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‘ROUTE OF THE VOYAGEURS', ONTARIO, CANADA

Once we'd decided to tour Ontario, a ten
day fly/drive package suggested itself as easily
the most flexible way to go.

We organized everything before leaving,
including the route, so that on landing in
Toronto, we simply collected our car and hit the
highways, free to roam as we-pleased.

The first stopover was handsome 15th
century Kingston where we eagerly snapped the
colourful ceremonial retreat at Old Fort Henry
before retiring to our luxurious waterfront hotel

Today's adventure was a St. Lawrence
River Cruise on the appropriately named
‘Thousand Islander’, winding along the narrow
passages that lace this natural haven.

Tomorrow, Ottawa, and a peaceful
48 hours soaking up the culture of Canada's
dignified capital before moving on to Beachburg
for a dramatic change of pace (white water
rafting the Ottawa River!).

Before collapsing on Wasaga Beach's nine
golden miles for a couple of days to cultivate a
lasting memento of this fantastic summer
holiday, we'll head for Manitoulin, a land of
Indian legend and the world's largest freshwater
island.

It's satisfying to consider that having seen
such a fascinating slice of the province, so much
remains.

S
| For a copy of our new brochure, send this coupon to:

| Ontario Tourism, 21 Knightsbridge, London SW1X 7LY

| Tel: 071-245 1222,
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THE HAIR still tcumbles to the shoulders, sun-
<hine blonde; the smile is as winsome as ever; the
perfect bone-structure remains, well, perfect.
The hippie threads, of course, have long since
gone. At 47, Joni Mitchell dresses expensively,
=1l in black, her dress studded with exquisite sil-
ver jewellery. Even the cigarettes she smokes are
parzicular. They are called American Spirit, and
come in a sky blue pack, and they say a lot about
Joni Mitchell. For these are truly designer ciga-
~erres, free of artificial additives, expensive.
Mirchell volunteers the long and detailed
explanation of the true smoking aficionado:
ordinary cigarettes contain saltpetre which
—akes them burn down quicker; these cigarettes
lzst longer, but you still have all thart addiction-
quenching nicotine.

Joni Mitchell smokes incessantly; even as the
last plume of blue smoke from one cigarette is
melting in the air, she is relighting another. One
sees in this a small, but telling gesture of defi-
ance. In California, smoking is regarded with the
puritanical disdain of a social disease; Joni
Mitchell — for many, the very personification of
2 certain Californian way of life (although she is
acrually Canadian) — doesn’t care. :

This lends her a go-to-hell rakishness. Mitch-
ell’s early songs depicted her as a restless free
spirit; men loved her for it and women envied-or
identified with her. She was the neophyte spirit
of the age; the author of Wooedstock, the song of
the event; the girl who was muse to rock stars,
and to whom they in turn played muse them-
selves. How Joni Mitchell has aged is therefore
of more critical concern than might usually be
che case. The news, in short, is well.

The romantic tribulations charted with
unabashed candour through her early albums
“have been stilled. The long line of suitors finally
stopped at Larry Klein, a musician 13 years her
junior, whom she married eight years ago.

The flower child of the Seventies

married. But Joni Mitchell is still
making records, and MICK BROWN
found her free spirit undimmed.

is now 47, wealthy and happily
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Mitchell refers to him often, not as Larry but
rather as ‘my husband’, with a proprietorial for-
mality which is surprising. It is a happy
marriage, a happy life. She has developed a
second career as a painter and is wealthy enough
to maintain four homes: one in New York, a ?
retreat in British Columbia, a beach house at
Malibu and a Spanish-style property in Beverly
Hills. Some of her songs have become American
institutions. Big Yellow Taxi is sung in primary
schools to teach children about ecology; The Cir-
¢le Game is sung at high school graduation cere-
monies; and Both Sides Now has been recorded by
Frank Sinatra and Bing Crosby. :

For someone so revealing in her songs, Mitch-
ell guards her privacy. We met at the photogra-
pher’s studio in Hollywood. Her new record,
Night Ride Home, percolated gently, recurringly,
over the hi-fi. ‘Fabulous, breathed the make-up
artist. The photo-session was interminable but
Mitchell bore it with a stoical patience — turned
it, indeed, into a team endeavour, talking
knowledgably about angles, planes of light,
moods — striking poses and smoking all the
while. Photography turns out to be a passion.
When she is not writing or recording, she paints;
when she is not painting, she takes photographs;
she describes this process as ‘crop rotation’.

“When I first started taking pictures,’ she said,
‘I liked Cartier-Bresson — that idea of pick your
location, and lay there and wait for the one shot.
And that's made for some beautiful days; just
get in the car and drive off to some spot, and wait
there for the action to occur; and suddenly two
other bits of action you hadn’t anticipated hap-
pen also. To me the thrill of life is when things
turn out better than you thought. The mystery
of surprise is probably my favourite...’ she
savoured the word, ‘my favourite ick’.

