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Most Important Keyboard
For This Year.

“The M1 is the best new key-
board I've heard. It has great
sounds, drum programs and

a sequencer. It’s perfect for
writing and live performance.”

Daryl Hall
Hall €5 Oates

“The MI could revolutionize
the way studio synthesizer
players do business. I wouldn’t
be afraid to take just this
synthesizer to a session . . .

it covers all the bases.”

Michael Boddicker
Composer/Studio Synthesist

“We've eliminated our entire
home recording studio now
that we own M1s. We do all
the rough tracks at home on
the M1, then we transfer them
to our studio M1 and 24-track.
We don’t need any other axe.”

Neil Jayson, John Silbermann
Top New York TV and
Jingle Producers (JSM Music, NY)

And Next.

“The most impressive thing
about the M1 is not just

that it has all of the various
components necessary for
creating music in one box, but
that it has them in spades.”

Bob O'Donnell
Music Technology July 1988

“The M1’s sound is what
separates it from the rest of
the pack.”

Craig Anderton
Electronic Musician November 1988

“It’s been quite a while
since we saw a keyboard that
impressed us as much as
the M1. The factory sounds
are electrifying, and the
possibilities for programming
new ones are immense.”
Jim Aikin
Keyboard Magazine August 1988

and handling

“The sound of the M1 is
simply great! The absence
of FM noise is a giant step
forward for me.”

Tom Jung
Leading Digital Engineer/Producer
(Digital Music Products)

“The M1 is by far the simplest
yet most powerful synth I've
ever gotten my hands on.
There are virtually no limits to
its timbral spectrum. The M1
rocks hard!”

Alan Pasqua
A&M Recording Artist

You've waited a long time
for a keyboard this powerful.
Top professionals agree:
Nothing else can do what the
M1 does. Discover the power
of M1 at your authorized

Korg dealer.

MUSIC POWER

address, plus $1 00 for pos:
to Korg USA, 89 Frost St, W

©KorgUS A 1988

gt ury. NY 11590,



/ Buythelascam 8-track.
s And getthe “Rack Pak.’

When you buy a 238 8-track
cassette deck from an author-
ized dealer between Novem:-
ber 15,1988 and February 28,
1989 you'll receive the Tascam
‘Rack Pak’ from your dealer
at no charge (free!).
According to TASCAM
Sam, the ‘Rack Pak’
includes goodies* worth
over $600, and includes
practlcally everything
you'll need to start layin’
down some major
tracks on the dynamite
238 Syncaset’

« Rack Mount stand (photo left).
« Monitor Speakers
with mounting brackets.
+ TDK SAXG60 Cassette Tapes.
« Professional Audio Cables.
« Foot Switch.
» Track Sheet Pads.
« Multitrack Primer.
« How to Choose a Mixer.
+ Understanding
Synchronization.

*tems may be substituted
pending availability.

TASCAM

© 1988 TEAC America, Inc.. 7733 Telegraph Road, Montebello, CA 90640 213/726-0303

Visit your nearest Tascam dealer for details. “Rack Pak” offer
effective Novermber 15, 1988 through February 28,1989




010 64 In
Under 2 Seconds

Sixty-four different effects
combinations that is —and all of
them available at the touch of a
pedal. The new BOSS ME-5
provides guitarists with incredible
power — five different effects:

Compressor, Overdrive/Distortion,

Equalizer, Chorus/Flanger and
Digital Reverb/Delay —all in one
compact programmable unit
under foot pedal or MIDI control.

With the ME-5 you can custom-
create 64 different program
settings using any combination of
effects plus different control
settings for each effect. Then, in
live performance, each program
can be called up simply by
pressing a foot pedal-switch. In
addition, the ME-5 is equipped
with MIDI, allowing it to perform
automatic program changes when
connected to a MIDI sequencer.

ot ROMVE
MIs10R1 \ON

LED’s light up to show which
effects are on with each program,
and an effect can be turned on or
off just by pressing its pedal.

The built-in noise suppressor in
the ME-5 eliminates line noise,
even when you're using high-
distortion settings, perfect even for
high performance applications like
studio recording. Other unique
convenience features on the ME-5
include Tuner Out and Headphone
Out jacks, as well as a jack to
connect an EV-5 Expression Pedal
to vary the output of the flanger

or chorus.

Finally, true to our ever-creative
nature, BOSS has brought out the
ME-5 at an unbelievably low price,
just $825* And that's a lot less

CHORUS
TUANGER

than you'd ever pay for five quality
effects alone, not to mention the
program memory. So go down to
your BOSS dealer and test drive
the ME-5. Push down on a pedal
and see how it feels to zoom from
0 to 64. BOSS Products, 7200
Dominion Circle, Los Angeles, CA
90040 (213) 685-5141.

“Suggested Retail Price
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CREATIVITY IN SOUND DESIGN
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I . { inside scoop on a supergroup cursed by
- 4 FOLEET\Z((%%/II) MACNISUSIC i madness, cheated by crooks, addled by ro-
/ mance and torn apart by success. We visit
VER H‘LION OLD Stevie Nicks’ house for the Harmonic Con-
vergence and firing of Lindsey Buckingham
Ir Timothy White

62 REPLACEMENTS RULE

..............................

No more punk playacting. America’s second
best rock 'n’ roll band get honest about their
1aste and their ambition. They have finally
Sure, they're a platinum mint and a long | made the album they were always afraid of.
running soap—but there’s 4 Fleetwood Mac | Now they have to live up toit.

nobody’s ever gotten close to. Till now. The | by Steve Perry

THE LIGHTNESS OF
| 48 BEING LYLE LOVETT

Fifteen years ago a singer/songwriter as
brilliant as Lyle would have been a big-time
rock star. But in 1989 the eccentric visionary
has a better chance sneaking in through
Nashville, His music is amazing, his band is
out of this world, but what has it got to do
with country?

by Bill Flanagan

AND THEART OF GUITAR

] 28 ROBERT FRipp: ZEN

Hey, we've heard of teachers turned rock

stars—but the other way around? Tips on real

| estate, spandex, silence and the Turkish
method from the only hot guitarist who

values mortarboards above Marshalls.

by Ted Drozdowski

12 Jom FocerTy Wins

-------------------------------

| by Scott Isler

| 18 Jacxie McLiaw

...............................

| by Joe Goldberg

| Masthead .........cocovvveii 6
LBHEIS e 8
FACES .o 10
Developments ............cccovvvveeerenn. {0
Record Reviews .........ccocoveeveiniiinn, 88
RockShorts........oovvvviiiiiiiie, 92
JazzShorts ... 94
Classified ..........cccovvvveiiiieein, 9
AdIndex ... 9%

MILSICIAL

ABILLBOARD PUBLICATION
FEBRUARY 1989 NO. 124

COVER PHOTO BY STEVE MARSEL: CONTENTS: LYLF LOVETT RY ALAN
MESSER: FLEETWOO1) MAC BY € HRIS W ALKER RFTNA

JBL Professional
8500 Balboa Boulevard, Northridge, CA 91329

© 1988 - IBL Incerporated A Harman International Company



DISCOVER THE NEW AGE OF JAZZ, I

PRINCETHINK

YOUR ARTICLE ON PRINCE
(Nov. '88) was the best. It
questioned both sides of the
long-rehearsed story. Thanks

for the fair shake.

Wendi Jo Gill-Bailey
Nasadak, AK

STEVE PERRY, THANK YOU FOR
at last giving due credit to

such a magnificent composer
i is supported by “the best
i band in the world” Perry
years, and never before have :
i listening to an infinite number
i of bands. This being the case, :
we canall agree with his proc- :
lamation that “Prince is prob- :
ably the most important rock :

and musician as Prince. I've
been an avid Prince fan for

etters

i sosubjective that they de-  :
tract from an otherwise infor- :
: J.D. Considine’s entertaining
i critical assessments far more
i oftenthannot over the years.
¢ [ was astonished, however,

I read such an eloquent article
¢ mative article. If Perry were
! a guitar player his fingers

even the little details that only :
“purple boys and girls” would !

as yours. You summarized
the essence of this artist,

pay attention to.

I ENJOYED THE EYE-CATCHING
photo of Prince on the cover

STEVE WINWOOIDYS AMEIICAN CONNECT

of the November issue, only
to find out that is where the
excitement ended.

The article within was
nothing that hasn’t been said

numerous times before. Top- :
: Bruce Springsteen s no
i James Taylor? No Chrissie
i Hynde? Hey, digit, Randy.
i That’s why we like him. :
: Joseph Nowlan '
Boston, MA
: ¢ Ensoniq Keyboards has ap-
i CHOOSING HIS POISON
: tled “Power Tools for Live
i Performance.” The ad por-

ics such as the artist’s at-
titude towards his music, co-
workers, press and lifestyle
via word of mouth and sec-
ond-hand accounts hardly
capture a glimpse of insight
to the man behind Prince, or
his true intentions.

Thomas Braam
Lake Geneva, WI :

Tracy Avanda :
Carolina, PR :
: NOW WHEN PEOPLE ASK ME

: what’s so interesting about

i the guy in the purple under-
i wear, I'll turn up the music

¢ and hand 'em Perry’s article.
: Kevin Moran :
Huntington Beach, CA :
: man, whom you've described

: OFALLTHE ARTICLES 'VEREAD
: about Prince (which have

i been plenty), this one really
i explained the things [ want to :
i album to a beer commercial,
. since alcohol is the most

know, not some silly rumors

: that | knew weren'’t true. :
Marc Jucas :
ElCajon, CA ;

: STEVE PERRYMUSTBEAMAN |
i of considerable age! After all, :
to be able to state that Prince :
i J.D. CONSIDINE DISMISSES

i Michelle Shocked in one sen-
i tence (?) and has the nerve to

must have spent a long life

musician of the '80s”????
Statements like these are

would be permanently at-
tached to his whammy bar.

Laurie Bradburn :
West Greenwich, RI :
¢ ful album.

: NEWMAN CLUB

i THANKS TO MARK ROWLAND
: for his introspective, humor-
: ous interview with Randy
i Newman (Nov. '88).

Please, Randy, don't go

¢ “pop” onus. Youmaynot find :
: yourself on magazine covers, :
¢ but for those of us who ap-
¢ preciate a “thinking musi-
: cian,” your music will find a
¢ place in our hearts—and col-

: lections. :
: Randy Egan :
Clovis, NM :

RANDY NEWMAN SAYS THAT

STEVE WINWOOD STATES
“Talking Back to the Night

was really an anti-drug

i album” (Nov. '88). I then find
i itincomprehensible that he

would sell the title cut of that

widely abused drugin the
United States.
Gregory Urban

SHORT SHARP J.D.

call her shallow. His “short
take” on Short Sharp Shocked
(Nov. '88) was an unjustified
attack on an honest, witty
and innocent artist.

I'VE BEEN IN AGREEMENT WITH

by his abrupt dismissal of
Michelle Shocked’s wonder-

I know you'’re the master

i ofbrevity, J.D., but could you
. possibly “extend” your re-

i view to explain why Michelle
¢ Shocked strikes you as

“showy, shallow, shrill” as

i as “literate,” “tuneful” and
¢ “soulful”?
Jim Cogburn
Boise, ID

. J.D. Considine replies: “"Since
: you asked, what bugs me about

Short Sharp Shocked is the

discovered Odetta, the nicest
thing that can be said for

i Michelle Shocked is at least

i she doesn’t preach as much as
. Billy Bragg. (Then again, I'll
i take his sense of melody over

i hers any day.)”

INVISIBLE MAN
AN ADVERTISEMENT FOR

peared in your magazine ti-

Dan Ringler
Natrona Heights, PA :

: '88,)

PuBLISHER
GORDON BAIRD

Execunive PusLisHER

i trays a backstage environ-

: ment of roadcases stencilled

¢ “Dregs,” and features an Ul-
. timate Support keyboard

i stand, suggesting that this

: stand is one of the Dregs’

¢ “tools for live performance.”
{ We would like to point out

i that T Lavitz, the Dregs key-
Elkhorn, WI : board player, appeared

: onstage during their current
i tour with two Invisible key-
: board stands. Mr. Lavitz is
i not an endorser of our prod-
: ucts. He selected and pur-

i chased his Invisible “power
! tools” independently. Thank
¢ you for an opportunity to

¢ clarify this situation.

Don Lang
Invisible Products Corp.
Lynn, MA

. DO NOT COLLECT $200

: WEIGHTLIFTING, COLOR TV,

¢ choice of meals, conjugal vis-
i its and now music programs

: for cons (“Prison Roadies,”

: Nov. '88). Who do I kill to get
¢ into jail?

Elvis Constello
Albany, NY

i How about a light sentence for
: tmpersonating a rock star?

- Ed

opposed to, say, Tracy Chap- | LANGUAGE PATROL

¢ ] HAVE NEVER HEARD ADELE

i Bertei’s music, but I feel that
i the description of her looking
i “part waif, part slut” (Faces,

i Nov. '88) is not only inap-

: propriate but does a disser-

i vice to all female artists by

i perpetuating stupid sexist

: stereotypes. Wise up.

i singer's smugly superior social
: commentary and her showy

i ain't-I-got-roots musical ap-

i proach. Sounding on the whole
i like a 14-year-old who's just

Philip Stevenson
Washington, DC

: RHYMING SPELL
i Sometimes when one writes

in a creative vein,

Odd spelling is used as a

gimic.

But in a review of the

technical sort,

It’s way off to misspell, say,

“mimmick.” (p. 58, Nov.

Matt Stevenson
Brandon, Man., Canada

i Please send letters to: Musician,
: 1515 Broadway, 39th floor, New
¢ York, NY 10036



Omar Hakim's
No. 1 PICC.

If you could hear Omar Hak:m talking about his choice of snare
drums, you'd be listening to a testimonial on the Pearl 3%2"x14" Free
Floating System Brass Piccolo. Omar discussed its unique sensitivity, its
great projection and tonal properties, its exclusive “no hardware
touching the shell” design and the rugged diecast hoops and super
smocth SO11E Strainer, before deciding that one picture is worth a
thousand words (see photo 4).

G914P Maple Shell Piccolo

For i full-color catalog, please send $2.00 to cover postage and
handting to: Inthe US A : Peart Internadenal. Inc., Dept. OHPS,
PO. Box 111240, Nashville, TN 372221240, In Canada: Pear|
Canada, 278 Rue Isabey, St. Laurant, Quetrec, Canada H4T
IWI; In United Kingdom: Pear Music Ltd., 11 Garamonde
Drive. Wymbush Milton Keynes. Englend MK8 8DF

The Besf Reason To Play Drums




NEVIN SHALIT

LE MYSTERE
DES VOIX BULGARES v

A Record, a Title, a Concept

ovember 2nd marked the
beginning of a triumphant
North American tour for the
Bulgarian State Radio and
Television Female Vocol Choir,
which has since played to scld-
out houses from Montreal to Los
Angeles. Lle Mystére des Vo
Bulgares, a recording of their
mosty a capella music, has
been selling at an astcnishing
rate for “alternative music.”
Their press packet bulges with
breathless articles from
scores of newspapers and
magazines, and powerful tes-
timonials by pop icons from

¢ Linda Ronstadt to Robert Plant.

1 Whatis it about this music that

i suddenly captured the imagina-
: tion of American pop and new-
i age music audiences?

The “hot new thing” is actu-

i ally cuite old. Not only has the
i record been drifting around for
: several years under different
 guises, but much of the music is
i largely a modern reworking of
i centuries-old Bulgarian folk

: songs. The power of the music
¢ sfilllies in the indigenous

i melodies and the women’s

i richly varied and penetrating

i vocad timbres, although in the

: music’s modern incarnation

: these melodies are cushioned
i by layers of sophisticated har-
: monies in large-scale vocal

¢ arrangements. “The songs are
| s g

: very archaic,” says Dora Hris-

i tova, the choir’s conductor,

! “and that's why they're so im-

i pressive.... This singing in

i chorus, however, is not charac-
: teristic for our folk tradition, but |
3 think it is one of the best ways to
i preserve our folk music in a

: more modern form.”

According to Yanka Rupkinag,

: a member of the choir for over

i 25years, “Itis my responsibility
: to preserve my own style while

i singing music from all over the

i country. When | sing music from
Strandia, | think about the

: people | am close to, about the
i forests, about the land, about

: my mother and grandmother,

i and about all the places that |

¢ have gone. You have to think

: about the music a lot, but the

: important thing is that your heart
i bein each performance—that's
i what makes it beautiful.”

Bulgaria’s professional folk

i choirs first came to the attention
¢ of Western listeners some 30

: years ago, when a live record-
¢ ing of Philip Koutev's State En-

: semble for Folk Music and

i Dance was released succes-

10

¢ sively by French, English and

: American labels. The record

: had an enthusiastic following,
: but stayed safely within folkie
i circles and a newly emerging
: ethnic music audience. {Paul

: Simon was reported to be one
: of the first major pop stars to

i pick up on the early recordings,
i and has cited Bulgarian music
i asinfluential in his 1960s har-
* monies with Art Garfunkel.)

The same route was followed

¢ in 1987, as a recording by a

i Swiss musicologist Marcel Cel-
¢ lier found its way to French,

i English and American markets.
i Suddenly the music became a

i surprise hit, turning heads

: among cognoscenti and finally
i landing in the pop charts.

Why is this music so much

i more successful this time

: around? Perhaps the current

i wave of interest is attributable in
i partto a growing openness

: among pop music listeners that
¢ has been developing over the

i past 30 years. As we find our-

i selves singing less and listening
i more, itis only natural that our

¢ search for material to satisfy our
i appetite for fresh listening ex-

i periences should take us to the

i far corners of the earth—or

: bring the far corners of the earth
: 1o us. — Fthel Raim

The Devil Makes
Them Do It

You’d better believe that the
Parents Music Resource
Center, a.k.a. the “Washing-
ton wives,” are still around.
Indeed, with PMRC co-found-
er Susan Baker now sleeping
with the Secretary of State,
expect the group to flex its
political muscle even more.
Baker and PMRC partner
Tipper Gore (wife of Senator
Al Gore) may have fired a new
warning shot November 28.
That day’s Washington Post
carried an essay by the duo
charging that record com-
panies have largely ignored a




IAIN MCKELURETNA

FREDDIE MCGREGOR

Crosstown ( Jamaican) Traffic

reddie McGregor has been

singing for 25 years. But the

32-year-old reggae artist be-
lieves his work has just begun.

“Reggae is on the move
again,” he says. "First came
Ziggy [Marley], then you have
UB40, Aswad and Maxi Priest.
Right now it’s chaos on the reg-
gae marketplace.”

McGregor is odds-on Jamai-
can favorite to pick up where
Bob Marley left off. Like Marley,
McGregor takes his role as
musical messenger seriously.
But McGregor’s message is
softer than Marley’s. The lyrics
the “sexy dread” sings are just
as likely to be about love as

more pop than political.
McGregor is one of the few
reggae singers to get airplay in

Jamaica, wheredub or “dance- :

¢ hall” rhythms have ruled since

: 1983. He has also breached the
i gap between downtown and up-
i town without losing his “roots.”

Those roots were nurtured in

i Kingston's legendary Studio

i One and shaped by revered

i reggae producer Sir Clement

¢ "Coxsone” Dodd. “I was mak-
i ing money from music at the

i age of seven,” McGregor says,
i recounting how he used fo get

: “threepunce a song” for his

¢ rendition of "Roil Dumpling

¢ Roll,” anold Jamaican folk tune.
i A move to Kingston and a long
i stintas Dodd's prodigy-cum-

: gofer exposed the young singer
i fo the talent and tutelage of Bob
i Marley, Bunny Wailer and Ken

: Boothe; McGregor remembers
* Marley “lifting me up on beer

: boxes so that | could reach the
: mike.”

Freddie McGregor has had a

i long struggle, but “knew suffer-
! ing was a part of music.” His

i move into the spotlight was

i delayed, he feels, by the fact

: that when Bob Marley died,

i there was no successor ready to
i ride the “riddim” on. “1 haven't
spiritual uplift. And his deliveryis :
¢ witharadiant smile. “Jah knows
¢ when the time is right, and it's

i right right now.”

minded the wait at all,” he says

— Maureen Sheridan

voluntary agreement to place
warning labels on albums with
explicitly sexual or violent
lyrics. The women also men-
tioned the “auditory pornog-
raphy” section of the federal
anti-porn law attached to the
recent omnibus anti-drug bill.
PMRC spokesperson Jennifer
Norwood denied there was
any implied threat in the ref-
erence.

Meanwhile, in Myrtle
Beach, South Carolina, two K
Mart managers have decided
to take matters into their own
hands. Following the broad-
cast of Geraldo Rivera’s tele-
vision special on satanism,
Ron Groves and Warren Pass
removed records, audiotapes
and videotapes from their

stores; the records included
albums by Def Leppard and
Guns N’ Roses. Coincidence?

Pass declined to discuss his
reasons for the action, but
declared, “I’ve had letters
from all over in favor of it.” K
Mart national marketing
coordinator Teri Kula says
the parent organization
neither encourages nor dis-
courages such actions;
K Mart managers “have the
ability to determine, within
the community, what type of
products should or should not
be sold.” Asked if we don’t
have elected government to
protect us from evil, Kula said
she didn’t wish to debate.

This land is your land.

— Scott Isler

11

CHERYL “Pepsi” RILEY v

“My Child,” Her Hit

his might be the dead of

winter, but Me, Myself and |,

the debut album by Chery!

"Pepsii” Riley, sounds like
summer. Yes, it has its moments
of wintry depth (like the title

itis largely given over to sunny,

of hooks playfully stolen from

the likes of Madonna, the Temp-
¢ that comes from my back-
Rogers, LaBelle agd the quintes- :

tations, Gladys Knight, D.J.

sential one-hit wonder, William
DeVaughn.

ironic that Riley’s biggest—
make that only—hit isn’t even

on the album. Okay, so “Thanks :
for My Child,” her anthem of a
single mother’s determination,

is on the album, but it's notthe

version radio has landed on like :

the marines at Normandy. That
version, a 12-inch mix, is high-
lighted by a scathing dialog
between the single mom and
the papa who was a rolling
stone. Riley says people are
calling it the “Soul Sister Ver-
sion,” asin “‘sisters got their
necks rollin’, and them eyes
goin’.””

The runaway success of the
song, she says, is due to "a

combination of things. | think it's

the fact that the subject matter

has not really been putin asong
before. | think it has to do with
Full Force as producers.... They

i gave me alot of freedom in the

studio. It was a learning experi-

i ence.”
track, a song about suicide), but
: the song plays to Riley’s
state-of-the-street R&B/pop full :
: fastsongs, the funky stuff,” she

Most critical, of course, is that
strengths as a singer. “1 like the
says, "but | love ballads. | think

ground: church. On a ballad,

! you get to express a little more
emotion. You have more time to
But with all that going for it, it's
i you want the audience fo feel,
: whatever you want them to

deliver this emotion—whatever

believe this song is about. You

i canjust pace it, whereas in an

uptempo tune, it’s like a race.”

She notes that “I've wanted
to do this for so long. [After] all
the things you imagineit’s going
to be, it's like...wow!” She adds
that success has made lite alittle

¢ scary; her management has

even made her give up the se-
curity of her day job. But if the
success of “Child” is a guide,
Riley won't want for security any

i time soon. In fact, look for a
¢ dramatic upswing in her sales

next June. After all, ties are nice,
but thisis a Father’s Day gift with
teeth.

— Lleonard Pitts, Jr.
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Fogerty
Fog%rty

by Scott Isler

John Fogerty
Stands Accused—
of Copying Himself

t was a trial to make Lewis Carroll—
or Franz Kafka—envious. The
charge against John Fogerty was
that his 1985 comeback hit, “The Old
Man Down the Road,” copied “Run
through the Jungle,” his own 1970 hit
with Creedence Clearwater Revival.
What's wrong with this picture?
Normally, an accusation of copying
oneself wouldn’t make it to any court
outside of Wonderland. But the rub here
is that Fogerty doesn’t own his Cree-
dence songs. Fantasy Records, Cree-
dence’s label, does—the result of a
contract the band signed when they
started out. Thus Fantasy, sensing more
than a slight resemblance between “Run
through the Jungle” and “The Old Man
Down the Road,” brought a copyright-
infringement suit against Fogerty and
Warner Bros., his current label, in 1985.
The case went to San Francisco federal
district court last October. After two
weeks of testimony, the
six-person jury deliber-
ated under three hours
before rendering a ver-

At what point
do “stylistic
similarities”

cross the lineof .
copyright dlC}: not guilty.
infringement? Back from the dead

once more!” a jubilant
Fogerty exclaims 10 days later. He says
he was confident all along: “I wasn't
pacing up and down the hallways waiting
for a decision or something. I'm just a
believer in the truth. I know I didn’t steal
a song, even if it was my own song. |
wrote a new song —quite distinct, as far
as I'm concerned, from myself or any-
body else’s song.”

1
/
y

The pre-trial hearings gave no clue
that Fogerty would have an easy time.
The judge ruled that, should Fantasy
win, Fogerty would have to surrender all
his songwriting royalties from “The Old
Man Down the Road”—uwithout receiv-
ing any compensation as the writer of
“Run through the Jungle.” The judge
also dismissed a claim by Fogerty’s
lawyer that, as Fantasy had stopped
paying Fogerty’s songwriting royalties
(the money was in an escrow account),
he should be able to get his songs back.

Once the trial proper began, though,
Fogerty felt on safer ground. He feels it
was all over for Fantasy “when they
presented their case. They never played
the two records for the jury. We did! Two
or three times.”

What Fantasy did was program the
two Fogerty songs into a sequencer—*[
think a Studio One, Omega program,”
Fogerty recalls, with a Yamaha DX7 for

12

1.

sound generators. “Neither one was the
real music from the record; it was just
generic, what I call the bar-band ver-
sion.” Fogerty leaves the transcription
of his music to others; as anyone who's
tried to learn pop recordings from sheet
music can attest, they’re not always the
same. Even Fantasy’s courtroom key-
boardist testified that the sheet music
and lead sheet for “Run through the
Jungle” weren’t identical. “Their lawyer
had determined which one was straight-
er,” Fogerty laughs, “therefore closer to
‘Old Man.’ ’Cause ‘Old Man’’s whole
premise is on the beats, whereas
‘Jungle’’s is all a push-beat attack.”
After playing the versions of the two
songs, Fogerty says, Fantasy “pulled
their big ‘a-ha!’ laboratory test. They
took the melody from the—‘they took
the thunder from the...,"” he laughingly
lapses into the lyrics of “The Old Man
Down the Road.” “They took the melody
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FOGERTY VS. FOGERTY

from ‘Old Man’ and played it over the
generic music for ‘Jungle.’ Gee, voila! It
almost kinda works! 'Cause they're both
eight-bar structure songs except that
‘Old Man’ has a 10-bar chorus. But I
wasn’t gonna bitch at that point. Then
they played their version of the ‘Run
through the Jungle’ melody over the ‘Old
Man’ music: Wow! It actually kinda fit!
Course, later we put ‘Bootleg’ over it,
and that fit too! I had a whole list of ’em:
‘Who Do You Love,’ ‘Chooglin’,” ‘The
Star-Spangled Banner'—things with the
same kind of musical structure will start
and end at the same time. It’s just the
way life is. It’s not a surprise.

“Then they got to their weird part.
They played everything all together: all
parts of ‘Jungle,’ all parts of ‘Old Man'—
all the drums, all the bass. That didn’t
prove nothing! Then they took all the
music away—all the background, all the
smoke—and said, ‘Now we’re gonna play
the melody of “Old Man” and the melody
of “Run through the Jungle” together
with no musical accompaniment’”—first
with different tones, then the same tone.

Fogerty was waiting for this. “You get
to the second bar of each verse and
things start splitting apart. One’s going
up, one’s going down; one starts before,
the other one ends later. 1 was sitting

%
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there smiling to myself, going, ‘This is
what this is all about; there’s clearly two
melodies there! So why are we all here?’
I'm not gonna assume the jury made up
their mind then, but I think it was all
over. From then on, what they tried to
prove was, ‘Well, they might be a little
different from each other, but John set
out to do this because he’s vicious.’ |
guess that didn’t hold any water,” Fo-
gerty laughs. “You really gotta stretch
your imagination to think someone would
go to that much trouble.”

Fogerty himself was set to testify on
October 28, a Friday afternoon. He had
set up his guitar and amp to give his
musical evidence, but Fogerty believes
Fantasy’s attorneys “managed to stall all
the rest of that day 'cause it was clear
they didn’t want me to get on the stand
on a Friday, I guess leaving the jury with
an impression of me over that week-
end.” When Fogerty did take the stand,
to a packed courtroom on October 31, he
gave an impromptu run-through of Cree-
dence hits that Fantasy lawyer Malcolm
Burnstein later charged unfairly swayed
the jury: “It wasn’t testimony,” Burn-
stein said, “it was a performance.”

