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And the politicians throwing stones...

to vote and defeat Ronald Reagan. We lost that election

and we've all lived through the results—four years of a
staggering national deficit, increased invasions into our pri-
vacy, imperialist interventionism abroad, insensitivity to the
plight of minorities, foolish environmental policies and a
general assault on most of the things Deadheads hold sacred.

F our years ago in this space we urged you all to register

Well, it’s election time again and that means we once more
have the opportunity to shape this country’s destiny. Many
Deadheads, taking their cue from the band’s oft-stated dis-
trust of politics, choose not to become involved in the
electoral process. They argue, in part, that there is no differ-
ence between candidates, and that to vote at all is to lend
legitimacy to a political system that is ineffective at best, bla-
tantly corrupt at worst. But there is a difference. The way the
government in power rules sets the tone for the whole
country. The current administration’s utter lack of compas-
sion for the poor, to cite just one example, has led to a general
despair in the inner cities; cynicism is rampant. And what
sort of message is sent out by the fact that more than 100
members of the Reagan-Bush team have resigned because of
shady dealings? These are people who believe the words of
Wall Street sleazeball Ivan Boesky: “Greed is good!”

Voting for men and women who endorse humane social,
economic and military policies at the very least gets the ball
moving in a positive direction and creates a climate for prog-
ress. In the Congress, state houses and local governments
we're beginning to see a new generation of progressive lead-
ers who are trying to steer this nation toward a new, more so-
cially conscious agenda. Even the apolitical Grateful Dead
may be changing its stripes a bit. “[Social action] is some-
thing the Grateful Dead has avoided pretty assiduously —
getting directly involved in things,”” Garcia said recently.
“Well, we've sort of changed our tack the last couple of years,
as things have started to look really bad. We've decided
maybe it’s possible for us to act in this world of big scares,
and we all have an investment in the future in the form of
kids and friends who have kids. It would be nice to think we
could be effective somehow. This might be a good time to
start doing things.”

The whole Grateful Dead scene, with its optimism and de-
termination to make things better, is proof in microcosm that
good ideas and sheer will are very powerful tools. We believe

that the time has come tor all of us to show we care about the

big picture, too. Please register to vote and JUST SAY NO to

four more years of Reagan-Bush policies. This could well be
the most important presidential election of our lives.

by Judit TornAllen of Eugene, Oregon. We first fell

in love with Judit’s art a few years ago when her
Golden Road subscription envelope arrived covered with the
strangest, trippiest, most colorful rubber stamp art we'd ever
seen. We struck up a friendship from afar and then met a year
or so later when we saw her selling postcards of her stamp art
outside Bay Area Dead shows. In a scene filled with skilled
artisans, Judit is truly one of the most original—to our
knowledge she’s the only one doing what she’s doing.

A native of California, Judit has lived in Oregon for the
past 14 years, working in a number of different fields. She
says her interest in what's known as “correspondence art”
—letters, postcards, etc.—began in 1964 when she attended
a Quaker High School. (She saw her first Dead show two
years later.) It wasn’t until 1976, however, that she began
creating art using commercially available rubber stamps. In
the early '80s, with the encouragement of friends, she started
carving her own stamps out of white plastic erasers and seek-
ing out the best stamp inks she could find. These are still her
principal tools. For the past five years she has been making
and selling Dead-related postcards, though much of her
work has no overt connection to the band.

“What [ really like are colors and textures,” she says.
“Color is something I seem to have been born with—like
some people are ‘born dancers.” When I see something, my
eyes make a frame of color. I might not see detail, but I al-
ways see the color moving.” Anyway you look at it, she has
extraordinary vision.

O ur cover this time is a specially commissioned work

elp! We're looking to expand our readership in the
H South. If you’d like to give us a hand by passing out

Golden Road leaflets on the fall Southern tour, send
us your name and address and we’ll rush you a stack.

Thanks!
— B] & RM
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Give the Devils Their Due

Have you ever noticed that just before
someone starts complaining they say, “I
hate to complain, but..."? Well, | hate to
complain, but I feel |t is my duh as a
Deadhead to pmnt out a pmbh m.

The Setting: I spent a really enjovable
week at the Alpine Valley Music Theater. |
liked the scene, the band, the folks, etc.

The Problem: My complaint is that the
people dmund me at the shows turned the
drums/“space’” portion of the show into a
buzz of conversation reminiscent of a busy
day at the stock exchange. The fourth show
had an e‘ueptmnalh unique and original
drums/“space,” which was all but spoiled
for me by inconsiderate fans who felt that
this subtle moment of the program would be

an opportune time to engage In casual
yakking.

The Solution: | would like to suggest that
if you find that the intricacies of the Rhythm
Devils/mind expansion part of the show are
above vour level of comprehension, that
you at least let those of us who getintoiten-
joy. I'm not asking people to appreciate this
abstract part of the show, just to stay clear
of my space long enough to let me appre-
Clate it.

The Reason: For those of you who still
can’t relate, allow me to explain. Drums/
“space” is, to me, the most spiritual part of a
show. It grips my soul and thrashes it
around, and it feels groovy. Itis artistic crea-
tion 1n its purest form; music that is hvmg
played at its moment of conception. And it

is an experience that, more than any other
part of the show, magnetic audio tape sim-
ply cannot do justice to. It really astonishes
me that a contingent of music aficionados as
enthusiastic as Deadheads don’t appreciate
it more. It's a gift to you from the band. A
chance to hear them create firsthand. And
yet a lot of people treat it like a second
Intermission.

All I'm saying is that however you choose
to enjoy the show, please do it in such a way
as to let those around you enjoy it too.

Terry Barkman
Landmark, Manitoba, Canada

Blows Against the Editor

Just a quick note to let you know how
much [ enjoy your mag and your literary gift
tor an intormative free-flowing interview.
Your Robert Hunter piece was uniformly ex-
cellent, although there is a small error with
regard to the song with the line “Seven
m:,ht“-. of pleasure.” The correct song title is

“Across the Board,” from the Kantner/Slick
album Baron Von Tollbooth and the Chrome
Nun. Also of note is a great collaboration be-
tween David Freiberg and Robert Hunter,
“Harp Tree Lament,” on the same LP. Back
in the good old days, Toolbooth and Sun-
fighter and Blows Against the Empire, with our
favorite guest electric guitarist, launched
many a psychedelic voyage into the realm of
science fiction-based temporal reality.

