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Jim Mariliall

“Inside I'm thinking, *You're smiling phoney. You're being a star.' ™

BY LARRY LeBLANC

TORONTO—Canadians sre  stunned
by the vague, awesome level thut Joai
Miichell has reiched. She wos the
leasi-known of the Toronte group of
folksingers of the Sixtles,

Joni returned to Teronio, this sum-
mer, o appear ot the Annoal Mariposa
Folk Festival on' Toremto Island (15
minmtes by ferry from downtown)—her
firt public performance in more than

sitx months. She has an  undispuinble
genuine  affection for the Muariposa
event. One reason is il % possible o

find a degree of privacy here among cld
friends. In the afternoon workshop she
freely doodled a dulcimer, smiled, and
hummed i rhythm with her hands.

She appenred shortly before eight,
backsiage, dremed in a short fobe,
belted loosely around the middle which
clung without tightness to all of her. In
the shelier of the trees along the lagnon
we falked. The sun was pone, there was
a shadow ill across the grasay prairie-like
opening and & small cloud of insects
hovered over.

A few feet awny Gordon Lightfoot sat
on & park bench and said how great it
was o be n specisior for a chenge.
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David Rae, who ot last fs emerging from
the relative obscurity of pguilarist (o
Lightfoot, Ilsn and Sylvia, and Joni,
were there, cheerier than ever. Jack El-
liott, with significantly smiling eyes,
pulled his brosd-brimmed cowboy hat
over his forehead, put his thumbs in
pockets and waited his turn ol the boiile
being shored by Mississippi Fred Me-
Dowell, 1. B, Hutto and Lightfoot

Joni snt watching, curiouly and quiet,
nodding bello now and then, With her
thin resting on her crossed leps, she
seemed just a little self-conscious, bit
most inwardly serenc. So perfect with
high soft cheekbones, great bright blue
eyes, hittersweel blond hair dribbling
down past her shoulders; she has o
brond smile worth walting for and a
tremenclous vanilln grin which makes her
nlwnys magical.

Carefully, almost cautiously, she
picked the words to describe self-exile
from the pop scene.

“In January, | did my last concert. 1
played in London and | came home. In
February [ finished wp my record. I
gave my last concert with the dden I'd
take this year off, bocouse | need new
maierinl. I need new things o say in
orde to perform, so there's something

in it for me. You just cam’t sing the
same SONEL

“l was being isolated, staning 1o feel
fike a bird in a pilded cage. 1 wasn't
getling & chance 1o meet people. A cer-
tain amount of success cuts you off in a
lot of ways., You ean't move freely. |
like to live, be on the streets, to be in @
crowd and moving fresly.™

She confirmed that she was still un-
ensy of the grent army of pholographers
scrnmbling around her, of the crowds
fowning on her at every turm, wanting
something, wanting to tcoch her. In the
center she worked hard to smile con-
stanily, answer the seemingly endless
questions, and make that magic.

“It's n welrd thing,” she said solemn-
Iy, *You lose all your peripheral view
of things. It has its rewards but 1 don't
know what the balance ls—how much
pood and how much damage there is in
my position. From where [ stand i
sometimes peis absord, snd yet, 1 must
remuin smiles, come oul of a mood
where maoybe 1 don't feel very plessant
and way ‘smile’ Inside, I'm thinking:
"You're being phony, yoo're smiling
phony. You're being a star.’

“[ waa wery frightened [nst year,”™ she
suid quite directly, wiping some hair

ool of her eyes. “Bul if you'rs walching
yourself over your own shoulder all of
the time and if you're too criticsl of
what you're doing; you can make your-
self s0 unhappy. Ax a human you're al-
wzys messing up, always hurting peo-
ple's feclings quite innoceatly. I'll find
it difficult, even here. There's & lot of
people you want (o talk to all at once,
I got confused and maybe Tl turn away
and leave somecne standing and TN
think—'oh dear.’

"T've changed a lot,” she maid “I'm
geiling very defensive. I'm afraid. You
really hove to struggle.”

She paused, frowned and laughed.
She leaned forward, suddenly, and said:
“T feel like I'm going to be an ornery
old lady."

Last Jemuery she maode the surpeise
announcement of her self-imposed retire-
ment, and canceled two important [T
—in New York's Carnegie Hall and Con-
stitution Hall in Washingion, She took
a vacation insiead.