“It sounds so little-league to me,”
Fogerty says in response to that criti-
cism. “It sounds like a kid out there at
second base: ‘Well, the sun gotin my eye
and I hit a rock.” For one thing, I didn’t
put on a performance. This was not a big
yadda-ya-and-dazzle-’em, and I got all
dressed up in my sparkly suit and shook
my hips. I basically was sitting in a chair
and illustrating how I write songs. It was
a very basic premise ’cause we had demo
tapes that actually showed where ‘Old
Man’ began; there was a lot of documen-
tation. I wanted to show why and what
that meant. Was I supposed to get him
on the stand to sing my songs?

“There were some hilarious mo-
ments. Their lawyers did not know
anything about music. Both songs use,
transposed to the key of C, a B-flat-to-C
progression an awful lot; they were
gonna make a big deal out of that. So he
asked me, ‘Have you ever used a sec-
ond?’

“I didn’t even know what he was—a
second what? ‘An interval of a second.’

“I said, ‘I really don’t know what you
mean yet.’ So he goes back to their table,
their brain trust, which is really bad
form. They all confer, he comes back:
‘Have you ever used an interval that is a
progression of a second?’

“What in the world? I know that their
big deal is this seventh-to-tonic progres-
sion, so I'm kinda like helping a tourist
from out of town: ‘Oh, I think I know
what you mean! You mean, have I ever
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FOGERTY VS. FOGERTY

actually used an interval that goes up a
distance of two semitones, a second!’

“He says yes. ‘Well, actually it’s not a
second in the sense you're saying, but
that’s all right. You mean, harmonically
have I ever used a step going upwards in
two semitones, or two half-steps, like
when you go from a flatted seventh to a
tonic; that’s two semitones.’

““Yes.’

“‘And you're asking me have I ever
used that?’

““Yes.’

“I looked at him and I said, ‘Yes, I've
used that.” Drumroll, please! It’s like a
diver on a 30-foot platform; I'm waiting,

I'm waiting! But he doesn’t say anything,
and this pause goes on for what seems
like a long time. I'm waiting for a big
solar-plexus kapowie—this sin that I've
used this progression in my music. I just
looked at him finally and said, ‘Gee,
should I get an inoculation?’ Which was
levity maybe where it didn’t belong, but
I couldn’t help it. He thought it was a big
deal, and it was stupid. Geez.”
Whether or not the Fogerty super-
nova blinded the jury, it didn’t take them
long at all to return a verdict in his favor.
Still, Fogerty says, “It’s kind of a bit-
tersweet victory. In effect, Saul [Zaentz,
Fantasy chairman] has gone ahead and
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done what he wanted to do. He did more
damage than good. I think I will be
restored eventually, but I didn’t jump up
and down like those slo-mo cams on
sappy TV productions: ‘Hooray, we
won!’”

Fogerty’s longstanding bitterness
toward his former record company—
Fantasy has “certainly done their best,
over the years, to make my life as miser-
able as they can”—seems to be returned
with interest. In 1980, Fogerty tried to
sue Saul Zaentz for the loss of his Cree-
dence song and record royalties; the
money was in a Bahamian bank that
dissolved. Zaentz in turn tried to sue
Fogerty for malicious prosecution.
Courts dismissed both these cases.

Centerfield, Fogerty's multi-million-
selling first album for Warner Bros.,
included a song called “Zanz Kant Danz,”
about a “little pig Zanz” who'll “steal your
money.” The tune became “Vanz Kant
Danz” after Fantasy filed a defamation
suit against Fogerty and Warner Bros.
Around the same time, Fantasy also
launched the $40 million “Old Man Down
the Road” copyright-infringement case.

Fantasy’s rancor puzzles Fogerty’s
lawyer Kenneth Sidle. “I have never
understood what could be their legiti-
mate motive in these lawsuits,” Sidle
says. “They certainly have to be spend-
ing far more than they could possibly
gain.... It’s very difficult to see how they
could have made much of a cost-benefit
analysis here.”

Warner Bros. attorney Vincent
Chieffo believes the “Old Man” lawsuit
“never should have been brought.... I
don’t think it had much to do with any-
body really thinking there was copyright
infringement. The jury didn’t think there
was one. It didn’t take them long.”

“Litigation like this is like wars,” Sidle
adds. “On a certain level, nobody wins.”

Fogerty thinks he knows what’s be-
hind Fantasy’s legal maneuvers. “It was
clearly just harassment—another thing
to make me mad and make me spend and
lose money and time. It makes me angry.
I got very angry a couple of months ago,
hit a chair and broke my right hand.”

If Fantasy is harassing Fogerty, the
tactic is more effective than the com-
pany’s legal arguments. Fogerty says
that Eye of the Zombie, his second
Warner Bros. album, “was made under a
mental crush” due to the then-looming
“Old Man” trial. “I did finish the album—
a miracle of willpower and energy; the
tour was organized and rehearsed. But
instead of taking off for Memphis on a
triumphant note—Hooray, my first tour’
and all that—I literally had to go to San
CONTINUED ON PAGE 97
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ackie McLean

by Joe Goldberg

Dr. Jackle
Doesn’t Work for
Peanuts Anymore

e made his first record when he
was 19. Miles Davis, Sonny Rol-
lins and Art Blakey were onit. So
were Walter Bishop and Tommy
Potter, who played with Bird.
Bird was at the session himself. Bird,
who the kid used to follow around like he
was God. Bird, who called up the kid’s
house one night, because he found him-
self scheduled for two gigs at the same
time in different parts of New York
(mythology notwithstanding, not even
the great Charlie Parker could be in two
places at once), and asked the kid’s
mother if it would be all right for the kid
to play the first set at one of the gigs for
him. Bird, being very proper, not asking
the kid himself, but asking his mother.
The kid remembers being up there on
the stand, playing, and seeing this mo-
tion near the back of the room, and
people crowding around, and a saxo-
phone held aloft above the crowd as the
people pushed Bird him-
self toward the band-
stand. Bird smiling, and
paying him the agreed-
upon fee, and telling him
he had played well, giv-
ing the kid the greatest

“America turns
its back onits
own music. In

Europe and
Japan people
give us flowers.”

night of his life.

He played with Miles Davis, Theloni-
ous Monk and Bud Powell. He learned
the songs by ear. “Everybody thought it
was cute,” the kid says now, “but Miles
didn’t think it was cute. He told me,
‘You're a grown man. You've got to learn
the chords.”” Miles, who had recorded
with Charlie Parker when he was even
younger than the kid, was justified in
talking like that.

The kid did other things. He played on
Charles Mingus’ Pithecanthropus Erec-
tus. He played with Art Blakey’s Jazz
Messengers. He even used Ornette
Coleman as a sideman once. Coleman

played trumpet on that date, because the
kid is an alto player, too. He has the cry
in his sound more than any other saxo-
phonist, with the exceptions of Coltrane
and his own inspiration, Sidney Bechet.

He is John Lenwood “Jackie” McLean,
professor of music and head of the Afri-
can-American music department of the
Hartt School of Music at the University
of Hartford in Hartford, Connecticut,
insurance capital of the world.

Not long ago, Jackie McLean came to
Los Angeles for what is called “a rare
West Coast appearance.” They are rare
because, until recently, Jackie says he
had only been offered “peanuts” for
playing in this country, as opposed to the
fees he commands in Europe and Japan.
Now that he is a professor of music he
doesn’t have to work for peanuts any-
more, and he won’t.

It had probably been more than 25
years since we last spoke. He remem-
bered and said, diplomatically, “We used
to be slimmer.”

He looked plump and affluent in a
seersucker suit and yellow tie. He
walked around L.A.’s Catalina Bar &
Grill, psyching himself up for the first
set. A few moments later, he sat down
to talk, and immediately turned to his life
at the university. There had been a drug
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problem on campus, he said, but, with
the help of a doctor, he had managed to
clean it up. He’s proud of that. “They
thought they’d ask somebody who knew
something about it,” he added, referring
to the fact that he, like many musicians
of his generation, was addicted in the
"50s.

Jackie is also proud of placing several
of his students in bands—one of them,
Phil Bohlen, in Art Blakey’s Jazz Mes-
sengers, of which Jackie is an alumnus.
He has long had an ear for talent; Tony
Williams was his drummer when Miles
Davis found him. Two members of his
current quartet are former students:
bassist Nat Reeves and drummer Carl
Allen. The pianist, Hotep Idris Salleta,
comes from Capetown, South Africa.
Occasionally, this lineup is augmented by
Jackie’s son Rene, who is also a saxo-
phonist and has contributed several
numbers to the book.

Like a star, Jackie gave the opening
two numbers to the trio while we talked.
That’s when he first uses the word
“peanuts.” He has a bone-deep anger
about what he considers the exploitation
of musicians, excoriating club owners
and record company owners from the old
days (though he talks fondly of Alfred
Lion, the founder of Blue Note, who died

FRANK DRIGGS COLLECTION
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JACKIE McLEAN

not long ago).

Then it was time for him to play. It felt
like someone had fired an acetylene
torch across the room. Jackie started
out, first note of the first number of the
first set of the first night, at a level of
intensity that most players reach after
they’ve played for hours, if they ever do
reach it. The crowd let out a spontane-
ous shout, as if they’d just been given
something they were starved for, and
comported themselves for the rest of the
evening more like patrons at a rock
concert than a jazz club.

When the set was over, someone
shouted, “Thanks for comin’,” and Jackie
replied from the stand, “Thanks for
askin’ me to come.” A young woman at
the table next to me remarked that she
felt she was in New York in 1968.

The next set, if possible, burned even
more. After a while, people started
calling for old Parker blues, “Billie's
Bounce” and “Now’s the Time,” but
Jackie said he preferred to close out by
going to “Section Six in South Africa” and
playing a piece by Salleta called “Dr.
Omar’s Revenge.” Before saying good-
night, Jackie made an impassioned,
angry speech of a kind I hadn’t heard
since Charles Mingus used to make them
30 years ago in the Village. “America’s
music is scorned in this country,” he said,

and proceeded to list a series of in-
iquities, winding up with the striking
indictment, “Thelonious Monk sat in his
apartment and died.”

A few days later, | went to see Jackie
at the hotel where he was staying. He
had incense burning in the room, and
seemed, unlike at various times in the
past, very pleased to be who he was.

I quoted the lady who had mentioned
1968 in New York, and Jackie said, no, he
was playing music of the '80s, with a
different feel, a different intensity. He
mentioned Miles, who he feels is playing
the same as he always did, only in a
different context. He thinks, though,
that Miles, as he puts it, “forgets the
cradle,” by which he means the history
of the music. His other favorite trumpet-
ers are Kenny Dorham and Dizzy Gilles-
pie, who is “outside the competition.”

He has founded an organization called
the Artists’ Collective, a cultural center
in the inner city of Hartford, for children
too poor to be able to afford music les-
sons at mainstream institutions. It costs
$15 to join, and $30 to $50 for a year’s
membership: The kids come once a
week, take piano, music theory, martial
arts and drama. In an old public school
building in the north end of Hartford
since 1972, it has become one of the
major arts institutions in Connecticut.

Bill Cosby is the national fundraising
chairman for a plan to raise $7 million for
anew building. At the moment, there are
seven members—three saxes, two
flutes, a drummer and a trumpet
player—of a youth jazz orchestra that
Jackie hopes will eventually number 20
pieces.

The life in Hartford is obviously impor-
tant to Jackie. “It’s nice,” he said, “to
have respect and something to fall back
on when somebody offers you $50 to
play a job. In the old days, I had to take
any job that came my way in order to
feed my wife and take care of my three
children. This university job has given
me some dignity: I'm a full professor, I'm
tenured, I'm chairman of the African-
American music department, we're
offering a degree in African-American
music. We don't call it a jazz degree
because the curriculum that I'm teaching
involves more than jazz. We teach about
Paul Robeson; he’s not a jazz musician.
We teach about Toussaint L'Quverture;
he’s not even a musician. We teach about
the great pre-dynastic African empires.”

I asked Jackie if he is teaching what
another school might call Black Studies.
He answered with some heat: “It is 1ot
Black Studies. What I'm teaching is for
every student to learn. Every student
should know that life, humanity and
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JACKIE McLEAN

civilization as we know it began in Africa.
That the Africans stood alone at the door
of civilization, when there was no
Europe. Europe was still locked in ice.
This is what I teach. I bring some dignity
to my ancestors.

“The other thing I teach my students
is that we’re all related. We all come from
a single mother and father way back in
antiquity. I teach against racism and for a
humanity that’s all-related. That’s the
history side. The music side is incredi-
ble. We've had Ron Carter, we've had
Dexter, Woody Shaw, Gary Bartz—we
have workshops every Thursday.”

Does it bother him, now that he’s not

a kid anymore, and there are new young
alto players coming up?

“It doesn’t bother me, it inspires me.
It bothers me when there’s nobody out
there. When I only had Sonny Stitt
huntin’ me down and choppin’ me up on
the stage, when he used to find me and
play all over me and I used to go home
and practice some more and try to make
myself better—I like that competition. I
like the fact that there’s four or five
young alto players out there that  have a
great deal of respect for. It doesn’t
bother me at all.”

He had spoken at Catalina of one of his
own mentors, Thelonious Monk. But

modern instrumental music.

modes that will prove to be one of

the year.
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Steps Ahead has proven to be one of the mostinfluential groups of the 80's,
sefting standards in musical arfistry. Now, withits original musical direction and ensem-
blesoundintact, the latest edition of Steps Ahead continues to chart new directions in

Founder and keyman Mike Mainieri is joined by the power rhythm machine of Steve
Smith and Tony Levin, and the fire is fueled by young Norwegian saxophonist Bendik,
Rique Pantoja on keyboards, and guitarists Steve Khan and Ray Gomez.

N.Y.C., thefirst 1989 release from
Intuifion Records, is a potent brew of
contemporary and mainstream jazz

the major crossover jazz releases of

He stunned the European jazz world at the tender age of 13
with his brilliant interpretations of Django Reinhardt's free-
wheeling music. But on his Blue I\l

Inferno, Bireli stepped out of the shadow of Django and
asserted a bold new direction on guitar.

Now on Foreign Affairs the 22-year-old virtuoso goes a step
further in estqg

his soaring acoustic treatment of Herbie Hancock’s “Jack
Rabbit”” to his tribute to son *“Timotheé"” in a Pat Metheny
groove; from his own aggressive “Josef,” a powerful hom-
age fo the classic Weather Report, to his inspired acoustic
guitar improvisations on ““Rue De Pierre,” Bireli burns with
typical fire and finesse.

Foreign Affairs places Bireli Lagrene firmly in the ranks of the
top guitarists in the contemporary jazz scene.

N.Y.C.

ote debut, last year's

lishing his own voice on the instrument. From

Se™ ™
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weren’'t most of Monk’s later troubles
brought on by himself?

“None of this is his fault. These in-
stitutions that they’re building now
[cultural centers named for Monk are
going up in Washington, D.C., and, in
association with Duke University, in
Monk’s home state of North Carolina],
they should have had them when he was
alive. They took the hat and the ring of
Magnum P.I. into the Smithsonian yes-
terday. What about Charlie Parker’s
saxophone? What about Lester Young’s
saxophone? They don’t have any of that
stuff in there. They might have one of
Louis’ trumpets in there. But America
has turned its back on its own traditional
music. It makes us look very stupid
when we go to Europe and go to Japan
and have people bringing us flowers,
giving us the best rooms, giving us the
most wonderful treatment. It’s ridicu-
lous, you know? And that’s another
reason why I want to stay in the univer-
sity, because I've been educating hun-
dreds and hundreds of non-playing stu-
dents that take our courses.

“I didn’t go to Japan until 1964. And I'll
never forget. The day we arrived, the
plane landed at the airport and the door
opened, they had the sound of Kenny
Dorham’s trumpet filling the airport. We
got off the plane, Kenny and I, Roy
Haynes, Reggie Workman, Freddy Hub-
bard, Benny Golson, Cedar Walton—
and I remember, I had on a dirty rain-
coat, and my heels were all run down,
I'm kind of seedy comin’ into this place,
and people were coming up to me with
tears in their eyes saying that they were
so glad to meet me, and could they have
my autograph? Some girls came and
gave us flowers. It was incredible. I had
never been treated like this.

“Same thing when I went to France.
Even the guy that stamped my passport,
he didn’t know Jackie McLean from a
hole in the ground, but when he saw that
I was a musician,, he was very pleased to
welcome me to France. He asked me
what I played, and when I said that I
played jazz, a big smile came on his face.

“These experiences have helped me
to be a musician. I don’t know if I could
continue to take the exploitation and the
disdain that Americans seem to hold for
this music. I'm talking about since the
'50s, because prior to that, when I was a
kid, jazz was the popular music. But it’s
like Fletcher Henderson and Don Red-
man never existed, and those were the
guys that set the big band in motion. The
swing era was just a redefining of what
had happened in 1925, with the early
bands, a spin-off from those huge string
orchestras that James Reese Europe
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JACKIE McLEAN

used to have, and, of course, the big
symphonic orchestra that Paul White-
man had. America keeps redefining black
music, giving it another name and creat-
ing its own royalty.”

I asked him how he came to be at the
University of Hartford.

“It was at the end of the '60s, all that
turmoil was going on, all those great men
were shot down, the streets were being
set afire and the Black Studies programs
were happening. Some students went to
the dean of the Hartt School of Music and
wanted someone to come and teach
them some musical things that were
related to black culture. They had a list.
Herbie Hancock was on that list, Sonny
Rollins, myself, some other people.
Those other guys weren't interested, so
when they came to me, I said, ‘Sure, Il
come up.’ I did a concert—at that time [
had a band called the Cosmic Brother-
hood. I started teaching one day a week,
and commuting back and forth. On Tues-
days I was teaching a beginners’ improvi-
sation workshop, and a history course
starting with my period—1945 to the
present.

“I must admit that I knew nothing
about anything before that. Of course I
knew who Duke was, and Louis, but |
really didn’t have a good understanding
of the history of this music. I was in-
spired in those early years to do some
studying. I called up LeRoi Jones, Ken
Mclntyre, some other guys that were
teaching in schools, and they helped me,
gave me a bibliography of things to
study. My program grew from one day a
week to two days a week to a small
department, and I finally moved to
Hartford in 1970, and it took me nine
years to get full department status, with
a degree program and a chair.

“It was worth it. I got some kids in
there that’ll make your hair stand up.
This woman who told you she felt like
1968, in 1993 she’s gonna hear these
kids. The music’s going to have another
intensity, another kind of feeling to it, but
it’s going to be from the same thing.

“The music I play is no different than
what Sidney Bechet was trying to reach.
It's the same thing. That level of inten-
sity, the proficiency on the instrument,
and that sound the man had on that
soprano: He’s an incredible inspiration to
me.”

The kid who first heard Charlie Parker
on Trummy Young’s recording of “Sorta
Kinda” when he was working in his
stepfather’s record store is still learning
from the older masters. The kid who
played on Pithecanthropus Erectus now
teaches the evolution of man, and his
CONTINUED ON PAGE 97



And now, the other side

You could have dismissed as “parental pride” the
things we were saying about EV Extended Range™
speaker systems when we introduced them, a few
months ago. Back then, you had onlyv our word for their
upper-range clarity and detail, their distortion-free
sound, and their ability to penetrate through ambient
crowd noise.

But now it’s time you heard from your fellow pros—
the musicians who have listened to the SH-1502ER or
SH-1512ER systems. Do their comments bear out what
we’ve been telling you? Judge for yourself:

Shawn E. Jennings, rock keybaards, Wellington, £85:
“Surprisingly crisp—loved the range.”’

Tom Bucxley, sound engineer, Phoenix, AZ:
“Smooth response. Excellient through the vocal
range.”

Brady Schwartz, jazz/fusion synth and vocals, Omaha, NE:
“Theyblew away JBLs . . .”

b
/_/

the ®
ElectroVoice ER" speaket” story

Rich Meadows, country/gospel monitor mix. Ferndale, CA:
““No muddiness in low end, crisp high end.”

Dave Parsons, heavy metal vocalist. Carmichael. CA:

“‘A top of the line speaker, at an affordable price!”
Tim Henson, bluegrass band musician. Boynton Beach, FL:

“Wish I had bought them much earlier . . .

Super sound!”’

Convincing, we hope. But there’s still room for one
more opinion: yours. Plan now to stop by your EV
dealer’s and audition a pair of SH-1502ER or
SH-1512ER speakers. Let your own ears make the final

decision. BechoVoice'

c MARK IV company v

6000 Cecil Street, Buchanan. M149107 Phone: 616-695-6831

In Canada:  Zlectro-Voice, Division of Gulton Industries (Canada) Lid.,
P.0. Box 529, Gananoque, Ontario KTG2V1, Phone: 613-382-2141







We'd like to tell you that our  1T€@ChNICS
new Digital Ensemble sounds like The science of sound
nothing you've heard before. But we really can't. Because
t sounds like a concert grand piano, an acoustic bass, a
saxophone and other instruments you're likely to find in a
twenty-piece orchestra.

However, this is one twenty-piece orchestra that
doesn't require twenty musicians. It only requires one.

Introducing The Technics Digital Ensemble.

From the moment you sit down, you're playing a
masterpiece. An instrument that can capture the richness
and intricacy of a concert grand piano. And even if you're
not a serious musician, it can make you sound like one.

Besides digital sampling for incredibly accurate
sound, it lets you play the entire rhythm section with one
hand and the melody with the other. It also allows you to
play virtually any chord with a single finger. Or you can
preselect all kinds of rhythms from big band to bluegrass
and automatically accompany yourself. Then you can
orchestrate the whole piece with a built-in 4 track record-
ing system made for overdubbing single instruments, or
even a whole section.

There's also one other feature that sounds
incredible. The price. It costs as much as $40,000 less
than a concert grand.

But as impressive as all this sounds on paper,
it's not nearly as impressive as it sounds in person.

Call 1-800-248-3232 for the participating Technics

dealer nearest you and ask for a demonstration. Or go
listen to a great twenty-piece orchestra. You'll find that
perhaps the only difference between the two is the scale.

INTRODUCING THE SAME SOUND
ONLYIN A DIFFERENT SCALE.

The Technics Digital Ensemble with 20 different musical sounds



ROBERT FRIPP

“¥hen
interested in self-expression
you know it's gonna stink."”

ever a musician is

property so that my music company is financially based on
property.

In other words, I'm going into the marketplace to act as a
working musician in full view of the public around the world.
That doesn’t happen quite in Guitar Craft, where there’s a
small amount of visible performance in proportion to the work
that actually goes on.

MUSICIAN: During last night's performance in the church, there
seemed to be some nervousness among the players: furtive
glances, apparent discomfort. What was happening?

FRIPP: | expect people were very nervous. [smiles] That'd be
a quick guess.

MUSICIAN: Any reason for that?

FRIPP: Yes, egotism. Egotism. When you appear in public, the
assumption is that you're afraid. What are you afraid of? That
people will see who you are. Well, who am I? This creepy, self-
involved, bad-tempered, nasty little piece of work—in full view
of everybody. As soon as one appears onstage, everything is
visible. It's impossible to hide. Nevertheless, the attempt to
hide will generally be there. So there'll be furtive glances, false
smiles, intense nodding—all these masks of performance.

Now whenever a musician is interested in self-expression
you know it’s gonna suck. Even if you were deaf you could see
self-expression. [contorts his face, Springsteen style] It's a
simple thing. Whenever self-expression’s involved, the
musician’s concerned to play the music. When the music plays
the musician, things really begin to happen. And this is where
a rock 'n’ roll audience is always far, far better than any,
because they're instinctive, they're on their feet, and they can
cut through the pretensions of the performer very quickly. The
disadvantage there is if the audiences want their pretensions
honored, one gets trapped in the cycle of adulation, titillation,
vampirism, all that stuff,

MUSICIAN: The way you seat the members of the League in
performance seems carefully arranged. Is their positioning
determined at all by the compositions they're playing?

FRIPP: In terms of the performance last night, the parts in the
particular pieces dictated to a considerable extent where
people were sitting. If we're working acoustically it governs it
far more. But from time to time, for the purpose of an exercise,
it may be that the pieces stay with the seats, so that that seat
has that note and if the person moves to that seat they have to
know the note that goes with the seat. That will be an exercise
in attention.

MUSICIAN: Given the size of the League, how much improvisa-
tion is possible in tts music?

FRIPP: They can play any note they like provided it’s the right
one. If we all know where everyone else will be, no one has to
be there. To improvise, one must have a fluidity of execution
as well as common vocabulary. It's no good for a rock player
going into a jazz world and expecting he will be compatible.

MUSICIAN: What tends to be the most common mechanical
weakness of players who come into the course?
FRIPP: Force. Learning craft is a way of effortlessness. People
work far too hard. Life is far easier than we make it. To play
guitar, we actually have to do very little. But I don’t know why
we find it so hard to do very little.
MUSICIAN: It seems that revelation may have come to you
through working on your picking technique, which has always
been your primary strength.
FRIPP: | think it's a specialty, yes. I'd been playing guitar for
about a year-and-a-half and it was so obvious that no one had
figured this out: The plectrum guitar is a hybrid system. It’s a
combination of banjo playing and classical guitar playing. When
guitars became popular in the late '20s and early '30s—the
trendy thing to have in a dance band—banjo players were
stuck. There were various attempts like the tenor guitar,
which was a small-bodied guitar with four strings and tenor
banjo tuning that one would thrash away on. But that didn’t
quite happen. So you had the Spanish guitar, with metal strings
so it was a bit louder. But the right hand was never really, really
considered. The main function of the right hand was to enable
the guitar to be heard above 10 other pieces in a dance band.

So there | was at 12 in 1958 and it was so obvious that there
was no codified approach for the right hand for the plectrum
method. So I had to begin to figure it out, and | remember the
very first time I began something on my own initiative. It was
on a piece by Dick Sadleir called “Study in 3/4.” It was so banal
that I began to arpeggiate the notes in the chords, and it was
still fairly simplistic but it sounded a little more musical. Then I
moved on to the Recuerdos de la Alhambra by Tarrega with a
pick. The essentials of all of this were established by the time |
was 17 or 18. The refinements have come since Guitar Craft
began. There was a knowing in the hand through doing it for
years which | consulted. It’s interesting. My body knew what
was involved, but I didn’t know about it.

But it was very difficult because the only authority I could
ever offer was my own. You know all those guitarists on the
front of Guitar Player? They're all wrong. You know Hendrix?

Fripp, Fripp;
“Robert has

been trying
to find the

right way to
work with
Toyah.”
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He didn’t know how to hold a pick. Clapton? He doesn't either.
Beck? Hasn't a clue!

Well, you can't say that to young guitarists. If you're the only
person in step in the marching army, one can believe one to be
in error. On acoustic guitar, because the production of sound is
very critical and you can’t rely on electricity to produce
anything, it has to be right. And none of the above players can
actually produce that well on the acoustic guitar. That might be
a little contentious, but at least now there are more than one
player that can appear on the cover of Guitar Player magazine.
[He gestures to his students.] They operate in different ways,
but nevertheless owe some kind of token allegiance to this
basic position.

See, there’s variations on it. This is my position here. [Wrist
perfectly parallel to strings, fingers tucked.] The downstroke is
a release from this [drops wrist down in a straight plane] and a
return. It doesn’t go this way [He smiles, then waggles his wrist
back and forth exaggeratedly, playing to his students], the
Turkish method. [They erupt with laughter.] It doesn’t quite go
this way, either: This is the New York method [bold, wild
swings). And here’s the West Virginia method [holds wrist up
at a sharp angle, bites lower lip].

MUSICIAN: [t seems that most guitar instructors favor your
“Turkish method.”

FRIPP: Yes. [His smile spreads to a smirk. | It helps to have it
dressed in spandex. You see, performance has very, very little
to do with playing an instrument. An obvious case: When you
think of Madonna, do you think of her singing? Now with
Hendrix you might think of his guitar playing, but you're also
remembering this man who set fire to a guitar. And it may be
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that the visual appeal of the Tai Chi master is not equal in appeal
to the heavyweight contest. But I would prefer to see a Tai Chi
master do nothing, superbly. I can see the appeal of two large
men attacking each other, but only just.

MUSICIAN: Is there a danger for your students that they'll leave
Guitar Craft sounding like Robert Fripp and not themselves?
FRIPP: [drollv] No hope at all. I'm very happy to say.
MUSICIAN: So you won't need to go back ta real estate after they've
graduated.

FRIPP: | was brought up to take over my father’s small real
estate firm and 1 actually worked for him for three years before
I recognized that I'd gone almost as far as I could go. So I went
off to Bournemouth College to take a degree in estate
management so I'd be away from the office for five years.
Pursuing an education was more in step with my personal
needs, but after a year-and-a-half of that I could no longer be a
dutiful son.

The concerns of the musician are music; the concerns of the
professional musician are money. Dion [a student] walked into
my study not long ago and found a professional musician at
work. Was the guitar even out of its case? I was surrounded by
correspondence, laptop computer, lights flashing, printers run-
ning...

MUSICIAN: What have you learned about your own playing, or
yourself, through teaching the Guitar Craft program?

FRIPP: Pick one of those.

MUSICIAN: Okay, your playing.

FRIPP: [A long pause as he considers.] The main thing has to do
with remaining limber. See, 1spend a minuscule amount of time
actually concerned with my work as a guitarist, and if I could



ROBERT FRIPP

“You know Hendrix? He didn't
know how to hold a pick.
Clapton? He doesn’t either.

