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ENTERTAINMENT

The

Joni Mitchell emerges

— - By MARCI MeDONALD v

Star staff writer
HOLLYWOOD

HE myth Is spun in sacred
vinyl and remembered spot-
lights. In swirling soprano

self-portraits and worshipful press-
clippings. all cornsli flashes. and
free-spirit poelry. There is no myth
in the top of pop quite Like it.

Carole King and Helen Reddy sell
more records. but what is magical
about women's lib or baking ba-
nana bread and driving your kids to
school in a pick-up truck? Roberta
Flack sings with more socul, but
what Is re to catch a body's
imagination about living with vour
mother in Washingten, D.C.?

No, Joni Mitchell elearly has the
edge on enchantment, an edge total-
ly untarrushed by six albums of

stark self-revelation, caustic self-ac- -

cusation and the contrary indica-
tions of a sometimes sordid reality.

She sings that she is fickle, that
her heart is full and hellow like a
cactus tree cause she’s so busy
being {ree, but they only seem to
remember the romantic elusiveness.
She 'sings guiltily about her preed
for fame and fortune, but they only
seem to hear the artful imagery.

Through it all though, through the
10-year career knocking around the
Toronto coffeehouse circuit, booking
herself right into recognition and
sustained sometimes only by her
own steely drive, !%:uugh all the
loves and the losses that read like.a
gossip roster of Who's Who in rock
'n* roll, she has emerged unscathed
in portraits of enchanted dewdrop
vulnerability.

And if absence only makes en-
chantment grow fonder, she will
walk out onstage at the University
of Waterloo tonight or Massey Hall

from the public glare as gueen of
the ' culls still, intact, immaculate,
preserved forever as the elusive
pastel prairis wildflower, the misty
whispy moonbeam princess lushly
chording in her castle of bittersweet
sorrows and atained-glass dreams.
They will not see a tall, thin
blonde with features just a shada
too sharp and teeth too numerous to
be really pretty; a deft self-pro-
pelled superstar who has survived
the millions and the minions and a
decade of musical history, to live
now in half a:Beverly Hills' man-
sion that Julia Andrews used to

own, see her psychoanalyst twice.a
week and date Warren Beatty and
assorted rock slars as countless as
“railroad cars,” which {5 about as
Hollywood as wyou can gel; who
likes to eat out at classy restaur-
ants and ga bowling. which is about
as unpoetic as you can get: and
who jus. passed her 30th hirthday.

They will not see the girl who
friends say has changed, no longer
acts s0 strange. is ‘more sophisticat-
ed. woridly, womanly, has let her
decolletage dip down for her new
est publicity pholos and her folkie
bangs grow out.

They probably wouldn't want to
see her either just a week or so ago
on fthis slzazy fringe of Sunset
strip  Just down the street from
Deep Throat. the Venus Massage
.Parlor and the Instilute of Oral
Sex, up a darkened alley and he-
hind a fortress-like grated iron gate
here in this all-nigat rehearsal hall
where she comes storming. down
the corridor past the pay phone and
the pinball machines and the pool
table in the lobby, muttering the
unmistakable pear-shaped sounds of
a four-letter word.

_I}T__gt enthustastic

about journalists

there's a journalist in the hallway
and she is not exactly enthusiastic
about journalists ever since Rolling
Stone, the rock Bible, chronicled
her  romances with Graham Nash,
David Croshy, Leonard Cohen and
James Taylor, among others, com-
plete with convoluted hearts-and-ar-
row graph charts, and somewhat
unkindly christened her *‘old lady of
the year.”

Now Joni Mitchell extends a limp
and wary wrist and makes quite
clear she doesn't do interviews any-
more.

“I've had some bad experiences,”

v The Star’s Marci
¥cDonald (left) writes
about the folksinger
who grew up.

L=

she'll admit much later that night.
*And besides 1 just don't findthese
things very interesting reading.”

%o she writes her own press re-
leases, like the one for her newest
album in her child-like loopy long-
hand, a ltle short on details and
a litt'e long on preserving the my-
thology. .

1 was born in Fort Macleod,
Alberta in the foothills of the Cana-
dian Rockies—an area of extreme
temperatures and mlrages,” she
IPricizes. !

