him to Harry Balk and Irving Michaelnik of
Embee Productions, who had Johnny &
the Hurricanes on Big Top Records. Balk
and Michalnik negotiated a deal for

By Ken

DEL SHAN

Rock’s Runawa

O

Barnes

Shannon with Big Top, though an initial
New York session proved fruitless. Back
in Battle Creek, as Del telis it, *’One night
onstage Max hit these chords. "What was
that?’ | said. ‘Hit those again!’ It was A
minorand G, and we just kept working on
those chords for 15 minutes onstage. |
was calling out chords, and we worked it
out right there.”

it must have been a bemusing
experience for the club’s patrons,
watching their entertainment construct-
ingasongin the middle of a performance,
but they were, as the fanmagazines might
have put it, in on the birth of a hit,
“Runaway’’ itself. “We putit on tape and
on the first take Max played that solo on
the record”’ (one which almost every
aspiring keyboard artist has memorized).

Runaway’’ came out in February
1961 and shot to Number One. It was
followed into the Top 5 by the savagely
vengeful ‘‘Hats Off to Larry”’; two more
hits, “SoLong Baby’’ and Hey Little Girl,"”
rounded out 1961. Then Shannon’s
momentum faltered, thanks to his
management’sinsistence thatherecord a
song called ““Ginny in the Mirror” as part
of amovie deal. ‘I hated that record,”’ Del
recalls, and, lacking the intensity of his
original compositions, it failed to make
the charts. “Cry Myselfto Sleep’’ (a direct
ancestor of "’Crocodile Rock’’) failed as

T
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well, and ““The Swiss Maid,”’ a yodeling
change of pace written by Roger Miller,
sold only slightly better.

It was a big hit in England, though,
and Shannon became hugely popular
there, touring regularly (as he does to this
day). Although it was recorded too early
(late 1962) to have beeninfluenced by the
new British sounds, “Littte Town Flirt’”
has a distinct Liverpool flavor {and
probably influenced the British bands,
actually). It was also a Top 10 record
and a timely comeback for Shannon.

In June 1963 he showed remarkable
prescience by cutting the Beatles’ “’From
Me to You’’ six months before they broke
through in the States. ‘| was over in
England and heard a lot of talk. Little kids
would come up and say, ‘Do you know
abouttheBeatles? ‘FromMe to You’ was
movingintothe Top 10 anditknocked me
out. So | was playing a big show at the
Albert Hall with the Beatles and just
before they went oni told John, ‘Hey, I'm
gonna record ““From Me to You.” * John
said, ‘That's really great, man,’ then
turned back and yelled, ‘Wait, don’t do
that,’ understandably worried, since the
Beatles were about to release the number
on Vee Jay in America. ‘I did it anyway,”’
Delcontinues, “butthen|heard their next
record, ‘She Loves You," and | wished I'd

ON
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covered that. But | decided to stay away
from them—they were too hot! “‘From
Me to You’' reached the 70's as Del’s last
Big Top release, not a tremendous
showing but indeed higher than the
Beatles’ version.

For awhile then, things got sticky as
Shannon became involved in tortuous
legal batties with his management and
label. He left Big Top, cut a couple of
commercially unsuccessful singles on his
own Ber-Lee label, and wound up on
Amy. The British invasion was in top gear
by then, and many early 60's stars (Dion
and Bobby Rydell, for two) were stopped
cold. After an initial Amy miss, though,
Shannon met the wave head on with a
succession of hits that eclipse even the
Big Top records in sheer power. Backed
by the Royaltones, a hard-edged
instrumental combo with past hits of their
own {"'Poor Boy,” “Flamingo Express’’),
Shannon released a raving revision of
““Handy Man,” adding new metallic
dimensions to the limp Jimmy Jones
original. He followed with a driving “’Do
YouWannaDance,” a few months ahead
of the Beach Boys' revival, and then cut
“*Keep Searchin’,’” a storming, desparate
original that topped charts all over the
world.

Back in the Top 10, with Peter &
Gordon cutting his ‘I Go to Pieces,”
Shannon had hit a new career peak. The
paranoiac ‘‘Stranger in Town’ was
another hit, but matters at Amy then
deteriorated. Two raucous rockers,
“‘Break Up’’ and “Move Iton Over,"” were
chart failures in 1965. He switched to
Liberty, working with Snuff Garrett and
Leon Russell, but the charts eluded him.
His first two albums there were mixtures
of contemporary cover versionsand a few
originals, many quite compelling (““Show
Me,” for instance) but not hits when
released assingles. A cover of “’Under My
Thumb’’ came very close to breaking out,
a version of Boyce and Hart's ’She”” was
smothered by the Monkees’ version’s
airplay, and a re-cut ‘‘Runaway,”
produced by Andrew Loog Oldham, was
an Australian hit but merely bubbled
under in the States. And so on.

Shannon cut nearly an album'’s
worth of material with Oldham in late
1967. I met him in 1962 as Johnny
Tillitson's English promotion man. In ‘67
we met at the BBC on one of my English
tours. | waslooking for a producer, so sort
of kiddingly 1 said, ‘You don’t do any
outside productions, do you?’ and he said
‘Yeah!” ” Only a few tracks from those
sessions ever emerged as singies, though
the possibility exists that United Artists
may still issue them, at least in England.
The tracks are eminently deserving of
release.

An introspective album called The
Further Adventures of Charles Westover
and a few more scattered singles ended
the Liberty liason. Shannon made two
fine 45°s for Dunhill in 1969, his last
Americansinglereleases todate. But they
were sidelights—Shannon, financially
secure, wanted to try his hand at
production. He and longtime friend Brian
Hyland discoveredagroup called Smithin
the San Fernando Valley, and he bought
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*Del Shannon ‘75. Are you ready for some rock?

studio time and produced/arranged their
repertoire and got them on Dunhill. Policy
disagreements with the band led to
Shannon’s relinquishing control in return
for a percentage, but his arrangement of
the Shirelles’ ““Baby It's You” was
retained for Smith’s first release, and it
went Top 10. In 1970 he gave Hyland his
first Top 5 hitin eight years with a stirring
version of the Impressions’ “‘Gypsy
Woman.”

After that success Shannon main-
tained a low profile, touring actively
abroad but not recording. He has rarely
performed in the States of late, avoiding
the oldies package tours. Not that he
demeans his past accomplishments—in
concert he features most of the hits,
figuring that's primarily why the audience
came to see him; and he performs them
with great elan (check the 1974 Live in
England album on UA). Shannon did
appear on an In Concert "oldies’-ori-
ented show, and his performance was
spectacular. The segment shown on TV
was only the tip of the iceberg, featuring
an overextended ‘‘Runaway.” At the
taping, he appeared sporting a strong
John Fogerty-style visual image, playing
and singing with immense enthusiasm,
backed expertly by the Robbs (former
Where the Action /s idols and currently
proprietors of the highly successful
Cherokee Studios) and ripping off
dynamic lead guitar breaks. “Hats Off to
Larry,” ‘‘Handy Man,” “Little Town
Flirt,” ''Keep Searchin’ *’ and a stunning
“Do You Wanna Dance’” made for an
unforgettable evening.

In 1973 and again last year, Shannon
went to Nashville with some original
country-styled material--‘l wanted to try
my hand at singing country,’”’ he says
(pastexperiences in the field had included
an ahead-of-its-time tribute-to Hank
Williams album on Amy, producing
Johnny Carver, and having Waylon

Jennings record his ““I've Got Eyes for
You'’). But he became unhappy with the
conventional, conservative attitudes of
the Music City establishment regarding
recording styles. He also cut a version of
the Shades of Blue's 1966 hit ““Oh How
Happy,” very commercial and contem-
porary-sounding, but decided not to
release it.

InEngland he got togetherwith Dave
Edmundsto record ““And the Music Plays
On,”” a slow, pretty number with
shimmering guitar texture. Del was a bit
rushed as far as timing went, so he ended
up laying down a basic track and then
leaving, as Edmunds polished it up. Not a
very satisfyingway to work, but Shannon
hopes to record with Edmunds again.

In 1973 he also met Jeff Lynne of the
Electric Light Orchestra, who'd idolized
Shannon for years, and they hit it off
immediately, getting together in Bir-
mingham (England) and in L.A. when
schedules permitted to write songs.
“Deadly Game'’ and “’Free as the Air,"”
plus other Lynne-Shannon collabor-
ations, were delightfully catchy tracks
and may vyet surface on a hopefully
forthcoming Island album. ‘’He’s great to
work with,” Del said of Lynne at the time.
“l don‘t think I'll write with Jeff for
ELO —we work better for my material.”