Beck? Hasn't a clue!”

— - 70 he spoke to a younger generation who
spoke to Mr. Bennett speaking his own
voice. And he was a remarkable man. No
one who wasn’t touched by Bennett at
that time can ever see what the man had.
You can read the books, but any prannie
can write a clever book pretty well. But
if you see a man speaking on a platform,
if he’s hollow you can see through him.
MUSICIAN: Well, there's a perception of
you running the Guitar Craft courses as a
sort of Western guru of guitar.

FRIPP: Yes, and that’s why I can’t really
talk to a Guitar World magazine, because
it comes out as “Zen and the Art of
Guitar Playing.” I got a letter yesterday

remain limber—in motion—working out all the time, my
playing would be much more fluent. Asitis I gear up each time.
If I'm out of gear three days, three days’ hard work will get me
in action. But if I were limber I wouldn’t need three days. What
can one do about that? One seeks a situation where the
business structure is more established so that most of my
concemns can come back to the life of the musician proper.
MUSICIAN: Now, what have you learned about yourself through
Guitar Craft?
FRIPP: [ think to have faith in my personal voice, which is to
have faith in who I am. In Guitar Craft there’s a context where
a sense of one’s self is supported and validated but not judged,
and if it’s off-base it’s fairly obvious to all. Whereas in the life of
the professional musician, there’s so much manipulation that if
one has a sense of something, it's very often queried through
someone whose personal interest is contrary to your own.
For example, suppose you're a very successful rock
guitarist and you're working 200 nights a year in stadia of
screaming people that are sucking up to you, and in one sudden
flash you see that something is profoundly wrong with all of
this. It needn’t necessarily be, you understand, but you see
that all this is so off-base. And you turn to the roadies and you
say, “Is this mad?” And they say, “No,” thinking, “I'm not
writing myself out of a job and all the money and all the girls.”
*“No, this is great.” So you say to the manager, “Is this mad?”
And they say, “No, wonderfully sane,” thinking, “We’ll keep
him at this for another two years. He'll crack by then, but he’ll
last that long.” Then he goes to the record company and says,
“This is mad.” And they say, “Mad, boy? Mad? You're up to
3.5 million.” And the very genuine insight into the madness of
the situation is negated at every turn. Whereas the honest
approach of the roadie is, “Mad? Of course it’s mad.” The
honest approach of the manager is, “Mad, yes. Utterly silly.”
And the record company: “Yes, it’s a profound contradiction
which can’t be reconciled with a sane world at all.” Then the
guitarist says, “Ah, I was right.” And then he can go back and
do it, knowing that it’s mad. Madness in the marketplace, but
not governed by the madness of the marketplace. Nothing on
the outside has changed, but everything on the inside has
changed. Within Guitar Craft is the first time I've been able to
live in a sane world.
MUSICIAN: [n instructing the program, have you patterned your
role at all after Gurdjieff or ].G. Bennett, whose teachings have
nfluenced you?
FRIPP: No. I never met Mr. Gurdjieff so I can’t tell about him.
Mr. Bennett was my teacher, and he still is in a sense, but I
have to act with my own experience. I have to be myself. It
took Mr. Bennett 70 years before he could be his own man,
and meanwhile he upset virtually everyone. But when he was

from a very nice Irish journalist and he
enclosed a review of Elan Sicroff’s album I produced. And in it
he says it’s not surprising that Robert Fripp has produced this
because he’s an advocate of J.G. Bennett’s ideas. [sighs] I'm
not an advocate of Mr. Bennett’s ideas. I recommend Mr.
Bennett’s ideas to virtually no one. I'm an advocate of Guitar
Craft, [ speak for Guitar Craft. But Mr. Bennett would be
inappropriate for nearly everyone I know. Not for me. But I'm
not an advocate for Mr. Bennett at all. So a lot of damage can
be done like this, a lot of damage.

MUSICIAN: When the League played the East Coast this past
spring, there was a student named Martin Schwatke who sat up
front and did, essentially, nothing. You told the audience in
Boston that he was the expert in silence. What was that about?
FRIPP: Martin’s role was to continually supply silence and
remind those onstage of the power of silence. He reminded us
of the role of the musician, which is to clothe silence in sound.
That’s what music is, silence clothed in sound. You must also
have a vocabulary with another person that they understand in
order to speak to them. Coming back to this, Martin came to
me just before the performance in the church last night and
said, “Shall I provide silence?” And I said, “Yes, but this time

FRIPP’S STANDING OVATION

obert Fripp and the League of Crafty Guitarists play

Ovation Legend 18675 with super-shallow bodies. So far

some 300 have come close to Fripp's student body. Why?

“The super-shallow Ovation is the only acoustic guitar I've
ever been able to play with any conviction. | tried deep bodies
and it never worked. The intonation is far better than other guitars.
The pickup is superbly powerful, about two-and-a-half times the
power of a humbucker.

“One of the problems a guitarist faces is that guitars are made
for guitarmakers, not guitarists. A lot of it has to do with how the
guitar comes to the body. An acoustic guitar is generally too thick,
so the arm is like this. [He jufs his right arm out, angled sharply at
the elbow] Within five minutes, this is profoundly uncomfortable;
within 10 minutes it's excruciatingly painful.

"Why is the acoustic guitar built like this2 The traditional answer
would be because of the sound of the instrument. But often it's only
because of tradition. When you then abandon that design of the
acoustic guitar, you have to be concerned about the production
of tone. Work done in the nineteenth century by a Spanish
guitarmaker found that 90 percent of the production of tone was
determined by the top of the instrument, not the back. In other
words, if there is a compromise to be made in the production of
the guitar, provided you don't compromise the top, the rest is up
for grabs. So then you can put on a molded fiberglass or carbide
body which comes to the body of the guitarist.”
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—FRIPP, FRIPP, GUNN & BEAVIS

Yes, Robert Fripp’s playing electric guitar again with his new
band Fripp, Fripp. But he's too stubborn to talk about it. In the
study of Red Lion House, surrounded by his books, papers,
beloved antiques, trusty personal computer and his Ovation
acoustic, he digs in his heels. “This is neither the time nor place to
discuss Fripp, Fripp,” he says, while nonetheless proffering
promo photos for the new band. We try reasoning, cajoling,
arguing and finally remind Fripp that we'd traveled 3,600 miles
oﬂuis invitation and were promised by his U.S. label's publicist
that he’d discuss the band, but it was no use.

“I think the reason Robert doesn’t want to say anything about
the band is because he doesn't necessarily know what it's going
to be,” says Trey Gunn, who plays bass and Chapman Stick in
Fripp, Fripp. “We've got to take the material out and test it. We're
just figuring we don’t know what we're doing yet.

"Robert has been trying to find the right way to work with
Toyah for quite a while, and this seems to be working. It's a rock
project, a power trio, and | think most people are going to be
really surprised with Robert's playing. Not just because of the
new tuning, which sounds so fresh, but he threw out all his old
tricks in the first couple of days.”

After Fripp recruited Gunn, a 27-year-old Guitar Craft
student from Eugene, Oregon, and local drummer Paul Beavis,
who played on the 1984 Fripp/Andy Summers collaboration
Bewitched, the band had five weeks of writing and rehearsals in
May and June. "We just played a lot, put everything on tape and
forgot about it,” says Gunn. “Toyah was around ?nolf the time,
mostly giving us suggestions. And then she took all that
material—some of which was really whole—to work with. We
met again in October and played sort of acoustically, with Paul
playing drumsticks on a pillow, Robert and | with little bitty amps
and Toyah without a microphone, and really put it all together.
And now we're going to do a small tour. So far it's all built
around the vocals, but everyone's contributing pretty much
equally. We're not looking to be a heavy soloing band, but it's
sure there when we need it.”

clothe it in sound.”

MUSICIAN: Martin, how did you feel about playing that role?
SCHWATKE: In the beginning, I really wanted to play. I had
prepared myself to play quite a long time, intensively. But
there was kind of an inner urge, because I felt it might be
needed. So it turned out that this role was needed for this tour.
And I accepted it completely, because otherwise it wouldn’t
have been possible to do it. Especially in this show in Boston,
the quality of silence was different from the rest of the tour.
There were some moments of a very clear presence of the
silence in this show. There were moments like there was no
time and space anymore, just the music very purely present.
MUSICIAN: Did you accept the need for silence yourself, or were
you told there was a need and then accepted the role?
SCHWATKE: It was growing in me, and when it was there it was
clear. There was no doubt.

MUSICIAN: This is why you see headlines like “Zen and the Art of
Guitar Playing.”

FRIPP: Generally an interviewer is always good to have along
to a course because he asks all the dumb questions that people
asked on the first day they got there, but on the fourth day they
realized are dumb because one guy is still asking them. So
that’s generally the role of the interviewer that comes in. He
can remind us what it’s like to be deaf. [pause] Now this is
different with you, you understand? [The class erupts with
laughter.] But generally this is so. They come into a refined,
subtle environment without leaving all that grotesqueness at
the door. Having an interviewer in is a risk for us, because they
might go back and write terrible things like “Zen and the Art of
Guitar Playing.” Nevertheless, my concern is for the needs of
the students and the course rather than how it comes out.

MUSICIAN: Since 1985 you've been saying that you'd be ready to
reveal your “new standard tuning,” the tuning used in Guitar
Craft, “shortly.” “Shortly” has been three years now. So are you
ready to go public with the “new standard tuning”?

FRIPP: [long pause) Yes.

MUSICIAN: You are?

FRIPP: Yes. The new standard tuning, or the Guitar Craft
standard tuning, is C-G-D-A-E-G. That is, the bottom string is
two tones below the old tuning of E, the fifth string is one tone
down from A to G, the fourth string is constant at D, the third
string is up a tone to A, the second string is up a fourth from B
to E, and the first string is up one minor third from E to G.
MUSICIAN: How did you develop that tuning?

FRIPP: | didn’t. It presented itself.

MUSICIAN: Under what circumstances?

FRIPP: | was lying sweating in the sauna of the Apple Health
Spa on Bleecker Street one morning at about 10:30 in Sep-
tember 1983 and the tuning flew by. I let it pass and continued
sweating.

I went from the Apple Health Spa via the airport to
Champaign-Urbana, Illinois, where I was working with Adrian
Belew for a week prior to Tony Levin and Bill Bruford coming
in for King Crimson rehearsals. And I put it on the guitar and I
couldn’t see what it was for, quite. It didn’t fit the existing
repertoire, so I didn’t take it any further then. When I went
into retreat at the end of Crimson’s commitment to active
service, I had an acoustic guitar that had been shipped from
Ovation, my first super-shallow. I put the tuning on that, but I
didn’t really apply myself. It was really a week before the
course that I decided that if this was a tuning we would be
using, I'd best discover some things about it. So I got to work.
MUSICIAN: What are the advantages of the tuning?

FRIPP: If you want to discover the values of this tuning, work
with it. One student said, “If I want to play bop, should I use
this tuning?” [ said, “If you want to play old music, use the old
tuning. This is a new tuning for new music.” The advantage is
this: The tuning is based in principles of organic form. The old
standard tuningis arbitrary. So one is soundly based in principle
and the other is only soundly based in practice, but it was only
arbitrary from the start. And the guitar is a different instru-
ment today than the guitar of 200 years ago. The electric guitar
today is a different instrument to the acoustic guitar today. If
you are an electric guitar player you will very probably even
wear a different kind of clothes thanif you're an acoustic player.
You don’t see many acoustic guitarists in spandex, leather and
metal studs.

MUSICIAN: Speaking of leather and spandex, yow've written in
one of your monographs that “in popular culture the musician
addresses the highest common denominator in all of us, and in
mass culture the musician addresses the lowest common
denominator.” How do you separate mass culture from popular
culture?

FRIPP: Popular culture is when it's very, very good and
everyone knows it and goes “yeah!” Mass culture is when it’s
very, very bad and we all know it and we go “yeah!” Mass
culture works on like and dislike, and popular culture address-
es the creature we aspire to be. Examples of popular culture:
Beatles, Dylan, Hendrix. I wouldn’t put names on mass culture
but your magazine writes about enough of them that you could
probably go through back issues and pull out a few.

But there’s something very powerful and good in mass
culture in which almost we recognize we are the same
creature. Now the Live Aid concert in England was quite
remarkable, where people gave all this money. You can argue
about whether the money was well-used or whether that kind
of action does any help and so on, but what I saw was how much

34



+ 7

N -
- -
"

o

Free “Ground Attack™”
T-Shirt with purchase of
“any Peavey Effects Pedal.
_ See your authorized
Peavey dezler far details,
A P

e o

/1 .“RACK-MOUNT SERIOUS...
""" FOOT PEDAL READY.”

‘, ‘ Peavey Electronics Corporation / 711 A Street / Meridian, MS 39302-2898 /U.S.A.
| (601) 2483-5365 Telex: 504115 / Fax: 484-4278



. PRESET
SELECT

DIGITAL SIGNAL PRDCESSOR

LARGE I GATED PROGRAM /PARAI
8 Room L B @ bpELay © rLance ’
MEDIUM REVERSE MULTI SPECIAL
ROOM REVERE TAP EFFECTS
POWER SMALL
i HALL @ cHorus @ ceauauzation

PRESET
SAVE

SCALE
NUMBER

TRANSPOSE 1

Ml HARMONY
OEFINE

o REVERA

0 DELAY 1

POWER ‘ FLANGE ‘ MULTI TAP

o CHORUS 0 DELAY 2 o OISTORTION 2 -H

INTERVAL 1

0 DISTORTION 1 PROGRAM

GUITAR SIGNAL PROCESSOR

"The next gener
effects processor

Just shows you what can happen when you
leave the guys in R&D to their own designs.

Now DigiTech introduces three new digital
effects processors that will blow you away
with their innovation and flexibility:

The new DSP-128 PLUS. The incredible
IPS-33 Smart Shift. And the extraordinary
GSP-5. A trio of performers versatile enough to
handle any multi-effects challenge you can
create.

Use each separately or connect them in se-
ries. Either way, you're in for the performance
of your life.

DSP-128 Plus: Four effects at once.

The remarkable new DSP-128 Plus offers
the capability of producing up to four digital
effects at the same time along with an
enhanced 20 Hz to 20 kHz bandwidth.

The new DSP-128 Plus is a studio-quality,

performance-oriented multi-effects processor.
In one compact rack-mount unit you get reverb
effects, chorusing, flanging, delay, multi-tap
delay and parametric equalization. And you
can produce up to four effects simultaneously.

What'’s more, the DSP-128 Plus is fully pro-
gammable, with 128 user-defined memory slots.
And it offers MIDI continuous control for virtu-
ally unlimited real-time programming power.

The custom 20-bit VLSI engine produces
unbelievable dynamic range and computing
power. Plus we’ve made the front panel a mas-
terpiece of simplicity.

The DSP-128 Plus can enhance the crea-
tive power of any serious musician.

IPS-33 Smart Shift.

The IPS-33 Smart Shift is an intelligent
pitch shifter that lets you add one or two
crystal-clear harmony notes to each one you

DigiTech is aregistered trademark of the DOD Electronics Corporation. © 1988 DOD Electronics Corp. Manufacturedin the U.S.A.
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play or sing. Without overdubs, and with any
instrument.

Now you can generate intelligent, user-
defined harmonies in 41 different scales. From
natural minors and chromatics to Phrygian
and Mixolydian. Best of all, the pitches 1t
generates are clean and free from distortion.

The serious technology in the IPS-33 frees
you tocreate complex, three-part 1tar har-
monies in the style of Les Paul and Mary Ford,
Duane Allman and Dickey Betts—even Steve
Vai. With only one instrument.

GSP-3: 5 effects at the same time for
guitar players.

Now there’s a versatile rack-mount signal
processor any guitarist can call his own.

It's the new DigiTech GSP-5.

Choose from six killer reverb effects, plus
chorusing, flanging, delays up to 1.5 sec., infi-

nite repeat, distortion and parametric EQ. And
you can produce up to five effects at the same
time.

The GSP-5is fully programmable, with 99
user-defined memory slots. And MIDI contin-
uous control allows you to instantly change
operating parameters for virtually unlimited,
real-time programming power.

The versatile GSP-5, with its combination
of effects, including distortion plus program-
mablllty, is one of the hottest guitar signal pro-
cessing tools you can buy.

Check out all three at your DigiTech
dealer. They're packed with technology and
value, too. For a full-color product sheet, write
DigiTech, 5639 South Riley Lane, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84107. Or call (801) 268-8400.
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6-IN PUTS, 4-TRACKS

S-Input Stereo Mixer with
*n'ack Cassette Recor&er

: ‘ Effects Receive.
\ Sync Capability for MIDIL.
-v'-" e 11 SoundSoureesinaStereoMix.
than $45000 Suggested Retall. BN

Sub-Mix Section. The

X-26 sub-mix section
allows you to adjust pan
and gain for either tape or
source on each of four
channels. You'll find many
uses for this 4 x 2 sub-
mixer, which is very useful
for overdubbing

Mixing Flexibility. Six in-
puts, Master and Monitor
Stereo Outputs, Stereo Ef
fects Receive and Tape
Sync Out give you plenty
of mixing flexibility. Stereo
Effects return is an
especially nice feature for
all mixing applications.

Monitoring Flexibility.
With the X-26, you can
monitor the main stereo
buss, the aux buss (effects
send) and the sub-mix
buss. You can monitor the
logical combinations, too,

Metering Flexibility. The
X-26 allows you to switch
the 4 meters between Tape
(Tracks 1-4) and Mixer
(Stereo L + R and AUX
Send). You'll be able to see
everything from input to
output. What's more, multi
color LEDs also indicate
tape mode and recording
status.

The Newest Multitracker in the Finest Tradition.

FOSTEX

15431 Blackburn Ave. = Norwalk, CA 90650 = (213) 921-1112

- 1988 FOSTEX



Developments

A NAMM Sneak Preview

owdy there, campers.

It's time for a whole-
some winter NAMM pre-
view from your best buddy,
Ranger Al...the Musicians’
Pal. Remember our big
hike to Atlanta for the last
NAMM show in June?
Golly, we sure got lots of
healthy shut-eye then,
didn’t we? Half the musical
instrument manufacturers
decided to stoy home, so
there weren’t many excit-
ing new products to keep
us from sawing the ol’ logs.
But even back then, the
hints started circuloﬁng that
the upcoming Winter
NAMM jamboree would
more than make up for the Atlanta
snooze-in. But will we end up drinking
last year's stale Gatorade out of this
year’s canteens again? Swallowing still
more spinoffs on existing goods?2 Rack-
mount versions . .. new, miraculously
affordable versions . . . software-
updated versions.. ... .

Yawn-a-roo, eh scouts?
Bulk or breakthrough?
That is the question. The
answers must wait fill next
month’s column and our
annual Winter NAMM re-
port. But to tide you overtill
then, here’s a few promis-
ing trails we’ve picked up in
the M.|. woods. Follow me,
girls and boys ..

Your pal the Ronger has
called the Atari ST therock
‘n’ roll computer. Now
Atari will be introducing its
first real music product at
NAMM. We know that it
won’t be a computer, but
that's about all we do
know at this point. Atari’s
playing it pretty close to the
chest, but we understand

ROCKMAN

Three new racks girding for techno-battle: the N.I.H. R16 (as in
16-bit) digital effects unit (top), Peavey's five-channel
Gatekeeper noise gate (middle) and Korg's six-processor A3.

that several independent developers
and possibly some members of the
Fleetwood Mac camp are involvea.

Meanwhile, their new laptop version
of the 1040 ST will also debut at
NAMM. Looks like they're going after
Yamaha's IBM-compatible Cl laptop
in a big way. Unlike the C1, Atari’s
laptop will be battery-
powered and is expected
to retail for about half the
cost. The portable 1040
will feature track ball
control (although a
mouse can also be
plugged in) and, of
course, the ability to run
any music software pro-
gram for the ST. With
plenty of new software
for the C1 expected to
debut at NAMM, the
character-building,
sportsmanlike competi-
tion should be in full
swing.

In another part of the
forest, Steinberg will be
announc-
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operating system they've
developed. It's called M-
ROS and it's designed to
work in tandem with the
resident operating systems
in the big three computers:
the Atari ST, Apple Macin-
tosh and IBM-PC. The main
advantage of M-ROS is
that it will bring real multi-
tasking to the ST, PC and
Mac. For example, you
can run an M-ROS-based
sequencer simultaneously
with a console automation
program on the same com-
puter. (Steinberg will be
releasing M-ROS-based
versions of its programs
around March.} One nice
thing about this is that you'll only need
a single SMPTE reader to keep both
programs in sync. Beyond this, M-ROS
will let you set up a multitasking link
between two different computers—say
an ST and a Mac—via MIDI. Again,
you'd only need one SMPTE reader for
both machines. And since both are
sharing the M-ROS environment, the
Start/Stop/Play buttons on one ma-
chine can control the other computer
as well,

Obviously, the real impact of this
new operating system will depend on
the number of M-ROS-based music
programs that eventually wind up on
the market, so Steinberg has tentative
plans to begin licensing M-ROS to
other software developers.

But now it’s time to move away from
those computer screens, campers. It's
not healthy to stare at ‘'em too long.
Besides, it looks like there'll be lots of
invigorating guitar action at NAMM to
get that red-blooded blood circulating.
For example, Scholz Research & De-
velopment have something they call
the Rockman Modular Amplifier Sys-
tem, which is based

ing a new by Alan di Perma on Boston guitarist/
9



mastermind Tom Scholz’s own touring
rig. The system teams Rockman proces-
sing modules with a new 500-watt stereo
amplifier and a new program change
module called the MIDI Octopus.
Rockman and other companies’ modules
can be mixed and matched in a mounting
cabinet patterned after a Marshall head
and fitted with an AC power strip. The
system also includes a crossover and
three-way speaker cabinets loaded with
a 15-inch, 10-inch and high-frequency
driver, all specially manufactured for
Scholz R&D.

But let’s march on. As all you campers
know, Ranger Al’s a real regular guy, just
like you—only more so. So you know
what he’s always on the prowl for when
he’s at NAMM? Get your minds out of
the gutter, you little perverts! The
Ranger’s idea of a good time is affordable
guitar effects. So your old friend and role
model will be sure to check out Korg’s
new multi-effects pedalboard, the A6. It
combines analog compression, distor-
tion and parametric EQ, with a digital
flanger/chorus/delay module and digital
reverb. Korg will also introduce a more
studio-oriented multi-effects processor,
the A3, said to be priced near a grand.
This is an entirely digital unit that will let
you chain up to six effects processors
simultaneously. You get 40 factory pre-
set chains plus the ability to store 100
user programs in its internal memory
and an additional 100 on external mem-
ory cards. And while he’s at Korg, the
Ranger will also doubtlessly want to
noodle with Korg’s newest guitar-to-
MIDI converter, the Z3, with its own
onboard six-voice synth and the ability to
transmit MIDI messages in poly and
mono modes. Golly, I can’t wait. You
know how much the Ranger loves MIDI
guitar.

Now I'm sure a lot of you campers
have been building up those MIDI-based
home studios down in Mom's basement,
right? But you say the old paper route
isn’t yielding enough to pay for a decent
mixer? Well, hang in there, troops: Help
is on the way. The fine, upstanding folks
at JBL have just picked up England’s
affordable Seck line of consoles for U.S.
distribution. The company sees the line
as a complement to the more high-end

Korg’s A6 pedalboard processor

ometimes an MI product comes

along that’s hard for us reviewers to
get a firm handle on. Sometimes it’s so
complex, it can take a major educational
effort just to get it to do its most news-
worthy tricks, leaving more subtle attri-
butes unrevealed. And sometimes it gets
so bad, the tech writer gets sent back to
school. Which is where I was sent after
demonstrating a chronic inability to learn
the Ensoniq EPS—straight to Ensoniq
school at their impressive quarters
outside Philadelphia.

Oh sure, I knew the book on the EPS:
it’s a quality sampler with an above-
average onboard sequencer; still the only
keyboard in its class with polyphonic
aftertouch; it can play samples while
simultaneously loading more from its
onboard disk drive; has two sexy little

i |
buttons next to the wheels that allow you
to access other samples; strong potential
for live performance and as a master
MIDI-board. But that’s just scratching its
gray metal surface. The EPS is really a
kind of open-ended music computer with
as much processing power as a Macin-
tosh. Its RAM memory, measured in
“blocks,” can be filled with sample data,
MIDI sequencer data or system-exclu-
| sive data in any combination, so it’s
completely versatile—you might use it as
a multitimbral sound source in your
computer-equipped studio and then
dump your sequences to it for live perfor-
mance using less data-hungry samples.

The software for this music computer
has been the subject of intensive refine-
ment. Recent versions (mine is num-
bered 1.92) are light years ahead of the
sketchy, bug-infested operating system
the EPS first appeared with—with cur-
rently 173 commands and edit functions
available, there’s now an extraordinary
array of raw music-editing capability.
There are also hardware improvements.

School Daze
A Second Look at the Ensoniq EPS'

— %

?

While at Ensoniq school, 1 had my EPS’s
onboard memory doubled with a new
$250 expander board-Lit’ll now hold
2,000 blocks of memory at a shot, almost
mandatory considering the best sounds
of their growing sample library can chew
up 700 to 900 blocks apiece. They also
strapped on a hardware output expander
box, which gives the EPS eight individual
audio outputs for each of its multitimbral
“instruments.” I was loaded for bear—
wouldn’t Ranger Al be proud!

But that didn’t mean I was out of the
woods. My teacher immediately made
me learn to use that formidable obstacle
course they call a menu Structure. The
EPS essentially uses a key-combo sys-
tem for all its operations, using three
main trunk keys named Load, Command
and Edit and 14 sub-branlches to get at
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those 173-plus functions. Is it hard? Well,
if like me you're ever tempted to fiddle
with a machine without a manual, you will
find the EPS completely inscrutable.
Only when the at-times arbitrary layout is
explained and diagrammed does it be-
come usable, and even then you'll still
need that little cardboard cheat-sheet
they give you.

Much of this sophistication centers
around the onboard sequencer, which is
so far beyond the sketch-pad phase it’s
actually competitive with most stand-
alone hardware sequencers out there.
Simply put, it’s a chaining-type (rather
than a tape recorder-type), with locations
to keep up to 200 sequences to chain into
a single song. And once all your eight-
track sequences are strung together, the
EPS gives you a fantastic bonus: eight
more tracks that run parallel with the first
eight throughout the entire tune. This is
the best of both worlds, and the only true
hybrid hardware sequencer you can buy.

Another impressive aspect of the
sequencer operations is a permanent




ACOUSTIC TRIGGERING WORKS

LEARN ABour It

The Trixer from Simmons is all you need to
know about triggering from your acoustic drums.
Its “Learn” circuit takes all of the hassle out of
setting sensitivities — just strike each drum once
and the Trixer “Learns” your drums, computing
the optimum settings to trigger its on-board
sounds accurately and fast. From grace notes to
rim shots, no MIDI delays, no crosstalk, no dou-
ble triggering, no drop outs, great tracking and a
brilliant dynamic range — guaranteed.

All of the Trixer’s digitally sampled sounds
are derived from the legendary
SDX sound library. and the
four kits of bass, snare and
four toms can be further

expanded from a selection of sound cards. A six-
channel mixer enables the Trixer’s sounds to be
blended with the mic’d sound of your acoustic kit,
and a built-in 16-bit digital reverb offers a choice
of 30 programs from small rooms to large halls,
gated rooms and reverse echos.

Pad inputs and a stereo headphone socket
make the massive sounds of the Trixer available
for home practice.

Trigger and mix — the Trixer — the solution to
triggering and acoustic drum reinforcement in one
box. Try a Trixer at your
favorite music store. You
might “Learn” something to
your advantage.

Simmons Electrcnics USA. 2630 Townsgate Road, Suite H, Westlake Village, CA 91361. Tel: 1 (800) HIP DRUM or (805) 494 5007



magine an artist painting with an infinite palette. That’s,
u in effect,what CASIO's VZ-1 can do for you, the musical
artist. Giving you the freedom to play with sounds so rich, so
full, they have to be heard.

The CASIO VZ-1is a 61 key, 16-note polyphonic digital
synthesizer that puts all the tools for complex sound construc-
fion at your fingertips. It gives you outstanding performance
versatility, through initial touch, and user-definable routing for
after touch, two control wheels, and optional foot pedal. Its 16-
note, 8-part multi-timbral MIDI implementation allows extensive
individual control of each sound.

The VZ-1 uses a whole new technology called iPD
(interactive Phase Distortion) instead of sampled wave forms,
or PCM partials. An open system of 8 multi-waveform
oscillators interact in a variety of ways—mix, ring, phase,
and external phase modulation. The result: sounds that are
rich, full, and unique.

One of the VZ-1's strongest features is its Combination
Mode, which lets you combine up to 4 different sounds in a
variety of split and layer configurations, including multiple
velocity split and
positional cross-
fade capability.
You'll swear you're
playing a MIDI

stack instead of a
The VZ-10M is a 2 rack-space version of the VZ-1. sin gle keyboard As

a MIDI master keyboard, the VZ-1 can be spiit into 4 “zones”
with separate send and receive channels for each note range.