“When 1 was two feet off the

ound I collected broken glass and

ats, When I was three feet cff the .

ground I made drawings of animals
and forest fires, When [ was fowr
Ieet oif the ground I began to dance
to rock 'n' roll and sing the top 10
and bawdy- service songs around
camplires and someone turned me
on to Lambert Hendrix and Ross
agd Miles Davis. And later Bob
Dylan. ‘Through these wvertical
spurts there was briefly the church
choir, Grade 1 piane, bowling, art
college, the twist, & marriage, runs
in the nylons and always romance
—extremes in temperature and mi-
rages.”

Others who have been a little less
liheral with the mirages have re-
corded that she was borm HRoberta
Joan Anderson, grew up in Saska-

+——fomorrow—after-a-two-yedr véfreat _Jon Mitchell has just been ‘tojg——toon—the -daughter of a grocery man

who used to blow trumpet and a
onetime country schocl teacher who
used to know the names of zll the
wildflowers, that she doodled her
way al. through school, learned her
love of words from her Grade 7
teacher Mr. Kratzenan but always
wanted to be a painter till she was
waylaid at Calgary art collegeina
romance with a coffee-house called
The Depression and a Pete Seeger do
it yourself record that taught her to
play guitar.

She dropped out to tote her
dreams and schemes into the To-
ronto folk scene in 1964, where Riv-
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The Nationtl Dream rated

By JACK MILLER
Star TV critic

ANADIAN television's next
super-star will-be William
Hutt, sometimes Ssoaring,
gometimes staggering to the pin-
nacle as that briiliant conniver
and voracious imbiber, Sir John
A. Macdonald. Playing Canada’s
premier, the actor makes his leap
first PC (Pickled Conservative)
from stage to TV beginning three
weeks from Sunday. _
Hutt’s vehicle Is The National
Dream, tha CBC's $2-million ex-
travaganza starting Mareh 3 on
the network, based on Pierre
Berton's best-selling . chronicles
onr the birth pangs of theCana-
dian Pacific Railway. After pre-
viewing two of the series' eight
chapters this week, we cali it §2
on well spent.
In a huge production, milling
with fabulous people and, pro-
. pelled by a galloping history,
Hutt has had to project an epic
character to stand out from the
crowd.

Other stars -

Giving him the best run for
critic’s choice 1s John Colicos as
caustic, hulking, gimlet-eyed Cor-
nelius Van Horme, the unrelent-
super-boss who ramrodded
“Impossible' ' rallway build-
ing job across Canada's old west,
after. Macdonald had hammered

a

C effort in decade

tor Erle Till have captured its
essence in a way that can take
your breath away.

_And maybe the least expected
star is Pierre Berton himself, the
man who wrote the books that
started it all. Berton was hired
not only as consultant, but as
narrator, so he's the man you
se8 or hear summarizing some
growing crisis before the scene
fades into a dramatic recreation
of another milepost in the coun-
try's spastle drive to pull itself
together before the U.S. could
swallow it.

This technique chosen by pro-
ducer Murray, of spelling the
dramatic scenes from_ history
with nparrative bridges, has
worked uncommonly well. Aside
from maintaining pace and
heightening the viewer's appre-
ciation of each scene by explain.
ing its import in advance, the

re
i

narration idea has made it possl-
ble to condense the massive orig-
inal texts into scripts of manage-
able length. And yet the narra-
tion, at least in the two episodes
we've Seen, NeVEr oOVeIpowers
the vishzl depiction of the story.

In an era which has seen The
Tenth Decade and The Pearson
Memoirs Light up CBC-TV's fu- -
formation programming sched-
ule, The Natipnal Dream looks to
be the most potent series yet,
possibly because it's as enter-

taining as it 1s fascinating and
important.

~ Authentic debate

Typical of how the show works
is a climactic scene in the sec-
ond chapter when a sozzled
Macdonald seeing his party rid-
dled by scandal and in peril of
defeat, launches a masterly five-
hour speech in the House, attack-
ing his Liberal opponents so
stintingly that ome loses his cool
and challenges him to a duel, All
the while, Macdonald wets his
parched throat from constantly-
refilled tumblers of straight gin.
He usually drank brandy, but he
decided the Liberals might think
he was drinking water if he

- switched to gin, and ‘it would” j

confuse them to see him drinking
water, and confusion fs a great
ally in battle. _

In this scene, like zo many
others, with the dialogue being
not Berton's but the auth

transcript from the |

Making it feel! real was the
heart of Murray's assignment,
and in this biggest of CBC ef-
forts, he appears to have deliv-
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erboat owner, Bernie Fiedler, now
her f{riend and promoter, offered

“her a job as & dishwasher which he

$av5 was just a joke although she
doesn't remember it guite that way.
But By that time Joni Mitchel
knew just where she was going and
she wefit there, straight up. till
sudden.y it all got too much for her
two years g&go and she dropped
right out of the glare.