Scott Glasscoe
San Anselmo, CA

How 'Bout “Dark Star-
St. Stephen-The Eleven’?

| was really surprised to hear that Robert
Hunter feels like nobody appreciates him. |
think he doesn’t give Deadheads enough
credit for being able to discern that he and
Jerry are separate entities who collaborate.
At least he seems to appreciate that Jerry
puts his songs in beautiful settings. It's hard
to be in the background, I'm sure, but he
should take heart that the words he’s writ-

ten communicate so much to so ma ny.
Also, I'd like to add my 2 cents to the
camp that believes ther e’s way too much
griping from the hardcore fans (including
you guys). It's not like the band doesn't
have a history of repetition of their material.
Look at how they played the same songs
over and over in the '60s. Look at some of
those 71 series, with “Whart Rat” night af-
ter night, or the mid-"70s shows with the
same first-set songs popping up all the time.
And vou didn’t hear people complain when
“Not Fade Away-Going ann the Road
Feelin” Bad-Not Fade Away'’ was played at
nearly every show fora while. Or when “Es-
timated Prophet”” was played almost every
night when that came in. My theory is that
no one minded because not many were
touring. | know when the band comes down
to Texas ['m happy with anything they play,
and most people | know think the same
way. And speaking of Texas, we’ll be out in

force for the boys this fall!

[im Turley
Houston, TX
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Inspiration, Move Me Brightly

Robert Hunter, in many respects, makes
the Grateful Dead for me. | recognize that,
no matter what kind of magic comes out of
Jerry’s guitar, it’s Hunter’s words that move
through my head like my inspirational
muse, Erato. | too am a writer, and | know
that, even if a piece is written with some
third persmn s story in mind, it’s always the
writer’s story. [ want to thank Hunter for be-
ing one of the few modern lyricists who is
also a poet (up there with Dylan, Joni Mitch-
ell, David Crosby and a few others) and for
being one of the major inspirations of my
life.

Michelle Ben-Hur
San Francisco, CA

How’s Hunter?

Excellent ““Roots” piece about the Black
Mountain Boys last issue. | agree, let’s hear
more! Maybe thev could hit some of the hip-
per folk/bluegrass festivals and do some
outreach to the lawn-chair-and-Winnebago
crowd. The article was extremely well-re-
searched; there's stuff in there | hadn't
known, and I've been into old-time/tradi-
tional music for quite a while,

Regarding “Turtle Dove”: Maybe Bessie
Jones' source for the last line of the chorus
wasn't exactly a “corrupted musical scale.”
A tradition in the “shape-note” singing
schools that proliferated all over the country
in the last century was to sing the hymn the
first time through without the words, just
the melody accompanied by the names of
the notes (“Fa-so-la-so-la,” etc.). The
“shape-note”” system differentiated the
musical notes by their shape, rather than
their position on the staff (though some
books combined shape-note and standard
notation). I know that the Georgia Sea Is-
lands’ traditions are unique because of their
isolation, but those singing schools got into
a bunch of places, and maybe there was
some crossover. John McCutcheon has
done some shape-note stuff with Trapezoid
on a couple of his albums, and if you want to
hear some harmonies that will curl your
hair, check out American Folk Hymns in the
Sacred Harp Tradition by the Word of Mouth
Chorus on Nonesuch.

I'm sure it was just space limitations that
kept you from mentioning that “I'm Just
Here to Get My Baby Out of Jail” appears on
Round Records’ Pistol Packin® Mama album
by the Good Old Boys (Frank Wakefield,
Dave Nelson, Don Reno and Chubby Wise)
produced by none other than Jerry Garcia.

Interesting and provocative interview
with Hunter. The man does have a way with
words, doesn’t he? ("Course, we knew that
all along!) But he sounds a little petulant
when he gritches about not getting recogni-
tion. C'mon, man! This is the same guy who
got all pissed-off when someone snuck a
photo of him into the Europe '72 picture
book? Give us a break! And about the
“How's Jer-eee?”’ questions: He must be
talking about his "86 tour, when the ques-
tion did pop up on both the tapes ['ve heard,
along with some choice Hunter rejoinders.
And hey — in the fall of ‘86, we needed to
know! Would it help if some of the guys
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down front at Dead shows started yelling
“HOW'S HUNTER?"

Oh, by the way, I'm trying to revise a
tradltmnﬂl lu]]ahﬁ,-' tor my kids. It starts out
“Hush little Deadhead, don’t feel blue/
Jerry’s gonna play you a ‘Morning Dew.""
Can anybody else help me out?

Lee Agnew
Norman, OK

Editor’s note: Jody Stecher, who knew Bessie
Jones, more or less confirms the shape-note
hypothesis.
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Cousin Hope in the Louie Louie Parade

Dancin’ in the Streets

Picture, if you will, a contingent of tie-
dyed-in-the-wool Deadheads, strutting
their stuff down a major downtown thor-
oughtare, carrying signs and banging tam-
bourines ... What could it be? Spring tour
‘887 No, the boys aren’t scheduled to play
until September. Maybe a political protest?
No, it's the fourth annual Louie Louie
Parade!

A local group of Deadheads got involved
after one veteran fanatic, Audrey Fine
(Media, PA), received a tape of the Dead’s
Hartford show (4-5-88) and heard the first
official cover version of the pop classic
“Louie Louie.” Always the innovator, Au-
drey summoned friend and WMMR disc
jockey Pierre Robert, and broke the news to
him. Pierre flipped! She then explained her
brainstorm: a Deadhead float in the Louie
Louie Parade, WMMR's annual benefit for
the Leukemia Society. Friends were con-
tacted, the song was put onto an endless-
loop cassette, a sound system was erected, a
banner was made, and by the day of the
parade, we stood assemhlwd. over 30 of us,
in our favorite shirts and best smiles. On
Sunday, May 22, we marched proudly in
the streets! And we raised about $300 for the
Leukemia Society, too! Never had such a

good time . . .
Denny Horn

Philadelphia, PA

Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow

[ am finishing up a three-year hitch with
the Army so [ can go back to school and get
my electrical engineering degree. The Dead
have both helped and hindered my stay in
the Army. (My theme song in basic training
was "I Need a Miracle.”) Everyone in my
unit knows I'm a Head because | spend my
two weeks of summer leave on tour. Last
yvear they asked for an address of where |
would be on leave so | told them: in a tent in
the parking lots at Toronto, Rochester, Fox-
boro, Pittsburgh, Roanoke, Philly and New
Jersey. And [ gave them the dates. Needless
to say, [ had a urinalysis test the day | got
back (it was negative, as usual!).

They also freak out when I'll drive all the
way to Hampton to catch one show and
come back and be at work Monday. Of
course they have the bottle waiting! I tell
them they’ll never get a positive, since I
don’ tmdulge in the pleasures of marijuana.
But | get out in eight months and I'll be on
tour all summer, enjoying life and not cut-
ting my hair!