The VZ-1 comes complete with 64 sounds and 64 Opera-
tion Memories, plus a free ROM card (RC-100) with an addi-
tional 128 of each, for a total of 384 timbres out of the box.
Optional ROM cards with additional sounds are also available.
And with an optional RAM card (RA-500), you can store up to
64 sounds and 64 Operation Memories of your own.

And finally, to enable you to effectively manage all of its
programming power, the VZ-1 has a wide, backlit LCD
graphic display, making editing quick and intuitive under any
lighting conditions.

If you want the artistic freedom to create a bigger
soundscape, escape to a better instrument—a CASIO VZ-1.
Now playing at your authorized CASIO Professional Musical
Products dealer.

See us in Room 2010 at NAMM.

Casio, inc. Professional Musical Products Division: 570 Mt. Pleasant Avenue, Dover, NJ 07801
Casio Canada Ltd., 2100 Ellesmere Road, Suite 240, Scarborough, Ontaria M1H387
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Where miracles never cease
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THE LIGHTS IN LYLE
LOVETT'S FINGERS

Through the locked door, past the recep-
tionist, down the corridor, beyond the
hand-written “Closed Session Do Not
Enter” sign, laughter rings out from the
Masterphonics recording studio control
room. I walk in and see Lyle
Lovett standing over the illu-
minated mixing board while
engineer Chuck Ainlay sits at
the knobs. Both men are de-
lighted, their eyes fixed
straight ohead. “Great!
Great!” Lovett smiles. They
notice me and Lyle sticks out ]
his hand in welcome. That's
when | see that their en-
thusiasm is not fixed on the
new Lyle Lovett albumthey're
mixing, but on the studio’s video monitor,
which is switched to ABC-TV’s “Super
Model Search: Look of the Year.” Chuck
hits a button on the console and the unc-
tuous voice of m.c. George Hamilton fills
the studio. “We're mixing during the com-
mercials,” Lyle explains. Then he and
Chuck go back to sarcastically rooting for
their favorite aspiring Super Models.

A cat food ad comes on, the TV sound

goes off and Chuck switches on "l Know
You Know,” a lush new Lovett tune with
four alto saxes and one soprano sweetly
harmonizing. “That's a great chord,” Lyle
nods, his gears already switched from
voyeur to bandleader.

“All the saxes on this track
were played by Steve
Marsh,” Chuck explains as
the horns line up. “It was so
weird hearing him put them
on one at a time. Weird in-
tervals! We'd say, That can't
be right!’” I¥'s not, | lie, you
guys have just gotten used to
it. Lyle and Chuck look star-
tled and then laugh. They
know they've got it right.

All the songs being worked on tonight
are horn numbers, what Lyle refers to—
self-deprecatingly—as his blues songs. In
fact, tracks like “I Know You Know,” “What
Do | Do” and “Cryin’ Shame” are trad
jazz numbers pepped up with gonzo
humor and a hint of Texas swing. Imagine
a planet where Dan Hicks writes charts
for Count Basie. If Lovett worked only in
this style he’d be more original than most
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. of the musicians here in Nashville. But these “Large Band”
: numbers are only one side of Lyle Lovett. Heis also a twanging
i steel guitar country hitmaker, already infamous for simultane-
. ously subverting and extending C&W conventions. The first
: single for this album is called “I Married Her (Just Because She
. Looks Like You),” another example of Lovett’s gift for writing
i songs that mock country’s sappier conventions with enough
i charm to avoid offending purists. “I Married Her” joins a canon
¢ that includes the famous “God Will" (“Who'll keep on loving
¢ you when you've been cheating?...God will but [ won't, God
¢ does but I don’t, and that's the difference between God and
: me™) and the dead serious “If | Were the Man You Wanted (
: Would Not Be the Man That [ Am).” Lyle is the king of country
i epigrams.

¢ Sothe thin man with the sharp face is both jazzy sophisticate
. and C&W wit, but that’s not what makes Lyle Lovett impor-
: tant. Both of those roles, while delightful, are played by Lyle
i the entertainer, Lyle the sly songwriter, Lyle the wiseguy.
¢ What makes Lovett a major voice in American pop music are
i the tunes between the attention-grabbers: beautiful confes-
: sional ballads, songs of impossible longing and frightening
: glimpses into killers hearts. In “Pontiac” a mournful cello and
. careful piano support Lyle’s journey into the mind of a “nice old
© man” who sits in his car at the same place every afternoon,
: drinking a Coke and smoking a cigarette. Lovett carefully peels
: away the layers, revealing that the old fellow’s brimming with
: hatred, his mind turning again and again to the German boys he
: killed during the second World War and his fantasy that he
: might murder his wife the same way.

: Songs as hard and haunting as “Pontiac” and “L.A. County”
¢ (in which Lovett makes murdering an old girlfriend sound
: almost noble) are the reason critics compare Lyle to Randy
: Newman and Tom Waits. And “Pontiac” is very much like
: something Newman would write. But unlike those two West
: Coast subversives, Lyle has the common touch. One listen to
: Newman's or Waits’ emphysemic vocals, one look at Newman
. or Waits hunched over a piano, one #ote of Newman or Waits,
. and Mister Average American says, “Uh uh, not for me, this
: guy's too odd.” Or too nasty or too smart. Randy Newman and
: Tom Waits are great, great talents, but they will never enjoy
: the trust and affection of honky-tonkers and 7-11 clerks. Lyle
. Lovett does. In part it's just because he has a conventionally
: pretty voice, and in part it’s "cause his lighter songs get played
i on country radio. But mostly it’s because Lyle covers a lot of
: territory. He is a good C&W singer, a very charming enter-
i tainer, and can write a weeper that will break your heart. It’s
i only once he’s hooked you with all that that he takes advantage
: of the opening to drop you through the trapdoor.

i “lnever get tired of getting mentioned in the same breath as
: those guys,” Lovett says of Newman and Waits. But for all the
¢ common reference points there’s an obvious difference; when
: Newman and Waits came along, eccentric singer/songwriters
: were signed in the major record labels’ Los Angeles headquar-
: ters and marketed as pop, rackjobbed in the rock bins, pitched
: to FM radio. By the mid-1980s, when Lovett went looking for
i arecord deal, he found the only warm reception in Nashville.
i “What I'm doing isn't really new at all,” Lovett says. “It’s the
¢ old singer/songwriter thing. It's strange, I think. You turn on
¢ country radio these days and hear the Eagles or James Taylor.”
i Isthere atendency to say, well, since we're being marketed
i through Nashville we’'ll stick a steel guitar or fiddle on this
¢ song? “Oh sure, that always crosses my mind. [ have to always
i have something on the records that we can at least act like
¢ might be a single. But I really try to resist taking one of the
: songs that might be a straight-ahead blues song and doing that
© just because we're making the record in Nashville. Like with

so
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‘She’s No Lady,’ I thought, ‘Instead of doing this with a :
saxophone section we could do it with a sax and a fiddle and a :

steel. But I really decided to just let the song be what it was.

It's really nice, 'cause I haven’t had to change a thing, [ haven't
had to compromise creatively. A song like ‘I Married Her (Just :

Because She Looks Like You)' I'd want to do country.

“It always seemed funny to me—the idea of getting signed : |
because of what somebody sees and then all of a sudden trying
to change everything. They haven't done that. I'm really :
surprised that country radio has supported me as much as it :
has. | haven’t had any big hits on country radio—a number 10 :
was my best—and they're still letting me do the kind of songs :

that I want to.”

For this, his third album, Lyle made one concession to

| always
wanted foke

record-company orthodoxy; he allowed session pros Leland a

Sklar (bass) and Paul Leim (drums) to replace his usual rhythm :
section. “Here in Nashville I guess it’s rare that people record :
with their road bands, so we were kind of going out on a limb :
recording the first two records that way. Most of the people :
who played on this one are in the band, but it really started out :
as more of an effort on my part to play ball—and try to do things :
the way they do things here. The record company wanted me :
to doit. It really was an effort on my part to meet them halfway. :
[ regretted not being able to use my bass player and drummer, :
but I felt very confident playing with Leland Sklar and Paul :

Leim, so I didn’t feel like | was compromising musically.”

The new album, Lyle Lovett and His Large Band, is half jazzy :
blues numbers, half country and acoustic. It has been
previewed by those who saw Lovett's 1988 shows, in which !
the singer squeezed onto stages with a 10-piece ensemble that : |
included cellist John Hagen, trumpet-throated blues singer :
Francine Reed and a ballroom saxophone section. Lyle has :
included on the new album the Large Band’s swinging :
arrangement of Clifford Brown’s instrumental “Blueswalk” :
(the live show’s pre-Lovett fanfare), his cross-sexual version :
of “Stand By Your Man” (the live show’s encore) and his own :
“Here I Am”—a bizarro cross between Steve Reich and those :
old Bo Diddley numbers on which the band would play ariffand :
then freeze while Bo delivered a dirty joke. On “Here [ Am”
brassy, full-band choruses alternate with Lyle’s deadpan !
spoken surrealisms (“Hello? I'm the guy who sits next to you
and reads the newspaper over your shoulder. Wait! Don’t turn
the page, I'm not finished”). Any of these three numbers might :

have been considered fun parts of the stage show not dignified
enough for vinyl. But Lyle and his producer, Tony Brown,
agreed that they liked the stuff and decided, “Why not?”

make. They want the last chord of “I Know You Know” to ring
for a long time, but at the last instant they can hear the dampers
dropping from the piano strings. Never mind that few people in
the world will pick that up at home (and of those few, only three
will care), Lyle and Chuck are hunting for camouflage. They
find it on the snare track—a swirl of brushes on drum skin.
They gently boost that swirl just as the dampers drop. One
more down.

The next morning I get to the studio before Lyle, and Tony
Brown invites me into a back room where they’re mastering.
Lyle’s album is being cut and mixed in 29 days, up nine from
Pontiac. As soon as a track is mixed, it is brought back here for
mastering, while the next one is being mixed in the main room.
The Henry Ford school of efficient record production. Brown
is a smart, funny man, an MCA Nashville executive and the
producer responsible for New Country hotshots like Rosanne
Cash, Nancy Griffith and Lyle. He was also Elvis Presley’s
piano player in the King’s declining days, and spins hilarious
stories of Colonel Parker’s parsimonious payment schemes.

(When guitarist James Burton gave the Colonel an ultimatum
: on the eve of a tour, Burton got his raise by being “hired” by
¢ Vernon, Elvis’ dad. No one got a raise from the Colonel.)

Right now Lyle and Chuck have more subtle decisions to :

Lyle arrives at about 9:30 and suggests we get breakfast.

i We head to a diner where the waitress says, “Hi, Lyle” and an
i older man comes up to say how much he likes his music. One
{ nice thing about being marketec country instead of rock is that
: people of all ages listen to your music. “I'm still really
i encouraged and get a real thrill when this guy comes over and
i says he's listened to my stuff,” Lyle says after the man leaves.
: “That’s a good sign! I really feel like my songs represent me
. pretty well. If somebcdy really listens to my songs, I don't
: think there’d be too many surprises if we ever talked. In that
. way, if somebody doesn't like you for your music it makes it a
¢ little easier to deal with. At least you don't feel like they've got
i you all wrong. Maybe they just really don’t like you.

“I think my songs are honest from an emotional standpoint.

: In that the emotion that I'm feeling is what I'm trying to
: communicate in the song. But by the same token that |
i wouldn’t want to feel that way for two songs in a row, it’s nice
i to bring it up or change it. If I can convey a lump-in-the-throat
¢ emotion, I would certa:nly want to be able to communicate a
i poke-in-the-ass kind of emotion as well.” Lyle grins and
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blushes. “Uh, make that kick in the ass.”

“Lola” types, big tough women capable of throwing the singer
over their shoulders and carrying him off. The hyper-sensitive

Capp and Barney Fife, intimidated by a powerful female. “|
always seem to get involved with strong women,” Lyle shrugs.
“A beautiful, intelligent, self-motivated woman with absolutely
no interests or opinion of her own is really hard to come by.”

Hold your letters, he’s smiling
when he says it. Lovett’s gift—and
it's a gift that can get him in trouble—
is for writing about the humor in real
situations. People don’t mind a writer
turning autobiography into pathos,
and no one minds funny stories that
are fiction. But whether you’re Ralph
Steadman, Tom Wolfe or Lyle
Lovett, folks get testy when you play
their real lives for laughs. And even
Lovett’s strangest songs have some
basis in real life. Take “An Acceptable
Level of Ecstasy (The Wedding
Song)”: Lyle goes into great detail
about a posh highbrow party with
black servants running around offer-
ing oysters Rockefeller and checking
umbrellas, a fat man from the opera
trying to sing “Misty,” and the omi-
nous secret that “the whole thing was
paid for by the funeral director, who
poisoned the saxophone section.” As
crazy as the whole scene sounds, the
descriptions are so perfect that they
must have a real basis.

“Of course,” Lyle nods, “I would

never have thought of that. All the different stuff in that songis :
really true; it was my second cousin Martha's wedding. Her :
dad—my mother’s first cousin Teddy—runs the family :
business, a funeral home. They’ve got a supermarket and right :
across the street, built with exactly the same architecture, is :
the funeral home. | always say they run the discount supermar- :
ket and funeral home on Main Street, which is what it looks :
like. The party really was like that. It was done in Old South :
style. It really was a great party. I got a big plate of food and sat -
down and my dad leaned over and said, ‘You sure you're gonna .

eat that? I'd be careful if [ were you.’ That’s where I got the bit

about killing off the band to get the business to pay for the
What about the women in Lyle’s songs? His tunes are full of

party.” Lyle takes a bite of his breakfast and adds, “I think most

: people are pretty nice about it, but | write about real people. |
. don’t think anything’s really identifiable, but they know.”

have accused Lyle of misogyny, but the songs under indictment :
(“She’s No Lady,” “Give Back My Heart,” “Cowboy Man”) all :
pretty much paint the singer as a goofy cross between Andy

Of course, the real person Lyle writes about most is Lyle.
Like most songwriters his most frequent subject is love.
Unlike most songwriters, Lvle’s songs—from the silliness of

: “I Married Her” to the poignance of “Simple Song”—often
: seem full of resentment that the one he loves has power over
¢ him. “I don’t really mean to express resentment,” he says
i carefully. “I'm a very happy guy, but [ don’t write about it. That

“A friend of mine said,
"You really have to be
careful doing violent
songs, | don't think it's a
good idea.” But you have
0 9o as far as you

possibly can.”
T

kind of stuff does express maybe an
extreme frustration, but not really
resentment, at a person for having
that kind of power.” He thinks about
it. “But yeah, that does make sense.
A song like ‘She’s No Lady’ makes a
joke, but I'm just dealing with the
frustration [ feel in that situation.”
Other singer/songwriters Musi-
ctan’s spoken to, like Tom Petty and
Elvis Costello, have admitted to
stirring up turmoil in their personal
lives so they’ll have material for
songs. How about you, Lyle? “That’s
pretty scary, huh?” He repeats it
emphatically. “That’s pretty scary. |
would sure like to think [ don’t do
that. "Cause I really want to be a
happy person.” He laughs. “Boy,
that’s a frightening thought. I can
sure see the potential. I don’t know.
Maybe I do that. | don’t know. |
started playing, really, as a release
from feeling that kind of frustration,
from wanting to have a girlfriend and
not being able to. It was something
that helped me feel better. | would
hate to think that it would ever get that backwards.” He is quiet
for a minute and then says, “Sure, the potential’s there.”
What about the potential for exciting it in other people?
Rock, country, blues and folk have a long tradition of songs
about shooting your baby down by the river. To get too prissy
about violence would mean leaving no art but “Little House on
the Prairie.” Still, when Lyle gets inside a killer's head on
songs like “Pontiac” and “L.A. County,” he explains the
character’s motivations so well, makes his case so convinc-
ingly, that we sympathize and even identify with the killer. How
far into those characters does a songwriter want to go? “You
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"| think | wrote songs hecause | wanted neople fo notice me. | guess | was
|ooking fo validate lIIVSE“, and to reassure myself that there was Slllllﬂmillll
I ffiere even if nobody noticed.” n—————

do get into a really unknown area,” Lyle says. “The dilemma :

laughs. “Which I guess isn’t the worst thing in the world.

else would notice.”

any of that, it doesn’t strike me.”

Some of Lyle’s most revealing songs, though, are disguised :
: he asked the copyright holders of “Glory of Love” if they

with poetic language. “If ] Had a Boat” has a childlike whimsy,

with the narrator imagining himself as fast and frightening as :
lightning, scaring whoever he wants to scare. “The Waltzing :
Fool” is no less ambiguous, but it is more ambitious, paintinga :
careful picture of a character thought to be an oddball who has :
“lights in his fingers” but always keeps his hands in his pockets. :
It's a compelling image of someone afraid of his own special- :
ness, and it's easy to imagine a shy, creative kid like Lyle :
growing up among Texas cowboys feeling a little embarrassed :
: a songwriter to cough up cash for that. Lyle does not care. He

by his own poetic impulses.

Lyle says, yeah, that’s right—he’s the waltzing fool. “I think :
: third of his song, let "em have it. “My publisher asked me to
“If I was at a party I was never the one speaking up. To talk in : just change that line,” Lyle shrugs. “But I liked it. And I like to
class was always really tough for me. I guess I was looking to :
validate myself, and to reassure myself that there was
: rough mixes, which I play in the car going to the airport One of
i the songs on the tape is “Wallisville Road,”
i country rocker deleted from the final LP. Itis the closest thing

I wrote songs because I wanted people to notice me,” he says.

something there, even if nobody noticed. So that’s the whole
idea of the lights in the fingers and the hands in the pockets.”
Was it hard to get onstage for the first time?

“Oh sure, yeah, of course. I think people were nice enough
¢ that he’s dumped it demonstrates Lyle’s determination to

about it, supportive enough to make me want to do it again.

But yeah, really hard. I don’t really get nervous playing :
onstage anymore, and when I first started I'd be really nervous :
about a gig at the pizza joint! So that’s better. The whole thing :
is areal neurotic contradiction, I think. On the one hand, I want
to be successful enough to be able to keep doing this and that’s
what you need, but in another way it’s sort of strange. I really
don’t want to do anything else. I just hope I can keep writing :
things that are good—not just keep doing it to do it. The whole :
thing about playing—and I don't think I've ever said this—from

: a personal standpoint, the whole motivation for performing is
is, how good do you write the song? It is a tough thing. A friend :
of mine who plays said, ‘You really have to be careful doing :
songs like that, I don’t think it’s a good idea.” And it makes :
sense. But what do you do? You have to go as far as you :
possibly can with a character, pursue your strongest idea. If :
you don’t, you come up with a crummy song.” Suddenly he
i really are.”

*“Talent can be a real hit-and-miss thing, and good ideas are a
real hit-and-miss thing. I feel like if I get one then 1 should keep
going. But what you said about those songs is, in my mind, how
I wish they would come out. It’s really hard to achieve. Those
are my favorite songs that I wrote, those get closest to what !
I'm trying to say. I'm really surprised that people have paid as :
close attention to my stuff as they have. That songs like :
‘Pontiac’ even get noticed, really. "Cause there are great :
songs, dark songs, that don't get noticed. It is surprising to :
me, | hope it doesn’t make me more self-conscious. Ithought 1 :
was just sliding one on that my friends would like and nobody :
: out later I can do it? ...

Well, what about it then? Wil his rising celebrity inhibit those : me
darker impulses? “I really don't think so, because it’s really
hard for me to imagine I'm reaching people real broadly. It still
feels really similar to playing in clubs. I can see where Tracy
Chapman might consider it, but I just do my best to write :
something that will hold up. In terms of being too revealing or :
i of Love” (“That’s the story of, that’s the glory of love”). After

this idea of being able to be appreciated for being myself. And
that’s what I've been able to do, really. Even coming to
Nashville and making these records, I've really been fortunate
in that I'm working with people who really let me be myself. So
if people like me for that—I guess that’s really what I want.”
Lyle looks up. “It’s nice to be appreciated for being how you

ack at the studio, Lyle throws himself into mixing. He is
fiddling with the horns again. Should the lone alto be
mixed slightly higher than the tenors to give the part an
edge? Or should it be pushed down, to make the sound
round and soulful? Engineer Chuck urges soulful. Lyle
overrules him. He wants edgy. The phone rings; it’s Lyle’s
music publisher. Lyle grabs the receiver and explains they're
right in the middle of something, could he call back...He
interrupts himself as the publisher explains something. “Uh
huh...so both names? ... But if I want to take those two lines
Well, okay then, that’s fine with
.. Yes... As long as we're sure we can change it later if we
want to... Okay...Thanks...” He brightens. “Call me later!”
Hanging up, Lyle swivels around and explains that as a joke

at the end of a new song called “What Do You Do,” he sings,
“That’s the story of, that’s the glory of What Do You Do.” It is
a lyrical (if not melodic) sendup of the old chestnut “The Glory

recording his tune, it occurred to Lyle that it would be polite if

minded his joke. So Lyle’s publisher called Shapiro and
Bernstein, the firm that owns the “Glory of Love” copyright,
who said they wanted co-writing credit and a third of the
royalties. Further, they wanted the title on the record to read,
“What Do You Do/The Glory of Love.” Now bear in mind that
we are not talking about Lyle quoting a whole song, or even
the legally compelling eight notes of melody. We're talking
about quoting a rhyme. It’s doubtful any court would ever force

says that if Shapiro and Bernstein feel they are entitled to a

be very straight-up about these things.”
Before I leave Nashville, Lyle runs off a cassette of the

a mid-tempo
to a mainstream, Rodney Crowell-type single on the album;

make his shots from the corners. But that’s not the surprise.
The surprise is “Nobody Knows Me Like My Baby,” a slow
song Lyle did not play for me in the studio. A delicate piano and
acoustic guitar arrangement tiptoes along dreamily as the
singer intones, “I like cream in my coffee, I hate to be alone on
Sunday. Nobody knows me like my baby.” Now this is a folk/
country device that goes back further than “I'm So Lonesome
I Could Cry”: The singer describes simple details of his
environment, returning at the end of each verse to a title
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declaration that apparently has nothing to do with the rest of :
the song—but which takes on more emphasis each time it’s :
repeated, until it starts to dominate the whole scene he’s set :
up. That title line (“I'm so lonesome I could cry,” “Nobody :
knows me like my baby”) shows what’s really on the singer’s :
mind. Lyle’s song establishes its sleepy, Sunday morning :
mood, establishes that nobody knows him as well as she does,
and then, in the last couplet, sticks in the knife: “And she cried,
‘How could you do it?’/ [ swore, ‘There ain’t nothin’ to it." :
i palace, Lyle goes straight for the gut:

Ouch. Remember Morrissey’s joke that he couldn’t write a :
love song without putting in a get-out clause? With that couplet :
Lyle Lovett turns his whole dreamy love song on its head, :
revealing what it is the singer’s baby knows about him: She
knows he’s a snake. Even his choice of verbs says it: She cries, !

Nobody knows me like my baby.”

he swears.

“Well, it’s a cheatin’ song,” Lyle says in Houston a week :
later.“It was intended to be a cheatin’ song. You know I never :
write songs about being happy.” We're in his dressing room :
between shows at a club called Rockefeller’s. Lyle’s smiling, :
but he's playing his cards a little close to his vest tonight. :
Onstage a lame local disc jockey is trying to turn his m.c. spot
into a comedy career by making dirty jokes about Kitty
Dukakis. The crowd (who are either politically liberal or
socially conservative) don't like it and let him know. Backstage !
alocal record rep helps himself to some complimentary alcohol :
and then asks a woman guest of Lyle’s to turn around once so
he can check out how pretty she is. He then trips and pratfalls :
into the Mexican food. Lyle introduces me to his uncle, asks :
me to take an Instamatic photo of him with his aunt and greets
his father. Lyle and his dad smile at each other but barely :
speak, as if holding comment on this scene till they’re alone. :
Lyle’s house is adjacent to his family’s farm, half an hour from :
Houston. (Maybe it’s Lyle’s ironic detachment from cowboy :
macho that makes him call it a farm; they raise horses, wear :
cowboy hats—any other Texan would call it a ranch.) Houston, :
America’s fourth largest city, has exploded so quickly that it is
still possible to live a “Bonanza” life a short drive from the :
metropolis. No wonder Lyle combines affection for rural

values with urban detachment. He’s Adam Cartwright.

“I always wanted to be a cowboy,” Lyle smiles. “No, really.
I grew up around cowboys at home, or people who were sort :
of like cowboys. Country people. As a kid watching TV I :
always thought, ‘Cowboys!’ It’s the great American myth. And

[ think it’s a good metaphor for man’s individual struggle.”

Onstage, opening act Robert Keenis singing acowboy song, :
“This Old Porch,” which Lyle collaborated on and included on :
his first album. Keen’s version of the song is faster than Lyle’s, :
sung in Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan vocal bursts. “This old porch s :
like a big red and white Hereford bull standing under a :
mesquite tree out in Agua Dulce.” Keen does 2 monolog in the :
middle of the song, recounting his days working as a cut-rate
fence mender for a crusty old rancher. Keen’s song is a
celebration of Texas mythos, while Lyle’s mournful version is

a farewell to it.

When he comes offstage, I ask Keen whose porch it was he :
and Lyle have immortalized. “It was my porch,” he smiles. “I :
met Lyle when we were in college at Texas A&M. [ was
actually sitting on this front porch playing guitar and Lyle rode :
by on his bicycle. He came up and said, ‘What do you play?’ We :
just talked about music for a little while. We ended up in an :
English class together and got to be real good friends. I started :
playing guitar in my second year in college, I'd never played an :
instrument till then. I guess that’s why we got to be such good :
friends: We were kind of on the same level! ‘Hey, 1learned this :

chord!” That kind of thing.

““This Old Porch’ is one of the first songs I wrote and played
consistently. One of the first that had some punch to it. I had
written a lot of the song and then Lyle just came up one day and
said, ‘Hey, check this out.” He'd ended the song. He really
wrapped up the song and gave it alot of emotional feeling. Mine
is the descriptive adjective stuff, and his is the personalization
of the song.” Lyle’s personalization is telling. While Keen’s
verses make the old porch a simile for every local charm, from
“a steamy greasy plate of enchiladas” to a shuttered movie

This old porch is just a long time of waiting and forgetting

And remembering the coming back and not crying about
the leaving

And remembering the falling down,

“THE TWO-STEP IT DRUG LIKE A BALL AND CHAIN™

guy named Bill Collings in Austin built my guitars,” Lyle

Lovett says. Okay, we muttered, no ad there. What kind of

strings do you use, Lyle? “I've been using medium gauge.”

No, no—the brand! "] switch from Yamaha to Guild to GHS,
depending on what's in stock.” Okay, we'll say you use two of
each. “l do like phosphor bronze,” he adds helpfully. Lyle says he
knows nothing about electric guitars, nothing about microphones.
“l do own a Shure SM57 microphone from when | used to carry
my PA around in the back of my truck.” Dare we ask if you have a
home studio? “I have a 10-year-old Teac 3340.” Okay, let's get
serious. We better go back down to Masterphonics and talk to
Chuck Ainlay, Lyle's engineer.

Sure enough, Chuck fills us in on the secrets of making your
voice sound like Lyle Lovett’s {pay attention, Jesse Winchester):
“On a lot of Lyle’s vocals and practically everything we over-
dubbed, we bypassed the console and went through the George
Massenberg pre-amp—the GML. The transformer was discrete.
We'd use a variety of microphones and go through that, use some
compression, and go straight to tape. We went for the shortest
signal path we could follow. Although on some things we went
through the SSL console. We used EMK omni mikes a lot.”

“lused the Sanken,” Lyle pipes in. We knew he was holding out.

“We used the Sanken on his vocals,” Chuck nods, his EMK deal
shot to hell. “It's a Japanese dual-diaphragm condenser micro-
phone. It's got one diaphragm for the ultra-high frequencies
crossed over to a larger diaphragm for the mid and low
frequencies. There’s not really another microphone like that.”

Well, that was a pretty useful stop. Come on, let's go down to
the Warwick Hotel and see what the Large Band are playing.
There’s Ray Herndon. He's got a reissue ‘57 Fender Stratocas-
ter—supplemented on record by a Gibson ES-175—plugged into
a Mesa Boogie amp. Ray uses D’Addario strings, an Emie Ball
volume pedal and Roland effects. Matt Rollings is playing a
Yamaha grand piano and a Yamaha DX7.

John Hagan’s cello was made by an Englishman named
Thomas Earle Hesketh in 1900. It is equipped with a Fishman V-
100 Transducer pickup, which hooks it to a 10-band Boss EQ and
an Alesis MicroVerb, controlled by a GDR volume switcher. John
checks himself out on a Gallien-Krueger stage monitor. He also
has a Fishman on his fiddle, which he plays upright, like a cello, to
the abject horror of all realviolinists. A nameless, brandless, beat-
up piece of work, all we can safely say about that fiddle is that it
was not made by no Englishman.