“I've been to Greece, Spain, France
and from Jamaiea to Panama, through
the canal. Some of my fHends were mov-
ing their boat from Fort Lauderdale up
w San Franciseo. I joined them in Ja-
muica and sailed down through the
eanal. It wos really an experience.

“On the plane to Greece we — [ trav-
elled with 4 friend, poetesss  from
Otiswn — met & man who way studying

in Berkeley. He was o fairly wealthy
Greek, very 0 the family, They're
wery f ted peopie. He invited
os 1o jome for supper. In that tra-
dition, his =is isins and aunts wers
there. It was very formal. They had a

muaid who broy the dinner and pre-
pared all the national dishes of Groece
kinda in our honor.

“From the pessant on up, when they
have guests in the house, they're hos-
pitable and fny on their best feed, Then
he took us to a couple of nightclubs with
Greek musicling playing. It was a ve
sophisticated introdoction 1o Athens, Mot
sophisticated like New York sophistics-
tion, but on that level of their culiure.

“He would nlways say, "We must be
spontnnecos. The Greek is spontaneous.
Let us donce, drink some wine, throw
the gardenia to the singer’.”

She gigeled, bringing to her freckled
and wnned fuce o smile that aimost
closed her eves. She remarked she was
delighted with Crete. It was a beautiful
couniry, she said.

“I hiked in boots through the fields
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Crocuses bloam before the snow melis

It's very rugged, very simple, so basic.
People live from the land much more,
The seas are very small, very countryish,
Peasanis walked donkeys. There were
very few cam.

Even the poorest people scem Lo eat
well; eocumbers nnd tomitoss, omnges
and potatoes and bread. They ate that
well. They lived in concrete huis with
maybe one or two chairs, a bed where
the Family slept and & couple of burrows
and chickens.”

_After a briefl pause, she sdded, “To me,
it was o lovely life, far betier than being
middle clioss in Americn. | lived for five
weeks in a eave there. The only trouble
was il wns very commerncinlized. The
magazines were writing it up. As 5 resuly,
you had 4 lot of prying tourisis a1l of
the time. Even that was kinda funny, be-
cuuse ‘most of the people living in the
caves were Canasdisns, Americans, Swiss
and French. They'd say, 'Oh, here come
the tourists' It was kinda fonny, the
Cireeks being the tourists,”

Then she described the Maielon sur-
roundings: "It wos a very small bay with
cliffs on two sides, And betwesn the two
cliffs, on the beach, there were nbout
four ar five small buildings. There were
also a few fishermen huts,
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“The cuves were on high sedimeniary
cliffs, sandstone, a lot of seashells in i
The caves were carved out by the Mino.
ans hundreds of years ago. Then they
were used later on for leper caves. Then
ofter that the Romans came, and they
used them for burinl crypis, Then some
of them were flled in and sealed up for
n Jong time. People bepan living there,
beatniks, in the Fifties. Kids gradually
dug out more mooms. There were some
people there who were wearing human
teath necklnces around their necks,” she
said with a slight frows,

“We all put on o lot of weight, We
were enting a lod of npple pies, good
bacon. We were eating really well, good
wholesome: food.

“The village premty well survived from
the tourist trade, which was ithe kids
that fived in the caves. I don’t know what
their business was before people came.
There were o couple of fishing boats that
went out, that got enough fish 10 supply
the (wo restaursnts there,

“The bakery lndy who hod the grocery
store there had fresh bread, fresh rice
pudding, made nice yoguri every day. did
a thriving business; and ended up just
before 1 left, she installed n refriperator.
She had the only cold drnks in town. It
was all chrome and glass. [t was o sym-
bol of her success.

“Then the cops came and kicked every-
one out of the caves, bul it was getiing
a litile crazy there. Everybody wus get-
ting & little cruey there. Everybody wms
getting more and more into open nudity.
They were really going back to the cave-
mun. They were wearing little loincloths.
The Greeks couldn't understand what was
happening.”

Sadly, she confirmed she dido'y find
much privacy there.

“l jost kinda took it anyway. Well,
becouse the people living in the caves
were #ll Cangdians and Americans and
young. So it wasn't there. 1 didn't meet
any Greeks.

“When 1 first got there 1 found [ was
earrying around a skeich pad, pens,
paper, 1 wes all prepared should inspirn-
tion sirike in any shape or form—'I'm
going to do something with my time".”

