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Miss

tchless

Mitchell

oM MITCHELL'S thros

albums have come Lo mzan
5o much to me that | was risk-
ing & lot by going teo see the
tady In perdan,

s often decply dis-
appointing to see your favour-
ites in the flesh and find that
songs which have taken on a
personal meaning sre  mercly
items in a routing perfarmance.
And | had a loreboding Lhat
Jdoni was gelting just a little
Lo much of a cult figure — the
jady that most hip chicks would
like to be And the one most
guys would Iike o know.

I needn’t have worricd, She
15 a cult figure, in the sense
that she’s telling truths in a
relovant way. But thore’s nono
of the remoleness that  that
may imply. It was like listening
to an old friend. Sha is as
sameons Wrote this week, ' ihe
prtesll‘:ss who used to live next

She luoks heanbreakmgl!’
vulnerabln as she stands in the
=poilight  in her pepsant dress
and sings open, honest songs
about the men she's loved, the
places  she's  been  and  the
things she's lost. She had a
little  trouble with her guitar
tuning and her piano parts and
at times she forgot her words,
but it only served to make her
more real,

She sang " Chelsea Humlnn.
‘* Conversation "' and " Cactus
Tree ' then sat down at the
piang for a' new song about
Christmas; then *! nainy Nug':nl
Houge,'” ' For Free," and

than a swirling velvet under-
cuprent Inte which she drops
her crystal clear Images. But
her guitar is something elss:
strong and vibrant, full of shin-
ing chords and rich textures, a
perfect foil for her songs,

'* Big Yellow Taxi " began as
a  spoof  Reck sesslon  with
' Bonie Morenie ' and Peogy
Suc " and was followed by
* Both Sides Mow,'” * The Gal-
lery * and the cruelly effective
evocation of thes nightmare uf
city fife, * Hathan La Freneer."

A dulelmer mada by a friend in

' Big Sur provided the backdrop

Far " Marcie ' and a stunning
new song, ‘-1 Could Drink A
Cage OF You Darlin' And Still

_He On My Feel,” dedicated to a

man she met during her Rve
weeks in Crete this summer,
Back to tha piano for another
new song about ** My old man "
and her ' Woodstock ' which
put back the spirit and mean-
ing 0 missing from the insipid
Haitthews Southern Comfort ver-
sion. Graham Mash and man-
ager  EllotL Ilolmrls Joined her
for tl_le sing-alon, “ Circle

Gi
*"'Michagl  From  Mountains "
from her first album,

1 think It was the most
bnutlﬂll. and certainly the
mast purely enjoyable, solo per-
formance | have cwer seen. —
ALAN LEWIS.

ELLINGTON

JONI MITCHELL: listening to an old friend

he and his orchesira were back
with & new programme,
diffarent men In the band, and
a now line-up of guest singers.

h mix

rayerantial ingredient:
Fter the final standing ova-

was similar o that presented

BILLY FEcksiine pouring his
heart Into the suhi:mn beauty
of * Come Sunday® . .. the
same mcelody  relurning 20
minutes later, sung in Hen
by Tony Watking , . . &

all-white, apparently all-i nghlc
choir  singlng ** Swing Low
Sweel Chariot ™ under the
guidance of a black direclor
« «. Brock Peters, the dis-
tinguished black actor, bringing
his virile bass voice to bear on
a song inspired by the first four
words of the Bible, “In the
Beginning, God ' ., .. Cat An-
dersen as & human wailing wall

sented the Waesiro with a Rible,

awarded Duke an Immzrary Bar
itzvah. " Tonight,"" sald Rabhi
. " you gave us all added
soul.™ — LEOHARD FEATHER.

Beach

just this one night, delinsating

floating soprann of
Angeling Butler, a singer heard
by last yoar with Count

Duke's more complex and de-

singers prancing jubilantly up
and down the aisles of the Syn-
agogue In 8 massive, joyous
finale

These were just & few of the
unusual sights and sounds on
Sunday night at Temple Eman-
uel  in . ‘Hewverly Hills. Four
years carlier to the day, Duke

of Young America:

songs that pmj:ct.ed happingss.
music on display: as writer for i

posar of music ami Iyrlcs and
tour on!ning at Hammersmith
last Friday damaged

Eflingion had set @

' by bringing his music Is

a
Jowish house of worship, How

w

to tll — and they ropeatod-
aof pmlslng God_. Harry Carnecy, thi
Payl Gonsalves and every other

THE ACT

FLEETWOOD MAC

and il you wanl you can shake
your head. Seems funny that
the basis for seme of the mest

iFL!!TwlIOD MAC were given
a lesson jn musicianship
by a comparatively unknown
group al their concert hers last
Tuesday, Warm Dust, grossly
underrated In England but big
on Lhe Continent, opened the
show with somec of the most in-
Leresting  sounds, an  unusual
Feature being the use on some
numbers of two organs. Par-
ticularly outstanding were the
twa peedmen, John Surgery and
alan solomon, By comparison
ac’s line sounded dull and
unrmerastlngx which was not
helped by some gf the dullest
gulmr solos | have heard for a
long time, Pcler Green Is most
felt by his absence! The rest of
the group did litle o vedeam
themselves, although there were
Somg good moments fram the
piano. — ALAN KILEURN.