Dan Tomlinson plays Yamaha drums with sticks, brushes and
the heel of his hand. The great Willie Weeks is using a Yamaha
bass these days, and says he is in the market for a good amp.
Endorsees may send free bass amps to Willie care of Musician.

Let's hear from the horn section! Steve Marsh plays Yamaha
alto and soprano saxes, Andy Laster goes for Selmer Mark Vis,
baritone and alto. Harvey Thompson blows a Selmer Mark VI
tenor. Nice guys. Too bad they were all poisoned at that G.B. gig.
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LYLE LOVETT

and the laughter and the curse
of luck

From all of them sons of bitches who

said we’d never get back up.

Lyle’s college days were the turning
point in his life and career. He had owned
a guitar since childhood, but did not take
it seriously until he got to college in the
mid-"70s. Then he started taking music
very seriously indeed. As soon as he
learned a few songs he began playing in
restaurants and at the school cof-
feehouse, where he started booking
shows and organizing hoot nights. Texas
A&M was two hours from Houston and
Austin, three from Dallas—and Lyle
worked the regional folk club circuit. A
journalism major, he interviewed Texas
musicians such as Nancy Griffith and
Michael Murphy for the school paper.
Lyle was that rare student who actually
used college to learn his trade.

“The motivation to write always came
from needing songs to play,” he says. “I
played the same four or five clubs every
month, and they were all places where |
played my own stuff. It was always a
good feeling to be able, the next time I
played, to have one new song. I could
make my rounds in a month before, and
now it takes a year. It definitely slows
down the need for new material and the
real motivation to work on it.”

Lyle turned 31 five days ago, and now
the doltish deejay, who has been politely
asked to cool the offensive jokes, insists
on leading the audience in singing
“Happy Birthday” to Lyle as he comes
onstage. Lyle tells the audience that he
and the Large Band have finished a new
album, just played Austin and Dallas, and
wanted to €nd up back home.

Someone yells, “We love you, Lyle!”

“Thanks, uhhhh.” Lyle looks flustered
and the people laugh. “You're a fine-
looking crowd.”

The Large Band show is an eclectic’s
delight, covering not just the expected
blues, folk and country, but extra
stretches from Francine Reed’s brassy
spotlight number, “Wild Women Never
Get the Blues,” to a gorgeous reworking
of “You Can’t Resist It”—which on
record was an AOR rock song and here
becomes a riveting workout for amplified
cello and hand-played drumkit. Lyle
introduces “L.A. County” with, “This is
your typical fatalistic country song: boy
meets girl, boy shoots girl.”

During his version of “This Old
Porch,” Lyle gets reflective. The room
is filled with not only his family, but old
friends, supporters, fellow guitar pick-
ers, even the local restaurant owner who
was the first person to ever pay Lyle to
sing. This is more than a birthday party,

it’s a homecoming celebration. So when
Lyle gets to the point in the song where
his friend Robert Keen did a monolog,
Lyle starts talking, too.

“We used to hang out a lot and play
guitar on his porch,” Lyle says tenta-
tively as he strums. “Talk to just about
everybody that walked by. You know
when he does this song, Robert tells a
great story. I've always admired
Robert’s ability to do that while he was
playin’ the guitar.” The audience laughs
and Lyle grins. “I've always had trouble
with that.” He gets serious again. “A lot
of folks walked by his house there. We
would always say hi, always strike up a

conversation. Most folks would talk to
us. Every now and then somebody
wouldn’t say anything. They'd just look
down at the ground and walk a little
faster. We met a lot of people, made a lot
of friends. And all those folks that just
kept walkin’,” Lyle looks pained, “I
always wanted to tell them I really didn’t
want anything from them. I wasn't trying
to sell them anything. Sure weren’t
gonna hurt 'em or nothin’.” The room is
leaning forward now. Lyle Lovett
searches for the words. “All I was trying
to do was...” He looks achingly sad
“...learn how to play the guitar and talk
at the same time.” ™
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hin’ to be
'derstood

ucked in a booth at Min-
neapolis’ CC Club, fresh back

“ from months of coast-hopping
spent in making the new Replace-
ments album, Paul Westerberg
takes a slug from his beer and
reflects on the lot of the near-rock-
star. “The night the U2 movie pre-
miered in L.A., we were across the
street from the Mann Chinese
Theater at the hotel. It was me and
Slim and Dan Baird from the Geor-
gia Satellites. We were sitting there
talking about guitars, and lwas
starting to wonder why the drinks
were flowing so freely. Finally the
waitress comes up and asks us,
‘Aren’t you guys in U2?’ | told her
we were in the Ramones. We were
cut off instantly.”

Just then his story is interrupted
by an old favorite on the jukebox.
“Ah, Tom Jones,” he says with
unfeigned admiration as the first
bars of “She’s a Lady” spill out of
the speaker behind us. “Now
there’s a singer. | love this. Got it
on CD, matter of fact. Best song

)
!
f
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Tommy Stinson, Chris Mars, Paul Westerberg and Slim Bunlap



REPLACEMENT

Paul Anka ever wrote.” A lot of Replacements fans will go to
their graves wanting to believe that Westerberg’s affection for
some of the most scorned pop records of the '60s and *70s is
some sort of hipster gag, but the joke’s on them. He loves the
stuff.

“Let’s see,” he says, “there were the Raspberries—']
Wanna Be with You,” ‘Let’s Pretend.” ‘I'll Be There’ by the
Jackson 5, which we’ve done live. Slade, though that was fairly
hip to like because they were loud. Joni Mitchell, 1 always liked
her. Jackson Browne, ‘One Bad Apple.’ Bobby Sherman’s
‘Little Woman.” [ love that stuff. T-Rex was always a favorite.
My friends didn’t like them because they were all into Zeppelin
and Deep Purple, and they were put off by the fact that he was
supposedly gay.

“[ liked the Go-Gos, I loved Blondie. That was one of the
first shows [ saw when I turned 19. Hank Williams, too. I guess
he had a certain coolness even then. I don’t like him now quite
as much as [ used to. Back then he was a mystery, kind of an
old, broken-down thing. As| get alittle older, I can feel for him.
I mean, fuck, he died when he was what, 29?”

And Paul’s 28.

“We didn’t
realize there’s
a thing called
promotion
people. We’d
say, ‘Get out of
here in your
leather pants.’
Talk about bite
the hand; we
tore off the
arm.”

“Yeah, with like a month to go. So...it seems a little more
tragic now. A little more real.”

A few beers and 30 or so spins of the jukebox later,
Westerberg is ready to leave the bar and go play the final mixes
of the Replacements’ third Sire LP, Don’t Tell a Soul. “1 think
vou're about the first person outside the immediate circle to
hear this,” he offers a little anxiously. Then he drops to the
floor and starts tinkering with the controls on the amp: plus five
on the treble, minus three on the bass, and crank the sucker. “I
went to the audiologist today,” he screams over the music a
few minutes later. “He says I got problems at 4,000 hertz. I'm
losin’ the high end.”

Even with the tone controls set like hell's own jukebox, the
album is riveting from the very first lick. Westerberg’s voice
strikes you first: It’s always had a great rock 'n’ roll edge, but
now it sounds more confident and emotionally encompassing—
positively sweef at certain times, tough and intractable as ever

at others. The songs are very different, too. In place of the
formula that was becoming the Mats’ vinyl signature—a
handful of Paul-only ballads, a handful of full-bore raveups with
the faint odor of filler, and a plurality of sturdy, sometimes
brilliant rockers that split the difference—Don’t Tell a Soul
weaves Westerberg's disparate impulses into a fully realized
pop record, with plenty of hooks and plenty of muscle, too.

The album contains nothing that hasn’t been implicit in their
records for years. But it’s the first time the band has taken the
time and care to make a record, as opposed to a collection of
more or less live performances in the studio; and it’s the first
time Westerberg has had the nerve to speak in his natural
voice—tentative, doubt-ridden, as prone to bittersweet
sentimentality as to righteous anger—for the length of an
entire album.

At first he didn’t think that the songs he’d written could be a
Replacements album. “I told everybody this was gonna be my
acoustic record, with no drums. But then, you know, you have
a couple beers, and I'm the first one to say okay, turn that
goddamn amp up! Let’s rock 'n’ roll a little bit. I think I was
trying to conceptualize it too much, and when you do that, what
you get is not pure. It has to just happen, and whatever feels
best is the best way to do it.”

So instead of the long-rumored Westerberg solo project, it
became the next Mats album after all. And a pivotal one, at
that, since it’s almost as certain to alienate some old fans as to
win a lot of new ones. Back in the CC Club a few days later,
bassist Tommy Stinson brushes off the probable backlash. “We
won’t even hear the people who say that. We haven'’t yet.
There’s always that jerk in the front row who yells, ‘Where’s
your brother? What’d you do with your brother?’ I mean, fuck
you, we grew up and he didn’t. It’s not that big a deal who says
we're selling out anymore. People get panicky when you're not
their little pocket group anymore—their favorite little group
that only they know about.”

“People panic whenever things change,” nods guitarist Slim
Dunlap. “Okay, so this record isn’t what people will expect it to
be. That should make us happy. If you try to stay pigeonholed
and please the old fans, that’s the kiss of death. You can’t please
everybody. But we didn’t sell out, I know that. [ have no
problem saying that to people. What is a sellout, anyway?
When you do a commercial for beer? That to me is a sellout. A
band growing and changing isn’t a sellout.”

It’s a moot question, really, because the pop accents of Don’t
Tell a Soul represent a move the band has to make. After five
years-plus as doyens of the college/alternative crowd, it’s time
to take the next hill or risk the long slide toward self-parody.
There is also a question of pride. Contrary to bohemian chic,
Paul Westerberg is, in his own perverse way, obsessed with
pop stardom. Which is not to say he’s infatuated with the idea
of limos and Letterman guest spots, or even that he’s sure he
wants to be a pop star. It’s just that he can'’t stop thinking about
it. Westerberg is as disenchanted with much of mainstream
rock as any of his contemporaries, but the fact remains that
when he was growing up hit radio was his lifeline. And deep in
his gut, he can see no reason why the Replacements shouldn’t
have some hits of their own.

“It’s almost embarrassing not to have had one by now,” he
says. “It’s like, you start out and you want as big a hit record as
the Beatles. And then you realize that ain’t cool, you don’t want
to have hits. Well, now I do. We should have a hit. Name me a
band that’s gotten progressively better over the course of
eight, nine years and hasn’t had a hit record. NRBQ, maybe.
But there’s really no one, is there? In the world, in the history
of rock 'n’ roll, ever.”

One reason, Westerberg fesses up, is the band’s penchant
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for occasionally shooting itself in the
foot. “When we first got on the label, we
didn’t realize there’s a thing called pro-
motion people. All of a sudden we’re on
Warner Bros., and these people start
coming around backstage. We say, ‘Who
the fuck are you? Get the fuck outtahere
in your leather pants.’ After you do that
for three years, you sit back and wonder,
‘Gee, why don’t we have a hit?’ Talk about
bite the hand: We tore off the arm. It’s
not like we're now gonna go back and
brown-nose, but we see, okay, it’s their
job to put the record on the radio. Now
we realize there is that end of the busi-
ness.”

Westerberg’s more sensitive to knee-
jerk recriminations from old fans and
cohorts than the rest of the band seems
to be, but with a band as prone to writing
songs about itself as the Replacements,
the proof is right there in the grooves.
“Time for a decision to be made,” Paul
sings in “Hold My Life,” the first song on
their first major-label LP, Tim. “Crack
up in the sun/ Or lose it in the shade.”
Once the dilemma is posed, though, he
retreats from it: “Hold my life/ Until I'm
ready to use it/ Hold my life/ Cuz I just
might lose it.”

Compare that to “Talent Show,” the
first cut on the new album.

In my waxed-up hair and my painted

shoes

Got an offer that you might refuse

Tonight, tonight we're gonna take

a stab

Come on along, we'll grab a cab

We ain’t much to look at, so

Close your eyes, here we go

We're playin’ at the talent show
The song contains the same trepidation as “Hold My Lite”; the
very image of a talent show suggests boundless potential for
publicly embarrassing yourself. But at the end of the song
Westerberg takes a plunge: “Too late to turn back/ Here we
go!” And that they do. Don’t Tell a Soul is the best rapproche-
ment with straight-ahead pop that any postpunk band has ever
achieved—better than anything R.E.M.’s ever done, better
than anything Hiisker Dii ever dreamed of.

Funny thing, though: Apart from “Talent Show,” very little
of the record seems to be about the band. “This time more than
any,” he agrees, “the songs aren’t about the Replacements.
That’s a difference. Because when you think about the
Replacements, or when I do, it's sorta like we're anti-
establishment. And there are other things to write about. |
guess to this point | haven’t addressed a lot of adult issues. But
this record is less ‘we/them’—by which I mean, the band
versus the establishment.” He stops himself, shakes his head.
“I don’t know,” he says with a charactenstically rueful smirk.
“I'm diggin’ a little grave here...”

m ndecision is more than a theme in Westerberg’s songwrit-
ing; it runs all through the band’s history. What this has
meant in practice is that a lot of the most important

decisions they've made have come only when their hands were
finally forced, and on grounds that were shaky at best. In

{’n )
" ’i'h/w‘l

Stinson, Westerberg and Mars trash their rehearsal space.

preparing to record Don’t Tell a Soul, Westerberg hired a
producer named Tony Berg “because he seemed like a nice
guy,” but when Berg proved to have less rock 'n’ roll experi-
ence than the band had been led to believe, they fired him
almost as casually as they had hired him. Then they hired Matt
Wallace, a young producer whose scant credits included such
blockbusters as Faith No More, Sons of Freedom and the New
Monkees, on the basis of a single phone call. He seemed like a
nice guy, too; this time they were luckier.

The Mats have done things this way since the beginning.
“They never said to me, ‘Will you be our manager?’” recalls
Peter Jesperson, the band’s discoverer, mentor and de facto
manager from 1980-85, and the repository of 1,001 shaggy dog
Mats stories. “It just happened one nighf at the Longhorn in
Minneapolis. The manager of the club, this guy named Hartley,
was badly organized, so there were always holes in the live
calendar. One night after they played there, he started
pressuring them to play again a couple of days later. I thought
they were too good to wear themselves thin doing that, and I
said so. “Hartley exploded at that. He said, "Let’s go outside!
We gotta talk where it’s quiet!” So we all went outside. I can
still picture this. It was like a game show, with the four guys
sitting on a concrete bench, and here’s Hartley and here’s me.
Hartley’s going, ‘I think you guys should take this gig!" And I'm
saying, 'No, I don’t think you should. You're too good. Don’t
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REPLACEMENTS

sell yourself short.” Finally Hartley said, ‘Do I have to talk to
this guy every time I book you?’ Paul kinda looked at me like,
would that be okay?” Jesperson gave him a furtive nod. “And
so Paul says, ‘Yeah.’ That was my official hiring.”

If the Replacements have always seemed ill at ease making
career decisions, one reasonis that they never got accustomed
to thinking they had a career. They were just guys from the
neighborhood who wanted to play rock 'n’ roll. “I met Paul
when I was managing Oar Folk [a record shop] and we were
getting Twin Tone going, ” says Jesperson. “One day he came
in and gave me a tape with four songs on it. I was backed up
with tapes at the time, so I didn’t listen and I didn’t listen. Paul
came in two or three times to ask what I thought, but I still
hadn’t gotten to it. At that time all the bands around here
sounded like the Stooges, and it was getting hard to think of
new ways to say no to these bands.

“Finally I just took a stack of tapes and a boombox back to
my office. Six or seven tapes into this listening session, I threw
in the tape Paul gave me. About 20 seconds into the first song
I went, holy fuck, and I called three of my best musical pals to
hear it. They all came down and agreed that the tape was great.
So I called Paul back and said, ‘Were you thinking of a single or
an album?’ He said, ‘You want to record this? We only wanted
you to help us get a gig at the Longhorn.””

To Westerberg it must have seemed part fairy tale, part
destiny fulfilled. “This'll sound storybook,” he admits, “but the
first day I walked in and saw the other guys together, | knew it
was magical. I don’t want to get into describing how everybody
looked and everything, but I knew the second I saw Tommy,
Bob [Stinson] and Chris [Mars] that it was a good mixture—
Tommy being so young and Bob being so loud and Chris being
so versatile. I knew it would work. The end.”

Well, not exactly the end. “Did Paul tell you how he got into
the band?” laughs Jesperson. “Basically he lied his way in. He
used to listen to them practicing when he’d come home from
work. He’d hear this noise coming from the basement and he’d
hide in the bushes and listen. He ended up meeting Chris at
school or something, and Chris said, ‘Why don’t you come jam
with us?’

Tommy Stinson shootin’ dirty pool.

“So he did. But they had another singer at the time. He was
pretty crappy, and Paul thought, I'm better than this guy. So he
went and told the guy, ‘Listen, I really think you're great, but
the band doesn’t like you.’ And then he told the band, ‘Hey, he
doesn’t want to play with you anymore.’ The guy ended up
splitting, and that’s how Paul got the frontman slot.”

About a year after they met Jesperson, the Replacements
made their first Twin Tone album, Sorry Ma, Forgot to Take Out
the Trash. Before long they were taking it on the road in a beat-
up van, rock 'n’ roll innocents playing weekends on the
Minneapolis-Duluth-Madison circuit and working hard at
seeming hip and jaded beyond their years. Tommy was 13 at
the time, Paul 20; Chris and Bob fell between them in age. “I
remember the first time we were actually leaving to head east,
past Madison,” says Jesperson. “We were going to Mil-
waukee, Cleveland, Pittsburgh, whatever. I remember Chris
asking, ‘Are there any mountains in Wisconsin?’ And when we
got to the time zone change in Ohio, I said, ‘Okay everybody,
it’s an hour later now. Set your watches.’ Bob says, ‘What do
you mean?’ I said, ‘We're in Eastern time now. It’s an hour
later.” Bob goes, ‘They can’t do that!””” He laughs out loud at the
memory. “It was pretty swell in those days.”

The poignancy of the story is that in a much larger sense,
the Replacements really didn’t know where they were going,
or what to expect when they got there. Like a lot of neighbor-
hood bands, they originally conceived of playing rock 'n’ roll not
as a means of getting something, but as a means of getting
away from something: dead-end jobs, stunted lives. Wester-
berg describes his upbringing as thoroughly middle-class, but
that seems doubtful when you consider that some of his
unreleased songs have titles like “Bad Worker” and “I Was a
Gas Station Attendant.” Or when you hear the very working-
class gorge that rises in the singer of “Waitress in the Sky”
when he thinks a stewardess is slighting him because he’s
flying coach. “Don’t treat me special and don’t kiss my ass, ” he
growls, “just treat me like the way they treat ’em up in First
Class.” On one level a pure toss-off—the performance is rough
even by Replacements standards, and the melody line is
cadged from Johnny Rivers’ “Mountain of Love”—*Waitress”
is ironically also one of the better evocations of class resent-
ment that '80s rock has produced. And pretty firm evidence
that Westerberg’s sensibilities are anything but middle-class.

But however he chooses to characterize his background,
Westerberg’s own prospects—and those of the other guys in
the band—weren’t too good. Everyone in the band hated
school; not one even finished high school. (Paul got through
twelfth grade, but was denied graduation for detention
undone.) “We're a diplomaless band,” Westerberg says now
with an air of casual resignation, but he couldn’t always afford
to be so diffident.

“When I was 17 or 18,” he said last year, “I worked in a
Munsingwear factory, where I pushed this cart with wet fabric
around. I worked in a steel mill for two weeks, loading a steel
crusher. I was a janitor, too. I had enough of sweeping under
other people’s feet and having them look down at me. They’re
getting minimum wage, and they’re looking down at me like I'm
beneath them. I think that spurred me on to get in a band.

“I guess I wanted to be somebody. I didn’t want to be a
working stiff, which is all I was. I thought, God, it’d be cool to
be up there, and it'd be neat not to have to work in the day and
to do this at night instead. It was very simple: I admired the
things I saw on TV, and the bands I saw around here.”

Bad jobs weren’t the only problem he was trying to rise
above. “With my friends, ” he admits, “I always felt a little out
of place. I like sports and stuff, but I never quite. .. everybody
I knew liked to go swimming and fishing and hunting and to
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“'ve come to grips
with the fact that I’'m
an artist. For years |
pretended | wasn’t. |
pretended | was a
punk, a rocker, a
drunk and a hood-
lum. ’'m not a hood-
lum. ’m af#@®5<g

football games. [ didn’t fit that. [ never remember feeling truly
comfartable with any of my friends. There was stuff [ wanted
to tell them that they would laugh at when I tried to explain it.
They'd say, ‘Guys don't talk that way!’ Anc | was afraid of girls,
which is another thir.g guys aren’t supposed to talk about. Se |
wrote songs instead.” He pulls up short, a little embarrassed.
“So you know the rest. Blah blah blah.”

But getting into the band was no panacea; Westerberg
simply carried the same problems into a different arena. At
least he was playing rock 'n’ roll, but for a long time the sense
of identity he’d been looking for didn’t corne any easier. “It’s
been hard for me to do,” he says, “but ['ve come to grips with
the fact that I'm an artist. For years [ preterded | wasn't. |
pretended I was a punk, [ pretended | was a rocker, and a
drunk, and a hoodlum. I'm not a hoodlum. I'm a fucking artist.
And now [ can deal with that, but [ hid it until 1985. That was at
a point where [ was out of the family, so to speak. | grew away
rom them, and | didn’t know where [ belonged.”

or the postpunk bands that have emerged in the 1980s,
“naying homage to the punk explosion of 1976 has become
{0 almost an act of ritual affirmation, like zenuflecting on
entering a church. On first blush the Replacements seem tc be
no exception. “When I heard the Sex Pisto's for the £rst time,”
says Westerberg, “I was in this band called Neighborhood
Threat, playing lead guitar but not singirg. This was a bard that
played a lot of Rush covers and Budgie. The day we got the
Sex Pistols record and put it on, it was like, 1 ain’t playin’ with
these fuckers ever again. I'm gorna go get a haircut and start a
fuckin’ band and sing. ['ve said before that it was Johnny's voice
that convinced me I could sing, too. Or that [ couddn’t sing, oo,
hut [ was going to anyway.

“It was the first rock 'n’ roll I'd heard, to my ears—'cause
you're too young to understand the Rolling Stones when you're
five. What [ heard was excitement, and a certain sense of
abandon. And I think there's an element of yearning, a sort of
pissed-off yearning. You want something that may be unattain-
able, but that doesn’t stop you from wanting it all the more.
That’s the feeling I got from the good punk bands. It wasr't a
pose; they really were angry. [ wasn't sure what they were
angry about, but [ wasn’t sure what [ was angry about, either.”

Punk/hardcore was the original premise of the Replace-

artist.”

ments, but a funny thing happened on the way to mohawks and
premature obscurity: The Mats discovered they weren't really
a punk band. “We were probably a little too late and a little too
young. Or a little oo early and a little too smart. We were
spawned by power-pop and hardcore, which were both
offshoots of punk, so we were a product of that environment.
But basically we were a pop band that played really loud and
really fast. And [ guess we never got fully assaulted by the
whole punk thing. We just had some records; we never heard
it on the radio or anything. I think the Midwest saved us from
being a punk band, because the only punk band around here
was the Suicide Comrmnandos, and we were too young to get in
to see them. With no one to imitate, we had to make up our
own version of it.”

Being your basic unreconstructed pop fan didn’t help
Westerberg's standing as a punk, either. “Right. Though [ was
afraid to admit that at the time. Hell, we were never a punk
bard. But [ dare say we were truer punks than a lot of bands
who dressed in black and had the haircuts and said the slogans.
We never took shit from anybody and we did what we
wanted—which was more daring than saving, [ am the anti-
Christ, I am an anti-perspirant, or whatever.”

A few days later at the CC Club, Chris Mars seconds that
emotion: “I'm a '70s fan. [ can’t helpit.”

“Hear, hear!” cries Tommy, who was all of three years old
when that endlessly mai'gned decade began.

“We were this way since the beginning,” continues Mars,
“but we were lumped into this little punk thing. From the
beginning, we played for skinheads and we had long hair and
we played 90 miles an hour. But that wasn't us. In the back of
our minds, we were always thinking Thin Lizzy.”

“We tned to fit their mold.” says Tommy, “but we secretly
liked the other side that they didn’t like. We were a suck-ass
hardcore band.”

“It was almost a battle,” laughs Mars. “‘Okay, we see your
bald heads, and we're supposed to play fast for you skinhead
fuckers.’ You sit there doing that and you start to get angry,
because you're trying 1o play so fast and meanwhile vou're
thinking, what the fuck am [ doing here? And then they yell,
‘Play faster!”

“But that,” he declares after a moment, “was then.”

“And this is now!” vells Tommy with manic glee, lunging
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toward the tape recorder to deliver a special message: “Fuck
you, skinheads!”

A few minutes later, somebody punches up “Sugar Sugar”
by the Archies on the box. “We used to play this for the
skinheads,” Tommy recalls. “It was about three times this fast,
and nobody could sing the high part.”

“Back when we was fake,” smiles Mars.

Though it wasn’t apparent at the time, the band found that
once they’d run the hardcore gamut, they'd also come to the
end of the road with Bob Stinson. As a guitar player, Stinson
lived out the advice he always dispensed to drivers when the
band’s van was stuck in traffic: “Close your eyes and floor it!”
When Westerberg lost interest in writing that kind of music,
Stinson lost interest in the band. So for a couple of years (the
period spanning Let It Be and Tim, essentially) they continued
to coexist uneasily, with Westerberg writing the occasional
“Dose of Thunder” for Bob to go nuts on. He admits now that
alot of it was filler.

“It got to the point where I couldn’t grow and write the kind
of songs I wanted to with basically a punk/metal guitar player
wailing his ass off on every song. I always liked writing songs
that I thought the band could get off on, that they could shine
on. I ran out of ideas that Bob could shine on.”

The differences were more than musical. “Bob lost the
concept of the band. He was just himself, and just into what he
was doing. And frankly, I felt like he didn’t like me anymore.
Personal things like that have an effect. How am I supposed to
write a song thinking that the lead guitar player doesn't like my
songs and doesn't like me? He believed the image we played
with onstage. It’s scary, like the Brian Jones thing. Not that we
were posing at it; we drank and took drugs a lot. All of that. But
Bob thought that was the Replacements. He didn’t understand,
oh, we gotta play some music, too. We gotta do something.”

even after they’d shed Bob, and along with him the last
remnants of their hardcore reputation, the Replace-
ments still faced some serious problems. The “sham”
Westerberg felt himself living out at times was more than a
matter of accommodating a musical style he wasn’t interested
in anymore; it involved larger questions about the climate of
postpunk rock generally.

Joke as they might about their own failings as a punk band,
the Replacements were one of the purest products of the
postpunk rock scene that took shape in the early ’80s.
Countless new bands shared a widespread contempt for
mainstream rock, directed partly at the smug, passionless
professionalism of many 70s rockers but more fundamentally
at rock’s seeming cooption. In the '60s, it was hip to have hits,
to be a “rock star,” because rock was an outsider’s language.
But in the early '80s, mainstream rock seemed too often
synonymous with middlebrow entertainment. So the postpunk
bands embraced amateurism and sneered at popularity. In so
doing, many bands fell victim to a perverse elitism as stifling
and false in its own way as any Rod Stewart star trip. As the
college/alternative scene grew more and more cloistered
toward the middle of the decade, fans grew more and more
possessive. Favored bands were supposed to be “their little
pocket group that only they knew about.” For a lot of bands
this poses no problems; for a band as restless and ambitious as
the Replacements (or R.E.M.), who aren’t about to stay in one
place, it does.

“Just the other day,” says Westerberg, “I was downtown
and a couple of punk girls walked by and burst out laughing. It
didn’t really hurt, because it seemed to me more of a pose for
them. They’re supposed to laugh at me because I used to be a
punk, and look at me now. That kind of irritated me. It made

Beer for breakfast: 8:30 a.m. at the CC Club.

me wanna follow 'em and spit at 'em.” He smiles. “So I guess
some things don’t change.” “To an extent I think it gets to
him,” says Jesperson. “But on the other hand he’d say, ‘Fuck
it. If they think I'm deserting them, then they don’t understand
what I'm doing.’”’

But amateurism eventually became an end in itself for too
many bands. It turned into a pose as ludicrous as the ones that
generated it. “Oh, yeah,” sighs Westerberg, “after eight
years...In the first two years our antics got us gigs, got us
loved, got us hated. At least it got our name around. We played
that up. We were pretty young and we didn’t worry about what
would Eappen tomorrow. All we wanted to do was make sure
we were headlining the next gig, not Hiisker Dii. So we would
make sure the night before that we played twice as bad or twice
as good as them just so people would have our names on their
lips. At times it has become an albatross. I've been onstage at
times when I felt like, this is bunk, this is pretending. When we
startec we were hacks. We were amateurs. And we’re not
anymore. We're professionals.” And then, the inevitable smirk
and the self-effacing afterthought: “Professional whats, I don’t
know.”

The Replacements’ reputation as a band of “alcoholic boobs”
(Tommy’s words) was elevated to the level of rock mythology
by alate-1984 Village Voice feature that the band resents to this
day. “RJ Smith came with us on the road,” says Tommy, “and
saw how we slept, how we drank, how we loved each other,
how we loved the band. He took it and made it look like
something ugly.”