Michael Caprara
Watertown, NY
(but going back to Pensacola, FL!)

It’s a Lesson To Me

['m still recovering from my first major
long-term disillusionment, which began on
the East Coast spring tour. I had never done
a whole tour before, although 1I've been see-
ing the Dead for ten years. | guess I picked
the wrong one. Don’t get me wrong; it
wasn't all bad. I met a lot of nice people and
had a lot of fun. But I think it's better for me
to only see ten or 12 shows a year. And
spring tour is definitely not a tour to do.
Summer tour is a tour to do— all outdoors
and nice scenery.

[t was also the tirst tour on which I'd sold
stuff at shows. [ definitely picked the wrong
time to jump on that bandwagon. My friend
and I printed up 3000 stickers for $600. I fig-
ured I could sell them for a buck each and
have some road money. Wrong! Agents of
the Grateful Dead didn’t like me using an
“image of Garcia” on my sticker and pro-
ceeded to confiscate all they could find on
my person and told me to never peddle such
items again. Meanwhile, the rest of the flea
market merchants — with their tables, blue
tarps, rented vans and clothing racks —
were deciding whether to actually bother
going into the show.

[’ll never sell at shows again, and I'll never
do another whole tour again, unless I've
saved enough money to do it without
selling, and it's a summer tour. So that's
where [ got a little disillusioned —but it’s a
lesson to me. What the Dead organization is
saying to me is: Don’ turgamze your whole
life around touring; it’s too hazardous. And
the shows get boring night after night,
“Touch of Grey” after “Touch of Grey.” So
['m going to cut down and see fewer shows.

But I can’t help think about the people I
met on tour who, like me, had some stupid
item they made — a shirt or a sticker or
something—who are still out there selling. |
hope they won't be apprehended by burly



Grateful Dead thugs who'll take their only
visible means of support. And all the while
the falafel salesmen who've followed the
tour, and that guy from Venice Beach with
his buttons and checkered welder’s cap, are
laughing all the way back to California First
Interstate Bank. . . .If you ask me, the Dead
are weeding out the wrong people.

[t's amazing when [ think about how
quickly it all changed for me. From a scene
where anything could happen to a scene
where anything bad could happen — like
changing Disneyland into New Your City.
Newer Heads might not know this, but as
late as "83 it was extremely uncool to sell
beer. If someone wanted a beer they were
¢iven one by anyone with a cooler. Now,
anyone with a cooler is selling beer.

Newer Heads are alw ays blamed for the
changes. | remember taking the Long Island
Railroad into New York for a show at Radio
City and some Head was saying, “It's the
new Heads, the ones that came with Terra-
pint and Shakedowen who are screwing things
up.” But he was wrong — it’s where vour
head is at that counts,

Pat Woods
Hicksville, NY

And the Kids They Dance .

[ am a 19-year-old senior at prep sc hnn! in
Connecticut. [ saw my first show right be-
fore Jer fell ill in the summer of '86. Since
then | have seen shows on both coasts, and
learned to respect the scene. I saw a few
shows before In the Dark came along (with
its repercussions), and | feel | can speak

about “trendy Deadheads,” or whatever
vou enjoy calling them.

You people speak of new Heads as if they
were a disease! For a crowd of people who
pride themselves on peaceful coexistence,
this seems somewhat hypocritical. I'm not
saying that some new younger Heads don't
have tons to learn about mutual respect, but
labeling them and treating them like out-
casts solves nothing. Hell, were all of you
born dancing in Winterland? Give them
space! Peacetully coexist! Isn't that what life
1s all about?

And for all you new Heads: kick back, en-
joy the ride, and sometime down the road,
after Europe '92 comes out, y'all will see a
crop ot rookies come along, reckless as hell,
and you'll sit back, laugh, and remember!

Fred Kasak
Weston, CT

What You Play
Is What You Get

There seems to be a growing rift between
what you and your readers (including me)
appreciate about the Dead and the scene,
and what the Dead themselves and their
new [t the Dark fans are into. What's always
compelled my friends and me to go to shows
is the musical exploration, improvisation
and inspiration, and at the same time hav-
ing fun—even if something bad happens, it
at least makes tor a H:rud war story. In 1987,
many friends cried “sellout,” but to me the
Dead can sell all the records in the world and
| won’t begrudge them one bit, so long as

they maintain the integrity of their live
shows. But 1988 is the true year of the sell-
out as far as their live shuwa are concerned.
There is no jamming. “Playin’ in the Band”
was the last extended journey, and now
it, too, 1s gone. Every other transition has
been truncated (“China-Rider,” “Scarlet-
Fire,” etc.).

GD Ticket Service, via Hunter's letter,
moans about the boisterous fan situation.
C'mon, guys — if you want to alienate the
MTYV spring break party crowds, just JAM
and SPACE. It needn’t be “The Eleven” or
“Cosmic Charlie,” no strenuous studio re-
hearsal required — just let it hang out! You
can still make pop studio LPs — just keep
the sanctity of the live shows.

Are the band members so insulated from
reality that they don’t see the connection be-
tween how they play and the type of fans
they attract?

Bob Messina
East Berlin, CT

Had One of Those Flashes
I'd Been There Before

Speaking of altered states of conscious-
ness, | had an experience a few years ago
that Golden Road readers might find interest-
ing. I'd be curious if any others have had a
similar one. It occurred at the Dead’s '84-'85
New Year's Eve show at the San Francisco
Civic. Just at midnight, as the balloons de-
scended from the ceiling, I was suddenly
and vividly in another place, transported
back in time. The scene I witnessed was
analagous to the New Year's show atmos-

DON'T LEAVE HOME WITHOUT IT

The only thing worse than leaving your
Golden Road behind is not having it

come to your home at all. Remember:
a mailbox is a terrible thing to waste.

Get the next fourissues for $16 (U.S.);
$20 (U.S) for airmail overseas. (All
iIssues prior to Summer '88 must be

Darn!If only | hadn’t left my Golden Roadin the campground at Alpine.

SUBSCRIBE NOW!

ordered as BACK ISSUES for $4.50
each; $5 overseas.)

Send check or money order to:

The Golden Road
484 Lake Park Ave. #82
Oakland, CA 94610
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The Collecied Poems of
Robert M. Petersen

$16.95 + $1.75 Shipping.