Lyne co-wrote one of Shannon's
new songs, scheduled for Island release.
“Cry Baby Cry,” blessed with a strong
chorus, has considerable apparent com-
mercial potentialand could wellbecome a
sizeable comeback hit. Shannon also has
prepared a brilliant version of a
memorable mid-sixties British Invasion
hit for future release. Considering the
strength of his new material and his
newly-enthusiastic committment to re-
cording again, it shouldn’t be long before
Del Shannon’s prodigious raw talents are
securely established in the forefront of
contemporary music once more.
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comes a great new single by

Stewart

JANUS 250

Al Stewart on tour:

April 3-6 April 15
San Francisco, Boarding House Cleveland, Agora

Aprit 8 April 16
Rochester, Minn., Mayo Civic Center Columbus, Ohio, Agora

April 10 April 17
Mankato, Minn., Mankato State Cincinnati, Reflections
April 11 April 18
Duluth, Minn., Auditorium Chicago, Amazing Grace
April 12 Aprii 19
Fargo, Concordia College Millersville, Pa., Millersville State College
April 13 April 20
St. Cloud, Minn., St. Cloud State Coliege  Trenton, N.J., War Memorial
April 21
Washington, D.C., Cellar Door

Chess/Janus Records, a divisior “orporatior;, 1633 Broadway, New York, NY 10019
Alsoavaiable cn G c Tapes
Maragement: Luke O'Reilly/Miles Copeland BTM Limited 212-355-6469 Agency' | CM 212-585-0440C
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Spring, Summer Tour, 1975

March 17
18
19
21
22
23
26

Starkville, Mississippi
Hattiesburg, Mississippi
Chattanooga, Tennessee
Tuscatoosa, Alabama
Johnson City, Tennessee
Salem, Virginia

Miami, Florida

St. Petersburg, Florida
Pensacola, Florida

New Orleans, Louisiana
l.ake Charles, Louisiana
Shreveport, Louisiana
Dallas, Texas

Oklahoma City, Oklahoma
Houston, Texas

Austin, Texas

Kansas City, Missouri
Memphis, Tennessee
Evansville, Indiana
Wichita, Kansas

St. Louis, Missouri
Lincoln, Nebraska

Santa Monica, California
Phoenix, Arizona

San Dieqo, California
San Francisco, California
Sacramento, California
Spokane, Washington

May 2
3
4
15
16

Portland, Oregon
Seattle, Washington
Vancouver, Br. Columbia
Sait Lake City, Utah
Denver, Colorado
Milwaukee, Wisconsin
St. Paul, Minnesota
Chicago, lllinois
Cleveland, Ohio

Detroit, Michigan
Pittsburgh, Pennsyivania
Buffalo, New York

Utica, New York
Rochester, New York
Westbury, Long Island
Harttord, Connecticut
New York, New York
Saratoga, New York
Bangor, Maine
Lewiston, Maine
Hershey, Pennsylvania
Charleston, West Virginia
Washington, D.C.
Norfolk, Virginia
tndianapolis, Indiana
Louisville, Kentucky
Birmingham, Alabama
Atlanta, Georgia
Jacksonville, Florida
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By BUD SCOPPA

Pre-release skepticism was clearly in
order. The handing over of Townshend's
likeable but jumbled spiritual parable to
filmdom’s master of the technicolor sick joke
seemed artistically foolhardy, to say the
least. Given Russell’s predilections, we might
well expect some orgiastic variation on the
crucifixion—in blushing pink —as the grand
finale. But oddly enough, the teaming of
theme and director has done both Russell
and Tormmy a lot of good; and it's produced
what is easily the most penetrating rock film
yet.

In Russell's world, human beauty is
always being defiled by the ravages of time
and macabre fate, and by man’s propensity
to violence and cruelty. The resulting
transformed being is always more repugnant
by sheer contrast to his original elevated
state. Even the lovers in The Devils were
made to seem repulsive in their mortality.
Humans are abhorrent creatures to Russell
because they’re weak and smelly, but mostly
because they die. Russell seems to be a
failed romantic who's turned in his rage at
man's mortal trap to the absurd and
grotesque —and like Ann-Margaret in one of
Tommy's most unsettling scenes, he rolls
around in it almost erotically.

The saintly Tommy is the first Russell
character to exist outside of this horrible
progression, and his transcendance of the
universal contamination despite the constant
efforts of the film’s major characters to puli
him down into the general morass turns this
Tommy into an almost Dantesque mora!
allegory. After each of the successive
attempts to sully Tommy that together form
the frightening first half of the film, he
miraculously recovers and his white pants
never even get soiled; genuine innocence
{he /s deaf, dumb and blind, after all} stili
prevalls over human corruptibitity.

If Russell’'s Tommy (and it is his Tommy,
not Townshend's) is a moral tale, it's also a
classic psychological fable centering on the
Oedipal triangle. This triangle, though, has a
twist, since the only father Tommy knows is
his step-daddy, played leeringly by Oliver
Reed, and Reed murders the real father as
the boy looks on in a vividly multi-leveled
and nerve-shattering evocation of the classic
primal scene. From that moment on— and
it's @ moment at which Tommy simultan-
eously experiences the stacked traumas and
loses his sight, speech and hearing — the boy
becomes ever more closely identified with
the real father and in direct opposition to the
step-father. The resuit of this complex
system of relationships among the three
male figures is an inevitable focusing on the
mother, played with broad effectiveness by
Ann-Margaret, who acts for Russell less
than she reacts to him.

Ann-Margaret’'s Nora Walker goes
through one of the most distressing of
Russell's degenerative progressions, as her
angelic loveliness becomes eventually a
grotesquely overripe caricature of womanly
beauty. But here’s another twist: Nora
rebounds from repulsiveness into the bla-
tantly seductive form of a mother-siren with
her mind on incestuous union apparently as
a cure for the vacantly beautiful Tommy. In
her final and least compelling stage, she’s
the mother superior of Tommy’'s spiritual
army. Despite her corruption, she survives
(at least until the too pat killing-off during
the finale), partly because she's adaptable,
but basically because Tommy's presence
gives her continuing hope and an ongoing
belief in the romantic dream. In her resiliancy
and her awareness of what's at stake,
Ann-Margaret's Nora is both the film's
central character and Russell’s alter-ego.

Russell does inhabit this film, and in a
genuinely involved way, in marked contrast
to his disdainful condescension toward the
characters in The Boy Friend and his tense

Townshend’s rock opera.

*Ken Russell’'s Tommy adds florid, corpulent flesh to the bones of

ambivalence toward the lovers in The Devils.
He's sufficiently engaged by certain ele-
ments in Townshend’s sketchy story—the
Oedipal possibilities and the conflict be-
tween innocence and corruptibility, for
example—that he invests the story with
some clearly personal elements, most
notably the several horrifying primal im-
ages —snakes coiling through a skeleton, the
knightly and handsome Captain Walker with
half his face a singed, twisted mass, the
heaving sweating parent-lovers,discovered
wide-eyed in the heat of illicit lust by son
and true father alike, the transfigured father
holding the globe of sun in his hands —com-
bine with Russell’s aggressively visual style
to become riveting and fixed indelibly in the
mind. It's these crucial images—some
presented as farce, some with classic
formality and dead seriousness—that give
the movie its breathtaking dramatic punch.
The movie runs, like the album, in a
succession of self-contained scenes, each
elaborating a song (additional music and
lyrics were written by Townshend to
accompany this fleshed-out rendering), and
each, again like the songs on the album,
eliciting its own response. These scenes vary
widely in effectiveness, and most of the

really powerful ones are in the first half of
the film, but there are enough electrifying
sequences to keep the viewer tight in his
seat through the lulls in anticipation of the
next explosion. Here are some unforgettable
moments:

—An ingeniously concise opening se-
quence which delivers with clarity and force
not just the terms of the plot but also the
range of moods and tones contained in the
film as a whole. We get a reverentially
romantic and pure view of the lovers at the
point of Tommy’s conception, then we

- witness their separation and Nora's vision of

her husband’'s (apparent) fiery death in a
dream. The staginess of the sequence
strengthens its metaphorical power and at
the same time gets the viewer acquainted
with the film’s unusual conceits.

—The shockingly brilliant nightmare ren-
dering of the primal scene, its Oedipal
complexity expressed with grace and pre-
cision.

—An uncomfortably unholy mass/revival
meeting, with the Virgin replaced by a
towering papier-mache figure of Marilyn
Monroe, with pills and Johnny Walker Red
as the Eucharist, and with authentic
disfigurement among the members of the
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congregation, all of whom can walk

marching to the swaying rhythm of Clap-
ton’s snaky blues guitar.

—Tina Turner romping and ranting lewdly
as the Acid Queen while a psychedelic suit
of armor puts Tommy through a succession
of terrifying transformations.

—The pinball championship match as a
battle of the bands between the Who and
Elton John, filmed with apparent spontan-
eous abandon in a packed, steamy concert
hall {you can see Russell working his
hand-held camera at certain moments, the
director caught up in the action he's
initiated). An impressionistic but dramatically
vivid evocation of the hot and intense sexual
violence that occurs during a rock & roll
concert in the coupling of band and
audience.

—~A gorgeously anal scene inspired in
equal measure by the cover of The Who
Sells Out and the scenes of vile-fluid exput-
sion in The Exorcist, during which Ann-Mar-
garet gives herself in rapid succession to
waves of laundry detergent, baked beans,
and what may be merely melted chocolate.
Here, Russell makes the best use ever of one
of his favorite visual devices, the play of
color on a stark white background. Visually
and psychologically wonderful.