Tommy’s protests aside, though, the Replacements’ rep for
erratic behavior and relentless self-abuse wasn’t always
unearned. But when the band began to back away fromit, they
found they had a ghoulish legacy to contend with. The drinking
“is one side of us,” Westerberg told me a year ago. “We can do
that. But we certainly can get up there and play, too. We've
been booed for playing good. It’s hard. The audience is split;
half want to hear the quiet things, half want to hear the rockers
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and another fraction just wants to hear
the bullshit and see us fall down. So we
can’t please everyone, and we just try to
please ourselves. Some nights what
pleases us is to get rip-roarin’ drunk and
fall down. That happens less and less
now, though, because you can’t do it all
the time and still be around. It was
getting old last time [the Tim tour]. We
could tell by the people who were getting
into it that it was less a matter of real
kicks and more serious alcoholics being
there and needing reinforcement: ‘Look,
I can be fucked up because they're
fucked up.” We got to see some of that,
and it was getting pretty scary.

“I dare say it almost got to be a shtick,
where we would do it on purpose now
and then. But that was a few years ago.
Last year it was half-albatross and half-
confusion: ‘If we don’t do it, they're
gonna hate us, and if we do it, they're
probably gonna be sick of it anyway.””

Westerberg is afraid to alienate any
part of his audience. “Shit,” he says at
one point, the frustration welling up in
his voice, “I've probably already alen-
ated all the people who first saw us. But
I am not in this to lose any fans. I just
wanna make new ones. If I'm gonna have
a core of fans, I'd like to have the ones
that liked us from the beginning as
opposed to starting all over and getting a
whole core of new ones.

“I don't try to write for kids anymore.
I've tried, and I realize I can’t. Most
people who respond to what I do are my
age or older, I think. Some kids will get
it, but they usually are...bright... Thisis
sticky. It’s not like I'm trying to play up
to dumb kids by saying this, but I feel
more for the dumb, confused kid than I
do for the highly intelligent adult who's
maybe in financial difficulty. I feel caught
in the middle between ’em, but my
allegiance is still for the kid. I don’t know
why. Maybe in a few years it'll change.
But I remember when I was 16, it meant
a lot to me to get the feeling that they
were talking to me. I want to create that
feeling, without being so obvious as to
say things like: ‘Hey, little girl, it ain’t so
bad, you're gonna grow out of it.””

A similar concern surfaces again when
he explains why he doesn’t mind includ-
ing songs like “Dose of Thunder” and
“Red Red Wine” in live shows. They
may be filler to him, he says, but “you
gotta think you're gonna play 30 songs or
whatever in a night. If there’s a few you
don’t love, but somebody has waited a
year and saved all their money to come
hear them, fuckin’ play 'em, you know?
Play 'em, and try as hard as you can.
We're not out there to piss people off,
not anymore. We tried it for a while, to

be cool. That’s bullshit. Everything he does is analyzed: ‘What
“The people who listen hard and like  does this mean?’ I don’t want to be that.”
the serious side, that’s fine. But the Bring your own lampshade, somewhere

people who don’t do that, the people who there’s a party

work all day in crummy jobs, they listen Here it's never-ending, can’t remember
and come to the shows, too. You're a how it started

writer. When was the last time you Pass around the lampshade, there'll be
bought a ticket to a show? That’s what I plenty of room in jail

mean. | gotta think of that, too. I gotta If bein’ wrong’s a crime, I'm servin’
think of the person who works hard and forever

hates their fucking job. I can relate to If being strong’s your kind, then I need
that; I did it for a little while, and [ hate help here with this feather

what I'm doing sometimes. If [ write If being afraid is a crime, we'll hang
totally for the intellect that dissects and side by side

seeks to understand what I'm saying, At the swingin’ party down the line
then I'm gonna turn into Elvis Costello. — “Swingin’ Party” (Tim)
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Every great rock 'n’ roll band has had its characteristic
obsessions. If the Stones’ was sex and the Who's was identity
crises, for Westerberg and the Replacements one key
theme—maybe the key theme-—is fear. It's one of the things
that bind the band together: fear of success, of failure, of em-
barrassment, of straightforward self-presentation, and deeper
in Westerberg’s heart, fear of rejection, pure and simple.

Though they’re squeamish about saying so, fear as much as
fun is a reason why drinking has always figured so prominently
in the Replacements saga. Explaining their last hometown
appearance, a disastrous show in a 3,000-seat theater,
Westerberg offers plenty of reasons: discomfort with theaters,
a bad case of nerves with so many friends at the show and so
on. But then he blurts, “Probably, honestly, we were just very
nervous and got very drunk. If it had been someplace else
where we didn’t feel we had to be something great, we’d
probably go out and be ourselves and do fine. When we’re on
the spot to show our hometown fans that we're the best and
we haven't lost it, we get scared. And we drink.”

What about now? Between the potential breakouts and the
probable backlash from the old guard, it's got to be a scary
time. But don’t expect the band to give you a straight answer
about it. “Yeah,” nods Jesperson. “I don’t know if Paul would
like me to be saying it, but you’re probably aware of it anyway.
[ think he s scared. Not wimpy-scared, but he’s got the brunt
of the weight on him from a million angles. Wanting to spend
time with [his wife] Laurie, not wanting to travel too much, not
wanting to be away from home. Not wanting to desert the
band.

“George Regius, their attorney, worked real hard and got
'em a good record deal. I think Paul really wants to deliver on
one hand, but he’s afraid of the consequences. Like, ‘What if |
pour my heart and soul out and make this record [ want to
make, and it flops? Or what if [ make a record that really is
successful, how do I cope with celebrity?’ Of the two, I'd say
he’s more afraid of making a record he thought was really great
and having it flop.”

No doubt about that. “I don't give 100 percent. I always try
to withhold something for myself,” Westerberg has said on
several occasions. He insists he’s not comfortable with the
thought of being understood too well by his fans or friends.
(*“Thought about, not understood/ She’s achin’ to be” is how he
puts it in “Achin’ to Be,” one of Don’t Tell a Soul's best songs;
it may be the most autobiographical line he’s ever written,
despite the gender switch.) Without some measure of artifice,
the prospect of rejection would be foo painful. So Westerberg
is a little evasive, in song and in person—frequently reversing
himself, always trying to put an ironic spin on his words so that
they don’t reveal too much. It all comes out in his songs
anyway; at heart he has more than a little of the confessional
singer/songwriter in him, right there alongside the world-class
rock 'n’ roller.

Sometimes the more personal songs worry him. “A lot of
times | write songs and I don’t know what they mean. I don’t
know if I'm singing about myself, about someone I met years
ago, someone | just saw this afternoon. Listening back to them
over a period of years, the meaning will change even for me. |
don’t know why [ wrote them. And that scares me. It makes
me feel like I never really wrote the thing, like somebody else
did and it just came out of me. That’s when I feel like [ might be
cracking a little.” He means it, too; you don't have to spend
much time with Westerberg to realize that he’s stone-scared of
the implications in some of his own songs. Being in the
Replacements helps him manage that side of himself he isn’t
sure he wants to know. Sometimes it’s the most prudent thing
musically, too.

“I don’t like to listen to anybody sing about themselves for
45 minutes,” he says. “And if [ did a solo album, I could be a
prime candidate to make that foolish move. If you're the
mouthpiece for a band, you've gotta say stuff that they can get
behind. That kinda keeps me in check. I can be fairly personal,
but I have an obligation to say things that they can believe in.

“Basically, if Tommy wasn’t in the group, we wouldn’t play
as much rock 'n’ roll, because he likes rock 'n’ roll. I get a true
kick out of coming up with a rock 'n’ roll song that he likes to
play. 'Cause we're good friends and...I bounce my songs off
those guys first. If it was all head music, it'd be boring, and
Tommy’s young enough and has enough spirit to realize that.
You've gotta have some body music in what you do, or you
might as well write a book.

“To me,” he says later, “the greatest fear is to be boring.
And if people understood the things [ was really writing about
(in the more personal songs], they might be bored shitless. So
I don’t want them to understand.”

But when you set yourself up as the misunderstood soul,
don’t you stand to become your own worst enemy?

“No,” he says angrily. “Here, I'll drop a bomb. If people
understood me, they would realize that I have absolutely
nothing to say. Which is what [ said years ago. So let’s keep it
vague, and make them believe I'm saying something, when all
along all I'm doing is talking to myself. And it’s like, [ have to
find these grandiose ways to make it seem like a big statement
when all I'm doing is thinking to myself. If I keep it vague,
someone’s gonna be fooled into thinking there’s a message.

“I spend at least 50 percent of my life, if not more, all by
myself. Alone. And I talk to myself. This is not the beautiful
loser bullshit, but I @m a loner. That's where my ideas come
from. That's where [ do what [ do. And whenit’s done, I try to
rationalize it or talk about it, but I feel like I'm talking about
something [ don’t understand and I'm just trying my best to
look like [ know what I'm talking about.

“Listen,” he says in pure exasperation, “I'm talking my way
out of a job here.”

Not really. But Westerberg genuinely seems not to under-
stand that most artists endure some version of this struggle
with doubt, this trouble with articulating the root motives
behind their work; he thinks it’s unique to him. And he’s afraid
that if he leaves the Replacements behind, everybody else will
figure out the score, too.

Of course it’s not that simple. If fear is one thing binding the
Replacements together, they are also together for the best of
reasons: They are an honest-to-God rock 'n’ roll band, which
is to say that they accomplish things together that surpass the

CONTINUED ON PAGE 98

TALENT SHOW

n most of Don't Tell a Soul, Paul Westerberg plays a Dan

Armstrong guitar with a clear Lucite body. “That's his

standard,” says Slim Dunlap. “He broke it twice in making !

the record. But to tell the truth, he'll play any guitar you put
in his hands.” Paul still has his Yamaha acoustic ot home, and his
'56 Les Paul. Slim plays a Telecaster, o Les Paul goldtop and a
Gibson 335. "l like guitars that look like guitars,” he adds. “All the
new ones look too much like hot rods.” Paul and Slim both play
through Marshall 100-watt stacks.

“Tommy’s got an orange Thunderbird bass he broke in LA.”
says Westerberg. "He also plays a red Fender ond a green
Rickenbacker with funky-ass pickups that make it sound like a
guitar.” What about Chris2 “He's sfill got the same drums. Black
ones.”
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BEGINNINGS

The Fleetwood Mac Nobody Knows



The High Priestess of Pop-Rock is spitting mad.

“Mark my words," says Stevie Nicks, a furnace in
her gaze, “tomorrow, in this very room, is the final
reckoning, and if Lindsey Buckingham dares to insist
his own projects are more important than the future
of Fleetwood Mac—that's it! New beginnings have
always been the best part of this band. | swear it to
you now: If there needs to be a new Fleetwood Mac,
we'll start all over again!”

It 1s Wednesday, July 8, 1987, and the wild-hearted
head siren of rock 'n’ roll's longest-running passion
play is storming around the art nouveau-packed
living room of her hillside Los Angeles home, attired
in full Good Witch of the
West Coast finery.
Stevie's startling fashion
statement builds up-
wards from white lace
anklets and black span-
dex hose to a vision of
cemetery seduction.
And there is disorder in
the dark lady's realm.

“If that man tries to
hang us up,” she vows,
regarding Fleetwood Mac's errant lead guitarist, “he
iIs not gonna have the last laugh!”

The matter at hand on that fateful afternoon
more than a year ago was the future of Fleetwood
Mac, which rose to musical prominence in the 1970s
as heir to the pop throne vacated by the Beatles and
the Beach Boys. The British-American unit was the
prolific purveyor of such transcendent hits as “Over
My Head." "Rhiannon (Will You Ever Win)"
“Dreams,” “Gypsy"...the list is endless, with another
bumper crop from 1987's hit Tango in the Night.
Tango was five years in the dawning, and it
arrived nearly a donkey's age after Rumours,

BY

who wound up stretched on the rack of his cohorts’
frustrations.

And so, two weeks after the July ‘87 ultimatum
expressed by Nicks and company, Lindsey Bucking-
ham was dismissed from Fleetwood Mac. He was
replaced seemingly overnight by Billy Burnette,
accomplished (seven solo LPs) son of rockabilly
legend Dorsey Burnette, and by Rick Vito, former
Bob Seger/Jackson Browne lead guitarist. Burnette
had once backed Lindsey in his extracurricular
concerts and also played in Mick Fleetwood's spinoff
combo, the Zoo. Vito served a hitch with Fleetwood
Mac mentor John Mayall's blues infantry. As further
evidence of the durabil-
ity of the Mac tradition,
the band has just issued
Greatest Hits, a com-
pendium of modern
Mac chart successes—
plus material cut by the
latest lineup, with “As
Long As You Follow”
currently filling the air-
waves.

As promising as the
new group appears, the challenge of overcoming the
loss of Lindsey Buckingham looms large. It's strange
that last year brought both the comeback and the
dissolution of the most famous Fleetwood Mac
lineup, yet their swan songs on Tango boasted all the
star-crossed struggles and pop enigmas for which
they had become renowned. “Big Love,” the first
single from Tango, carried a hint of foreboding with
its inscrutable choruses of sweaty ooohs and aaahs.
Who, the rock rumor mill wondered, was responsi-
ble for such outbursts? With a wink and a shrug,
Buckingham is now happy to fess up.

"It surprised me there was a whole lot of

oo e TIMOTHY WHITE 5 e e o ove

acoustic pop. 7Tango's appearance hinged on a
belated mating dance with Buckingham, the band's
eccentric studio Merlin. It is he, along with former
inamorata Nicks and sultry songbird Christine
McVie, who have generazed most of the band’s
output. And it is he who frequently shaped that
often “rough” yield in the control room until it shone
from a light within. Buckingham was the resident
alchemist in this medieval court intrigue, and the man

grunts,’ or whatever you want to call them,” says
Lindsey, with a nasal laugh, while seated in the Slope,
the cluttered 24-track home studio inside his quasi-
oriental Bel Air home. “That was actually me—with
VSOs, variable-speed oscillators. There's a lot you
can do in terms of your arranging and your voicing
with slowing and speeding tape machines. It was odd
that so many people wondered if it was Stevie on
there with me. | guess it just follows the same thread
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as everything that was brought to the public in Rumours—you
know, the musical soap opera.”

Buckingham is referring to the romantic taffy pull amongst
the band’s personnel that turned brittle after the formidable
success of Fleetwood Mac, the 1975 album on which the L.A.
contingent of the 20-year-old Mac debuted. By the time the
followup Rumours LP was completed, Lindsey and Stevie's
four-year romance was asunder; ditto the marriage of
Christine McVie and bassist John McVie, as well as founder-
drummer Mick Fleetwood’s with Jenny Boyd. (Mick and his
spouse divorced, remarried, and then in 1979 divorced again,
Jenny’s penchant for rock wedlock being shared by sister Patti
Boyd Harrison/Clapton/Harrison/Clapton).

“While Fleetwood Mac took only two or three months to
record,” says Nicks, “Rumours took 12 months because we
were all trying to hold the foundation of Fleetwood Mac
together, and trying to speak to each other in a civil tone, while
sitting in a tiny room listening to each other’s songs about our
shattered relationships. It was very, very tense—a room full of
divorced people who didn’t dare bring anybody new into the
same room, because nobody was gonna be nice to anybody
brought into the circle.”

Back then, at least, there was a strained consensus that the
circle be unbroken. No such unity of purpose still prevailed in

The many faces of Mac—1987: Fleetwood, Vito, McVie, Nicks, McVie & Burnette

the wake of Tango in the Night, which only came about after
Christine McVie recruited Buckingham, Fleetwood and her
ex-husband to help her cut a new version of the Elvis chestnut
“Can't Help Falling in Love” for the score of an aptly titled
Blake Edwards film, A Fine Mess.

“There were no uiterior motives to try and get the band
together,” Christine maintains, yet the abrupt momentum of
the project, begun in late '85, served to weaken Buckingham's
hard-won new independence from the supergroup.

“At the beginning of Tango, we hadn’t spent a lot of time
together,” explains Buckingham, a slight, delicately-featured
man whose diffident look is countered by an intense dis-
course. “So, because there was no real central organizing
force, people on the periphery started to get into the picture.
Lawyers started to construct a situation that would get this
thing off the ground, and their perception of a creative situation

to inject something ‘new’ was to bring in a young guy from New
York to engineer/produce. It took us a week to realize this guy
was in a little over his head.”

The inorganic methodology backfired as it became ob-
vious that Lindsey and engineer-best friend Richard Dashut,
who had been studio maestros for the Mac from the audacious
Tusk onward, could not contribute to the fold in a compartmen-
talized fashion. In order to steady the foundering Tango,
Buckingham and Dashut saw no alternative but to plunder the
best assets of Lindsey’s beloved third solo LP-in-progress. “I
used everything that [ liked for Tango,” he moans, a total of
four songs commencing with “Big Love.” Then it came time to
either farm out wordless music tracks to the other members,
or buff the rough gems they proffered.

“If I had to choose my main contributing factor to the band,”
he says, “it wouldn’t be as a guitarist, a writer or a singer. It
would be as someone who knows how to take raw material
from Christine and Stevie and forge that into something. That’s
anice gift to have, and to be able to help people with.

“I think I'm coming into the most creative period of my life,”
he rules, “and whether that has to do with Fleetwood Mac or
whether it doesn’t is not really important. My solo work is back
on track, Warners has already heard and liked some fruits of
my latest labors, and the public will shortly be able to judge for
themselves. [The album is expected
later this year. ] Meantime, I've done my
best by this group of people!”

They had wanted more. Not out of
selfishness so much as simple need.
They expected Buckingham to set aside
his own aims and press on with a world
tour in support of the seven-million
selling Tango. While Lindsey was
neither the star of this outfit (Stevie has
that slot), nor its leader (don't let the
sunken stare fool you; manic flailer Mick
Fleetwood has always stayed in charge),
Buckingham was its strategist, theorist
and master mechanic. He’s always been
most adept at devising high-minded
artistic maneuvers, while the rest of his
colleagues have clung to a humbler
purpose: survival. Now he was history.

“On August 5th, 1987, the new history
of Fleetwood Mac began, ” stated Stevie
Nicks at a secret September band re-
hearsal in Venice, California, just before
the revised Vito-Burnette edition em-
barked on its baptismal concert trek.

According to Nicks, the original July
'87 meeting in which the band was to have it out with
Buckingham proved anticlimactic. All personnel arrived at
Nicks’ house in the afternoon, arranging themselves on the
semi-circular ivory leather couch in her living room. The
atmosphere was taut, but Lindsey diffused the tensions by
announcing that he might still be open to the road trip. A low-
key dinner for final deliberations was scheduled for that
evening—and Lindsey failed to show.

Nonetheless, a call came from his management several days
later, informing one and all that Buckingham would indeed tour.
“We all got really excited,” Nicks recalls. “It was like, ‘Well,
he’s gonna do it, even if it's only for 10 weeks. It’s gonna be
great, we'll get to play, and we’re gonna make some money;
everybody needs to make some money.’” Instantly, all of the
members’ separate management offices aligned to spend a
frenetic week booking an intricate itinerary that more properly
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1969: McVie, Green, Fleetwood, Spencer & Kirwan

shauld have been arranged six months earlier.

The night before the final production meeting to settle on
additional backup musicians, lighting and staging, etc.,
Buckingham’s representatives rang Nicks and guest Mick
Fleetwood at her main manse in Phoenix, Arizona, to tell them
Lindsey had rescinded his agreement. In callective shock, but
unwilling to face the humiliation of informing the nation’s top
concert promoters that the band was in dire disarray, the rest
of Fleetwood Mac demanded a confrentation in Los Angeles
with their delinquent whiz kid.

That August 5th conference lasted a matter of mmutes
before Nicks was on her heels, tongue-lashing her old
bovfriend. The duo’s mutual harangue culminated in an
outdoors tiff in an L.A. parking lot that grew more deeply felt
than either party ever intended or feared.

“It was horrifying for both of us,” says a somber Stevie
Nicks, describing her August altercation with Lindsey
Buckingham, a shouting match extraordinaire. “We said too
much to each other. We said all the things that we had wanted
to say for the last 10 years, and we screamed at each other.
Those things in a relationship that you try to never say just in
case you do get back together—we said those things. Lindsey
and I had been going together from abeut 1971 to around 1976.
But we never really broke up until that moment. We've since
patched up our friendship, because Lirdsey is far too important
to my life not to do that, but the creative ties are behind us.

“The thing about Fleetwood Mac is that everybody wants
everybody to be free,” Nicks now reflects, “everybody wants
you to be in this group because yox want to. I think that in his
heart Lindsey didn’t want to say, ‘I quit, 'm leaving.’
Evervbody believes in
dreams and fairytales, and we
all haped he’d change his
mind. | knew he would never
change his mind.

“He just wants to concen-
trate completely on his own
music, recorded and played
on his terms,” she sum-
marizes. “And I admit he’s
certainly earned that right.”

Not surprisingly, Bucking-
ham concurs. “In the past,”
he says, “what I've done is
given over the commercial

side to Fleetwood Mac, and tried to make, hopefully, more
artistic statements on solo records.” And how would he
describe those statements? “Ah, just lust, longing, loneli-
ness,” he answers with a subtle grin. “Same old thing you
always hear from me.”

Hours after the parking lot blowout with Buckingham, Nicks
asked Mick Fleetwood if she could join him for dinner. Mick had
reserved a table at the chic Le Dome bistro on Sunset
Boulevard for himself, Zoo guitarist Burnette and free agent
Vito. Mick and his manager Dennis Dunstan wanted to invite
the two musicians to a Fleetwood Mac band rehearsal slated
for the following afternoon.

“I walked into the restaurant,” says Nicks, “sat down, and
was introduced to Rick Vito, who I saw play with Bob Seger,
but had never met before. What really happened was that
everybody just started to smile. And as | sat there I thought
the same thing I did at the beginning of Fleetwood Mac, when
Lindsey and I joined; I thought these are going to be very close
friends of mine.

“And | want this to work out, I want us to converge,” says
Nicks, who invited the fresh lineup to her house for the August
’87 Harmonic Convergence, “so if there is something happen-
ing up there we'd be first on that priority list. You don’t ever
replace anybody, or their soul or their historical value to
Fleetwood Mac, but you do go on.”

What had always rescued
the band from artistic dissolu-
tion, as well as tatty back-
stage sordidness, is its can-
dor about individual sins and
shared illusions. Rock 'n’ roll
was once synonymous with
scathing honesty, but in an
era when the music is rife
with hypocrisy and specious
accommodation, the family
tree of Fleetwood Mac con-
tinues to bare its fairest
foliage as well as it knots. You
may elect to go your own
way, but it’s how you travel
the twisted route that makes
the destination worthwhile.

N
A4

n the beginning there was hot-wire limey blues, and the

brisk hoisting of lager that blurred the band’s rainiest days.

Peter Green, né Greenbaum, Eric Clapton’s replace-

ment in John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers, quit that crew in 1967
and invited sometime interior decorator Mick Fleetwood—
who had been dropped from the Bluesbreakers for chronic
drunkenness—to join his own
fledgling outfit. To flesh out the
sound, Green chose guitarist
prankster/Elmore James imper-
sonator Jeremy Spencer and so-
so bassman Bob Brunning. Sens-
ing a good time was brewing,
veteran Bluesbreakers bassist
John McVie—also temporarily
ousted by Mayall for excessive
intoxication-—came swiftly on
board to replace Brunning.

“l was playing with John
Mayall in a pub in East Anglia,”
says McVie, “and | was a full-on

1974: Fleetwood, C. McVie, Welch, Weston & J. McVie
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blues bigot. We had just put horns in the band and I felt the
Bluesbreakers were getting too jazzy.” During a 20-minute
break, the disenchanted McVie fetched a pint of the best from
the bar to stiffen his resolve and slipped out the back door. “I
went to a phone booth across the street, called Pete and said,
‘I'min!"”

Fleetwood Mac’s debut album was cut in three days, and
lingered on the British charts for 13 months. Green was as
gifted at songwriting as he was at bending his Gibson Les Paul
guitar to his dexterous whim. He composed a slew of influential
hit Mac singles in the U.K., among them “Man of the World,”
“Oh Well” and the reverb-soaked 1968 chart-topper “Alba-
tross”"—the song which caused the envious Beatles to create
*“The Sun King” for Abbey Road. Green also wrote the Santana
staple “Black Magic Woman.”

The Mac’s prowess as a live act—further augmented with
the addition of third guitarist Danny Kirwan—became the stuff
of legend. Numbered among the band’s loyal following was
self-described “Fleetwood Mac groupie” Christine Perfect.
She came from a musical brood, father Cyril being a violinist
with the Birmingham Symphony. Back in art college, her first
boyfriend had been Birmingham University German teacher
Spencer Davis, soon to gain fame with the group that bore his
name. Moving to London, she found daytime wages as a
department store window dresser, night work as a pianist and
singer with Chicken Shack, and a new musician-admirer in John
McVie. Shortly after they were married, a 1969 Melody Maker
poll named Christine top female vocalist of the year, and she
left Chicken Shack at her manager’s insistence for a half-
hearted solo LP and tour. :

Christine had all but given up music, settling into life as a
housewife, when Peter Green made the astounding declara-
tion in May 1970 that he was quitting rock. In a series of turgid
testimonials, he babbled about the decadence of the road, with
its tempting virgins, poisonous victuals and assaults on his
immortal soul. Claiming divine intervention in his life, Green’s
vague remorse led to a vehement repentence during which
large chunks of his income were dispatched to charities for
African famine relief. While his heart was in the right place, his
psyche was not—owing, in the minds of many of his col-
leagues, to a massive acid dose he suffered one evening while
on tour in Germany.

“If I had to choose my main
contributing factor to the band, it
would be knowing how to take raw
material from Christine and Stevie
and forge that into something.”

Peter Green finally bolted the Mac to become a disciple of a
small fundamentalist denomination in the States, releasing a
quasi-religious solo record (The End of the Game) in 1970.
(Several other solo albums would follow, mostly on smaller
labels.) His subsequent appearances were those of a private
citizen with an addlepated demeanor, refusing his backlogged
record royalties while toiling as gravedigger, publican and
petrol pump attendant. To this day, it is difficult for Americans
to comprehend the jolt Green’s mental collapse gave his British
audience; had Eric Clapton not recovered from his heroin-
induced exile of 1971-73, the public sorrow would have been
comparable.

Mick Fleetwood, the band member to whom he was closest,
still views Green’s unraveling as a crisis of conscience, but
remains profoundly disquieted by the founding member’s
farewell rant: “He said it was all evil, he had to give everything
away.”

If Green was hellbent to divest himself of all rock transgres-
sions, Fleetwood Mac seemed just as eager to distance
themselves from the vacuum left by Green'’s exit. Fleetwood,
Kirwan and the McVies retreated to the south of England,
renting an ancient oast house—that is, a farm building
containing a kiln for drying malt or hops. It was in this humble
dwelling that the band not only mended its spirit with the
moving Kiln House, but also absorbed Christine as a full
participant. She had been greatly saddened by Green’s
deranged grief, and the wistful landscape of elf-colonized
enchantment that she drew as the record’s jacket illustration
had its own personal subtexts of loss and metaphysics.

“My mother, Beatrice Perfect, had recently died,” Christine
remembers. “A remarkable, very psychic lady, she was a
medium and faith healer. Her strange talents and interests
used to concern me, because she belonged to these psychic
research societies and would go off ghost hunting. As for her
faith healing, I had a rather nasty wart underneath my nose
when I was about eight. My mother just put her finger onit one
night before [ went to bed and when I woke up the next
morning it was gone!”

Seated cross-legged before the fireplace in her antiques-
appointed Beverly Hills cottage, the comely, husky-voiced
McVie chuckles mischievously at this anecdote and doles out
another. “I distinctly remember a time when a friend of my
father’s had leukemia and was told she had virtually no time at
all to live. I remember my mother being sent a white kid glove
that belonged to the sick woman, and my mother wore it in bed
several times. Within a month, there was a phone call from this
sick lady’s companion, saying the doctors couldn’t understand
it but she was completely healed, not a thing wrong with her!”

Pity the remarkable Mrs. McVie couldn’t have ministered
to the bedeviled souls in Fleetwood, for they were multiplying.
Jeremy Spencer was a confirmed scamp notorious for stunts
like taking the stage of London’s prestigious Marquee Club
with a wooden dildo dangling from his gaping fly. But the
tawdry sideshow in the City of Angels seemed to shock him
into a paranoid Puritanism. When in Los Angeles with
Fleetwood Mac in February of 1971, he left the hotel prior to a
performance to purchase a newspaper—and promptly
disappeared. Four days later, he was discovered in the local
commune of the born-again Children of God sect.

