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Achievement unlocked

After years of resistance, Joni opens up the vaults. Victoria Segal finds

a prolific youn

Joni Mitchell
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N URGE For Going — a track she now calls

“the first well-written song that [ have” —

Joni Mitchell sang of the i}tmt-d:ﬂtp need
tor escape that comes as the seasons turn. It's not
just the geese “in chevron tlight” on the move:
there’s also a man with “summer-coloured skin”,
or the singer herself, wrapped in blankets, forced
o “bolt my wamiering in”, B}-‘ the summer of 1965,
the 21-}'&31’-{}1[1 Mitchell had aln—:ad}' covered a lot
nfgrmmd in her quest for heat and 1ight. She had
left her hometown Saskatoon for art school in
Cal gary, betore maov ing on to Toronto’s tolk music
epicentre, Yorkville. In l-timlan she had gnen birth
to a daug iter, ultimately deudlng to have the baby
adnpted that jum: she married folk singer Cl huck
Mitchell, mov ing with him to Detroit. Here, grlpptd
i:nr 1er tirst great burst of songwr ltmg, she would head to a near}n
diner called Toddle House to wr ite, “alw ays alone”, sitting on a
stool with a Coke. “Not l{)ul\mg tor anmunit}’ asl-d. her friend
Cameron Crowe in the close-up interview accompanying this
collection. “Lnnking tor solitude,” answers Mitchell.

Just how Mitchell carved out her own space, distinct from the
tolk scene’s sometimes prl'ﬁ\. untriendly codes and pl actices, away
trom the TV presenters cal mg her “ornamental”. is the process
1;-taut1hﬂh r_aptultd on this 5-CD collection. Mitchell has been
tam uu*-.lw. resistant to attempts to excavate her past, once
descr lbmg a would-be archivist as a imrglal . Even now, in the
linernotes, she tells Crowe about people who own tapes trying
to “stick me up”, and the importance of htating “these leeches to
the punch” — curation almost as self-defence.

Yet it Mitchell was ever concerned she

mlght gne too much aw ay, dilute or
Lil‘-,'-,nlw this collection of radio and TV
ptri{}l mances, live sets and home ]EL[)I‘[llﬂg‘i
—inc udmg 29 prev iously unreleased tracks
— does the opposite, Enhancmg the listener’s
wonder at her rapid evolution, shoreline to
treetops in under tour years, (}rganw:d

hmm‘)lugmal (partly “under advice from
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Neil Young), the collection stops betore her
1968 debut, Song To A Seagull. That she had

SO many songs — not least Both Sides, Now,

wherethosetapes Urge For Going, The Circle Game, even
:ruundup?’;said Bda”ﬁ Conversation and Little Green (later on
ﬁ?::mk::‘;:: r::::adi:gtse Ladies Of The C{JIE}HH and Blue, respectively)
of JoniMitchell when he — that didn’t make it onto ht‘r first album

wasa DJ at Saskatoon's
CQFC AM. The recording
of the hour-long session
was discovered 55 years
later, when Bowman's
daughterdiscovereda
box of old tapesinhis
ex-wife’s house and

suggests not (mlx creative ov tl"spll I, but also
a remarkable ¢l arlt‘-. and confidence.

The oldest artefacts here are tapes made
of pure-\'{}iced pre-art school Joan
Anderson in Saskatoon in 1963 i:n. D] Bar ry

Bowman, then lost tor 50 years. T}'lr_']‘l:‘ sa

:W:Elhi:thﬂmﬂi\’z”i;d haunted china-doll version of House Of The
nf;'nf;n;grﬂ:ﬂa " Ri%ing Sun; antiqut favourites Jnhn Hard}f

and Mnll Malone, '\am:\. W }'I]‘-I\E‘h
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“Folk music
was easy
to imitate,’
Mitchell says,
‘it was a good
place to
start.”

songwriter quickly outgrowing the folk scene.