—Tommy, shouting “I'm free!” and
running through a field of flowers—which is
being sprayed with insecticide.

—Tommy as an angel, flying off from a
castle parapet under the broad white wing of
a hang glider, as crowds look on, transfixed.

It's no accident that these most vivid
scened are accompanied by Townshend's
most exciting compositions; Tommy’s best
music presents its greatest dramatic chal-
lenges. Complemented by Russell’s apt and
inspired visuals, the music of Tommy (newly
performed by the Who and other top-notch
British rock & rollers, and greatly broadened
by Townshend’s uniquely styled rock-syn-
thesizer playing {simultaneously possesses &
raw-boned power and an orchestral grand-
eur. As a soundtrack album apart from the
film, however, Tommy is impaired by the
quirky vocals of Ann-Margaret and Reed,
which work both dramatically and comedi-
cally, in the original filmic context. Because
of combined power and momentum of its
music and images, Tommy has finally
become literally what it was up to now only
euphemistically —a rock opera.

There are flaws, though. Townshend's
denouement was vague and incomplete, and
Russell builds in a resolution he seems to
have arrived at more by process of
elimination than by inspiration. It's all the
more satisfying in light of all the complex
and ambiguous issues he’s dealt with. But
then, how could one gracefully tie all these
tendrils together into a coherent final
statement? if the very final scene atop the
mountain is dramatically pat, it's neverthe-
less visually and musically beautiful, in an
unabashedly majestic way.

That reservation aside, there’s no doubt
that Russell has invested Tommy with style,
wit, and passion, and that he’s made an
extravagant, unconventional, rousingly af-
fecting film that is to the original text as
florid, corpulent flesh is to the bones
beneath it. His tendency to excess has never
been better served, and neither has his
fidgety ambivalence in regard to morality,
sexuality, and propriety. For an all-out
extravaganza (after seeing Tommy for the
first time, | remarked to a friend that Russell
might well be characterized as ‘'the Cecil B.
DeMille of bad trips”’), this is a curiously
personal, even intimate film by a director
whose previous work has not generally been
distinguished by those traits. Russell's
Tommy explores difficult psychic territory in
a resolute, intuitively (some would say
impulsively) vivid and adventurous way.
Though it may not convince every skeptic in
the house {(and | was once among them),
this Tommy comes off.
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If the name .
sounds familiar it’s be- named by
cause the Pretty Things have Rolling Stone as
been a legendary influence  the “album of the year”
on English rock and roll for “Silk Torpedo,” features

ten years now. in the early both rock and exquisite art- Pretty Things’ new album,
sixties their super hard ful harmonies. Innovators “Silk Torpedo.”

rock and raunch influenced  as always, the Pretty Things ~ On Swan Song Records
the Stones, Zeppelin, the Who have made new music that and Tapes

and others. In 1967, they re-  is hard to describe but a de-

corded the first rock light to listen to. Produced

opera “S.F. Sorrow,’ the by Beatles arranger and

acknowledged inspiration Pink Floyd producer Norman

for “Tommy.” In 1970, their Smith, many in England have

album“Parachute” was already called it a masterpiece.

Distributed by Atlantic Records
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GO GIRL CRAZY
The Dictators
Epic 33348

By ALAN BETROCK

Living in New York has never been easy for
the older generation, but it's even tougher for
their offspring. If you never got beatup at least
once in every school you attended; never got
suspended from public school for rolling toilet
paper out the bathroom window; never got
arrested by a Nassau County cop for making an
illegal U-Turn on Sunrise Highway; and never
gotbeatbuyingdrugsin High School, then you
just were extremely lucky or extremely boring.
Inan environment which makes getting home
inone piece and finding your apartmentintacta
daily miracle, it's no wonder one’s thoughts
drift to other things. It's the familiar ““grass is
always greener on the other side’ ruse, with
England or California often forming the natural
scenario for such wanderlust.

California’s sixties affluence featuring cars,
beaches, surfers, and honeys of alldescriptions
was broadcast in numerous beach bianket
films; and in a city where you can't breathe the
summer air, that sure can look mighty
appealing. But New York developed its own
brand of hanging-out scenes and values,
revolving around fast food joints, cruising,
getting drunk, pizza parlors, and making noise
outside streetcorner candy stores. The other
direction was to stay at home endlessly
and watch TV’s old comedy re-runs, Bowery
Boys movies, baseball, wrestling, or Joe
Franklin. By the time you finished high school
{somewhat of an achievement in itself) you
couldn’t read or write, but you knew 4,723
ways of getting high. You couldn’t follow a
subway map, but if there was a party going on,
you always managed to find it.

Well, the Dictators know all about that kind
of stuff and they know that living in New York
has its own kind of fun. What most of the pop
predictors failed to realize until recently was
that there wasn’t going to be any sort of
meaningful revival until a whole new group of
rockers came along. Putting our hopes on
sixties stars like Lennon, Sedaka, Bowie, T.
Rex, Eiton John, Led Zeppelin, or Lou Reed
was a blind alley. Those aged mutants can
hardly walk or talk--how are they going to spark
anything?

The Dictators can’t be treated in old terms.
They can’t sing too well, and their lyrics don’t
talk about"'stairways to heaven’’ or other such
boring crap. The first side of Gir/ Crazy is really
an introduction for the listener to the group:
their hopes, their lusts, and their prejudices. It is
a bit uneven, with ‘““Master Race Rock’’
emerging as the only totally successful track.
The album is intentionally sloppy, and not
produced heavily enough for my tastes--{
would prefer a tighter, tougher, and more
forceful production. For that reason it takes
awhile before the personality of the band
comeson through. But these quirks are of little
overall importance, as the near perfection of
the second side leaves you knowing that this is
the most important album since god knows
when. It’s certainly the most successful rock &
roll album since the MC5's Back in the USA
(1970).

The Dictators are serious about what they
are doing, but they attack their targets with
satirical humor. The Dictators album is one of
lifestyle; of fun and vitality without resorting to
banal parodies or pretentious nostalgia. When
they perform “’California Sun” onstage, the
audienceis drawninto it. They dance and sing

AP ECORD NEVIEW)

*Stairways to heaven? The Dictators are more concerned with subways to Brookiyn...

and shout. And they follow the words! They
laugh and feed back their energy to the band.
Ross the Boss and Top Ten interweave their
guitars into the most effective power tradeoff
inyears. Adny (sic) Shernoff eggs the audience
on, while Stu Boy King pounds out a solid beat.
’California Sun'’ is a not a redone oldie under
these conditions, but rather it emerges as an
entirely new song. Handsome Dick Manitoba
provides serio-comic interludes on stage, and
on vinyl often emerges as the best vocalist of
the lot. There are some half-dozen classics on
this album, and matching side one’s “’Master
Race Rock, " side two’s most memorable song
is “Weekend.”

*“{l Live For) Cars and Girls" finishes off the
second side brilliantly with a totally convincing
synthesis of summer on the two coasts.
Despite the Beach Boys falsetto backups, this
song is as much about summer in New York as
itisaboutsummerin California, or Des Moines,
Detroit or Houston for that matter. It's
precisely this universal appeal that make the
Dictators so relevant. Parents aren’t going to
buy Girl Crazy, like they do Elton John, Paul
McCartney, Bette Midler or Chicago. The
Dictators arefinally bringing rock & roll back to
where it belongs! In the year and a half since
this album was written and recorded, the
Dictators have grown considerably, and it's
scary to think what this additional year of
experience and confidence will transiate into
on the nextalbum. With ““Carsand Girls’’ riding
high on the national charts this summer, the
Dictatorswillbe aforceto be reckoned with. At
last, the seventies have produced an
honest-to-god teenage band--celebrate the
news!

YOUNG AMERICANS
David Bowie
RCA APL1-0998

By JOHN MENDELSOHN

The tempo of this album is predominantly
moribund. The melodies are, by virtue of their
subordination to the beat and atmosphere, as
good as non-existent, with a couple of
exceptions that scarcely deserve to be
mentioned in the same breath as that of, say,
“Life On Mars.” Aside from a few interesting
and nearly-effective images in "VWQL’, the
words are merely just uninteresting or
distressingly pretentious—try “....just you
and your id singing falsetto...” on for size. (I
personally so dislike it when Dave does his
Social Consciousness number.) And the
singing, while dexterous, is mostly so
affected as to be a little repulsive.

Please believe me: it isn't my intention to
intimidate you out of enjoying this record, but
for my own money, if | could keep “Across
the Universe’’ —which is fully as hilarious as
anything on Pin-Ups—I'd unflinchingly trade
you three shrink-wrapped copies of Young
Americans either for any single cut on the
first side of Hunky Dory or, perhaps more
apropos to where Dave currently views
himself as being at, for the first verse and
chorus of The O’Jays’ “Love Train.”

In view of the fact that, in his first major
American interview, Bowie assured us, “if
I'm mediocre I'l get out of the business:
there’s enough fog around,” one finds
himself tempted to hear Young Americans as
one of the longest goodbyes on record.