She agreed things rarely happen that
way.

“Well, 1 somehow felt like T do some-
times about photographers. When 1 was
in Jamalca with my friends, we went up
into the mountains, suddenly we stopped

in this village. It was beautiful and primi-
tive. We all got out, jumped sround,
camerns up to our eyes. I thought from
their point of view we muat've looked
like erentures from outer space, real mon-
sters. | pot into ‘capturing the momaent'
as kind of a rape. Even with a pencil or
a brush. It was just an attitude | had mt
that time. | couldn't do anything really
undil T got away from Crete. When T got
to Paris and buack into the city, with time
to reflect, I began 1o realire differently.”

Like most Canadion artists she was
discovered only sfter other artists began
recording her materinl. A much-needed
punch was given to her early reputation
(moatly Canadian) when Tom Rush
picked uvp on *Urge For Going™ during
u gig in Detroit.

Tudy Collins noticed a distinct Canadi-

an fezl, 1 more old-fashioned bougquet
than American. Canadisn composen seem
to write closer to noture, away from the
competitive rush,

Commented Judy: “There ure lots of
writers who write good materizl but there
seems io be feeling wbout Canadian
writers that is a very special fesling. 1
sing Jonl's songs because 1 lke them
immenscly. There doesn't seem 10 be any-

‘and Was covered

Jond and "Willy

one quite as good, Her lyrics are exqui-
site and it all fits together.”

As the composer of strange autobio-
graphical songs like “Urge For Golng"
“Michael From Mountnins,™ “Both Sides
Now,” *The Circle Game™ and “Chelsea
Momning” she gained the respect, friend-
ship and endomsement of the music world
before recording them herself.

New York gave her the inspiration to
write the songs on her first album Somgs
To A Seagull, produced by Dihvid Crosby.
The cover had fing pen-and-ink drawings,
mnd Joni's piciure wis on the back, from
a fisheye lens on o New York backstreet.

The songs inside had los of gmce
notes, showed trickling-light and beautiful
melodies. They dealt with people like
Mathan LaFrenier, ‘the crass, hardbitten
cabdriver; Marci, Jonis Canadian girl-
friend. who moved 1o New York the
same time as her: and Chuck Miichell,
Toni's old man who carried her off to the
country for marriage too soon,

The ariginil cover for Clowds showed
scasons with s casile and a moat. She
hud become depreased with it left it, and
only finished it when boyfriend Graham
Mash encouraged her.

Song structures were simpler, more
reminiscent. Clouds came on in “Both
Sides Now™ s “rows snd flows of angel
huair/ And ice crenm casties in the mir/
and feather canyons everywhere™ “The
Fiddle And The Drum” offered subtle
COmimTent on Wi,

Ladies of The Capyon is the mosi
overily autobiogrephical of all Joni's al-
bums. “For Free™ expresses thoughts on
the way her musical life has been moll-
ing:

Now me I play for fortuns

And those velvet curtain calls

TI've got & black limousine

And two gentlemen

Esconing me 1o the halls

And T play if you have the money

Or if you're a friend to me

But the ene-man band

By the quick lunch stand

He was playing real good, for fres.
(c) 1969 Siquomb Publishing Co.

She wasn't al Woodsiock, but her song
shows she was alive to what went down
there. “Willy.® the soft. still, brooding
ballad wis written nbout her relationship
with Cirnham Nosh. “Big Yellow Taxi”
sirplay ia Canada,
by the Neigh-
barhood, And she finally recorded “The
Circle Game,” which she'd written years
ago in Torodnto,

Jliz Marshall

The cover of Ladier of the Canyon is
the simplest of the three albuma. There
is a fine, one-line profile of Jopi and a
homely watercolor of Laurel Canyon
Like the other illustrations, its mood per-
fectly fits the comtenis of the album.
“The drawings, the music and the words
are very much tied together,” she agreed,
coiling and uncaoiling the ends of her beli,
occnsionnlly looking at the ground and
slowly rolling the pebbly earih.

“It's like tuste. It changes and reflects
in everything you do creatively, | never
get fnmtrated to where Il say—'guit
writing.' 1 come to dry periods where
eliher 1 feel | don't have anything new to
say or feel Uke I'm repeating patierns.”

