Jom James offer strange albums

by [ID\’ SHEWEY
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And make up
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And pour vour simple sorrow
To the zoundhole and vour knee
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And at parties for the
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“For the Roses”
Long -time fans of Joni

Mitchell will ;ﬁ'n]r:llll}' be rlj:lih’
i'lT]]l‘lil"El to hear For the Roses,

r new album on Asyvlum Ree-
-.-'t4~—.t iz reallv the strangest
veeord she has ever done. The
gangs are tremendously  com-
plex, and on first hearing it
sound much at all like
the author of great songs like
“Roth Sides Now,” “The Circle
“helsen Morning,” and
The emphasis is ofl the
plano instead of guitar, on po-
etry instead of lyries. Luckily,
the songs et better at each
hearing, and eventually Fer the
Itoses turns out to be a botter-
Mitchell LP

most ambi-

il rl"—':.=

Canue,"

A WA,

than-averapge Jond
nnd certainly her
tinus to date.

The big numbers on the al-

buam are things like “Cold Blue
Steel and Sweet Fire” with its
Laurn XNyro-like character-im

ages, “You Turn Me On (I'm a
Radio)” (*If yvou've got too
many doubts/If there's no good
reception for me then tune me
out/*Cause, honey, who needs
statie, it hurts the head/And
you wind up eracking and the
day goes dismal/From ‘Break-
fust Barney' to the sign-off
praver . . . "), and “Judgment
of the Moon and Stars (Lud-
wig's Tune),” which has some
bizarre horns and strings ar-
rangements.

There are several rambling
poem-songs which range from
wenk ones like “Lesson in Sar-
vival,” to “Woman of Heart amd
Mind,” which works well in this
stvle, The most feeble lyrics are
You Sometime,” one
of those songs that can be ap-
plied to any one of Joni Miteh-

on “See

ell’'s superstar ex-lovers, and
“Rlonde in the Bleachers" isn't
much better “Barangrill”

(which fentures some seeming-
Iy incongruous but definitely in-
aane woodwinds) and “Electric-
ity" are considerably more well-
cvonstructer songs. None of the
songs  on this  album  seem
destined to be widely recorded
iy other artists like previous
Joni Mitchell tunes; the only
really eatehy song is “You Turn
Me On (I'm a Radio).” This
works to make For the Roses o
more personal thing than Joni
Mitchell's earlier albums.

One Man Dog, (Warner
Brothers Records), James Tay-
lor's latest offering, is also
strange in a slightly more ac-
cessible way. There are 18 cuts,
mainly a minute or twe in
length, which just flow together
like the second side of Abbey
Reoad. Traditionals, jigs, instru-
mentals, and sing-alongs “*Mes-
calito has opened up my eyes
.+« ") take up about a third of
the time. “Chili Dog,” & sen-
sational (and slightly obscene)
little concert number, is in-
cluded. The more substantial
songs are along the line of most
of James Taylor's; “Don't Let
Me Be Lonely Tonight” will
probably be a new J. T. elassic,

Musienl nassistance on  One
Man Dog is 'prnvidnd by old
friends and new friends — reg-

ular erew Huss Kunkel, Danny
Kotehmar, Craig Doerge, aond
Leland Sklar, plus Carole King,
Carly Simon, Linda Ronstadt
iwho does a fine little solo on
“One Morning in May”), and
John MeLaughlin, who adds
acoustic guitar on one of his
own compositions, “Someone.”

There are a lot of really nice,
jazzy horn bits on a few songs.
After three similar-sounding al-
hums, it's good to know James
Taylor can do something new
every so often. One Man Dog
is a pleasant musical grab-bag
of styles.

Salome a credit to classic series