FACES

0D old Rod Stewarl, as
haywire as ever, tllled the
air with his leg, spun the mike
stand like L was a vaudevllle
umbralla, and then  scorched
the thick Marquee atmosphere
With what is surely the best
blucs  woice in England. The
Faces smiled, and  Ronnie
Woods played ‘his blues guilar,
and Lane pumped bass, ll': hmz
to have the Faces back home,
It seems so strange, and so
absurd that thlz was only the
band's seventh glg in England
— sirange and annoying, for
they are one of our best bands.
There's  nothing  pretentious
about Faces, they are what
they are, and they do what
they do, and that's it, It's fun,
and i lhll want you can bop,

result was that the very core of
their act was lost and they
were forced ta rely an obthar
assels

Scmnﬂlr. the chal by Mike
Love and Bruce Johnston was
slow, boring and lacklusire, so
they wara leaning even more
heavily on a true Beach Boys
sound to create a good perfor.
mane
Thlrl‘ll)' the Beach Boys'
anache was missing. IF you
fke their music, you arc
perhaps clutching at memories

y blues actually stems
from happiness.

Mo one could surely boast
that Faces arc leSl:llly revolu-
libm\t!. hecauss

hey are  just pure ro:lers
thal‘ll get you shakin® and
your hand clapping and your
haad ¥,

A morz than full house went
wild and shook, and the gig
went on and on. ' Cut Atrpas
Shorly," the lot,  hanky-tonk,
r_tangllng guitar, thick wvocals.
Fabulous, gay and yet bluesy.
-~ ROY HOLLINGWORTH...

MICHAEL GARRICK

ICHAEL GARRICK must he
Britain's mosi iconoclastic
ianist — a jazz equivalent of
;hundzrclan Hewman if you
mm, always a Fragh supply up
his sleeve.

At the 100 club on Monday,

Don Acndell’s mournful, wildly
keening soprano,
The consort stormed u"wgh
* Sanctus,”’ ' Psalm 73
which Errol  Garnerish blnes
piano suddenly pepped up over
some heavy  rhythmns
‘¥ Salvation March whi:

hold the Pale Hors

Book of Revelation, Garrick
played a brillianily menacing
solo and leapt up to stir Lhe
choir inta a climax of big band
vocal space music behind the
selaists.

Throw away your Led Zep-
pelin 111 album and walt for
the new Jarr Praises album.
The message is pice  and
be zx:u:cdlng alad 1" — PETE
MATTHEWS.

SADLERS WELLS

AN cWening at the baliet must
by worthwhile if one can
hear Steve Millar

the Fusien of what is
ihe ald Rendell/Carr Quintet
{Henry Lowther v!placl'n; lan
Carr an  trumpet and gel)
plus  Art  Themen  (reeds),
Horma Winstone (voice) and
bassist Colgridge Goade, With B
schaol/church choir from Al-
dershol sesmed a wpicalljr Eng-
lish eccentricity yet true to

rm, Gan:u’ impish touch
magically transformed it into a
powerful  wvehicle for his com-
positions.

Shazam ! The farty-picce
cholr  mounted  the podium,
leaving the auwdience suddenly
decimated nru:l“' gazing  in

H ]

and Santana at the same Lime.

Last week, Sadlers Wells pra-
sented the Metherlands Dance
Theatre, who performed
new works, ‘‘ Mulations ** and
' Twice.”" The former, a sinu-
aus  expositio the warying
stages of man’s evolution which
culminated in an uncloihed pas
de deux, was dancad to Stock-
hausen’s * Telemusik,” an elec-
tronic composition fufl of men-
acing bleeps and rumbles, and
“ Mixture,” which contained re-
assuringly conventional sonari-
ties.

“ Twice "' was a rock 'n’ roll.
Eallet. u.llng Hevbie  Mann's

ranks climbed an t0 rows of
ricketty Mackesan crates. The
first number a three-part Mass,
wasz mnotable for Lhe emotional
impact of Morma Winstone's
gorgeans woice — mnaked and
pure encugh of tone to pene-
trate the hardest heart — and

of open-topped cars and
summers and ' Wouldn't 11 Be
Hice,” i Gwl‘l \‘lllratlu:ls T
Y Gad Qnly Knows," Get
Around '*  wafting l’rnm the

these and

n't  an apark.
Bruce Johnsion bubbled as he
always does; Al Jardine played
guitar with the lurrﬂnd brow
concentration of chess

player; Mike Love Innkcd like a

phis Underground," Steve
Millar’s ** Sang For Our Ances.
tors,"' Sanl&nns * Savar,”’ and
James Brown's * Sex Machine.™
It was brief and a lot of fun,
bul rarely broke away from tha
precedence, sel In  terms af
gesture, by West Side Story. —
RICRRRU WILLIAME. .

Boys surf wasn’t up

principal hoy in a pante and
downed about embarrassingly.

The Flame, a South African
nrrmp who ara tlm Beach Boys'
proteges, wninsgiring
and lacked iﬂﬂlv[ﬂlla"ly

I their fulure shows are not
going te reach the standard of
previous years, we will all he
better o staylng at  home
playing *‘ Pet Sounds.''

There |5 nothing sadder than
a diminishing maglc. — RAY
COLEHAI