ESTATE OF MIND
Evie Sands
Capitol ST-9202

By GENE SCULATTI

“There aren’t any good parts for women."’

It'sa complaintvoiced often enough andit’s as
validan appraisal of women'slotinmusicasitis
infilms or the theatre. For toc long now, female
vocalists have been required to fit into one of
two categories; cheeky two-tone chirpers
modeled after Joni Mitchell ather most limited,
or caterwauling hounds inspired by Janis
Joplin at her most overbearing. That an
alternative route exists has taken Karen
Carpenter and Linda Ronstadt a combined
total of over ten years to prove.

It takes less than half a hand to count the
number of genuinely interesting women
singers who emerged last year; Harriet Schock
and Wendy Waldman. This year we might be
really blessed; we're noteven a third of the way
into it and we've got a first rate album from a
first rate vocalist, Evie Sands.

Miss Sands is hardly a newcomer (having
tasted success in ‘69 with the powerful
“Anyway That YouWant Me'’ and even earlier
with the original version of ““Angel of the
Morning”’) buther re-emergence, facilitated by
a program of prime material and premier
production from wonderkids Lambert and
Potter, has all the spirit and confidence of a
debut. While lesser singers remain dependent
on the strength of their material, the beauty of
Estate of Mindis thatEvie's wide-ranging vocal
talents are challenged, inspired, not just
underscored, by superlative writing. Alone or
with co-writers, she’s responsible for over half
the tunes here.

It's earthy pieces like her "“Love in the
Afternoon” and Lambert-Potter's “‘You
Brought the Woman Out of Me’’ thatline outa
sophisticated, direct, no-nonsense kind of
approach for Evie. If her inflections resemble
Dionne Warwicke or Laura Nyro at points in
bothtracks, she assumes command and fulfills
each song the way few other singers could.

In her hands ""One Thing on My Mind,”" ““A
Woman’'s Work is Never Done” and “’| Love
Makin’ Love To You” come through as
believable, uncommonly eloquent statements
of fact. Thelatter is a tough, insistent song that
makes its point without belaboring it. "*One
Thing"" is a graceful Thom Bell-like track; “A
Woman’s Work" a gritter, no less pleasant,
rocker notsomuchcomplementedasdrivenby
Evie's clear gliding delivery.

The arranging, tracking and compositions
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themselves would almost make Estate a fine
album by any singer. But it’s not. Evie Sands’
presence, enriching every second, defining its
shape and tone at every turn, turns it into a
virtually flawless personal work. Whether you
choosetoviewitasan enterprising debut or an
affirmative re-emergence, it's a damned
enjoyable album. Any way that you want it.

ON YOUR FEET OR ON YOUR KNEES
Blue Oyster Cult
Columbia PG 33371

By STEVE ROSEN

Though this record does not rank with the
Beach Boys /n Concert for sheer recording
quality or the Who's Live at Leeds for
spontaneous instrumentation, it does merit
an armclaw as a thoughtfully conceived
double live set. The Cult have delivered a
wrenching assortment of stoner songs
calculatingly cacophonic and executed in
typically overblown manner.

It was a risktaker for the boys to put out a
live two-disker for few recordings of this
type (save for the aforementioned Beach

Boys LP and a couple of others which now
skip my mind) are rarely effective. On Your
Feet or on Your Knees is as efficiently
debilitating as a brutal kick in"the groin and
stems primarily from the strong-but-sensible
use of tri-guitars (most notably from Buck
Dharma’s viscious Gibson). The opening cut
of the dirty dozen is the harmless ‘’Subhu-
man’ (from Secret Treaties] with some
Quicksilvery fretgrinding from Dharma but
the riffriders then cut in savagely with
“Harvester of Eyes” (also from Treaties) and
the group anthem ‘““Hot Rails To Hell”" (off
Tyranny and Mutation).

While the three-pronged quitarwork of
Dharma, Eric Bloom, and Allan Lanier is the
pitchpoint of Feet, thankfully they have not
covered the vinyls with diarrhea six-string.
The songs do tend towards the six-minute
mark in length but stay away from the
oh-so-awfully boring marathon electric solo.
Rather, the Blue Oysters have mixed up their
infecting melody lines with unhealthy doses
of guitar trade-offs, caustic conglomerations
of the three instruments, and rough but
ready rhythm passages fueled by eighteen
strings. “Buck’s Boogie” (oh Jeff, watch
out) features guitar hyper-activeness (as well
as bass, drum, and organ adrenal ramblings)
but the riffs around which the solos are
performed are engaging enough so as not to
make the tune too terribly numbing.

“Born To Be Wild” and Clarence Carter's
“l Ain't Got You" are served up in
gruntamental style though the former Mars
Bonafire saga (he's now teaching karate)
rambles for too long and in too many
directions. According to Dharma On Your
Feet Or On Your Knees is an accurate
portrayal of a BOC performance and should
help to initiate those not already so with the
traumatic thrashing of these New Yorkers.
There's a lot of playing on this double-head-
er and those ready for 70 minutes of primal
phonographics should find it as satisfying as
@ gutsy belch. And for this morsel, you
won't need Alka Seltzer.

TAGGETT
Taggett
UA-LA407-G

By LOIS MARINO

It was deplorable. | hadn’t heard an album
worth turning up in so long, | was starting to
get my hearing back. This can be a
frightening and dangerous thing, especially
when one attends a rock concert after an
absence of some months and runs screaming
from the hall in acute aural agony. But then
| heard Taggett...

Whenever | hear the name Taggett, it calls
to mind the fine old Australian phrase, "dag a
hoggett”, something Errol Flynn did in his
impoverished youth which he's probably still
trying to forget. Nonetheless, a Taggett is
four young men (three English, one Ameri-
can), whose debut album, produced by Tony
Hicks of the Hollies, is as muiti-faceted as a
carnival, and just as brilliant. This collection
of material, mainly from the bloodstream of
vocalist Colin Horton-Jennings, defies
analysis. (He wrote all the songs solo, save

“New On a Blue Day,” a collaboration with
other group members). His stark abstract
lyrics are reminiscent of decadent/symbolist
poetry, and his voice is like a primitive
weapon--blunt--but able to shred the
surroundings like a berserk razorblade. It is
never smothered by the other musical
instruments, but is borne along by their crisp,
clean quality like a Sultan on a flying
Aubusson.

"“Delaware Taggett and the Outlaw Boys"*
opens side one. Guitar notes appear on the
horizon like the Bad Guys gang, one by one,
then break into a frenzied gallop from out of
your speakers, a stampede of sound.
Thunder of hooves, thunder of drums, and
Colin’s voice under it all: dusty, sun-parched
and whiskey drenched. He sings a tale, an
overall itching (this town ain’t big enough for
the both of me). Peach fuzz fringes my top
lip, I'm feelin’ strong, and I'm bound to do
wrong, but Mama_let me follow those outlaw
boys. “"Squares to a Circle” spreads like
summer heat, liquefying the highway air. A
shudder transformed into sound:

“Dig me up these ten times

Dig me down ten times again

Let me see my one warm woman
Shrink away in heavy rain

I wish | was a square to believe in circles
! see the Devil in every, home...”

He puts that word “home’’ on a vocal rack
and stretches it until it resembles the desolate
wail of a wounded animal, or the melancholy
moan of an English horn.

Slamming us back to awareness is “Lonely
Nights Lonely Days,”” which has great piano
plunkirg either from Taggett member Pete
Arnesen or sessionist Pete Wingfield. And if
"Save a Happy Song’ doesn’t come from a
smash musical, then one should be built up
around it. It's a glorious shuffle in the
sunlight.

What could better end a perfect side than a
cut like “'(Ill Be Your) Anchor Man’’? It's a
sloppy Mardi Gras singalong whoop, and the

TWO SIDES OF THE MOON
Keith Moon
MCA 2136

By KEITH MOON

As you know, I've been at this for nigh
onto fifteen years now, and I'm still trying to
broaden the avenues of my career. People
think of me as a drummer, as a musician,
but my career is theatre, vaudeville. So
that's why I'm interested in making movies,
and this album was a natural extension of
that drive. | wanted to try my hand at doing
things | hadn’t been able to do with the
Who. At the beginning we had some
problems getting it together, a fact that was
covered in an earlier Phonograph; covered
embarrassingly well, but true. Fortunately, |
got involved doing some drumming for the
last Arthur Lee and Love album, Ree/ to
Real, where | met Skip Taylor. We got on
real well so | asked him to take over the
production and he did a bloody good job,
bringing in people for sessions, mixing the
-tracks, etc., and I‘'m very happy with the
way it came out. In fact, maybe that the
bloody bastard came out at all!

One of the first things Skip did was
re-work the first song on the album, “Crazy
Like a Fox.” | picked this song up from Al
Staehely. He had come down to the Record
Plant with his brother one night. | don’t
know if they were looking for Jo Jo Gunne
or they just heard about the sessions, but in

any event, we got to rapping. Al and John
were Who freaks, and he played me this
song, which | picked up on. If you listen to
the track, you'll note that this cut is almost
reunion of Spirit—only Randy California 3
missing.