"Petersen will take you somewhat

deeperthaniscomfortable,ifyouenter
his lines rather than flipping through
them. This is what a should do.
The voice of Robert M. Petersen will
endure, crackling through the static
of our generation like the sound of a
far away radio.” Robert Hunter

Petersen wasbornin1936and died in

1987.Inthe50’she hopped the freights,
played jazz saxophone. He first met

Phil Lesh at San Mateo College. Later

they collaborated on several Grateful

Dead songs. Sometimes he lived on

themountain.Heserved time. Heknew
well the lore of the West, its local and

natural history. He practiced freedom.
Hebridged thebeat sceneof San Fran-
cisco to the rock era, like his some-
time companion, Neal Cassady. His
poems are lucid testimony of culture
in transformation.

Grateful Dead Lyricist Robert M. Petersen's Collected Poems,
Alleys of the Heart, with a Foreword by Robert Hunter.

Available in a Special Hardback Edition. A New Publication!
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H the time of the tellable!
Speak out and testify.
This time is the time when
the things we love are dying
and the things we do not love
are rushing to replace them,
shadows cast by shadows:
things willingly restrained
by temporary confines
but ready to spew forth as
outer change of form decrees.
Between its hammer blows
the heart survives — as does,
between the teeth, the tongue:
in spite of all,
the fount of praise.

from the Ninth Elegy

Robert Hunter's Translation of Rilke’s Classic Duino Elegies
IlTustrated with Blockprints by Maureen Hunter.

Now available in a Joint Paperback and Cassette Tape Edition,
Read by Hunter, Accompanied by Tom Constanten on Piano.

Special Price for Book & Tape: $16.95 + $2.00 Shipping
Paperback Only: $9.95 + $1.75 Shipping

HULOGOS'I BOOKS

PO BOX 1188 EUGENE, OREGON 97440
(503) 343-0606
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phere. The sense [ got was of being some-
where in the Middle East, centuries ago. |
was inside a very large tent, in which there
also was a celebration going on, and a large
crowd, all in the dress of that time. As at the
show, the peak of the celebration was occur-
ring, and lots of things were falling from the
ceiling.

The message | got was that we were con-
nected to some sort of celebratory aspect of
the human spirit that has existed through-
out all time, and that the band and the entire
Grateful Dead scene represent an embodi-
ment of that spirit in our present time. It also
seemed that the expression of this celebra-
tory spirit necessitated the gathering ot
large groups of people in a “ritual-like” set-
ting, and that these celebrations were very
m‘tpnrtant tor the refreshment ot the "“"group
psyche.”

[t also occurred to me that perhaps one of
the reasons for the “cosmic” occurrences
that seem to happen around the Dead, such
as meeting people we really feel like we've
known before, is because we are part of a
tamily of consciousnesses that has inter-
acted bevond the scope of our present life-
times, for a fairly long period of time, and
we are drawn together by forces larger than
we realize.

Now | must include the fact that this hap-
pened to me with the help of an extremely
small amount of a popular chemical, if you
catch my drift. But I don’t feel that this inval-
idates the experience. We are dealing with
the question of distinguishing between a
hallucination and a perception of reality that
is more expansive than normal. While I'm
sure it’s possible to be ftooled, I can tell you
that my experience felt totally legitimate.
Qur connection with previous times is an
idea ['m sure others have thought of before,
and perhaps many already accept, but |
thought it still worth relating my own direct
experience with it.

Steve Schmid
Manhattan Beach, CA

P.S. Deadheads might be interested to
know about an organization called the Insti-
tute of Noetic Sciences (475 Gate Five Road,
Suite 300, Sausalito, CA 94965). It was
founded in 1973 by astronaut Edgar Mitchell
after he had a consciousness-altering ex-
perience during the return flight from the
moon on Apollo 14. To quote their litera-
ture: “Gazing through 240,000 miles of
space towards the planet Earth, he sud-
denly experienced the universe as intelli-
gent, loving and harmonious. He knew that
the Earth and its myriad life forms were not
merely accidents arising out of random pro-
cesses, but that all creation was part of
a wondrously unified, interdependent
whole.” Mitchell acted upon his vision by
creating the institute. Its purpose is to do re-
search into the frontiers of the capability of
the human mind, with the idea that there
are as yet vast untapped pote ntials. Some of
their research topics are: life after death,
spiritual healing, altered states of con-
sciousness, creative altruism, methods for
creating world peace, the effects of belief
systems on consciousness, exceptional abil-
ities, and channeling.
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By Marc Sandalow
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‘Deadheads’ Told to Beat I

Fum of the Gratetul Deod rock bond who camped out in @
po

'k this week in downtown Hartford, Conn., were told
yesterday by police fo leave the city. Hartford hos for the last
two years ollowed 'Deadheods’ to sieep in the park near i
Capitol when the band was performing in town. But complaints
of drug abuse ond linering have led officials to cansider @

middle-class urban neighborhoeod.

Nudity, trash, noise, u-faflsl of
marijuana smoke, public urination,

early larewell from less than
grateful Hartford today, as police
and public works officials planned
to endorce a 6 a m. deadline to clear
Bushnell Park

permanent ban on concerts by the Bay Area group.

s most of you are probably aware,

this is a critical time in the Dead’s
history, as all of us try to deal with the
massive upsurge in the group’s popu-
larity in the wake of the success of In
the Dark. Last year’s predictions of an
onslaught of new fans coming into the
scene has, in fact, come to pass. So
how’s it going? Well, it sort of depends
on who you talk to. In the course of dis-
cussing the situation with numerous
Deadheads and various people in the
Dead organization, ['ve heard some real
horror stories as well as indications that
things are moving in positive directions
on several fronts.

Perhaps the most encouraging devel-
opment of the past several months is
the Dead’s increasingly active partici-
pation in looking for solutions to the
problems surrounding the scene.
Though, typically, they have refused
any actual responsibility ("You created
yourselves” is their latest sleight-of-
pen cop-out), they actually have in-
vested a tremendous amount of time
and energy researching the issues in-
volved. On the summer tour, for in-
stance, they set up an information
booth outside each of the venues the
Dead played, providing a space where
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By BILL KEVENEY
and PETER LEYDEN

; reached an intolerab -
Couirant Staff Weilers erable level Tues

day, the day of ibe final
:u; umms: said, g

"Dead beads * were lo receive an olice found themselves pearly

officials said followers af

OXFORD — The commander of the

r g v e+ ¥ for patrolling the turnpike estimated
Thursday that up to three-quarters of

people could ofter suggestions about
how to make the scene better, or re-
ceive literature that outlined ways to
make the Deadhead invasion less hor-
rific for the local community, or get in-
volved directly and immediately by
picking up plastic bags to help collect
trash in the area of the concert. The
booth was variously staffed by four vet-
erans of the scene — Calico and Goose
from the Hog Farm collective, Barbara
Lewit and Lou Tambakos—who report
that the reaction to the booth was over-
whelmingly favorable. Not only did
they amass a notebook of ideas from
Deadheads, but as the tour went on, a
dedicated corps of volunteers took it
upon themselves to pick up trash after
shows and the result was that the con-
cert sites were generally left clean.
Some of this good will in turn spread to
communities near the venues, though
it’s hard to gauge exactly what the ef-
fect was out there.