Once more, Mick Fleetwood was the patient listener to
whom all scarifying sorrows were divulged, Spencer’s
consisting of an “evil” cloaking L.A. that was out to “get him,”
the dreadful proximity of the San Andreas Fault, and a guilt that
embraced everything from the band’s increasing divergence
from their blues charter to the mounting gate receipts they
were banking. Spencer’s mid-tour denouement not only meant
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“We were all trying to speak to each other in a civil tone,
while sitting in a tiny room listening to each other’s songs
about our shattered relationships. It was very, verytense.”

the loss of an underrated talent, but alsa a much-needed sense
of humor. John McVie reveals that his favorite Fleetwood Mac
albumis a 1969 Spencer-sponsored masterwork still unissued.

“It was a parody album, which was very funny and technically
perfect,” says John with a reflective snigger. “It was done as a
whole show with different bands in it. It started off with your
typical gross MC who introduced this acid band, a biues band,
a jazz fusion band and one doing some '50s Fabian-esque cutie
music. We'd be playing in each different style, and Jeremy was
very much a mimic with a beautiful'y sarcastic sense of humor.
It was full of wanker jokes, vulgar gags and very outrageous
stuff. I don’t think the record company thought we were
serious, but it was great!”

Spencer’s shoes were ably filled by singer/guitarist Bob
Welch, who made strong contributions to four Mac LPs. But
more trouble loomed. Not long after the band axed Danny
Kirwan in 1972 (reasons given by the rest were that he had
been “a nervous wreck” and the source of an “intolerable”
professional climate), there was indeed a fake Fleetwood Mac
on the hoof.

For Mick Fleetwood, the phony Mac was a source of anguish
on multiple levels. In the early phases of a sizable autumn 1973
U.S. tour to promote Mystery to Me, Mick Fleetwood found
that Kirwan’s successor, Bob Weston. had become romanti-
cally involved with his wife Jenny. Distraught, Mick bounced
Weston, after which the band went on an uncertain sabbatical
and Fleetwood repaired to Africa by himself to contemplate his
options. Band manager Clifford Davis, reluctant to let all that

box-office cash evaporate, quickly assembled an anonymous
pickup crew he christened the “New Fleetwood Mac” and
hustled them out to exploit the uncanceled bookings. The
genuine article sued Davis and his fraudulent ensemble and
won, although the case took years to adjudicate.

Meantime, Mick Fleetwood patched both his marriage and
his band back together and moved the entire crew to Califor-
nia. He also began managing the Mac himself under the
whimsical banner of Seedy Management. In December 1974,
just as Bob Welch was bowing out to form his own group, Mick
was shopping around Los Angeles for a fit studio and new
troops to comprise the next Mac attack. It was in a modest
complex calle¢ Sound City, while listening to a tape in order to
demonstrate the control room hardware, that Mick chanced to
hear a duo known as Buckingham-Nicks.

Lindsey was a scion of a Palo Alto family who had distin-
guished themselves over several generations as savvy coffee
growers and Olympics-caliber swimmers (Gregg Buckingham
earned a silver medal in the 1968 games). The youngest of
three boys, Lindsey was the clan misfit who had squandered a
$12,000 inheritance from a dead aunt on an Ampex four-track
tape console. His father gave him a tiny room in the bowels of
the coffee plant where he could tinker. And when he wasn’t
holed up there, he was off trying to get another recording deal
for himself and girlfriend Stevie Nicks.

Stephanie Nicks was the only daughter of Jess Seth Nicks,
former president of General Brewing, executive vice-
president of Greyhound and president of Armour Foods. After
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open-heart surgery in 1975, he turned to
concert promotion and an amusement park
venture in Phoenix, Arizona. The combination
of a privileged background and an overachiev-
ing parent had conspired to make Stevie into a
markedly stubborn and strangely distracted
teenager. Seeking a safe magnet for their
teen’s intense inattentiveness—and hoping to
make restitution for a childhood novelty act
with her country crooner grandfather that
they’d forbade—her parents presented Stevie
with a Goya classical guitar.

“It was my 16th birthday,” says Stevie, who
was then under the spell of Bob Dylan and Judy
Collins, “and I wrote a song the day I got it. It
was ‘I've Loved and I've Lost, and I'm Sad but
Not Blue.’ I was recovering from my first—I
thought—love affair,” she details witha throaty
giggle. “I was crazy about this very popular kid at school, and I
made this whole thing up.

“I realized right away I could write songs because I could
have experiences without even having them!” Explosive
laughter. “And I'd run to the guitar, and I'd cry, and my parents
would leave me alone because it was like, Don’t come in the
door. A great artist is at work here. | kept a guitar at the foot of
my bed.” And she kept her fantasy world working full throttle.

With her family constantly uprooted due to her dad’s
incessant corporate promotions, she made few lasting friends,
so the formation of little bands became a device for fast-
forward connectiveness in each suburban enclave where she
was deposited. While in high school, she formed Changing
Times, a folk group named for the Dylan standard, but it wasn’t
until she was enrolled at San Jose State that she located the
structure and the mentor she required to make her quirky
designs more real.

Fritz was Lindsey’s rock combo, playing music he concocted
in his four-track lair in the coffee factory. Stevie was the
catalyst for its modest goals, and then some. After three-and-
a-half years of experience together, which Stevie helped fund
through work as a dental assistant (for one day) and a hostess
at a Bob’s Big Boy, Lindsey and his gal lit out for Los Angeles.
They shared a house, much as Lindsey does now, with Richard
Dashut, and peddled their demo tapes. Polydor Records bit,
and issued the Buckingham-Nicks LP in November 1973. An
exquisite folk-rock miniature just a tad ahead of its time, it
could still be mistaken as modern Fleetwood Mac product.

When the LP bombed, Stevie resumed waitressing on the
lunch shift at a Beverly Hills restaurant called Clementine’s,
and Lindsey hit the road with a group Warren Zevon threw
together to back Don Everly. On New Year’s Eve 1974, at a
party at their house, Lindsey and Stevie were wondering if
1975 was worth welcoming in when Mick Fleetwood phoned
with the invitation that made their dreams, and nightmares,
come true.

At
Vv

t’s been said that the worst thing you can do for talented,

sensitive people is to permit them to pursue anything they

please. Besides the music, for John McVie it was liquor; for

Christine McVie it was unrequited love; for Lindsey
Buckingham, it was workaholism; for Stevie Nicks, it was the
Grand Slam.

And for once, Mick Fleetwood was too overextended
himself to pick up all the surrounding pieces.

“If anyone doesn’t know it,” Mick volunteers, “I ended up
stark broke,” alluding to an early 1980’s personal bankruptcy

Peter Green before the fall

proceeding, tied in part to ill-advised invest-
ments in Australian real estate which left him
owing some $2 million to two California banks,
his record label and his attorney. He was also
fired as the band’s manager for intemperate
spending. Fighting back from these reversals,
plus a freak illness related to his blood-sugar
levels, left Mick drained in every sense. His
prospective recording plans for his adjunct
band, the Zoo (they had one RCA LP), have
been shelved, since his star guitarist Billy
Burnette is now an asset of the Mac. But
Fleetwood wants to record a sequel to 1980’s
The Visitor, his own pre-Graceland hybnd of
hard rock and African roll. And he’s completing
what he calls “a transcension album, working
my drums into spoken-word tapes of the quite
wonderful poetry readings of my late father.”

While these initiatives are closest to his heart, he’s also hot
to make his mark in Hollywood. “I've done a bit of acting,
appearing early in '87 in The Running Man, that Arnold
Schwarzenegger film based on a Stephen King story. I played a
character named Mick, who was myself, really, at 85 years old.
I was a mad professor, obsessed with the ideals of the ’60s and
the deterioration of the social structure. I enjoyed the shit out
of it!”

While Fleetwood was lost in his harmless Tinseltown
reverie, fellow Mac stalwart John McVie was in a near-lethal
stupor. “I woke up on the bathroom floor,” is how the bassist
begins an unsolicited soliloquy about his bleakest bout with the
bottle in the spring of '87. “I had a seizure, an alcohol-induced
seizure, which scared me and scared my wife. It was time to
stop because it was destroying everything. There’s nothing
constructive comes out of being an alcoholic.”

This conversation had started out being about sailing, John
McVie’s sole interest outside of Fleetwood Mac, and the
hobby he plunged into with a vengeance following his divorce
from Christine McVie in February 1978. Sailing can be both
solitary and social, McVie preferring the convivial side. By the
end of 1978, John had remarried to former secretary Julie Ann
Rubens and was well into the inebriated joys of high-seas
yachting jaunts from Los Angeles to Maui. McVie sails out of
Newport Beach these days, most frequently to and from a
haven he maintains in St. Thomas—which is where his pre-
Tango idleness took its alarming toll.

“I sat around,” he says, “and it didn’t help my alcohol
problem. I'satin St. Thomas for a longtime, and it being a duty-
free island, for $2.98 you can get well-twisted.” He simpers to
himself, his droopy eyes showing a subdued twinkle. “It turned
into a constant problem, which I'm trying to beat now.”

While McVie views touring as an antidote to his idleness-
aggravated dipsomania, Buckingham detests the drab motel-
to-motel cycles of nationwide concertizing. While on a 1977
sprint in support of Rumours, Buckingham passed out in the
shower of a Philadelphia suite and was diagnosed as having a
mild form of epilepsy. He’s sought thereafter to be more
vigilant against undue stress. His greatest detriment, of
course, is his own penchant for marathon studio servitude, the
turning point being 1979’s Tusk LP. Taking its name from Mick
Fleetwood’s code word for the male sex organ, the two-record
Tusk cost a cool $1 million to realize and was composed in the
main by Buckingham. Executed with all the fanfare of a *70s
response to the Beatles White Album, there has been a
tendency in the decade since to depict the lavishly eclectic
Tusk as “Lindsey’s Folly,” or an outright debacle, but actually
it’s a sublimely produced pop cornucopia that sold a respecta-
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ble four million copies, and its two Top 10 singles (the title track
and “Sara”) are among the band’s best.

Fleetwood Mac responded to Tusk’s post-Rumours com-
mercial shortcomings with abject contrition, as evidenced by
the far more conservative Mirage (1982). Buckingham still
sounds resentful of the defensive attitudes: “] felt that it's a
danger zone when people stop really looking at what the work
is, and start noticing the phenomenon per se: the sales, all of
that. In this business you have a responsibility to constantly be
cultivating what you're doing, rather than just watching
yourself in action.”

Does this mean his third solo album will be a double one?
“Quadruple,” he quips sheepishly. “Hey, I've got about 60
songs!”

Meantime, Christine McVie’s struggles with her art are
concerned more with emotional objectives than physical
volume. “I like to write songs about love,” she says. “Music
and love go hand in hand to me, but I like to find an unusual way
of phrasing it all.” She notes that the wistful “Isn’t It Midnight,”
one of her Tango tracks, “goes back directly to a guy that I met
a long time ago; it was a concrete situation that didn’t work
out.” Elsewhere on Tango, critics found the refrain “Little
Lies” (“Tell me lies, tell me sweet little lies”), which Christine
penned with new husband Eddy Quintela, to be borderline
perverse, but she discards such carping.

“The idea of the lyric is, ‘If I had the chance, I'd do it
differently next time.’ But since I can’t, just carry on lying to
me and I'll believe—even though I know you're lying.”

While there is no attempt to pin the song to a specific
relationship, it fits the pattern of her woebegone bond with the
late Dennis Wilson of the Beach Boys, who had replaced
Fleetwood Mac lighting director Curry Grant as the object of
her affections. The likable but profligate Wilson moved into her
large Coldwater Canyon house just prior to Christmas 1978
and by all accounts took advantage of her good nature and
financial largess. In one celebrated incident, he hired a flock of
gardeners to plant a huge heart-shaped flower bed in her
backyard as a birthday token. Less well known is the fact that
he had the bill for the landscaping sent to her.

For two years, she forgave his every childish falsehood and
infidelity, but with his drinking and drug use escalating by the
close of 1980, she finally called a halt to the love affair. (An
intoxicated Dennis Wilson, 39, later drowned in Marina Del
Rey on December 28, 1983.) Christine made her peace with
the past and went on, marrying Portuguese musician Eduardo
Quintela de Mendonca on October 18, 1986 in London.

For now, Christine’s outlook on her own life and career is
sufficiently optimistic that she and Lindsey blocked using
Stevie Nicks’ downbeat “When Will I See You Again” as
Tango’s closing selection.

“That was a little too down and depressing,” McVie says, so
its position on the album was shifted. To fill the gap Christine
took an existing instrumental track of Lindsey’s and wrote
“Youand I, Part II,” a song that echoes her new beginning with
Eddy Quintela. “There’s a hopeful, optimistic vibe to the song,
of a new tomorrow, ” she believes, pointedly adding, “It’s pop,
but it’s mature.”

Christine McVie doesn’t mention it, but another light-
hearted track which could have been selected to close Tango
was a Stevie Nicks rouser called “What Has Rock and Roll
Ever Done for You?” Stevie has no rancor about the song’s
total elimination, asserting with a sigh that Fleetwood Mac
usually prefers her “‘stranger, more demented rock 'n’ roll.”

Ms. Nicks remains a believer in ghosts and witches, a
devotee of the occult who is capable of conducting entire
conversations about the modern import of Halloween (her

favorite night of the year), the usefulness of the Tarot, and the
significance of maya, which in Hindu embodies the illusory
world of the senses. Ina more concrete sphere, Nicks endures
as the most formidable of Fleetwood Mac'’s solo draws, with a
trinity of smash albums to her credit and another one nearing
completion. Nonetheless, there are those who persist in
dismissing her recordings as—in her words, “musical spaci-
ness.

“It bothers me,” she says, “because I would like to know
how spacy these people are, or if they ever really listened at all.
I don’t-care, even if they say things that aren’t very nice, if I
feel they had a valid reason. But when people get needlessly
cruel it really hurts my feelings. I don’t read many reviews
because I start questioning and think maybe I ought to get out
of this business if I'm such a space cadet.

“I write about true experiences, and if the song isn’t about
me, it is absolutely about someone around me. Everything I do
is a concept: the way I dress, wear my hair, do my makeup,
write my songs, live my life. If everybody has such trouble
understanding what I'm saying, then I wonder how come I'm
still in rock 'n’ roll after all these years? I start getting nervous
and questioning my concept. I don’t like to question my
concept. I very seldom make a decision and change it.”

For instance, she insisted on dedicating her 1983 Wild Heart
album and the song “The Nightbird” to her best friend, Robin
Anderson, who died of leukemia in 1982. Robin had given birth

FLEET AXES & WOODSY HARDWARE

or the band’s Shake the Cage tour, John McVie played a

'62 Precision bass with EMG P-Bass pickups, routed through

an Alembic F26 pre-amp with DBX 160 limiter and Carver

power amps. His speakers were Ampeg SVT-4s, and his
strings were D’Addario half-rounds.

Rick Vito brought a Ripley Stereo guitar and another six-string
electric of his own design that was built by Toru Nittono of LA
Guitar Works. Rick also used a 1980 Telecaster customized by LA
Guitar Works, a '56 Les Paul TV Junior with heavy strings for slide
playing, a Washburn semi-acoustic and a Roland GP-8 effects
unit. Rick's amps were a stereo output configuration, one side
featuring a twin-cabinet Dumble containing four E-V 12-inchers,
the other side boasting a Boogie Mark Il driving a stock Seymour
| Duncan 4x12 cabinet. Rick relied on D’Addario strings of .010 to
|.046 gauge.

Billy Burnette tore it up with two Gibson Les Paul Lites, a
Gibson J180 acoustic with SORC pickups and an Epiphone F-400.
He employed a Roland GP8 effects unit and an army of Seymour
Duncan amps and speakers. His strings were D’Addario gauges
.010t0 .046.

Keyboards-wise, Christine McVie was everywhere at once
courtesy a Yamaha KX88, a Keyboard Products-modified B-3
with custom Leslies and a Yamaha Grand Piano.

Stevie Nicks sang her wild heart out as always through a
Sennheiser MD441 and used a range of percussion traps,
tambourines and cowbells. Mick Fleetwood remained the
master timekeeper atop a “mountain” of Tama drums with Remo
heads, Paiste cymbals, the trademark Nigerian talking drum that
was a gift from Peter Green and a set of “clicking balls,” joined by
| a leather thong, that he never takes the stage without. (Says Mick:
“Whenever | sit on the drum stool with my balls hanging down, |
feel fine.”) Also, Ray Lindsey, the band's “guitar doctor,” strapped
on a Gibson Chet Atkins SST to provide live accompaniment on
"Go Your Own Way.”

Meanwhile, Lindsey Buckingham was content in his 24-
track home laboratory, The Slope, utilizing everything from a
Gaelic lap harp to his prized limited-edition Turner solid-body
electric (the handsome one he’s plucking on the “Big Love” video).
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On the musical front, the next solo
expressions of Buckingham’s indepen-
dence from his friends will reach the
stores before long. Meantime, other

IT’s OVER

ROY

_ ORBISON
Mystery Girl
(Virgin)

oy Orbison’s life seemed to
mirror the gloom-laden
scenarios of his most popular

songs. In the mid-"60s his wife was killed
in a motorcycle accident; two years later
he lost two sons when his house caught
fire. These traumatic events—combined
with his penchant for shades and black
garb—created an image of otherworldly
forbearance, as Orbison stood stock-still
onstage and belted out such paeans to
neurosis as *“Only the Lonely,” “Running
Scared,” “Crying” and “It’s Over.”

The image was mostly that: an image.
Soft-spoken Orbison wasn’t the outgoing
type, but he was one of the most good-
natured, courteous Texans you'd expect
to find outside of national politics. He
also had enough of a sense of humor that
it’s too bad he couldn't stick around to
appreciate the irony of his death by heart
attack on December 6. At the time,
Orbison was enjoying his highest-rank-
ing album ever—even higher than his
titanic greatest-hits compilations—
thanks to his membership in the Travel-
ing Wilburys supergroup. Four days
before he died, a simmed-down Orbison
was saying how good he felt thanks to a
new diet. And he had finally wrapped
Mystery Girl, his first album of new
material in nine years.

Mpystery Girl is now a posthumous
release, and we’ll never know how it
would have fared without Orbison’s
death to help it along. After an amazing
early-'60s hot streak (nine Top 10 singles
in four years), Orbison’s recording
career stalled; pre-Traveling Wilburys,
his last charting album was in 1966. He
considered himself a singles artist, and
the singles era was closing. Still, he
continued having hits, though he no
longer sang them: Linda Ronstadt’s 1977
version of “Blue Bayou” and Van Halen’s
“(Oh) Pretty Woman” in 1982 proved the
staying power of Orbison’s classic mat-

Jane Samuel, Green relapsed into mental
turmolil and presently sleeps in deserted
rail depots of Richmond, North York-
shire, England. When asked about his

Rick Vito’s impeccable guitar has been
the linchpin of records like Bob Seger’s
Like a Rock and Jackson Browne’s Law-
yers in Love. As for the boyish, immacu-

RECORDS

December 4, 1988: Two days before the end.

erial. {(He wrote or co-wrote almost zll
his hits. )

He started out as a hot-blooded rocka-
billy, but Orbison found his niche with
dramatic mid-tempo ballads: his un-
trained tenor voice blossomed into a
powerfully keening instrument. After he
peaked with the number-one *“Oh,
Pretty Woman,” though, Orbison had
trauble changing with the times. His
late-'60s recordings tended to be either
watery pastiches of his hits or weirdly
“progressive” pop songs and arrange-
ments where he sounded like he’d warn-
dered into the wrong studio by mistake.
On Laminar Flow—that last “new”
album, from 1979—Orbison’s unique
voice was pickled in soft-funk and disco
(') arrangements that sound more dated
now than his older hits ever will.

Mystery Girl doesn’t attempt to re-
mold Orbison in the mirror of fashion.
The various producers here all revere
the singer for what he’s always done
best. and provide sympathetic songs and
set:ings in the Orbison “tradition.” The
result is an anomaly: a new old Roy
Orbison album.

The record s virtually calculatingin its
one-dimensionality. Past the happily
lovesick kick-off of “You Got It,” the
remaining nine songs are all about
wracked relationships. In addition, three
of those songs throw in the other Orbi-
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son idee fixe: dreams. “You Got It”
(written by Orbison with fellow Wilburys
Tom Petty and Jeff Lynne) includes a few
good-natured musical references to
“Oh, Pretty Woman”; other songs, most
co-written by Orbison, conform to famil-
iar chord sequences, distinguished by a
piano here or electric slide guitar there
for mus:cal accent.

The most adventurous tunes come
from overseas members of the Orbison
fan club. U2’s Bono and the Edge con-
tribute “She’s a Mystery to Me”; as
expected, the lyrics borrow heavily from
the catalog of Christian guilt, but a
haunting, harpsichord-like guitar os-
tinato makes an effective contrast to the
more conventional musical melodrama
elsewhere. “The Comedians” is Elvis
Costello’s turn at a Roy Orbison Song;
the swelling music is less original than
Costello’s lyrics, which are typically
paranoid and surprisingly cynical coming
out of the Big O’s mouth.

And need it be said that Orbison sings
beautifully? Whether in his conversa-
tional lower register or quavery, pow-
erhouse upper end, his voice aches with
yearning, It’s a corny and delicious
effect, objectifying a state of mind. The
sensibility veers toward camp, as film
director David Lynch must have realized
when he chose “In Dreams” as the
leitmotif cf the deranged Dennis Hopper
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character in Blue Velvet. Orbison’s sin-
cerity, however, always came through,
even when his later concerts started
taking on the air of Mario Lanza recitals.

He was always concerned about qual-
ity. It bothered Orbison that his mid-'50s
doodlings and practice sessions for Sun
Records—recorded without his knowl-
edge, he claimed—were issued in the
1970s. (They continue to be unearthed
to this day.) He recalled a demo he made
of his “Claudette,” a 1958 hit for the
Everly Brothers:

“I needed a copy of it. I played the
song in E, and in the middle of it  made a
chord change and went back to E-sharp
or G-flat, whichever. I stopped and said,
‘Crap,’ then started again. And they
released that!”

In 1978 Orbison’s Dutch fan club
presented him with an alphabetically
arranged set of his recordings, including
the “Claudette” demo. “They played
that for me. And this Dutch fella said,
‘What is “crap”?’” Orbison, a history
buff, could give him a delightful explana-
tion going back to Thomas Crapper’s
invention of the flush toilet.

At one point Orbison was working on
his own history, taping his recollections
for a possible biography or film project;
“I'd like to have it done while I'm
around.” Sadly, that wasn’t the case.
Although he’d had open heart surgery in
the late '70s, Orbison’s sudden death
seemed as arbitrary as—well, as his
former Sun labelmate Jerry Lee Lewis’s
survival. Now the soaring voice is disem-
bodied, and it's the world’s turn to
mourn.

He was a damn good guitarist, too.

- Scott Isler

* Iron Path
(Virgin)

ron Path is a beautiful and violent
I record, as deep and mysterious as
the creative wellspring that feeds
its players. Last Exit is an anarchic
democracy, equal parts guitarist Sonny
Sharrock, saxist Peter Brétzmann,



drummer Ronald Shannon Jackson and
bassist Bill Laswell. In its tumultuous
three-year, three-album life the impro-
vising band’s anything-goes m.o. has re-
mained its strength and handicap, soar-
ing with stretches of unbridled imagina-
tion and uncanny communion, and boring
with sloppy variations on blues.

That’s changed with Iron Path, Last
Exit’s first studio recording and major-
label debut. Its 10 inspired non-composi-
tions segue into a whole packed with
finesse and fire. Laswell plays as you've
never heard him, especially on the open-
ing “Prayer” and in “Marked by Death,”
which gets much of its dark passion from
his rich six-stringed tone and floating
harmonics.

With Iron Path, even Brotzmann's
most ardent detractors won't be able to
deny his horsesense for harmony and
melody. He plays bop lines when he’s not
wailing his brains out in conversation
with Sharrock and Shannon Jackson on
“Detonator, ” or dishing out good honest
grunt for “The Black Bat.” And Sharrock
and Shannon Jackson sizzle relentlessly.
When the drummer opens up—and
that’s almost always—he’s as much
texturalist as rhythmist. That’s most
striking in the title track, where bells and
cymbals ring like sustained guitar
chords. And Sharrock is everywhere:
drifting bright feedback through the
crevices in “Iron Path,” delivering “Fire
Dream”’s wah-guitar blues gospel,
bringing down the “Devil's Rain” with his
slide and playing his prettiest solo since
“The Past Adventures of Zydeco Hon-
eycup” on “Sand Dancer.”

Sharrock has said that Last Exit was
formed to play whatever its members
want, whenever they want. For now, it
seems they want nothing more than to
play together, in one grand, captivating
voice. — Ted Drozdowski

p AVID CROSBY
ome said, “Stills played all
the instruments”; others

David Crosby
S said, “Nash wrote the hits,”

(A&M)

but I always said David Crosby was the
most important member of CSN. The
other two were solo stars looking for side-
men. Only Crosby was willing to subvert
his ego to the greater good. He was the
rhythm guitarist, the middle voice and,
on those early albums, when each of the
others was doing his own thing and
throwing it into the pot, Crosby came up
with whatever color was missing, espe-
cially the needed rock numbers.

Now we are in the winter of Crosby |
Resurrected, with his one-and-a-half '
contributions to CSNY's recent Amer-
ican Dream bordering on self-caricature.
But fortunately Crosby’s secord solo
aibum reestablishes his range. The
arrangements are concise, a little pris-
tine, but quietly supportive in the man-
ner of a late-James Taylor album. The |
sound 1s neither as overstuffed as CSN |
in Crosby’s lost decade, nor as desper-
ately mod as American Dream. {

Unfortunately, Crosby’s inspirations
sound a iittle subdued as well. His best
songs used to work because they con-
veyed thke passions of a kind, self-cen-
tered, slightly kooky personality. Did you |
care f Crosby almost cut his hair? Of
CONTIN ED ON PAGE 97
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S H O R T S

by J.D. Considine

THE WATERBOYS

..................................

GO ONLY S0 FAR AS “AND A BANG ON THE
Ear” or “Dunford’s Fancy,” and it would
seem that Waterboy Mike Scott is dead
serious about the Irish traditional over-
tones here. Drop the needle elsewhere,
though, and a different image emerges.
Scott spends as much time subverting as
co-opting the folk elements, meaning
that the results range from the ragged,
Van Morrison swirl of “Sweet Thing” to
the jittery, psychedelic drone of “We Will
Not Be Lovers”—and all without losing
the album’s sense of focus or direction.

THEY MIGHT BE GIANTS
Lincoln (Restless/Bar None)

..................................

THESE GUYS ARE ROCK'S ONLY TRUE HIGH-
volume operators. It’s not enough that
they've squeezed 18 songs onto their
third release of the last year; they also
manage a new tune a day on their “Dial-
A-Song” phone service (718-387-6962).
Trouble is, for every gem like the fren-
zied, infectious “Ana Ng” or wacko pop
bauble like “Shoehorn with Teeth” there
are half a dozen songs built around puns
like “This is the spawning of the cage and
aquarium.” So much for quantity over
quality.

PINK FLOYD
Live: Delicate Sound of Thunder
(Columbia)

..................................

FURTHER PROOF THAT YOU CAN'T LISTEN TO
a light show.

CHAKA KHAN
CK (Warner Bros.)

..................................

SUCH SPECIAL GUESTS: PRINCE, MILES
Davis, Bobby McFerrin, George Ben-
son and Stevie Wonder, and that'’s just
the “A” list. So why doesn't that star
power make this album sparkle? Maybe
it's context; after David Frank’s high-

voltage recharge of “Signed, Sealed,
Delivered,” the torchy “End of a Love
Affair” sounds like an afternoon nap.
Truth is, Khan is more in her element
scraping against the groove than when
poaching on Sarah Vaughan territory—
no matter who'’s in the band.

GUNS N’ ROSES
GN'R Lies (Geffen)

..................................

NEVER MIND THE “HEY, FUCKERS!” OPEN-
ing, the cheerful profanity of the live
tracks (culled from the collector’s-item
EP Live !’*@ Like a Suicide) or the
black humor of “Used to Love Her”
(next line: “but I had to kill her™); that
can be shrugged off as mere youthful
exuberance. But “One in a Million,” with
lines like “Police and niggers. .. get out of
my way” or “Immigrants and faggots,
they make no sense to me,” is harder to
explain away, much less forgive,

BANANARAMA
The Greatest Hits Collection (London)

..................................

OKAY, SO THEY'RE MORE A TESTAMENT TO
assembly-line pop than hard-won origi-
nality; the fact is, mainstream pop
doesn’t come any catchier than this. And
before giving all the credit to their
producers, think back to the Fun Boy 3-
produced “He Was Really Sayin’ Some-
thing” and ask yourself: Where are the
Fun Boys now?

COWBOY JUNKIES
The Trinity Session (RCA)

..................................

WITH SO MANY BANDS THESE DAYS BELIEV-
ing they have to shout to be heard, the
Junkies’ quiet, prayerful intensity comes
as a revelation. Imagine the Velvet
Underground cutting country-tinged
Loaded with Nico, and that’s this band’s
“Sweet Jane”; imagine originals which
equal such a standard, and that’s the rest
of The Trinity Session.

HAROLD FALTERMEYER
Harold F (MCA)

..................................