Did you know I'm one of the few people
that Fanny ever l€t sit in with them? They're
a group that thinks, lives and breathes rock
& roll, and | think that's great. Incredibly
talented, also. You could tell when they did
"I've Had It"” —that was a song every band
did when | was starting out. Nickey Barclay,
wtio wrote this song (“Solid Gold”") has
come up with an instant classic. Incidentally,
like the song, | expect this album to be
"solid gold..... number one with a bullet.”
Fanny is backing me on this track, as well as
Ringo, who does the spoken parts.

“Don’t Worry Baby” is one of those fun
songs I've always wanted to do. I've gotten
some flak about this song, especially from
Phonograph, but this was how | conceived
of doing it, and | stand by the production.

This next song("’One Night Stand”’) is a
real personal favorite. It's off the Windfall
album (Rick Nelson) and I listen to it a lot. |
feel it was just released at the wrong
time.Too similar to “‘Garden Party.” It is a
country classic by the way. Rick sings along
with me, which made cutting this track a lot
of fun. You know, on cutting an album of
this type, people often think you’re being
competitive, trying to top someone else’'s
version of a song. | just wanted to do an
album of the music | enjoy playing and
listening to when I’'m at home.

| did another Rick Nelson tune, back from
the days when he was Ricky, ““Teenage
Idol.”” | have a particular affection for this
song, as | knew that one day | would be in a
similar situation—| never had any doubts.
Jimmy Haskell produced the original, by the
way, and Rick suggested that | get him for
the strings, ‘cause string sections are
incredibly difficult to work with. They‘re paid
by the hour, and so they’ll play a bum note
just to stretch the session. But with Jimmy,
he wouldn't stand for any of that—he’d say
¢'mon fellas, put that bottle of rye back in
your cello!”

| wanted to do one of our songs, and
"The Kids Are Alright” is the one | thought |
could sing. This to me was our anthem, and
it's our most requested song even today.

To state the obvious, when John Lennon
writes rock & roll, he's great at it, as he is at
so many other things. ‘“Move Over Ms. L.”
is just basic 8-bar rock & roll, but it's a real
raver, in the traditional form. | don’t think

*l can’t understand why people don‘t think of me as a serious artist...”

John's recorded it yet, but he should. I'm
glad | got the first opportunity. John
incidentally was the only one | specifically
asked for material.

This next one, “Back Door Sally” is
another classic rocker. It's written by John
Marascalo, who hasn’t written a song since

the days when he was writing exclusively for’

Little Richard. This is one that he had locked
away in his cupboard, next to his shoes and
assorted mothballs, and he dusted it off
when he heard | was looking for material.

Ringo says “’In My Life” is the highlight of
the album, and can you argue with a man
who's sold as many records as he has? Harry
Nilsson also liked it. Of all the Beatles songs,
this is one of my favorites. | wanted to do a
ballad, but not one like "Yesterday.” You
know, people think of me as an insensitive
bastard that just goes out and gets crazy. It
isn’t true most of the time, hence the title of

this album, Two Sides of the Moon. | think
this is one of the more unknown Beatle
songs, and | just had a different conception
of how to do this song. Jimmy Haskell again
did the string arrangements, and | was afraid
to orchestrate it, because it could so easily
become over-orchestrated. Fortunately it
didn’t, because of Jimmy's skills.

Closing the album is ""Together’” and I'm
joined by me mates, Ringo and ‘Arry. |
wanted to end with a fun song, something
that was a bit jokey. This too is one of my
favorite songs. They all are. People always
say to me, “Well Keith, what type of music
do you listen to? The answer is this sort of
music. My musical horizon spans quite a lot;
classics, jazz, surf music, the different types
of music represented here. When you're a
performer, with a larger than life image, you
get locked into that image. I'm trying to
show that there are Two Sides to this Moon.
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horns of Alan Holmes and Richard Hanson,
coupled with Lavinia Rodgers and Anna
Peacock'’s backing vocals, are wonderful final
ingredients. A drunken good time is had by
all.

Finding ourselves on side two, we listen to
"Time' go by. We notice Jim Wheatley's
notes {he’s the bassist with the band), how
they fairly dance throughout like the
bouncing ball. Sing this to the tick-tock of
your hips. "Time" introduces us to “'Buster”
—*...a good egg, a fine chap...one of a
breed.” He sits us down in his quiet way and
fills us fill of tea and advice: ....to keep in
time, with the rhythm of life, use love as your
funky music....and dance....” “New On a
Blue Day"”’ is instant indoor country; porches
and hayrides, air as fresh as vanilla ice cream,
skies as blue as your mother's eyes, and
abundance of warm joyous harmonies. “in
the Days When | Was Young” has great
crashes of drum erupting midway (the angels
are bowling in heaven, as mother would say).
*Youth can be the power...."”

In parting, we come to a gentle close.
Crepuscular lids on the skies eyes, an inhale
of wind, and “An Old Bird Song,” where
Colin’s rusty voice, this time thick and
honey-clogged, delivers the album’s lullabye,
a gloved caress. Warm lips, warm animal
breath, warm blanket musk.

Goodnight indeed.

POETRY IN LOTION
Fumble
RCA 1-5082

By GREG SHAW

Fumble’s first album presented them as a
typically stylized (if above average) Fifties
revival group on the order of Flash
Cadillac--and with a similar potential to evolve
intosomething greater. It’s been twoyears, but
their second album fulfills that promise
completely. Fumble now belong in a class with
Ducks Deluxe of timelessly energetic,
contemporary-sounding rock & roll witha solid
foundation in the basics and occasional forays
into the realm of established oldies.

In that department, it's hard to complain
about what they’ve done with "“Not Fade
Away’’ (a great live version with audience
participation), “Runaround Sue’” and even the
tired workhorse, ‘‘Keep A-Knockin.” The
importantthingis that they’ve kept the spirit of
the music alive, where most people who redo
oldies these days seem to create the opposite
effect.

But except for “The Letter”” and the Everly
Bros.’ “*Gone Gone Gone' (each a fine ex-
of creative nostalgia), the oldies on this album
are notits strongest points. Those are found in
the original tunes, all solidly impressive, several
with Top Ten potential. The production on
these {by Shel Taimy) is modern, down to the
use of mellotrons, and the songs and
arrangements are as polished and commercial
as you could want. But what distinguishes
them from everything else is a classic sense of
style (the kind you can develop only after
listening to Buddy Holl's entire recorded
output a minimum of 100 times) and a subject
matter that steers clear of pretension while
simultaneously avoiding simplistic cliches.
There are references to Elvis, high school
dances, rockin’ on the ceiling, etc., but never
blatant. It's fun music, without being dumb.

My picks for smash hits are “Here We Go
Again” (which sounds like vintage Grin with
touches of the Who and Lobo), “Break My
Mind” (a John D. Loudermilk song with an

infectious Atlanta gospel treatment), and
“Don’t Take Your Love,” which reminds me of
Big Star at their best. I'm also partial to
“Marilyn’” which could be a Mott the Hoople
anthem, and “Honey What a Feelin” ', a
straight-outrocker, asis ’Free the Kids,"” witha
powerful dance beat.

In fact the whole album is excellent and
shouldappeal toanyone whodoesn’tscorn the
basics. To me, the basics are, well, basic and
any group without that foundation just isn’t a
rock & roll band. Fumble is a rock & roll band
down to their socks and one of the best i've
heard all year.

THE ORIGINAL SOUNDTRACK
10ce
Mercury SRM-1-1029

By SAM SUTHERLAND

Cinematic flourishes have been 10cc’s
halimark from the start. Two previous albums
have harnessed their brash musical excel-
lence to an operatic sense of structure and a
rich and varied arsenal of production effects,
and the resulting balance of hard-edged
musical power and satiric intelligence has
been exhilarating. As might be expected, The
Original Soundtrack is an attempt to extend
this filmic style further, and that's just the
problem.

“Une Nuit A Paris”’ is the three-part epic
that opens the album, and immediately
reveals the album’s disparity of ambition and
effect. An operetta inhabited by multiple
characters and underscored by a series of
different choruses, the song so taxes the
listener with its elaborate plotting and
convoluted wordplay that any meaning is
virtually lost without doggedly following the
lyric sheet. More disturbing is the pretense of
the scenario itself, which seems all the more
inflated given the disappointing melodic
weaknesses of its major themes.

Similarly, “’The Second Sitting for the Last
Supper,” which opens side two, fares only
slightly better, due mostly to a spirited
instrumental track. What might have been a
truly wicked broadside sinks under its shrill
seriousness. By contrast, "’Blackmail’’, a brisk
rocker, chooses a seamier and less profound
topic to achieve far greater impact. When its
narrator carefully sets up photographic
records of his subject’s indiscretions, only to
find that his work has made her a centerfold
success, the plot twist is quick and savage in
its humor.

Of all the songs, the most successful —and
surprising—is “’I'm Not in Love”. In keeping
with the-band'’s caustic perspective, it really is
a love song, but that's a departure in itself.
Beautifully conceived and, more surprising,
completely guileless, it lays to rest past
criticism that 10cc’'s satiric overload is
dispassionate. ‘‘I'm Not in Love” is by
contrast a haunting, lushly produced ballad,
colored by gorgeous floating choruses that
bob and weave behind the lead vocal in a
defensive declaration of love all the more
affecting in its persistent denial that the
singer cares at all.