The band, road crew and manage-
ment took an intense interest in the re-
ports that were prepared after each
show, and in many cases adjustments
were made — opening up another gate
here, making sure that water was avail-
able there.

Often the same fans cannot af-
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ments and Maine State Poli

the last of the

Once again the band’s appearance In
several cities was preceded by taped
radio messages from the group urging
people to be cool and respect property
(in Rochester, the Dead even bought a
full-page ad containing copious infor-
mation about the camping, restaurants,
Silver Stadium rules, etc., in a local en-
tertainment magazine). And at Alpine
Valley, announcements were made
from the stage before each show about
littering, fireworks and other verboten
activities. Far from seeming cop-like,
however, this well-intentioned assault
served to put these issues in the con-
sciousness of more people than ever
before, and that has to be viewed as a
good sign.

In the San Francisco Bay Area, a large
group of concerned Deadheads calling
themselves the Minglewood Town
Council took it upon themselves to
hand out a nicely designed four-page
leaflet (articulating some of the be-
havior problems and their conse-
quences) to people attending the recent
Greek Theater shows in Berkeley. It's
no secret that the Dead are on “proba-
tion” at the Greek (and at QOakland’s
Kaiser Convention Center, whose gov-
erning board recently voted to give the
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Dead one more chance there, despite
vociferous objections from outraged
residents of the Kaiser neighborhood).
So the Minglewood group’s commit-
ment is well timed: either Deadheads
get their shit together and start acting
responsibly, or they (we) lose those
venues — the best indoor and outdoor
places the band plays, in my opinion.

The Dead are on shaky ground in
some other cities, too, and even in
places where their future is secure,
there have been continual problems of
various sorts. In Hartford, where the
city graciously allowed Deadheads to
camp in Bushnell Park, there was a seri-
ous litter problem during and after the
concerts, a number of drug-related ar-
rests, and now there is a real ground-
swell to ban Dead concerts there. For a
couple of weeks after the concerts the
newspapers there were filled with let-
ters both supporting and condemning
the Dead and Deadheads. The city itself
recognizes the tremendous economic
lift it gets every time the Dead come to
town, but angry citizens make them-
selves heard on these sorts of issues,
and the last thing the Dead want to be-
come 1s someone’s political hability.

You'd be amazed at the image Dead-
heads have out in the world at large,
and it goes way beyond the occasional
sneering or condescending article writ-
ten by some reporter who's been sent
b\.r' an editor to cover this “circus.” Dur-

ing the weeks preceding the Dead’s
Oxford, Maine, shows, for example,
the local paper printed letters that said
things like: “This band is cult-active,
they promote Satanism, drugs and
sex’’; “The term ‘Dead heads' refers to
the people who have been stoned so
many times on drugs and alcohol that
they can no longer think rationally .
They are unable to hold down ]{}bb as
responsible members of society so they
drift and sell things to buy more
drugs’’; “The message being promoted
by these bands [the Dead, and Mon-
sters of Rock acts] involves suicide,
murder, sex, violence and especially re-
bellion in all forms”; “To have the
Grateful Dead concert ... is an open
invitation to the “‘Whores of Babylon’ to
spread themselves into our serene en-
vironment, peddling their wares of
degradation, violence and sex.” Whew!
(To its credit, the Oxford paper came
out in favor of the concert and pleaded
for cool heads to prevail.)

There were minor gate-crashing inci-
dents again this year in Hampton (still
perhaps the most hospitable place on
the East Coast to see the Dead), the
Meadowlands (which has become the
“Harshford” of the late ‘80s) and Ir-
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vine. And Saratoga was something of a
disaster. Hundreds stormed the fences
that surround the facility, and many
were violently beaten back by panicked
security forces. Inside, there was the
usual tension created by Heads on the
lawn trying to swarm into the reserved-
seat pavilion area. It's awful when
people get their heads bashed in, but
it’s hard for me to be very sympathetic
— these people are screwing up the

(35,000 + per day)— some reported be-
ing in traffic for four or more hours after
the show.

Some of this is clearly a problem of
just too many people in areas that
aren’t equipped to handle such num-
bers. Some of it is mismanagement by
promoters who don’t take the time (or
spend the money) to cover all the bases
in advance. Whatever the case, there
are always innocent Deadheads who

SANDERS' VIEW

BLP[ME VALLEY MANAGEMENT GIVES ANOTHER CONCERT

THE MILWADKEE <OURNAL

Editorial cartoon run in the Milwaukee Journal during the Dead’s Alpine run

scene for everybody, and they should
know that not everyone thinks gate
crashing 1s the cute little game the
perpetrators obviously think it is.

The problems with promoters go be-
yvond hiring brutish security forces.
What do you do in a situation like Al-
pine Valley this year? Some 35,000
people legitimately had tickets for the
first concert there this summer, yet
50,000+ showed up to party in the
parking lots. The result wasn'’t just that
there was a mini-city outside the pavil-
ion during the shows. The area was so
congested that many Deadheads liter-
ally had to park five to ten miles away
and walk to the show, and several
hundred were even denied entrance
with tickets because the police closed
off the area. Needless to say, traffic was
horrendous going in and out of the
place. Why? In part because no special
provisions were made to keep the tick-
etless out of the area. There were major
traffic snarls at Buckeye Lake in Ohio
(40,000+) and Oxford Speedway

suffer, and more and more of our mail
is reflecting a trend: it’s becoming a ma-
jor downer for a lot of people to go see
the Grateful Dead. [ hate to say it, butin
some areas it may actually make more
sense for the Dead to p]:w in big, im
personal stadiums than in more aes-
thetically pleasing, but uncontrollable
surroundings. Rochester, where the
band has played a 30,000-seat minor
league stadium, continues to be a not-
able exception to most of the above.
That city and promoter are doing some-
thmb right. The Grateful Dead are go-

ing to have to take a long, hard look at
the lessons of this summer tour.