Her expression became serious when
she spoke of the Kind of material she
wants 10 sing now: “Like now I don't
really want to write. The kind of muterial
1 want to write—I wani it 1o be hrighier,
to get people up, to grab people. So I'm
stifling any feelings of solitude or ceruin
moods [ might ordinarily develop into a
sang. | steer away from that now because
I don't want that kind of material to per
form.”

Hay her writing passed its complicate
stage?

"Well," she answered, “1 don't notice
whal T'm doing so much until I've done
it and then look back ot jt- At the time,
you're really not aware you're doing it

“In order 1o be simplified it hes o be
honed down more, It takes o lot more
polishing for that smplicity than @t did
for anything complicated. 1 do a lot of
night-writing. | peed solitude w write, 1
used to be able o write under almost
any condition but not anymore ‘cause |
have to go inside myself so far, to search
through a theme,

“First of all Tll write something down
and then | think: “Oh, | like how the
words sound together but jt doesn't say
anything." When 1 finish a new song 1
tnke ft and play it for my frends who
are fine musiciang and writers. I'm very
impressed by their resction to it If they
like it, I'm knocked out. I guess | write
for those people. They're really my sudi-
enee.

“My music now is becoming maore
rhythmic, Ii's becanse I'm in Los Angeles
and my friends nre mostly rock and mll
people . .. and being influenced by that
rhythm . .. 've always liked it. When [
wais in Saskatchewnn, T loved to dance™

Joni's father, in the Royal Canadian
Air Force, was stationed in Fort Mac-
lead during the war. Joni was born there
as Robertn Joon Andemson. The Ander-
son family moved when her father was
transferred to bases in Calgary, and then
Yorkton. Following the war, her futher
worked for a grocery chain in North
Battleford. Her mother tmught school,
Tome wos about six, and started school
there,

Joni's Joving memory of the fresh
prairie alr and budding things stems from
the praitie kingdom that stretched at her
feet, The fag praire of Saskatchewan,
have-not province plagued by droughts
and wavering wheat prices, holds things
that must be seen and touched: crocuses
spreading 8 mauve mist along railway
ties before the last patch of snow was
melted: wheatfields merging into & wave-
surfaced golden ocean: and telephone
wires sirung like popeomn.

The family finally seitled in Seskatoon
—a small, dry, proud town right in the
middle of the sea of wheat and atop the
potash swells sprawled plessantly along
the high enst bank of the South Saskatch-
ewan River. The town is sober to the

tion Socieiy, which dreamed of crealing
a teetotaler’s paradise far from the cor-
g influences of civilization,

Joni grew up straighl: won trophies
for bowling, liked to swim and dance,
She took art lessons, ond, for drama
presentations of dances, Jonl always
pilched in 1o provide the decomtions.
Polia at age ten brought her close to her
mother, who taight her at home for o
few months before she was weil enough
1o return to school.

At Mariposa, she looked back and gave
credit to her Tth grade tescher ar Queon
Elizabeth public school for getting her
interested in writing.

“He encournged us fo wrile in any
form that we lked,” she said. “Even at
that age 1 enjoyed poeiry, the structure
of it, the donce of it, fo essays or any
other form. His nis Were very
free like that. He'd just tell us to write
something.”

The teacher, Dr. Kratrman, is surprisod
that Joni dedicated her first album to
him. He remembers her ss “a blond,
bright-eyed kid. Very receplive 1o ideas.
I can see her now, in the back seai of the
second row.”™

“Later on, in the 10ih grade” Joni
reminisced, “l joined an extra-curricular
writer'’s club. Again 1 wrote poetry, be-
catise there wasn't much poetry. assigned
in the writing class. I really haven'i read
oo much except for pssigned rendings in
school. Even then, 1 only read the quots
of books on the program. ['ve been mone
of a docr, especially painting. Any free
time 1 have, I'd rather make something.™

And she loved to dance and listen to
miusic: “I guess | liked the hit parsde in
those days “eause | was looking af it from
the view: ‘Can you dance to T There
wasn't much to the lyrics, although 'Get
oul in the kitchen and ratile those pots
und pans,” that's great music, great. |
love ‘Shake Rautle and Roll,’ the Coast-
ers, Chuck Berry, I've been with mck
and roll from the beginning, and it's just
starting 10 come oul now."