After last year's Sheet Music, The Original
Soundtrack is a real disappointment, but it's
still an impressively produced, often absorb-
ing pop album. Each new listen yields
redeeming instrumental ideas, saucy ver-
bal nuances, and, if their new label and
projected tours can win a larger audience,
that in itself will be justice of sorts. But the
album stilt seems forced in its complexity and
overblown in its themes. Messrs. Creme,
Godley, Goutdman and Stewart have done
more exciting work than this, and the rich
finish of their new soundtrack only makes the
songs themselves that much more disap-
pointing to long-term 10cc fans.

\

ePatti Dahlstrom gives the best song in town.

YOUR PLACE OR MINE
Patti Dahlstrom
20th Century 461

By MARTIN CERF

Houston, Texas has long been a hot bed of
some of the South’s finest talent. Huey P.
Meaux produced hit acts from the region like
The Sir Douglas Quintet, B.J. Thomas and
most recently Freddie Fender. It's the home of
Duke/Peacock Records and their roster which
includes Bobby Blue Bland and the Mighty
Clouds of Joy. And Houston proudly lays claim
to another giant, or soon to be, the lovely
luscious Patti Dahlstrom.

Patticameto Los Angelesafewyears backin
search of her pop fortune and was here but a
short time before LA’s unheralded king of
record royalty, Rus Regan jetted her into the
studio post-haste. Then head of UNI Records,
Reganinvested heavily both in terms of bucks
and good will, without much return.

Then, in the early hours of 1974, Regan took
another shot. A second LP was released, this
time on 20th Century. The Way / Am was a
dramatic step forward for Dahlstrom, tho-
roughly personal and convincing. There were
many superior songs {e.g. “Innate,” ““Then |
Loose You,” "For Everybody’'s Sake’)...but
one particularsong, 'Emotion’’ carried withita
promise of greatness.

Over a period of several months the single
succeeded in acquiring a healthy number of
stations adding “Emotion’’ to their playlists. If
ali those stations who aired the track were to
have gone with Patti’s ““Emotion’’ simulta-
neously upon release it would have made it all
theway. Then perhaps Helen Reddy would not
have had the opportunity to cover the song.
Reddy’s version, however, seems stale and
stagnant upon comparison with Patti’s.

Anotheryear passed, an eventfulone for this
lady. The follow-up to “’‘Emotion,” ""He Did Me
Wrong, But He Did Me Right’’ was a top ten
record in many cities last summer and now a
third LP is here (containing the aforementioned
hit). As if on a path straight to the top, Patti
Dahlstrom seems destined to become a
household name in the world of pop.

Your Place or Mine casts Dahlstrom in an
entirely differentrole thanthe one she assumed
on The Way | Am. Here she’s much more at
ease with herself and material. The production
better suits the artist. Horns and heavy rhythm
sections take over for the strings and melodic
rhetoric of last year. Jim Horn, Dean Parks, Al
Staehely, Jim Keltner, Kiaus Voorman, Larry
Knechtal, Steve Cropper, Nick De Caro; an
all-star lineup of musicians rally around Patti
without overpowering the essence of her gift,
that divine voice.

It’'sanawkward voice atfirst, and thenas you
feed on greater doses it seems to become less
so. In this respect, she is like Phoebe Snow.
Repeated listenings are addictive as that voice
becomes more and more distincive, like no
other you’ve ever heard, It's as if Timo Yuro
meets Shirley Goodman. Deep, almost
masculine at times and then shifting to other
octaves without notice she swirls and jumps
around thescales asif tosay "doesn’teveryone
do it that way?"’ Yodeling, but not quite.

Compositionally, here’s an important artist.
Most certainly more covers are to follow.
Ordinarily, her lyrics are given to personal/sex-
ual relations (*’Used to Be In Love With Love”’;
“He Did Me Wrong, But He Did Me Right”’;
“When It Comes to You’’). When she says "'l
knew how it felt to feel that part of me in
someoneelse,” allittakesis one quick glanceat
that creamy complexion and inviting express-
ion of innocence to realize she does indeed
know whereof she speaks. And if there should
be any doubt, an album title like Your Place or
Mineshould settherecord straight, if not erect.

“Used To Be In Love with Love’ will most
likely be the next single; it's the most obvious.
Closer inspection reveals “Break of Day'’ the
most outstanding track though, Perhaps too
long for the 45 rpm configuration (3:49), it
should be the first thing the FM’s will pick up.

Patti Dahlstromis like all ladies who are really
worthit--notan easy catch. You mustdevote a
great many hours to her. I've spent three years
atitand|’m really only now coming to honestly
appreciate the magnitude of talent she
presents us with annually. Your Place or Mine
rewards every penny you’ll spend on it.
Undeniably, Patti Dahistrom gives the best
song in the business.

A ——
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the film and the record

STARDUST
Columbia Pictures

By JONH INGHAM

The narrative first: Beginning where That/f
Be the Day left off, Jim Maclaine (David
Essex) entices Adam Faith (standing in for
Ringo) to join his band, the Stray Cats, as
roadie/manager. Through tenacity and ruth-
lessness Faith engineers the band {high-
lighted by Keith Moon and Dave Edmunds)
on to the road for superstardom and the
scenario we know so well. From a transit on
the Mways to Denmark St. and a Svengali
(a malignantly cynical Marty Wilde) to first hit
single and Pete Best freezeout to NME
Pollwinners and first American tour and on
down the yellow brick road to eventual
Turnerism.

Cool, huh? The definitive study of rock’s
last ten years. And it almost works, except for
one rather large gaffe. Jim Maclaine,

composite of Beatles/Stones/Hendrix/
Townshend et al, is a complete, utter berk. |
wouldn’t give him or his inane mumblings on
nationwide TV (to Edd Byrnes yet!} about
love, pot, and other burning topics, the time
of day.

P )

eAdam Faith, the real star...

Responsibility, of course, lies with writer
Ray Connolly. He was working for London’s
Evening Standard when the Beatles explod-
ed as Britain’s biggest export and became
the paper's Beatles correspondent, doing
little else but travel with The Fab Four. He
continued to write about rock for the
Standard until last year, and his knowledge
and detail of everyday rockarama is excel-
lent. But he really blows Maclaine, writing
him like Ozzy Osbourne rather than the
Lennons and Jaggers who caused the
events the film is modelled on. The thing
that made them exciting was that beyond
the enthusiastic savagery of their music,
they had street smarts: the press conference
in A Hard Day’s Night says it all. Not only
could a kid become a rock star, he could tatk

back at authority and they would take it
lying down, and even proclaim it Art. Here
we have a guy who is such a yo-yo that one
is hard put to believe he could command
world attention on any level. By the end of
the film it doesn’t really matter if he climbs
up his own arse or becomes God. That the
rather dramatic climax is so involving and
tense is a credit to director Michael Apted.

Emphasis tends to be on the origins of
fame (when it was all “fun”) with some
rather succinct touches. The Stray Cats run
into a gig with some ack ack gun brassiered
Ronettes type girls, backed by the ultimate
bored band (Brinsley Schwarz, with Brinsley
on sax!). Just as the song is thinking about a
conclusion, the band disintegrates to a halt;
the girls just continue grooving and smiling.
Or Marty Wilde ushering the band into his
office for a quick strategy meeting: ""Now
we're going to clean you up some more. Get
some nice suits and those gingham shirts...""

Itis the latter that the film wishes to be its
emphasis, bent on revealing that mere
mortals don’t become Superstars of their
own accord, but are manipulated, along with
the public. And it's Jim Maclaine who holds
the premise back, wandering through a
world where he is a prime commodity in
demand like a prize innocent, too stupid to
begin comprehending the situation. But then
again, it Connolly and Apted really think
popstars are so stupid....

Beyond pure cinema, Stardust is a vehicle
to promote David Essex to his place in the
firmament. As is carefully pointed out, he
does his own singing, though it is not
outstanding and is usually doubletracked
(Dave Edmunds emerges as the real musical
force, when you realize that he arranged,
produced and recorded all the film's original
music). He has an innocent moodiness
about him; a James Dean whose Raymond
Massey understands him. Girls love it, and
his recent UK tour capitalised on the fact,
Essex running through the blatant pop
fodder he has largely been content to
write--even though ““Rock On’’ and elements
of "Gonna Make You a Star” and
"Stardust” point to much greater poten-
tial —while the teenies are in hysterics trying
to get on stage. It's almost like a 3-D rerun.

Faith is the real star. The most human of
the beings on the screen, he stumps around
with measured intensity, faithful to the end.
Limited in acting ability in the same manner
as Clint Eastwood, his role in movies is
developing to be the guy who has pulled
himself up by the bootstraps to second best,
where he’ll stay. We like him because he's
an underdog who doesn’t realize he's in his
niche. More than singing and producing Leo
Sayer, Faith's real-life niche may well be as a
film star.