And a final note on all this: the vend-
ing scene at shows continues to be a
confusing morass, with policies chang-
ing like March winds. After sending
out a letter in the spring essentially ex-
tending permission to sell anything
(even crafts using copyrighted logos,
providing a cut was sent to the Dead),
the Dead organization reversed itselt
— without telling anyone — and pro-



ceeded to confiscate a huge range of
crafts that they say infringed on their
copyrights. In some places vendors
were required to pay $100 to sell legiti-
mately. The irony of the situation is
that this has effectively squeezed out
the small T-shirt craftspeople who print
up perhaps a couple of dozen shirts,
maybe using a (now-forbidden) line
from a Dead song or variation on a
logo, and who couldn’t hope to cover
the $100 fee from sales, while giving the
green light to the multitudes who sell
merchandise that has nothing to do
with the Dead. Does the Dead really
want to say “yes” to the big merchants,
with their racks of tie-dyes and Guate-
malan pants, and 'no” to the little guys
whose creativity spawned this now
out-of-control scene? There were peo-
ple roaming the parking lots at Alpine
confiscating shirts with dancing bears
on them, while seemingly every third
person sold beer, and shameless drug
profiteers openly peddled nitrous ox-
ide, by the balloon or the tank! (Nitrous’
weird energy is a whole "'nother topic.)
[ can remember a day not that long
ago when selling outside a show con-
sisted of a few humble craftspeople
hawking their wares quietly from a
backpack before and after shows. Then
came the spread-out blanket, followed
by the giant tarp, which led to the huge

about vending, limiting both the kind
of things that can be sold (no food or al-
cohol), the amount of space the sellers
can occupy (12 X 12, and no multiple
franchises), things of that nature. We
view this as a good first step toward de-
veloping some sensible guidelines,
though it will only work if there’s actual
enforcement. And what works in mel-
low Laguna Seca won'’t necessarily play
in areas where the sellers are more
aggressive,

(Can a big scene be scaled back? Yes.
Deadheads are a cooperative lot, in
general. But what mere regulation
doesn’t address is the fact that the very
existence of a vending scene is part of
what attracts the ticketless and trouble-
some multitudes. Short of an actual ban
on vending (which the Dead would
prefer to avoid), what will keep those
hordes away? Good question. Speak-
ing only for myself, though, I'd much
rather have shows with no vending
than no shows at all, if that's what it
comes to. We've lived with that for two
vears in a row at the Greek and it’s been
tine; in fact, it actually focuses more en-
ergy on the show itself and the vibes i11-
sude the arena.

And hey — the great people who
make up a small batch of stickers and T-
shirts (yes, some even with song frag-
ments or variations on Dead copy-

Qutside Kaiser Convention Center in Oakland, March '88. Has the vending scene gotten out of
hand? Photo: Ron Delany

table, which begat the 10 x 20 alumi-
num superstructure complete with
mirrors, dressing rooms and stand-up
displays. I confess that even though I
have many friends among the vendors,
my sympathies these days are running
toward cutting the selling scene back
drastically or shutting it down all to-
gether. For the recent Laguna Seca
shows, the band’s Hotline message car-
ried some very specific instructions

rights!) and sell them unobtrusively out
of backpacks will always be there (just
as the tapers always manage to capture
the “non-taping” shows for us). More
power to all you creative rebels out
there! Over the past two decades
yvou've made the dancing bears and
happy skeletons your own, you've
shed new light on hundreds of song ti-
tles and lyrics, and no matter what any-
one says, we all own the word “Dead-

heads.” After all, we created ourselves,

right?

ou may not believe this, but the

Dead really have been working
hard on their next LP. It may be out as
early as next winter (a slight improve-
ment over the seven years it took to get
the last one in the stores). Like In the
Dark, the first tracks were cut at the Ma-
rin Veteran’s Auditorium with the Le
Mobile recording truck on hand, but af-
ter a week or so, the band found a new
place to work: the just-finished studio
at George Lucas’ Skywalker Ranch in
secluded West Marin. They've put in
more than three weeks of concentrated
work there, and obviously the sessions
are going fairly well — the new songs
the band has been playing are getting
better and better.

Tucked away in the midst of rolling
hills (green in winter, gold in summer),
Skywalker Ranch is a multimillion dol-
lar creative oasis that was built by Lucas
primarily to accommodate post-pro-
duction for movies made by Lucasfilm
as well as outside projects. The facility’s
studio/soundstage is massive, with a
5000-square-foot floor and a 29-foot
ceiling. The walls and ceiling have re-
tractable baftfles, giving artists and en-
gineers tremendous control over the
room’s reverberation characteristics, a
real plus for a rock band (or an or-
chestra for that matter). Its beautiful
secluded location and tight security
combine to make it a great place for a
band like the Dead to record. And it’s
less than half an hour from the Dead’s
San Rafael studio, which has also up-
graded its equipment with the addition
of a new Neve V-48 recording console,
one of the best in the world. (I assume
the band will continue to record over-
dubs and do mixing there, since it's
familiar, flexible and makes sense
financially.)

And what ot the material on the new
album? Well, several songs slated for
the record got their initial road testing
on summer tour. The first tune un-
veiled wasn’t a new song at all, but Bob
Weir’s several-year-old “Victim or the
Crime,” which he's performed with
Bobby & the Midnites, Kingfish and
solo. Musically, it has a relentless, mid-
tempo beat (a friend pegged it when he
said it sounds like “slaves in Egypt”),
and an upwardly spiraling mesh of dis-
sonant chords faintly reminiscent of the
jam in “Saint of Circumstance,”” except
without that tune’s satisfying resolu-
tion of tension. The lyrics, written by
actor Gerrit Graham, address the ad-
dictive personality (for example): “Pa-
tience runs out on the junkie/The dark
side hires another soul/Did he steal his
fate or earn it?/Was he force-fed, did he
learn it?/Whatever happened to his
precious self-control?”
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The battle lines are already drawn on
this one. Some people love it, espe-
cially the gnarly jam that the band’s
been playing on it. Others dislike it, in-
cluding, I'm told, a couple of members
of the band. For me, the biggest nega-
tive — aside from several lines that
make me wince, they sound so forced
—is that this may be the first Grateful
Dead song ever that is hard to dance to.