Now, on s, the last might of
rehearsal before she hits the road
for her persBnal appearance come-
back, she is warmed up, wound up
and admittedly nervous because it’s
the first time ever that she's shared
the stage with a band, Tom Scott
and the L.A. Express; and things
are, she says “*a little shaky.,"

But she Invites you in anyway,
“not as the press but as-a friend,"”
aithaugh ironmicaly a weelk, be‘pre
she had talked to old folksinging
friend Malka iof Malka and Joso),
not as a friend, but as the press.

she was glad to have the band,
she told MMalka on CBC radio's En-

lToronto Star

tertainers, to absorb. some of the

“loneliness of the stage. even in the
mass applause there comes a lonell-
ness . ..[I don't want to he
vulnerable."

Wearing 1930s -
pink slings

She perches on an equipment
trunk to watch them warm up now,
wedged between a bottle of vodka
and Liebfraumilch, wearing the
pastel colors she paints In, pink
pants and high-stepping '30s pink
sling$, prim white blouse and yel-
low chamois jacket, her fingers all
brand new gold rings, her waist all

flowers i anmantigme cluisoine Helr —

She sips white wine and a ciga-
refte danges through long lappuid
fingers. “I'm excited,” she says,
‘“"cause I really like these guys."
But at the brezk it becomes clear
that she's excliied too because she

really llkes one of them, drummer

John Guerin, a lean, elfin good-look-
er, u littla better than the rest.
They kneel together, arms en-
twined, Kkissing by her piano stool
and she brings him comic newspa-
per clippings, snaps polaroid photos
Efauh.'lm and follows him out into the

As one of her friends says,
“There's no need
She says it all in her songs. What
ever's going on in her !ife, she says
in her musie. In ber writing, Joni's
the frankest person I know."”

Indeed, she sits down now at tha
piano and chords ocut the reasons

for interviews,

ior her retirement in ¥he song about

the street busker who played rezl

good for free. . .

While me I play for fortune

And those velvet curtain calls

I've got g limousine and two gentle-

men

To escort me to the halls. .
It was written when “‘the money

and success seemed distasteful, The

proportion to what I was doing,
although there were times I felt I
deserved every bitofit. .. Ifelta
little whorish about seliing my soul,
putting a price opn it. I would get up
and pour out fragments of it for
money and applause, not only my
life but -sometimes the life of some-
one I was with in a close personal
re.ationship,"
® She had peoured out the end of her
three-yvear marriage to Detroit folk-
singer Chuck Mitghell years ago in
“I had a king in a salt-rusted car-
Tiage—Who carried ‘me off to his
country for marriage toop soon.”
Thirty-six hours after they'd met

' they formed a duo; he gave her his

name and in maty ways her start.
It was his friends like Tom Rush

| staying at their house who first

heard and recorded Joni Mitchell
tunes. As she told Malka, “Then I

¢ began to long for my own growth.

As s00n as the duo dissolved,  the

f marriage dissolved.”

But years ago she confessed, "I
guess the thing that bust it waa
when I started making more mon-

E ey, That hurt a Jot."

She chronicled
love for Taylor

But that wasn't what mads Jonl
Mitchel want to quit the business.
The relationship that Jleft most
marks on the singer and her songs
one with James Taylor,
met on Toronto
posa
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Your-friends protect you-
Serutinize me
I get s0 damn timid-
Not at all the spirit
That's inside of me
Oh baby I can't seem 7o make it
With you socially.
She sings now *'You can't hold the
hand/0f a rock 'n’ roll man."
“The rock 'n' roll industry is very

Incestuous,” she confesses. "We

have all inter-acted. Jame s, he'’s
written songs for me, I've written
songs for him. A lot of beautiful
music came from it, a lot of beauti-
ful times. And a lot of pain came
from it too, because inevitably rela-
tionships broke up."