C{)mplete with indeterminate accent. The first live
set, recorded at Toronto's Half Beat on October 21,
1964, kﬁtp‘é the woodsmoke-and-ale mood,

featuri ing “und‘u Guthrie's Pastures Of P 1EI’1T_"|.

and a particu Elll‘n. pmgnant Crow On The Cradle
{“‘snmfhmh s haiﬂ is born for a tight”). “Folk music
was easy to lmltatt aa} 5 MltLhEll, 1t was a gm‘}d
place to start”.

Yet while an unaccr}mpanied version of The
Dowie Dens Of Yarrow would be demanded r.luring
a string change at one of the three sets on October
27, 1967, at Cantt‘rhun House, Ann Arbor, she
qulLLh starts to pul away trom trad arcadia. The
second disc htglnﬁ with a birtl 1da‘~, tape she made in
Detroit tor her mother, f'»h rtle Kmltr son, in 1965,
“T've written a couple of new songs since you were
out here,” she says, betore singing Urge For Going,
and the freewheeli ing, on-the- road canter Born To
Take The Higl‘m ay. On the demo recorded tor

Elektra’s Jac Holzman that same vear, featurmg
the moon-washed Let It Be Me, and her first
composition, the autumnal Day After Day, there's
The Student Song, its summertime tune u'r-:lghttd
b\. yearning to be out in the world, Ll]tt_h]ng thE()l\
tor praf_tlca E)LPE]’]EHLE (“Who can learn these 5111‘-. words/When
the creek htgun to run?").

It’s understandable w hy some of these songs tell aw ay. Favourite
Colour, recorded live for CBC TV programme Let’s *‘smg Out
in 1'536:11 or PELU iar dental fantasia Dr junL mlght not teel so
r_'(}mpe ing in a world that has Cactus Tree or f\fight In The City in
it. Others feel plnperl lost: A Melody In Your Name is wondertul,
an a&trm‘gtnt pltilgurmg of Htmg To A Hﬁagul s br aung y my thic
lamixtape What's The Story, Mr Blue? is a row d‘n outlaw atttmpt
at u}mhmmg leftover lyrics, inspired 13\ Bob Dylan; Jeremy,
incomplete on a 1967 home ]ELi}]'d]I'lg., umtemplates a prisoner’s
lot with ‘-,ul}i}mg inflections.

In a set from November 1966 at Philadelphia’s Second Fret,
Mitchell pla}'s The Circle Game — “we g{) round and round and
round” — Enumraging people to sing along to her response to Neil
’lnung s prematurely gloomy Sugar Mountain (covered on disc three,
in \Ia\r 1967 at What FM, P uladelphla Interviewers at the time
seem concerned that her unusual tunings anc vocal range mlght
prevent artists covering her songs, yet Mitchell, ahead perhaps of

the Me Generation curve, seems ]HLl’tah]ﬂgl}- distant trom the

collective, the communal. On a home tape from New York, June
1967, she sings | Had A King, tran\h:rrmmg her ltlatli}nﬁhlp with
Chuck Mitchell into faln tale: there’s Chelsea \!{}rmng 5 g orious
colour-wheel [1Etﬂ]lll’lg1 or Conversation’s brutal psy Lhnlnglcal

acuity. Th::\ can be covered, but they're so %PEL]i’]L like plr_ng
&tramia from ﬁ.{}mthud\r s hairbrush, going thmug 1 their clothes.

There is an mtlmau throughout, though: the smudge of “Joni
[mprovising”, the message to My rtle, the anecdotes betore the live
:-.imgx During the three sets from Canterbur v House, Mitchell
talks about her father and his tr umpet bth)rt I Don’t Know Where
[ Stand, or witch and dancer Vali Myers betore Ballerina Valerie's
wild Blue-like timbre. Carnival In Kenora is introduced i:ﬁ a
monol ogue about her i imaginary Carousel- E:.t‘n.lf: Canadian musical.
Yet Lharmmg thuugl 1 these transient flashes are, nuthmg teels
closer than an untethered \lg it In The City, or the htan hual\\.
version of Little Green, four years and a whole world aw ay irnm

the glrl who %ang \1{)“\. Malone. Crowe asks Mitchell if she loves
the young artist Laught here. “I wouldn't call it love,” she answers,
“it’s just part of the story.” But what an opening chapter.