“Foolish Heart” is a peppy Hunter-
Garcia number that has “single” writ-

LI DN B

ten all over it. While not as immediately
winsome (or cloying, depending on
your point of view) as “Touch of Grey”
r “Run for the Roses,” it is somewhat
in the vein of those two, and to a lesser
extent, Garcia’s arrangement of “Tangled
Up in Blue.” On the versions so far, the
bridge has sounded a little unsure, as
if Garcia’s having trouble matching
chords and melody. But the great news
is that the song opens up after the
bridge to a break that can really go

places — it’s really the first new jam-
ming tune since “Feel Like a Stranger.”
['m also keen on most of the lyrics ['ve
been able to decipher. One snippet that
has intrigued me: “Never look/Never
look around the bend/Or check a
weather chart/Sign the ‘Mona Lisa’
with a spray can, call it art/But never
give your love, my friend, unto a
foolish heart.” The song is loaded with
that sort of playfully cryptic imagery.
Garcia’s new ballad, “Believe It or

t a pair of benefit concerts this
spring (see next page) some
new tunes written by Brent

and John Barlow were introduced dur-
ing Brent's solo sets. We were in-
trigued enough to give Barlow a call at
his Wyoming ranch to get the low-
down. This was before any of these
tunes had been played with the Dead.

What's your collaborative process
with Brent like?

[ love it! [ just think it's great. It's so
easy. Hell, we wrote five songs in an
afternoon, and I like all of them a lot. |
like those songs as much as anything
['ve ever written.

T'o what degree do you write to his
personality, or what you perceive is his
personality?

Well, it's always been the case with
anybody that I'm writing lyrics for that
[ want to be saying things for them to a
certain extent. If they're going to have
to get up there and sing it for
thousands of people, it ought to be
something they can sing from their
own heart. Such is the nature of both
Bobby and Brent that I know enough
about what goes on inside them that I
can write from my heart things that
they can sing from theirs,

Did Brent already have musical set-
tings for these tunes, and then you sup-
plied the lyrics?

No, we genuinely wrote them to-
gether. [ think you can say that [ wrote
most of the lyrics and he wrote most of
the music, but I'm not even sure that’s
completely accurate. It was a true col-
laboration. | started to write and he
started to plink around with what I was
doing, and we created those songs
jointly. I had the germ — the seed —
on all of them. In the case of “Love
Doesn’t Have to Be Pretty” | had a
verse, a chorus and a bridge. In the
case of “Gentlemen Start Your En-
gines” [ just had that line.

What's going on in “Gentlemen Start
Your Engines”? Is that some sort of

Barlow on Brent’s New Songs

biker tune?

No, no. It's about being so drunk
that you really don't give arat’s ass. It's
about wanting to set the whole world
on fire just to watch it burn, It's a state
of mind I know a lot about but don’t try
to achieve anymore. But Brent hasn't
quite given it up yet.

There’s a part ot alcoholism that's
actually kind of great, and unacknowl-
edged. There's something wonderful
about a certain reprehensibly drunken
state of mind.

Musically, it kind of reminded me of a
Warren Zevon song.

Actually, that's sort of inevitable
when you consider the fact he’s the
only other guy I know that's really
tried to be perfectly frank about how
great it is to be drunk.

It had some of that ““I'll Sleep When I'm
Dead” [a Zevon song] feeling.

There's even a line in there that sort
of pays homage to that — “The dead
can do my sleepin’ if you know what |
mean.”’

I wondered about that line at the time. |
thought maybe it was a slap at the
Grateful Dead.

Mo, it's a footnote to Warren Zevon.

Isn’t “gentlemen start your engines”
what they say at the beginning of the
Indianapolis 5007

Yes. The reason that came to me is
that I've always felt like the difference
between an alcoholic and a normal
drinker is that whereas a normal
drinker gets to a certain point and
thinks, “Well, that’s enough. I just said
something weird,” the same little voice
in the back of an alcoholic’s head says,
“GENTLEMEN, start your engines!”
When other people are starting to
question their judgment, that's when
you decide the race is on.

Of the three songs, the one I, and
everyone I talked to, liked the most was
“I Will Take You Home,” which I as-

sume was written about his kids.

[sn’t that pretty? I've got three little
girls, too. One of my daughters is the
same age as his oldest, so [ felt like it
was appropriate, since we were going
to be doing stuff together, to tap into
this common well that we can dip into
—this love we feel for our daughters.

And there are two others you've writ-
ten together?

Yeah. One is called “Blow Away,’
which is actually a typically Brent kind
of song about breaking up with some-
body and how it really doesn’t matter
—or shouldn’t. It's one of those things
where if you give it a little time and a
little perspective, like most ephemeral
matters it'll disappear.

The other one is called "“You're Still
There,” which I hope he gets accomp-
lished. I like that one a lot. Thatoneisa
real straight-on, let’s-be-nice-to-the-
ladies song about the fact that we go off
and do all these crazy things and they
stay there and take care of the fire and
the kids and all. It's an act of gratitude.

You workin’ on anything with Weir
right now?

['ve got two songs we're working on.
I've been shoving stuff at him for sev-
eral years now and it doesn’t seem to
go anywhere.

Well, maybe the threat of an album will
shake him up.

My problem is [ don’t want the Dead
to put out any more records where
Bobby is reading the song from a sheet
of typing paper while they're record-
ing it. It’s been that way just about ev-
ery time except for In the Dark.

In other words you want them to play
it live.

Yeah. [ don't want him to record one
of my songs unless it’s been played of-
ten enough for the other band mem-
bers to know it and give that feedback.
And [ feel like if the audience hasn't
had a chance to engage in the creative
process, then it’s not a Grateful Dead
song,. []
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Not,” sounds very derivative of two
Garcia Band tunes— “Lucky Old Sun”
and “Gomorrah” (from which it bla-
tantly rips off an instrumental figure),
though I think emotionally it comes
from a space closer to Garcia’s under-
rated (and certainly underperformed)
“If  Had the World to Give.” A simple,
bluntly declarative love song, “Foolish
Heart” contains one of my favorite re-
cent Hunter couplets: “Making music
together in a world time forgot/Let me
show how I love you, believe it or not.’
[t could be beautiful on the record; and
the live version at Laguna Seca had a
big build-up ending that reminded me
of a great Stax soul tune. With any luck
it won't drag like “Black Muddy River”
has on several occasions.

Brent and John Barlow wrote five
songs together this winter (see sidebar)
and three have already been performed
live by the Dead and worked on in the
studio. The early Lruwd pleaser seems
to be “Blow Away,” which has a great
little melodic hook that's played in uni-
son by Brent and Jerry, and a very
t_-EltLhi.r (if repetitive) chorus. Lyrically,
the song is about getting over a broken
love atfair — familiar songwriting terri-
tory for Brent, to say the least. With a
little trimming (it does go on a bit) it
could be a real first-set favorite. The
arrangement is already power packed.