In Saskaioon, she didn't show much
interest in playing until ber lnst year in
high school. She bought herselfl a ukelele,
taught herself (he rudiments of guitar
playing from a Pete Seeger do-it-yourself
nanual, and ook to hanging ool af a
colfee house called the Lonis Ri

In the Saskntoon club, Joni met up-
and-comers like Joe & Eddie, nnd Bonnie
Dobson, who wrote “Morning Dew.” She
began playing a baritone uke, taking it
everywhere end going  plunk-a-plunk
every time she learned & new change.

Al & weiner roasi, a TV annbuncer
from necurby Prince Albert heard her
sing and asked her to appear on his pro-
gram. She anly knew four or five songs,
but it came off all right.

Then she went o the An School of
Calgary because she wanted to become o
professionn] illustrator, She worked for
nothing at The Depression. the local cof-
fechouse.

“She looked just tremendous™ John
Uren, the club's owner, recalls, “with all
that blond hair. | brought Peier Elbing
in from Toronto, And he listened to Joni
and said she could sing. She met a ot of
peaple. Will Millar was around, He's one
of the Irish Rovers. It was a good scene
in those days. And Jonl was pant of it
She did more for the uke than Tiny
Tim."”
She migrated East ut the end of the
first school year to see 3 Mariposn Festi-
val. Although intending to return o col-
lege, she found work in Toronto and
stnyed with enly 2 hini of what she would
find. She worked ms o salesgirl to enrn
the $140 union fee 5o she could perform.
She began writing her own songs (about
four a week) snd made the rounds of
long-shuttered clubs,

She was hired ai the Penny Farthing,
one of severnl clubs in Yorkville Villuge
which has been the enrly truining grounds
far Jose Feliciano, The lrish Rovers, and
Weil Young. While she was playing in
the busement section, Chick Mitchell and
Loving Tames came into fown and played
upstairs,

Joni was a strange young girl in those
days—an all-around golden girl, running
around discovering life for the firse time.
Pliying and singing on Yorkville Avenue,
she was part of the early scene. ‘Walk
down the stroet, during an cvening then,
and you'd hear David Clayton-Thomas,
Bonnie Dobson, Jack London and ihe
Sparrows  (later Steppenwolf), Gordon
Lightfoot, the Dirly Shames, the Stormy
Clovers, Elyse Weinberg or Adam Mitch-
ell (who joined the Puupers). Buffy Ste.
Marie wrote “The Universal Soldier” in
Yorkville. Phil Ochs wrote “Changes™
there, 100,

Her short marriege with Chuck Mitch-
ell was described in 1 Had A King™:
“I bad u king in n salt-rusted corringe/
Who carried me off to his country for
marringe too soon.” Their show was
pasted together fike o collage, Chuck
played henvy Brechtian material (“while
he sings them of wars and wine™). They
did i hondful of Gordon Lighitfoot songs.
Bui basically, Jori did her awn thing and
Chuck did his.

With help from friends, the two broke
Mew York, worked the Gaslight Cafe on
MacDougal in the Village, and gained
some recognition, Next they made the
Toronto-Philadelphiz-Detroit circuit.

Gradually the breaks sturted to wnfold.
Bernie Fledler st The Riverboat coffec-
house booked her nnd other clubs fol-
lowed. Canadinn Broadeast Corporation
producer Ross Mclean gol her to com-
pase the title theme of CBC's The Way
It Iz, Television and radio engagements
followed.

After Tom Rush and Judy Collins per-
formed her muterial, her own career
mioved in full swing. She moved o New
York, where she met her managers Elliot
Raoberts and Joel Dean, They put the fin-
ishing polish on her =ct, got her a Re-
prise recording contract, and sent her
Ut on four.

Her personal life became o series of

interruptions. But she sccepted it with o
certuin quiel gratitude even when it bore
down on her with an overpowering
weight.
She retreated to her iolated, wood-
hewed home in Laure| Canyon, about
three miles north of Hollywood's Sunset
Strip and immeasurable social light years
away from Cannds. Sorrounded by
stained Tiffany plows windows, oak-beam
wooden floors, n Priesily plano, a grand-
father clock, and o black car nmmed
Hunter, & aine-year-old tom; she read
her rave record reviews and equally en-
thusimstic stories asboui her public ap-
pearances.

Bui, she said, just about every song-
writer reaches a point where he feels un-
comfortable,

“The expericnces [ was having were so
related o0 my work. It was reflected in
the music. 1 thought I'd like to write on
other themes. In arder to do this, T had
to have other experiences.”