As an only child, growing up in the prairie
lands of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, where her




12 store, she was prone to ill-
and ‘ohta'v b\ nature. She developed ‘a
inner-life’. ‘I spent a lot of my childhood
ng out in the bush all by myself,
g the light come through the leaves. |
thrilled by colour and landscape.’
school she attended art college in
she left after a year, disenchanted.
2ne=d to sharpen my eye for a more realistic
zinting, but it mistimed. When I was
mer=_ 2ll the professors were infatuated with
expressionism.’

had had a passion for language, written
~etry, ever since being taken under the wing of

her English teacher at the age of 12. “‘He saw me
ning up my paintings for a parent-teacher
and said to me, “If you can paint with a
srush you can paint with words”. But that
c=zcher, Mr Kratzman, boy, was he hard on me.
member an epic poem I wrote about a mus-
g being chased and tamed,; it was very ambi-
ous, because I loved him and I really wanted
him to think it was great. He said: “How many
times did you see Black Beauty? You tell me more
interesting things about voursclf every week;
write in your own blood”.

With Mr Kratzman's words ringing in her

:rs, and inspired by the example of the young
b Dylan, she took up the guitar and started
ing songs and performing in local folk clubs.
his point her life took a messy turn. At 20 she
ce birth to an illegitimate daughter, whom
named Kelly. Broke, struggling in her
eer, she put the child up for adoption. It is a
ubject seldom mentioned. She also made an
appy marriage, to a folk singer named
ck Mitchell, whom she wed after a 36-hour
somance. The marriage took her from Canada to
Dertroit, where they worked rogether as 2 duo,
Chuck and Joni; it lasted barely two years.

By then Mitchell was already outstripping her
husband, making a reputation for herself as a
songwriter. Her work was championed by other
singers, and by the time she arrived in California
and rccorded her first album, in 1968 (dedicated
to ‘Mr Kratzman, who taught me to love
words’), her reputation was already made.

Mitchell settled in Laurel Canyon, an enclave
of artists and singers in the hills above Los Ange-
les. Time has imbued this period with a certain
mystique; bearded troubadors, spirited women-
folk, endless sunshine — popular music’s last
true idyll before the rude intrusion of reality.
With her flaxen hair, toothy smile, and corn-
flower blue eyes, there was no more fragrant
Aower-child than Joni. Nor, in an era of confes-
sional singer-songwriters, was there one more
candid, more revealing of emotional frailties.
Mitchell raised candour to a high, and some-
times dangerous, art. Rolling Stone magazine
once published a family tree of her most famous
liaisons: James Taylor, Warren Beatty, the sing-
ers Stephen Stills and Graham Nash, and record

company entrepreneur David Geffen.

Mitchell betrays a certain weariness when all
this arises. She has long since tired of justifying
her candour. ‘It was a nasty job,” she says, slip-
ping into a tough-guy parody, ‘but somebody
had to do it. The songs wouldn’t have had any
e otherwise. If you're sitting in a bar, going
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Woodstock days: Joni Mitchell's early songs
depicted her as a restless free spirit; men loved her
for it and women envied or identified with
her. Warren Beatty, James Taylor and Stephen Stills
were on the list of her romantic attachments

into an introspective period brought on by a bro-
ken heart, then it’s good to have a song to listen
to. It's a comfort to people who see themselves in
those songs. The only thing I find embarrass-
ing — and this is the plight of the pop artist
really — is that it always gets thrown back at
you. There’s always more focus on the artist in
this business than on the art.’

It must be said that the public absorption in
her life has waned somewhat. The days of
platinum-selling records are long gone. Like
Bob Dylan and Van Morrison, her career has
transcended the short-lived incendiary flash,
and settled into a more stately — if sometimes
fitful — progress.

On reflection, the turning point came in 1979
with her album Mingus, a collaboration with,
and tribute to, the jazz musician Charles
Mingus, recorded in the last months of his life.
The record was a brave venture artistically,
eschewing the easy melodies of old and indulg-

BARON WOLMAN

ing her interest in jazz; it was also her worst-
selling record ever. ‘At least,” she says wrily, ‘it
gave me a taste of jazz obscurity.’

And yet, her music has remained no less
absorbing, for above all else Mitchell has
remained true to herself, a trick that few of her
contemporaries managed to pull off. Her music
became steadily more ambitious, more demand-
ing, and in the process more timeless. The songs
about being young and innocent gave way to
songs about being middle-class, middle-aged,
and the compromises, disenchantments and joys
it may bring. Notably, her new record (her 16th)
includes one song about alimony payments
(“You'd eat your young alive/For a Jaguar in the
drive’) and another about nostalgia. Mitchell
makes no bones about writing for an audience
old enough fondly to remember being young.

Perhaps the most fatuous thing ever written
about her was that she was ‘a flailing liberal
unwilling to jump what was left of the good ship
W oodstock’, as if idealism were something that
should be given up. Still, the °c:;;h_10n stings.
Although she wrote W the song that
would, t’or a short whil e the anthem for

the moment, rented her from
a misfortune that
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turned out to be a prophetic metaphor for the
whole shooting match).