“I Will Take You Home"” is a lovely
lullabye from a father to his young child
(Brent has two young daughters). It
hasn’t gotten a full band treatment on-
stage yet— Weir has yet to play on it—
but it’s already won over many Dead-
heads with its warmth and simplicity.
The tinkling piano figure that drifts
through the tune, and some of Brent's
phrasing, sounds rather Springsteen-
ish to me, but there are worse people to
be influenced by. Whether or not the
band will become more involved on it,
or whether it will remain essentially a
solo vehicle for Brent, remains to be

seen.
The third Mydland-Barlow tune is

“Gentlemen Start Your Engines,” a
driving paean to alcoholic excess. It
sounds like a bar-band tune, too, with a
sort of bluesy, hard-rock flavor. To
quote another Brent tune, “I can’t relate
at all,”” but it’s too early to pass judg-
ment on it. The couple of times I've
seen him do it solo, and at Laguna Seca,
the song featured a space-cum-jazz
break in the middle that ventured into
some really interesting terrain, and ['m
always for anything that makes the
band stretch out.

The songs are so new it's hard to
generalize about them, but there is one
thing that disturbs me — none features
backup vocals from other bandmembers.

That’s nothing new for Weir’s “recent”
songs, but both Garcia and Mydland
have generally worked hard to involve
the other singers in vocal arrange-
ments. It's a small point, I know, but it
hit me immediately in each case.

We don’t know too much of what
else the Dead have up their sleeves for
the album. Apparently there’'s a
Hunter Weir song called “Shit Hap-
pens,’ vhlah someone who'd heard it
described as “a great Hunter lyric set to
another strange jazzy Weir tune.” And
Weir has allegedly been working on a
couple of sets of lyrics from Barlow,
Another Hunter-Garcia song called
“Built to Last” should surface one of
these days, and there’s even talk about
a Hunter-Lesh song in the works,
though we’'ve been hearing rumors
about Phil writing for years. Wouldn't
that be grand?

s always, there’s a bit of news on

the benetfit front. On April 16 Bob
Weir and Brent Mydland took part in a
big acoustic benefit for the SEVA Foun-
dation in Los Angeles. Also on that bill
were Bonnie Raitt and Crosby & Nash
(who got a helping hand from Jackson
Browne). Brent (making his solo debut)
opened the show with a set that in-
cluded tamiliar material like “Far From
Me,” “Louie Louie”” and ““Devil with a
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Singing ““"Teach Your Children” at Los Angeles SEVA benefit in A pril are (L-R) Jackson Browne,

Crosby, Graham Nash. Photo: Mariah Healy

Blue Dress On,” as well as three new
songs he co-wrote with John Barlow:
“Love Doesn’t Have to be Pretty,”” a de-
pressing and cynical ballad that says, in
part: “Love doesn’t have to be fun/
Love doesn’t have to be flowers and
Iacef[t can get in your face like a loaded
gun’’; “Gentlemen Start Your En-
gines’’; and “I Will Take You Home”
(see above). Bobby played what has be-
come a standard solo set for him, with
tunes ranging from “Victim or the
Crime” to “Walkin’ Blues” to his usual
show-stopper, “Throwing Stones.”
Brent and Bobby played their duet ver-
sion of “Hey Jude” (on which they
trade verses to very nice effect), and
both of them joined other performers
for a grand finale highlighted by an
uplifting version of Graham Nash’s
“Teach Your Children.”

A couple of weeks later Brent, Bobby
and Garcia’s acoustic band each per-
formed sets at a wonderful benefit at
the Marin Veteran’s Auditorium in San
Rafael for Creating Our Future, a Ma-
rin-based social action training pro-
gram for high school students. Hot
Tuna also played a long, very well-re-
ceived set. But the capper for this magi-
cal evening was the final encore, fea-
turing the three Dead members (plus
John Kahn on stand-up bass) on ver-
sions of Sam Cooke’s “Good Times”
and The Beatles” “Blackbird” (which
sounded infinitely better than it did
either time the Dead tried it subse-
quently). We've said it before and we'll
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say it again: benefit concerts are almost
always special alﬂ'mra that transcend the
individual acts that play. Looking for
good vibes? Buy a ticket to a benefitand
then watch the people’s smiles.

And as we're sure you're aware, the
Dead’s final Madison Square Garden
concert September 24 is going to be a
big all-star affair to benefit several or-
ganizations who are hg_)htmg., to save
the rain forests: Greenpeace, the New
York-based group Cultural Survival
(which works primarily with native
peoples in rain forest areas), and the
Rain Forest Action Network, among
them. The benefit was spearheaded by

Sat Santokh, a longtime friend of the
Dead’s who has been instrumental in
Creating Our Future, another benefici-
ary of the show.

pcoming Confirmed GD tour

dates: October 14— Miami Arena,
October 15 & 16— Bayfront Center, St.
Petersburg, FL; October 18— Universi-
ty of New Orleans’ Lakefront Arena;
QOctober 20 — The Summit, Houston:
October 21 — Reunion Arena, Dallas,
For more info call the Hotline —
(415) 457-6388 (West) or (201) 777-8653
[:E-ﬂf'rt).

n July 9 at the intimate Great Am-
O erican Music Hall in San Francisco,
a historic pairing took place: Robert
Hunter read poetry for nearly two-and-
a-half hours backed up on piano by

Brent, Bobby, Bonnie Raitt, Wavy Gravy, Dauvid

former GD keyboardist Tom Constan-
ten. (Another interesting duo opened
thu show: poet Michael McClure
backed by ex-Doors keyboardist Ray
Manzarek.) Hunter read a varied as-
sortment of long and short poems, in-
cluding a fair amount by German poet
Rainer Maria Rilke —some of the Duino
Elegies (which Hunter translated from
the German) and ten “Sonnets to Or-
pheus.” T.C.'s backing for this was
mainly piano pieces by Schumann and
Ravel, though he also played some
original music. Other highlights in-
cluded a reading of the entire “Flight of
the Marie Helena” (Hunter’'s ambitious
poetry-and-music LP from a couple of
years ago) and a poem called “Explod-
ing Diamond Blues,” which T.C
backed with an original piece called
“Sonatina,” written in honor of Phil
Lesh’s 22nd birthday in 1962 (!).

Though Hunter had a number of spe-
cific suggestions for the music, “he was
very generous in duh:rrmg to my judg-
ment on a lot of the pieces,” T.C. says.
“It took some work to find the right
ones because most of the ones we were
looking at aren’t as flexible as pop
pieces, and we needed to shape them in
certain ways to go along with the
poems. So I became a sort of museum
curator for him, finding pieces that
could be cut or expanded by repeating
sections. It turned into a lot of fun.’

The event was quite well attended
(despite the fact that a Garcia-Hot Tuna