With a clearer vision and closer attention
to detail and chronology (especially through
the freak period), this admirable attempt to
synthesize the totality of ‘60s pop mania into
one archetypal story could have been the
epic it aimed for. As it stands, one is still left
wondering: What if Cecil B. DeMille were
thirty today?

*The Stray Cats on Ready Steady Go, miming their first hit.
S

*The American tour—a hard day's what?

S

40 GREAT OR
10 TN P
| THE SOUNDTRACK
OF THE FILM

STARDUST
Original Soundtrack
Arista AL 5000

By KEN BARNES

Stardust is one hell of a soundtrack. 40
songs, for one thing—you have to crank up
the volume a bit to compensate, but when's
the last time you got 40 songs on a
two-record set (lucky to get 10 these days).
And they're top 40 selections, too. 28 past
hits, essentially spanning the 60's (as does
the movie itself); most of the cuts are real
era-evokers. It's all familiar stuff, universal
favorites like “One Fine Day,” ‘1 Get
Around,” "Locomotion,” “Summer in the
City,” "I'm a Believer” and “Eve of
Destruction."

There’s also some prime British Invasion
material to coincide with plot developments
—"She’s Not There,” the uncut “House of
the Rising Sun,” and Billy J. Kramer's
version of “Do You Want to Know a
Secret” (probably included owing to the
unavailability of the Beatles’, but really it's a
lot better, with intriguing lyrical ambiguity
and resonant guitar). The three sides of
oldies {more or less} play exceptionally well,
like a prolonged radio flashback sequence.

All that plus original material too. Most of
it's arranged, produced, played and sung by
Dave Edmunds, England’s premier studio
wizard (he also appears in David Essex’s
band, the Stray Cats, in the movie).
Edmunds’ first appearance here is on side
one —seems they couldn’t get rights to the
Crystals’ ““Da Doo Ron Ron.” Too bad —in-

stead you get the best cover of the Spector
classic ever cut. Together with Edmunds’
1973 British hits “'Baby | Love You" and
“Born to be with You,” it stands as a
tremendous tributary trinity, paying homage
to Spector's production style while just
about matching it.

The other new material is performed in
snippets by the band during the film, but
comes off in sparkling form here. A
compelling version of the Everly Brothers’
““When Will | Be Loved” (probably their best
composition) kicks things off at the end of
side three, and the last side is entirely given
over to Stray Cats songs (barring two David
Essex items at the end). “Need a Shot of
Rhythm & Blues,” an Arthur Alexander
B-side introduced in Britain by Johnny Kidd
& the Pirates (“Shakin’ All Over”), was a
British beat group standard, and gets a
supercharged reading from Edmunds (it was
his most recent single, too; the B-side, a
Spectorized “Let It Be Me,” is also present).
““Some Other Guy,” the obscure Richie
Barrett record, was even more of a period
pop staple, and this relentless rendition
brings it to new pinnacies {it's also the
B-side of Edmunds’ new single, for those
keeping score).

Edmunds or someone also dug up a pair
of period numbers written by one P.
Naumann, a mid-60's pop writer of some
repute (I think he was in the Tradewinds),
and Peter Anders, Vini Poncia’s old partner
who co-wrote some Ronettes hits. “You
Kept Me Waiting,” sung by Essex, features
neat harmonies; and the slightly Beatlish
“Make Me Good”” becomes quickly irresist-
ible. The remaining songs are least interest-
ing, though ‘““Americana Stray Cat Blues” is
amusingly Dylanish. Overall, though, the
songs work superbly evoking period memo-
ries but sounding fresh today as well.
Another triumph for Edmunds (and watch
for his upcoming album, in Aprit or May
probably, if RCA decide to exercise good
taste and release it here).

You don’t even need to see Stardust
(though you should) to enjoy the sound-
track, unless perhaps to understand what
the hell Essex’s hopelessly overblown "Dea
Sancta’” is doing here (its pomp and
pretense make a point in the movie, but it
sounds unredeemably dire on the LP). This
package is probably the best soundtrack
album since Riot on Sunset Strip (or, in a
different vein, Hot Parts), and that's no small
compliment.
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YOUR MAMA WON'T LIKE ME

Suzi Quatro
Arista AL 4035

By JOHN MENDELSOHN

There's nothing like a new Suzi Quatro
album to knock one’s hormonat balance all
out of whack. Were there but the most
nebulous suggestion of justice in this world,
Olivia Newton-John wouldn’'t even be
granted admittance to Ms. Quatro’s dressing
room to shoot the breeze--as pop giants of
like gender will at the slightest provocation--
let alone make Suzi's sales figures look
positively pathetic in comparison.

Not that I, as a critic, have ever been that
obsessed with sales figures. | mean, it's one
thing if they’re extraordinarily enormous and
firm-under such circumstances they can be
an incomparable “"turn-on’’ for damn sure—
but | personally have always been more
appreciative of pert, unwrinkled buttocks, or
long, slender legs, both of which Suzi has in
spades.

More, the Quatro wardrobe just wipes up
the floor with Ms. -John’s, which I've heard
described in the beauty salon to which |
repair every third Saturday to have my
beautiful black Bolanesque shoulder-length
curls straightened as "strictly Penny’s Junior
Miss.”” You wouldn’t have believed what she
wore to this year’s National Association of
Record Manufacturers awards banquet: |
clean the heads of my tape-deck with more
alluring ensembles!

Speaking of the NARM festivities, | won't
forget Barry White's performance if | live to
be twenty-eight!

An apprehensive silence falls over the
Grand Ballroom of the Century Plaza Hotel as
Joe Smith names Barry the winner of this or
that bozo award. In the middle of the
audience, this veritable mountain of a man, in
a white fur coat into which you could have
squeezed not only all the Osmond Brothers
but most of The King Family as well, rises
imperiously and begins to make his way up to
the dais: clomp! clomp! CLOMPI!

MC Joe Smith, by now the color of the
label in the center of a test-pressing, gingerly
hands him his award. He bends way, way,
way down and, in his amazing Sensurround
basso, growis, ""Uh. There’s only one thing |
can say....”"

Everyone knows precisely what that will

be.
“Right on.”
Clomp! Clomp! CLOMP! The Grand
Ballroom trembies. Everyone takes great care
to remove his or her steppers from The
Maestro’s path back to his table. God, what
an entertainer|

Although she was definitely there in spirit,
Ms. Quatro, to the best of my knowledge,
was not physically present at this unforget-
table event. As likely as not, she was yet hard
at work on this new album, which features
fotsa brass, is fully as danceable as Bowie's
latest, and has little to commend it to anyone
with an 1Q greater than 135. Your mama
won’t like it, but your kid brother, whose idea
of a good time is rubbing pieces of styrofoam
together in your ear while you're trying to
watch Mawaii 5-0, might.

The Golliwogs
Fantasy F-9474

By TOM NOLAN

Bluesy rockin’ quartet from E! Cerrito

eAnother day, another airport, another screaming mob of fans—

80B GRUEN

but still no hit records...

makes debut with this derivative but
infectious disc of baker's-dozen-plus-one
tunes. Opener, "Don’t Tell Me No Lies,” will
appeal to Dave Clark fans, while “Little Girl”
has that surf-ballad feel. Lead vocalist Tom
Fogerty flutters tonsils with a Denny Wilson
throb the chicks’ll love {no pics available)
while (brother?) John Fogerty handles the
r&b material. “Where You Been,” Beach
Boys soundalike clocking at a swift 2:25,
seems a cinch single. “"You Came Walking”’
has that hitbound Liverpool Merseybeat;
except for the California vowels this could
be the Searchers or the Seekers! And these
lads needn’t search far; success surely won't
elude them long.

A versatile ensemble, they move easily
from one mood to another: “You Can‘t Be
True'' has the nitty-gritty groove of those
British bad boys, the Rolling Stones (strong
backbeat by drumsman Doug Clifford), while
“You Got Nothin’ (On Me)” evokes those
“old masters”’ C. Berry and C. Perkins, via
their moptop British idolators. ""Brown-Eyed
Girl” (not the Them original) is a tuff blues &
/a England, with Fogerty (John) rivaling the
Animals’ terpster, and bassist Stu Cook
laying down a solid line. (Organ uncredited).

Side two premier cut, "You Better Be
Careful,” sounds mighty like another
Londonderry band, the '‘She’s Not There’
crew (Zombies—see feature story, pg. 20).
"Fight Fire'" is a filler cut, but “’Fragile Child”
comes on strong with a Manfred Mann-esque
approach. Next cut, “"Walkin’ on the Water”',
highlights meaningfully folkish lyric over
strong rock beat; interesting approach, but
potentially controversial. "You Better Get It
Before It Gets You,” fifth title to begin with
that particular personal pronoun, has well-
handled tempo change and outstanding
vocal by John F., a potential powerhouse
performer. (note next cut, the moody
"Porterville”’). “’Call It Pretending’’ makes an
even fourteen. Shrewd move by this S.F.
label to break into the lucrative pop field
(jazzman Vince Guaraldi’'s their big buck-
maker these days); special kudos to the cover

coltage: nicest LP look we've seen since Julie
London (Liberty Records; see inside cover
ad).