BEST-KNOWN FOR THE MELODIC BEEP ‘N’
blip of “Axel F,” Faltermeyer is out to
prove there’s more to his music than
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clever programming. And there is, too;
check out the ass-kicking groove he
places behind Patti LaBelle and Steve
Stevens for “Them Changes.” LaBelle
aside, though, you've gotta wonder
about his taste in singers: Why mess
with Keith Forsey and Scott Wilk when
the real Billy Idol is out there some-
where?

VARIOUS ARTISTS
MUP: Reggae from Around the World

ACCORDING TO THIS, THEY'RE SKANKING
from Kingston to Katmandu, and if the
notion of reggae in Russian and Maori
strikes you as the stuff of novelty rec-
ords, think again. In fact, two of the best
tracks come from such unlikely climes as
Sweden and Japan, where a touch oflocal
flavor has been blended into the roots-
rocking beat. A real eye- and ear-
opener. (Box 42517, Washington, DC
20015.)

LIVE SKULL
Snuffer (Caroline)

..................................

NOISE, IN AND OF ITSELF, IS NOT ENOUGH: A
sense of pacing and dynamics helps, not
to mention the occasional scrap of
melody. Maybe that’s why Live Skull
seems such a cut above the competition.
Dense as the band’s sound is, with its
clangorous detuned guitars and dull-
thudding percussion, it’s nonetheless
rich with sonic detail and tuneful inven-
tion, and modulated by arrangements
that lend the songs an almost symphonic
grandeur. The Mahlers of the new
noise? Could be. (5 Crosby St., New
York, NY 10013.)

MORY KANTE
Akwaba Beach (Barclay)

..................................

WHEN SUNNY ADE INCORPORATED SYNTHE-
sizers into his juju band, the big surprise
was how well they fitted in with the
drums and guitars. But Mory Kante has
been using synths for years, and the big
surprise here is how hard it is to notice
them. Born in Guinea and raised in the
griot tradition, Kante sings and plays
kora with all the assurance and authority
of Foday Muso Susa. But Kante makes
his crossover with considerably more
aplomb, lending Akwaba Beach a
rhythmic and melodic charm that loses
nothing in the translation.
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C LTD.—-Vancouver, B.C.
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OHIO
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PENNSYLVANIA

SPECIALTY GUITAR SHOP-Pittsburgh
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TEXAS
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MUSIC & ARTS CENTER-T Lotations

WASHINGTON

AMERICAN MUSIC-Belivue, Seattle

KENNELLY KEYS MUSIC-Lynnwood
iSIC WDRLD-Seattie, Spokane, Tacoma

WISCONSIN
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FALD(TU STUDIOS-Kenasha

GCOD N LOUD-Madison
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S H O R T S

by Peter Watrous

MARTY EHRLICH
Pliant Plaint (Enja/Muse)

..................................

OXNE OF THOSE RECORDS THAT ARE END-
lessly informative. The melodic voic-
ings—played by Ehrlich and long-time
cohort Stan Strickland on reeds—
change constantly, as do the rhythms
and compositional conceits. Ehrlich and
Strickland phrase together so well their
blend sounds overdubbed, maybe tele-
pathic. Then there's the swing: Anthony
Cox on bass and Bobby Previte on drums
groove and move like they're supposed
to. This isn't a blowing date, though
there’s enough improvisation; the
rhythm section carries the group
through the changes. Ranging from flute
and bass clarinet duets to polyphony to
beautiful orchestrations, this is a brilliant
record. (160 West 71st St., New York,
NY 10023.)

MICKEY BAKER
The Wildest Guitar
(Atlantic import/Down Home Music)

BAKER WAS ONE OF MANY JAZZ GUYS WHO
did service in the trenches at Atlantic
Records, playing R&B dates. He also
wrote some of the most important jazz
instruction books for truly greasy guitar.
Some of his solos are out, just flailing
away, and if he wasn’t much of a lick
player, he made up for it with pure
energy. The Wildest Guitar is pretty wild
at moments, but it's more camp, which
is fine by me: The *“Third Man Theme”
gets rocked, as does “Autumn Leaves”
and other standards. Just a slice of the
time, when anything went. Oh yeah,
Mickey was half of Mickey and Sylvia
(1957's "Love Is Strange”). (10341 San
Pablo, El Cerrito, CA 94530.)

TOM VARNER
Covert Action (New Note)

..................................

THE ALBUM OPENS WITH THE SOUND OF
cool alienation. Three guys—Varner on
French horn, Mike Richmond on bass
and Bobby Previte on drums—cruising
the highway. The next tune, ““Radiator,”
has a chopped-up feeling that breaks into
swing, but it's structured; then there's a
quiet piece and the side ends with a
rocking, friendly and familiar “Let’s Call
This,” by Monk. In other words, some-
body gave the record shape, a rarity
among new jazz albums, though the
recording’s a bit lame. But the playing's
fine. and the record will be an important
document of the sort of music that was
getting plaved, when it could, in New
York in the '80s. (Box 20568, London
Terrace Station, New York, NY 10011.)

JIMMY BRYANT
Country Cabin Jazz
(Stetson/Down Home)

BRYANT WAS A BAKERSFIELD SESSION GUI-
tarist who recorded instrumental albums
with Speedy West, the steel player who
made all these records sound like the
aural equivalent of Airstream trailers.
Recorded in 1960, this stuff is slick, I
mean aluminum shiny. Part country, part
Charlie Christian be-bop, part sound
effects and all swinging, it defines a
certain American optimism that, 10
years and one war later, would vanish
and never surface again. One tune’s
called “Stratospheric Boogie”; they
mearn it.

TONY WILLIAMS
Angel Street (Blue Note)

..................................

I HEARD A WHOLE BUNCH OF BITCHING
about his two earlier records on Blue
Note; “too loud,” people screamed. So
Tony cooled down a bit, and what’s left is
one fine disc with exceptional writing,

Qo4

hard swinging and beautiful drum intro-
ductions to almost unbelievably beautiful
tunes that move through a whole set of
rhythms. Williams is everywhere, burn-
ing like Yellowstone Park. But it’s the
soloists, with Wallace Roney staking out
a claim to be the meanest nastiest trum-
peter of his generation, and Mulgrew
Miller getting the fleet-fingers award,
that make the album. This is a working
band that sounds like one: tight and
ready to rumble.

JIM HALL
These Rooms (Denon)

..................................

HALL'S ONE OF THE MOST SOPHISTICATED
guitarists working, a musician who can
make a bouquet of chords appear from a
paltry bar of a major chord. There’s over
an hour of non-stop brilliant playing;
backed by Steve LaSpina on bass, Joey
Baron on drums and Tom Harrell on
flugelhorn, he's spent time arranging
more abstract stuff. Then there’s his
rhythmic sense, but that’s another dis-
sertation.

HARRY “SWEETS” EDISON
For My Pals (Fantasy)

..................................

I HATE THE WORD “SUBLIME.” BUT THAT'S
the idea here. Edison plays slyly, throw-
ing in quotes, be-bop and anything else
that crosses his mind. The rhythm sec-
tion makes the whole affair sing: Tootie
Heath, one of the great, underrated
drummers, rattles and rolls.

16-17
16-17 (Recommended/N.M.D.S.)

..................................

GOOD MUSIC FOR THE BUSH ERA: QUIT
vour job, screw the neighbor’s wife, set
the Honda on fire, go to Mexico and do
peyote. A trio comprising saxophonist
Alex Buess, guitarist Markus Kneu-
buehler and drummer Knut Remond, the
group makes noise: fast, jittery and loud.
So it’s not particularly original, sounding
a bit like Lower East Side stuff in the
early '80s—V Effect, kinda—but in this
constipated age the honking and hum-
ming and rattling sound like a laxative.
(500 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.)



Joel diBartolo,
Bass Plaver,

The Tonight Show
Band

- " Mel Broiles,
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FIND BANDS TO JOIN. Find musicians and gigs.

Write: MUSICIANS NATIONAL. HOTLINE, Box

7733, Murray, UT 84107. Phone (801) 268-2000.

ATTENTION GUITARISTS: FREE catalog!
Achieve sound performance with “1.C. Sound” effects.
effects kits, steels, publications, accessories. 1.C.
Sound. Box 9, Rouses Point, NY 12979-0009.

TDK AUDIO AND VIDEQOCASSETTES. Low-
est prices. Also bulk cassettes any length, perfect for
demos. FREE SAMPLE. 1800 245-6000. Tape World,
220 Spring St., Butler. PA 16001, (412) 283-8621.

FREE CATA 1 of Audio-Video
Engineering, 1 vp v Hollywood, CA
90027. Recording S #14)) 551-8877 or (213) 666-
2380 Approved for International Students. Financial
aid availahle.

MEET RALPH: HE WILL improve vour musician-
ship. Complete course includes seven C-45 cassettes,
$49.00. Demo $5.45, refundable! “ABA PRODUC-
TIONS, " 6301 Stirhng Road. Davie, FL 33314.

BE A RECORDING ENGINEER: Train at
home for High Paying-Exciting Careers. FREE Infor-
niation. AUDIO INSTITUTE, 2174 Union St., Suite
2211, San Francisco, CA 94123,

REPAIR GUITARS? FREE 80-page catalog
packed with tools and hard-to-find parts for guitars,
banjos and mandolins. Stewart-MacDonald, Box 9007,
Athens OH 45701, (800) 848-2273.

CLEAN YOUR POTS . Revolutionary new
potentiometer spray cleaner. Cleans those scratchy EQ
pots. Frees gummed-up gain controls. Spray nozzle for
mixer pots. Send $10.00 for each can of 10K Electronics
systems contractors. P.O Box 7431, Little Rock, AR
72207 7431,
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or call ((02) 580 8494.

MUSICIANS EXCHANGE! BANDS/musicians:
Your serious referral service for working musicians.
Make the right connections. P.O. Box 742681, Dallas,
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MUSIC OPPORTUNITY/RECORD CONTRACT
We will present your demo tape to major record execu-
tives. Service FREE if not accepted. 25 years experi-
ence in industry. For details. S.A.S.E, MILESTONE
MEDIA, Dept. MM, P.0O. Box 869, Venice CA 90291.

YOU NEED A MUSIC lawyer shoppinﬁ your
tapes. My specialty. Send tape and phote to Robert
Dorne, 1015 Gavley Avenue, Suite 1170, Los Angeles
CA 90024, (213) 478 0877.
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SINGERS!!"! VOCALISTS FREE catalog profes-
sional background tracks. Thousand hits! Rock, coun-
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F. Valencia, CA 91355.

LEARN SONG I'ING & COMPOSE MUSIC.
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tion: AMERICAN +DENCE  INSTI-

TUTE, Box 31021-E, Cleveland OH 44131.
GET YOUR SONGS published. Instruction to the

aspiring songwriter. Send $2 Crusader Enterprises,
1148 Vultee Blvd., Box 100173, Nashville, TN 37210.

notesworth—The world's most unique TeleMuse
service for songwriters, publishers, musicians. For
FREE info, DATA: (201) 85:3 8509 (3 12/22400) 8 I'N,
Voice: (201) 853 8593 or write: notesworth, Box 388,
W. Milford, NJ 07480.
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FORAY, 116 East Cook St., Libertyville, IL 60048
(312) 816 1664.
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Checks. $52.45. Write: "VIDEOS" Lorane, Oregon
97451. 1 (800) 2 VIDEOS.

Categories: Please mark category desired
Accessones [] Books Publicatons ] Computers

{J Employment ] For Sale [] instruction

(J Instruments ] Miscetlaneous [] Musician
Records & Tapes [] Services [J Software
Songwriters ] Talent [J Video

Your Name

Company

Addres

City

Telephone

State Zip

Please fill in the information below if you wnnt to chnrge
the cost of your classified advertising.

Amencan Express [J Diners Club [JVisa
Credit Carg #

Exp Date

Master Charge

Bank #

Your Signature

AD INDEX

JAKG Acousties Inc. — 77 Selleck St Stomford, CT 06902 (203}

Amerlca Publi
Rd Dept. Rle Pvesque I;Ie MI l9777 (517} 595-2000

Anvil Coses Inc. — 4128 Temple City Bivd , Rasemead. CA 91770 (8158&

— 8400 Grand Lake
0-6

575-8614

Atari Cor;. = Attn MUSIC, 1196 Borregos Ave., Sunnyvale, CA 94086
(408} 745-2367 72-73
Bock Issues — P.O. Box 701, Gloucester, MA 01931-0701 83
Beyer — 5-05 Bums Ave. Hidaville, NY 11801 {516)935-8000 90
Carver - P O. Box 1237, Lynnwood, WA 98046 45
Carvin — Dept MX74, 1155 Industnal, Escondido, CA 92025 (819}
7479710 -8

Caslo — 570 Mt.Pleasont Ave., Oover, NJ 07801 (201)361-5400

46-4
D'Addario - 210Route 109, E Formingdole, NY 11735 {516} 454-94;)(‘3
Dean Markley — 3350 Scot Bivd . #45, Sonta Cloro, CA 95054 (408&
988-2456 {800) 538-8330 .9
DigiTach — See DOO Electronics

DOD Electronics — 5639 South Riley Lane, Salt Lake City, UT 84107
(801} 268-8400

Drum Workshop, Inc. — 2697 Lavery Ct #16, Newbury Park, CA
91320 (805) 499-6863 24

Electro-Voice — 600 Cecil St Buchanon, Mi 49107 (816) 695-6831 25

EMG — Box 4394, Sonta Roso, CA 95402 [707) 525-9941 %0
Fostex — 15431 Blackbum Ave.. Norwolk, CA 90650(213)921-1112

Gan-tone — Camegee Hall, Studio 1105, 881 7th Ave. New York, NY
10019 21
GHS Strings — 28]3 Wilber Ave. Battle Creek, MI 49015 (616)

968-3351 36,86

Harmony Books DivisionCrown Publlshlng Inc., - 225Park
Ave Scuth New York, NY 10003 9

Invisible Ko board Stands — 159 Commercial St. Lynn, MACWOS

(617)592-5

JBL - 8500 Bolboa Blvd, Northridge, CA 91329 {818) 893-8411 7
Korg — 89 Frost 5. Westbury, NY 11590 {514} 333-9100 2
Otari — 2 Oowis Onve. Betmont, CA 94002 (415) 592-8311 7
?430“0;; Instruments — PO Box 507, Bloombeld. CT 06002 (2031

Puuo(Corp 759 Ames Ave., Milpitas, CA 95035 (408) 946 8989 -

Pearl — 408 Harding industmal Dr, Nashville, TN 37211 (615)833- 4477

Peavey — 711 ASt. Mendion, MS 39301 {601} 483 5365 35
Ramsa/Panosonic — 6550 Katella Ave., Cypress, CA 90630 (714)
895.7275 55
Recording Workshop — 455A Massieville Road, Chillicothe, OH

45601 (800) 848-9900 81
Rlolond 7200 Oominion Circle, Las Angeles, CA 90040 (213) 685
7

RovoSoundlSO(?-rwound Strings Unlimited, Box 6042, Bidgewo-
ter, NJ 08807 (800) 432-3433 23

Samson Music Products — 485-19 So. aroudway Hickswille, NY
11801 (516) 932-3810 13

Sennheiser — 6 Viso Dr Oid Lyme, CT 06371 [203] 4349190 81

Seymour Duncan — 601 Pine Ave . Santa Barbaro, CA 93117 (805]
964-9610

Shure Brothers Inc. — 222 Hartrey Ave., Evanston, IL 60202 (31 2)
866-2200

Simmons — 23917 Crofyman Rd., Calabasas, CA 91302 (818) 884-
2653 a3
Soundcraft — 8500 Balboa Blvd., Northridge, CA 91329 (818)
893-8411

Stick Enter, g:rlsas, Ind. — 8320 Yucca Trail, Los Angeles, CA 90046
(213) 656 6 22

SWR !n?inearlng 12734 Branford #7. Pacoma, CA 91331 (81 8)
899-3

Tascam — 7733 Telegroph Rd., Montebelto, CA90640(2|3) 726- 0303
Technics — 6550Katello Ave., Cypress, CA 90630 (714) 895 7221

Yamaha — 6600 Orangethorpe Ave , Buena Park, CA 90620 (71 4)

__—‘________.l

| S




FOGERTY .......s

Francisco the day before the tour and do
a deposition for the trial. Then [ was out
on the road for about two weeks and I
had to do a deposition all day long by
conference-call telephone with parties in
three different cities across the U.S.
This is while I'm on tour now! Mentally it
was a real screwed time.” A judge then
postponed the trial.

Fogerty admits to having “funny emo-
tions” about Eye of the Zombie, which
sold under one-fourth the number of
copies as Centerfield. He now blames
himself for not giving Warner Bros.
enough time to market it properly. “The
single was out and nobody had heard it at
the record company; they just were
assigned the job of distributing it.”

He stands by the content of the album,
however. “It’s not a happy record; this
isn't ‘Don’t Worry, Be Happy’ coming at
you by any means. A lot of people told
me it didn’t make them feel good. As an
artist, I gotta say I didn't care about
that,” Fogerty laughs. “I was in an area
of dark stuff—stuff I'd been messing
with individually. I had this ‘Zombie’
song, and I realized, God, I'd been
playing with ‘Violence Is Golden’ for
nearly 20 years—I had written it in this
little notebook I keep—and it finally all
came together. It didn’t belong on a
happy album; it belonged here! But it
was maybe too much of a bad thing.
There was no counterbalance, like ‘Cen-
terfield,’ to get the eight-year-olds
bopping in their aerobics class.”

Fogerty is now in what he calls the
“soft, early” stage of his next album. “I
even dreamed a whole melody, and woke
up and remembered it. To the best of my
musical knowledge, it’s a brand-new and
totally original song,” he laughs. “I've
never done that, where I actually re-
membered how it went, and it was good!
Usually you're humming the theme to
‘The Partridge Family’ or something. In
the dream you thought it was great; you
wake up and it’s pretty dumb.”

Most encouraging of all, Fogerty’s and
Fantasy’s attorneys are talking to each
other outside of court. Fantasy lawyer
Burnstein notes, “We are discussing
settlement of all issues with Mr. Fogerty
and his counsel. What we're trying to do
is see if we can get everything disposed
of at minimal cost to everybody and avoid
future lawsuits. That’s everyone’s hope,
on both sides.”

“The last couple or three days,” Fo-
gerty says, “I finally felt like the guy I had
to put to sleep—the real person who
would rather be working than be a pro-
fessional witness—was starting to wake

up again. I hadda put him to sleep about
the time I hit the chair and broke my
hand. 'Cause he just couldn't stand this.
He’s saying, ‘This is such a waste of
time.” But—you go through it 'cause you
have to, I guess.” ™

MCLEAN from page 24

nieces and nephews come to hear him
when he plays Los Angeles. The kid's
mother, who once prayed to St. Jude that
her son would conquer his addiction,
now prays to the saint when he travels
the world.

And Jackie McLean still retains his

capacity for delight: “You know what |

knocks me out when I come to Los
Angeles? To see movie stars sitting in
my audience. Not big people, but people
I've seen on television. Last night there
was a guy from the Bob Newhart show.
When I look up and see somebody like
that, it really gives me a thrill. [ think,
I've seen him a thousand times, and I
never dreamed he’d come out to hear
music like this.” &

FRI PP from page 37

for seven years. I can see myself whiz-
zing around the world with Trey Gunn,

Paul Beavis and Toyah Wilcox, rocking |

out in small clubs, medium-sized theat-
ers and stadia. Yes, I can see that!

But at that point you have to find a way
of making your recording choices musi-
cal choices, to find a way somehow of
being independent from the record
company that will be financing you. And
nearly all my thinking time in the past
three weeks has been on how to estab-
lish a business framework that is suppor-
tive of the musical event, rather than the
business event. This has nothing to do
with music, nothing. But that I can live
with, just for a period of time. %

R Eco R Ds from page 91

course not. But because he cared so
much, he made you feel—for the length
of the song, anyway—that his spoiled-
kid concerns were matters of life and
death, his teenage concerns not only
valid but profound. However, when he
writes about national politics (“My Lady
of the Harbor,” CSNY’s “Nighttime for
the Generals™), I say, David, (a) you're
preaching to the converted, (b) your
extra-legal ethics have blunted your
moral authority and (c) I'm sure you'll be
in heaven before Oliver North, but I'd
rather trust Ollie with my car keys. Only
one song here—the introspect’s anthem
“In the Wide Ruin”—shows Crosby’s

97
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muse completely re-lit.

Give me back Crosby the passionate
eccentric, the guy who could get so
absorbed in contemplating his navel that
he’d convince you it was a better view
than the Grand Canyon. I hear hints of
him in “Tracks in the Dust,” a song that
recounts a conversation between
Crosby and a dinner guest about
whether the glasses are half-empty or
half-full. I thought for sure he was com-
ing out in “Distances,” a Brook Benton-
type tune that begins as if it’s going to be
about nostalgia for drugs (“You know
what I miss? Small things like textures
and flavors/ How close up everything
used to feel”) but turns into (sigh) a
discussion of grownup relationships.

But look at how far Crosby’s come. A
few years ago he was a junkie in a jail cell.
Today he’s nine-tenths of the way to-
ward regaining his old spirit. Let’s wish
him a band to belong to when he gets it
back. — Bill Flanagan

REPLACEMENTS.......

sum of their parts. They aren’t just a
Paul Westerberg vehicle. And part of the
credit for that, ironically, goes to the
newest Replacement, guitarist Slim
Dunlap. Toward the end of Bob Stinson’s
tenure with the band, they were losing
their focus; some nights they didn’t
seem a band at all, just four guys sharing
a stage without sharing a purpose. Dun-
lap shares no small portion of the credit
for the breakthrough qualities of Don’t
Tell a Soul—both for his accomplished
work on guitar and backing vocal ar-
rangements, and for encouraging Paul to
present his songs more straightfor-
wardly. Dunlap may have ensured that
the Replacements will remain a viable
band a lot longer than they otherwise
could.

“So sit down and tell Perry the real
truth, Slim, about how you made this
record happen.” Westerberg, Dunlap
and I are sitting in a booth at the CC
Club; Tommy and Chris are in back
shooting pool.

“Yeah, well...” Dunlap muses. “It
ain’t that big a deal. I didn’t write the
songs, and the songs are what'’s great.”

Did Dunlap give Westerberg the confi-
dence to follow his more melodic in-
stincts? “Yeah, some. I would listen to
Slim where I wouldn’t listen to a lot of

other people.”

“He produced me,” Dunlap shrugs,
*“and I produced him.”

“Exactly,” says Westerberg, downing
the last of his drink.

Even if the new Replacements suit
Westerberg better, everyone in and

around the band knows that at some
point Paul will take the solo plunge—
maybe permanently, maybe not. The
band has always made it clear that
there’s a limit to their willingness to
follow Westerberg down quieter paths.
And as for Paul himself, well, he justisn’t
sure. His thoughts on the subject change
from day to day, and sometimes from
one moment to the next: “Why didn’t
Keith make his solo record until he was
45? He was smart enough to know that if
you're in a band, you're in a band. You
don’t do something to alienate the band.
I don’t want to do that. I'd rather be in
the band and have my situation now than
have a huge solo record.” Pause. “If I
thought I could, I'd probably be fool
enough to try it.” Pause. “But I mean, I
write the goddamn songs, so it’s not like
they’re stiflin’ me.

“I have a split personality. If I didn’t
have a band, I'd have a different kind of
music. But if [ didn’t have a band, I
probably wouldn’t have the courage to
get on a stage. So what do I do, sit in my
basement and write these ballads all my
life and never go and perform them? Or
do I write a bunch of rock 'n’ roll songs
and maybe write a couple of ballads to
sneak in? I mean, I like 'em, too, but
some of 'em are painful to sing. ‘Rock &
Roll Ghost’ has made me break down
crying four or five times. I don’t ever
want to put myself in the position where
I get all mushy and shit onstage. Not
because it violates my image, but be-
cause I don't want to be a freak show.

“All of these songs,” he concludes,
“are downer, mournful songs. That
bothers me sometimes. I don’t want to
be the fuckin’ Leonard Jackson Cohen
Browne of my generation, exactly...”

Later on, he confesses yet another
reason for his ambivalence. “I would
hate,” he says quietly, “to leave the
other guys in the lurch.”

That’s another bind: For the guy who
fast-talked his way into Bob, Chris and
Tommy’s band eight years ago, the
thought of doing solo projects has always
felt a little like betrayal. Peter Jesper-
son’s memories of an early-'80s solo
session sound more like the recounting
of an extramarital interlude than a casual
demo recording.

“One night after a show,” says Jesper-
son, “I was listening to the tape from that
performance and I started thinking about
all the great solo stuff he was doing in his
basement. If youdon't recordit, youlose
it. You forget it. So I called the
Blackberry Way studio and booked time
with [engineer] Steve Fjelstad. Then I
called Paul and said I'd booked time for a
solo session, and did he want to do it?
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“He said, ‘Fuck, let’s go for it.” So he
was meeting me at the record shop that
night. We were just about to jump in the
van when Chris Mars walked in and saw
Paul with his guitar. Chris said, ‘Where
you guys goin’?’ We said, ‘Uh, we're
going over to Lou’s house.’ This was a
roadie friend of ours. Chris says, ‘Can I
come along?’ Paul says, ‘Well, okay.” So
we get in the van, and all of a sudden
Chris says, ‘It looks like we're going to
Blackberry Way.” And Paul finally says,
‘Okay, okay, we're gonna go record, but
don’t tell anybody.’

m aybe I'm from the working
class,” Westerberg says,
“but I've hardly worked a day in my life.”
He and Chris Mars then embark on an
explanation of the theory of social clas-
ses according to the Replacements,
which differs significantly from Karl
Marx’s version.

“The middle class is the best,” says
Westerberg. “They make the best rock
'n’ roll. Elliott Murphy said that. I don’t
know the exact reason, but I think the
lower class is so desperate to rise above
where they are that they’ll do anything,
even to the point where it makes them
look stupid. Like metal, for instance.
They’re all stupid, but they want to make
it. The upper class of wealth and afflu-
ence will try to make art, 'cause they’ve
already seen money and power, and they
go, ‘well, we're above that.””

“They try to imitate art,” says Mars,
“where the lower class is doing anything
they can to bust out...”

“And the middle class,” continues
Westerberg, “doesn’t give a shit. *Cause
they're right in the middle. They’ve
never been rich, they’ve never been
poor. We don’t want to rule the world,
but we don’t want to be at the bottom of
the ladder.”

But maybe the Replacements protest
too much. Westerberg, at least, cer-
tainly shares some of what he dismisses
as the “lower-class” urge to make it,
which is finally just the urge to win
respect. At 28 he isn't content to be a
“rebel without a clue,” the perpetual
outsider; trouble is, he isn’t content to
come all the way inside, either. What-
ever the commercial fortunes of Don’t
Tell a Soul, that ambivalence isn’t likely
to go away. “I get in trouble,” he says,
“whenever I try to write like I'm the life
of the party, which I do sometimes. My
own personality isn’t like that. The
people who relate best to my songs are
the ones who see themselves over in the
corner. However much they’d like to,
they can’t quite get into the swing of
things.” M
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TOURING HHOUSLE
SOUND ENGINEEFR FOR
WHITNEY HOUSTON
AND PAUL SIMON
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SM98 with polar e

“I'm using Shure’s SM98 more
and more because it helps me
get that natural drum sound and
the mic adds no ‘color’ of its own.
Its small size doesn’t obscure
the audience’s view of the drum-
mer and means the mic is less
likely to get hit by drumsticks.

“| prefer the warm natural
sound you get with condensers.
That's why | like the rich lows
and low-mids | get with the SM98
on tom-toms. Plus. it's rugged
enough to stand up to road
abuse.

“To get the fat sound | want, |
position the mic about three fin-
gers distance off the drum head
and aim it toward the center to
avoid unwanted rim harmenics.

“To minimize leakage from
adjacent drums, | use Shure’s
A98SPM polar modifiers to get
the isolation a supercardioid
provides. I've found that combi-
nation works great overhead on
the high hat as well. With the
pattern control the modifiers
provide, it’s like having two mics
in one.

“For area miking of percus-
sion instruments, | prefer the
SM81 because of its.extended
flat frequency response. And the
SM57 still is my first choice on
snare and guitar amps.’

If you're looking for answers
to your miking problems, start
where David Morgan does—
with Shure.

Call for a free copy of Shure’s
fuil line Microphone/Circuitry
Catalog. Call 1-800-257-4873
(In inois 1-800-624-8522).

DAVID MORGAN
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X bass is designed to give me
mg that really matters. Great

. Not j just one great sound, but all
The solid Yamaha® body creates

, fat fundamental tone I’m looking
"t gives me a choice of sounds,
rather than making the choice for me.

" “Sure, the fretting and the finish are
perfect. Yamaha’s workmanship beats the
pants ything else. But what reallv
sold me on RBX was the sound. And isn’t
that what bass is all about?”

%The top names in bass agree. The

tamaha RBX is the best-sounding, best-
signed bass you can buy. Bottom line.
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Yamaha Music Corperafion, USA Drum:u Guitars, Amplitiers Division,
RGN Or lll_\ thorpe Ave., Buena Park, CA 90620
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