No mirrors

in her house

When Jonl Mitchell and Tay-
Jor started slowly coming apart
two years ago, she retreated to the
house she'd built out of rockona
promontory of Half Moon Bay on
Vancouver Island, a house that she
hasn't been near in a long time now
though it stands there stll, “Almost
kike a monastery. All stone and hard-
wood - floors and hardwood benches,
everything that would be corrective.
No mirrors. Fighting for all that
good virtuze in myvself,” she says.

“When I left my house in Laurel

Canvon I looked around ang it
seemed too soft, too comfortable,
too dimly Lit, to0 much red uphol-
stery ... It was really ridiculous I
just made this place really uncom-
fortable like a corrective shoe.”

handwritten out beside bright fine-

line -felt-pen drawings, one of them

unmistakably a picture of James
Taylor on a bright green bedspread,

... pale and unstrung.
i b
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AFTER A TWO-YEAR RETREAT, Joni Mitchell
walks onstage at Massey Hall tomorrow, and whiter

- b

i

-She s tartedpsychoanalysis “to
talk to someone about confusion,”
she says, “and I was willing to pay

for his diseretion. . . .

“An artist needs a certain amount
of turmoil and confusion and I've
created out of that, even severe
depression. But 1 had a lot of gues-
tlons about myself, the way 1 was
conducting my lives—life, what
were my values in this time. Most of
it was moral confusion ... I'm your
average guiet-ridden person,” she
5aY5.
as easy as she makes it sound, for
later there's a truer rng as she
gings Troyble Child.

So why does it come as such a shock
Ta know you really have no one
Only a river of changing faces
Looking for an ocean

They trickle through your leaky
plans

Another dream ocver the dam. ...

But out of all the soggy dreams
and isolation and time on her hands,
one answer came back loud and
clear.

“I heard-itrin'the wind last night,”
she sings, “It sounded likeap
plause. i .." A

The fure of what she calls onstage
“an almost euphoric feel
ing...sometimes I've felt out of

- control with it, 1 no longer was

myself, 1 was transported...” in
the end transported Joni Mitchell
right back into the spotlight. -
. As she says, “I was too young to
be retired at 27. I didn’t know what
to do with myself.”

She played a James Bay Indian
benefit in Montreal and another in

Topanga Canyon Iast summer 1o get

umtheu!ﬁ-’-lnsufnmethaihag  but

once gotten so out of hand 'she’d muc 0sS, _

stalk off a stage in mid-song “if “The bﬂtﬁing ﬁmﬁfﬁﬂ -

anything fluttered in the room.” eyeing m Cross
Now, lup ‘on this tiny rehearsal the studio’s back-wall mirror, "You

stage, going through the set a sec- can express all these high and

ond faoltless time, there’s Lttle tiful thoughts, but your life may oot

doubt about how glad she isto get back itup.”

Marci MeDonald says the singer is a little more up-
beat abuut things these days and songs are mellower.

back. The first set’s gone well but

‘
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something still finer is happening
this time. The horns and heavier
percussion take off with her high
piercing sopranc. The room goes
electric. A long, liquid brown beau-
1y, all flyving hair and turquoises,
takes to the floor and #arts to
boogey Lo the rhythms, all alone,
oblivious. “Magiec," she moans, “has
arrived.” '

You walch the face up on the
staze that changes almost as fast a8

~the incredible g u it ar fingerwork,

-

from the toothy gggling schoolgirlk ———

gossiping at the break about short
haircuts and new silver-earrings, to
the shy moony-eved maid eyeing her
new man, now to the wanton rocker,
all grit and tumbleweed.

And you realize that it wasn't just
a slip of the tongue when in mid-
sentence she caught herself talking
about not her life but “lives.” THere
are paradoxes hers beneath
myth, myths buried deep still
neath the bowl-orama cool-rocker
reality. “It's all part of that guess,”
she says, “will the real me please
stand up."

Still waiting

for her priﬁ.ce

Johi Mitchell's still singing about
wasing for her prince to ride up,
only this time she sounds a little
more upbeat about it, a Little less
wildflower- vulnerable, a little less
vietimized. The songs are mellower,
matured and maybe some of the best
work she's ever done.

She tosses her long blonde mane
back but now there isn't quite so

[

-,