REALLY ROSIE
Carole King and Maurice Sendak

Ode SP 77027
By LITA ELISCU

Maurice Sendak’'s stories have always
seemed to have their own background music
humming along underneath the words; if only
one could hear clearly, itwould probably sound
exactly like Carole King's delightful songs on
Really Rosie. This album was first a TV show
whichwas one of the best programs on TV this
year, but it is not at all necessary to have seen
the show in order to enjoy this record. Briefly,
the plotconcerns Rosie, prime mover and chief
yenta of Avenue P. Rosie is the one who
energizes and motivates everyone else to
dream along with her, to act out her fantasies,

to ""turn twelve boring hours into a fascinating
day,” asshe modestly singsinone of her songs.

This day, she hasdecidedto make a movie, and
her friends must have screen tests so she can
decide who will bein the movie besides herself,
of course, who will be the star—as waell as
producer, director, writer and cinematog-
rapher.

The lyrics and characters are Mr. Sendak'’s;
the music and vocals are provided by Miss
King. The songsare wonderful, "“for children of
all ages’ as they say, but this time, it is true.
Somesay itis difficult to write for children, and
others say it is simple. | think it is a matter of
being able to laugh easily and teli the truth
without telling Truth, without condescending.
Includedinthe charactersare Pierre, alittle boy
who canontysay I don’tcare’” until a lion asks
him if he wants to die, and Pierre learns that
thereis something he does care about; Chicken
Soup, who spends most of his time whipping
up batches of that Jewish penicillin—and for
his song, Miss King has provided a splendid,
Russian —Jewish folk melody loaded with
latkes notes; and of course Rosie, who as star,
gets a few songs to sing about her own human
condition, therigors of stardom, her view of her
neighborhood, herself, and so on. There's an
alphabet song, a counting song, and they are
better than the Sesame Street counterparts.
Why? Because the images are so clear, so
bursting with energy and life —| am tempted to
quote some, but each song is so perfect, it
seemssilly to pull a part of one or two out—and
the music is so complementary, it is obvious
much care and love went into this
collaboration.

One hesitates to talk about the significance
of the songs, because their very charm and
beauty is the lack of self-consciousness, their
enjoymentof being silly andloud and crazy and
loving life without ever once stopping to
mention those words or aspiring to any theme
bigger than the nonsense spun out. Still, in
their simple way, the songs do touch on the
concerns of children (of all ages). Songs which
are ipfectiously, maddeningly easy to hum.

Sothisisnotarock album, and itis nota pop
album, and it is not a tootle of horns or roll of
drums, Itis just a delightful way to spend 35-40




minutes, every once in a while; when doing the
dishes, doing exercises, watching the sun rolt
aroundin the sky, or trying to decide what next
to do. In other words, whenever you want a
little lift, or something to sing along with, and
feel good about.

It seems such a simple, artless album, but of
course the reason it is so fine is Miss King and
Mr. Sendak, each of whom are tops in their
field. An album such as this one really shows
what talent can do that nothing else, not
money, not technique, not material, can. The
whole is greater than the sum of its parts once
again.

Thank you, everyone involved.

DUIT ON MON DEI
Nilsson
RCA APL1-0817

By SAM SUTHERLAND

Formerly titted God’s Greatest Hits, eh?
Since Nilsson has refused to take himself
seriously for years, we should be well-adjusted
tohisblithe cynicism by now. But Duit On Mon
Deidoes it with a vengeance, offering his best
writinginyears, framed by a crazy quilt of skew
instrumental touches that shows Nilsson’s
imagination again boiling furiously. Duit...is
still the work of the professional prankster

'travelling blues and sadness has found a

mno:nsm

BE TRUE TO YOU

for Clive Davis's newly formed Arista label is
just plain excellent.

The Eric A. of today is singing with higher
spirits and faster tempos than he once did.
The voice that at one time slowly wailed

comfortable niche in a tight and careful
folk-pop production.

Every cut on Be True To Yourself is true
to himself. If a theme exists, it's one of a
man secure in the knowledge and experi-
ence of love. His understanding of life,
slowly cultivated and matured with the
turning of many seasons, has fully blos-
somed.

The title cut shows just how far behind he
has left the blues of love, which once
comprised his entire oeuvre:

“All | ask is, be yourself, free yourself, and
love yourself when no one else will do...*

The entire album is backed by excellent
musicians and tasteful arrangements. In
many ways, including the cover art, the
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Q¥093H HAVHOONOHd

album is similar to Bob Dylan’s recently
successful rebirth on vinyl, Blood On the
Tracks. “'Time Run Like a Freight Train” is
the most reminiscient of the younger
Andersen. His trademarked freight train
metaphors and slower tempo create a good
mood piece within the framework of the
jazzier and happier mode of this album. On
this cut, he is joined by fellow poet and
singer, Jackson Browne.

A bizarro piece on this album is a tribute
to New York poetess and popstar in her own
right, Patti Smith, which captures exactly
the essence of her work in integrating the
meaning of rock and roll fandom with a
poetic consciousness derived from the late

unleashed with the Schmilsson alterego, andis
thus flawed by the ruthless glibness and lyric
excess thathave been the common limits to his
workinrecentyears. Butthatmanic energy stilt
sustains the new album nicely, suggesting that
Nilsson really is back on the case.

Much of the new album’s appeal stems from
Nilsson’s newly refocused affection for Randy
Newman, a long-time model. With the new
songs, Harry has backtracked somewhat to the
Newman-like vantage point of a misanthropic
everyman, his characters more recognizable,
his settings a bit more commonplace. The
album begins on a note of conspicuous

since Grave New World days when such efforts

e e e

informality, a “piano demo’ featuring just
comping piano chords and Nilsson’s rough
voice. ““Jesus Christ You're Tall” is the work in
progress, and equates basketball as erotic
metaphor. It's also very funny, and even
though Nilsson tosses it off nonchalantly, the
song is one of the album’s best.

With “it’s a Jungle Out There,”” Duit... shifts
to the dizzying ensemble style that is the
album’s master stroke. Van Dyke Parks,
another L.A. point source who's featured here
as “musical coordinator,” is predictably
invisible in his chameleon piano noodlings, but
his influence on the album’s swaying mix of
calypso, classicismand rhythm & blues, spiced
with tolling steel drums and precise horn
accents, is ubiquitous. ‘‘Jungle’”’ becomes an
apt metaphor for the wasteland, and Johnny
Weissmuller {or, if you prefer, Gordon Scott)
an apt antihero. “Down By the Sea’ reduces
the respectibility of the nuclear family to the
simple question, ‘“Who buries who?"* And the
single, ““Kojak Columbo,” is a media slave’s
strut, transforming the boob tube into mystic
totem and uitimate love object (“You got 19
inches baby, and that’s a real good size...”).
And so it goes.

Nilsson would have us believe he stands at
the edge of the abyss and, looking down, sees
the bright side: the bigger that hole gets, the
better the acoustics. So pitiless an outlook
,5eems unnecessary, but then I'm unfairly
remembering the redeeming vulnerability of
Nilsson’s earliest songs, which now seem
totally romantic by comparison. Now we have
“What's Your Sign,’’ a much-needed antidote
for those dosed with astrology; on ’Good For
God,"” the bottom line is revealed in a sneering
tribute to the Big Guy in the Sky.

I'm glad Nilsson has restored his level of
energy (Duit... is the first wholly new,
self-composed collection since ‘72's Son of
Schmilsson). Even the strangely muddy
production that intermittently smears the
arrangements of the new songs can‘t
undermine their brisk comic timing. But an
occasional glimpse of real pain, unfiltered by
Nilsson’s omnipresent sarcasm, might have
made Duit...much more than the handbook of
existential one-liners that it is.

GHOSTS
Strawbs
A&M SP 4506

By MICHAEL DAVIS

Strawbs are probably the most successful
band to grow out of the English folk boom of a
few years back; all-acoustic instrumentation
and a seif-defeating purist approach gave way
awhileagotoa healthy eclecticism, embracing
folk, rock and classical elements.

It appeared, however, that with the band’s
last release, Hero and Heroine, leader Dave
Cousins’ post-Calvinist cosmos had collapsed
about him, not so much due to any technical
problems as much as for the overwhelming
bleakness of the subject matter. Only Dave
Lambert’s perky “’Just Love” broke the dreary,
humorless tale of a young man addicted to
"irresistible white fleece.” Fortunately, for
Ghosts, order has been restored; it's probably
the most balanced LP the group has ever done
and even sports the same lineup as last time, a
rare event in Strawbs history. Might be that
Cousins has mellowed a wee bit.

Actually, the first few times through, the
album sounds grossly uneven because the
power of the extended pieces temporarily blots
out the more subtle strengths of the shorter
material. ‘'Ghosts,”” “’The Life Auction,”” and
“Starshine/Angel Wine,” short suites all,
demonstrates the musical growth of the band

often resulted in somewhat strained song
structures. “Ghosts,” for instance, moves
smoothly fromlullaby to nightmare to the relief
of morning light witho<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>