The centre-piece on her new record, Slouching
Towards Bethlehem, is a measure of the distance
between those times and these, 2 mordant
invocation of apocalypse, adapted from the
W.B. Yeats poem, The Second Coming — ‘And
what rough beast, its hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?” When
I mentioned the song, she launched into a
detailed and accurate account of the book of
Revelations (I checked later, in the Gideon bible
tucked in the top-drawer of the dresser in my
hotel), and its pertinence to the Gulf war as the
final judgment made manifest.

‘Believe me,” she said, all intensity, ‘I don't
want to be Doomsday Joan or anything, but all
the images kind of hook up . .." The conversa-
tion took a distinctly pessimistic turn at this
point; war, famine, the polluted planet. T've
been struggling to warn everybody my whole
career, and now it’s here,’ said Mitchell, ear-
nestly — thenlaughed. ‘My songs are just full of
ecological catastrophe and romantic collapse.’

Actually, her career can be seen in another
way, as a sustained attempt at reconciliation:
between the desire to be a free spirit and the
desire for emotional security; between a natu-
rally cheery disposition and the vagaries of the
real world; between bourgeois comfort and
bohemian aspirations.

‘How do you retain spirituality,” she laughs,
‘and still have a nice living-room . .. I haven’t
solved that one, but it doesn’t pinch like it used

to, I think you have to be balanced.” Thus, she
considers herself ‘a curator’ of the large collec-
tion of American-Indian art she owns, ‘because
they’re only in my possession for a while, and I
have a responsibility for them.” And royalties
from the songs Lakota (about the plight of the
Indians) and Ethiopiz (about famine) go to a
special fund for charitable use.

One reason, perhaps, that some men warmed
to her records was because they depicted a
woman in thrall to the security and excitement a
man could provide. Some women distrusted her
songs for exactly the same reason. T've never
been a feminist, I kind of think women should be
kept in their place, she said, though I think she
was putting me on. ‘But no one can keep me in
my place; it’s too late for me.’

Mitchell is a beguiling conversationalist, one
minute displaying the earnestness of the studi-
ous child, the next a playful disingenuousness.
At times she has that air of spit-in-the-palm-
and-slap-the-pants enthusiasm and free-spirit-
edness, which is one of the more endearing qual-
ities of the American characrer.

She told me a story which was very revealing,
about how she had been walking down Holly-
wood Boulevard one day, looking for a costume
to wear to a Halloween party, ‘when all of a
sudden this black kid goes by with a New York
walk — you know, the diddybop, with one leg
shorter than the other and the hand curled
back — and as he passed by he turned and gave
me this most radiant grin and said, “Lookin’
good, sister, lookin’ good”’ — the mimicry

is perfect — ‘And he gave me a grin, and it
was such a genuine, sweet smile; it woke up
the spirit in me.

‘I began walking behind him, imitating his
walk; he just took me into this very fun-loving
mood. And he caught me at it, and laughed. So [
thought, I know . .. I'm going to this party not
as him, burt as his spiriz.” Outfitted with a blue
polyester suit, a phallus-shaped cocaine-spoon,
an Afro wig and copious amounts of Lena Horne
pancake, Joni Mitchell thus embarked on a
short, but apparently riotously eventful career at < :
parties and social functions as a black man.

I liked this story. It suggested an innocent’s
pleasure in the moment and a spirit of untram-
melled anarchy in equal measure.

It is easy to believe that, in many ways, Joni
Mitchell has attained the perfect life. She makes
records at her leisure. She is as successful as a
painter as she is a musician: an exhibition of her
work over the past 10 years was recently seen in
London and Scotland, and her paintings com-
mand prices most other living artists would
envy. She is at peace with herself.

‘I know myself pretty well. My husband and I
have been together nine years, and I like him and
love him. It just gets better. As for
myself . . . youknow the old thing; you work out
what you can change, and hopefully lighten up
and laugh at what you can’t.” It was a pat res-
ponse. But she said it earnestly. Then giggled,
and reached for another cigarette. (1]
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‘Night Ride Home’ is released on Monday

your bit for the environment, too.

are also helping to reduce emissions of the

Whether you insulate your loft with 6"
Supawrap, or top up your existing insulation
with 4" Supawrap, you can rest assured that

you'll not only be conserving energy, bur doing

Because by reducing the fuel you use, you

no ozone damaging materials whatsoever. No

damaging gases which cause acid rain and add
to the greenhouse effect. What's more, in choos-
ing Supawrap you have the added assurance

that you are choosing a product made with

wonder thousands of environmentally conscious

home owners are already warming to Supawrap.

PILKINGTON

SUPAWRAP

LOFT ITNSULATI1ION
Pilkington Insulation Limited, PO Box 10, St. Helens,

Merseyside WA10 3NS. Telephone: 0744 24022



