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A sad fact, proved to be true night
after night, is that without proper
amplification, good guitarists with
expensive instruments will sound
bad. The worse the sound, the
worse the playing and every-
one suffers. [t’s a waste of
good money and talent.

Since Yamaha make
excellent musical instru-
ments they naturally
needed amplifiers of
compatible quality to do

Kemble/ Yamaha, Mount Avenue, Bletchley, Milton Keynes Telephone 0908 71771

them justice, and since only the best
is good enough for Yamaha, they
built their own.

Like the rest of their instruments,
Yamaha amplification is a satisfying
blend of sophistication and reliability;

characteristics not shared by a lot of
their rivals.
But then Yamaha is a
breed of its own.

© YAMAHA

Craftsmen to the worlds
musicians since 1887,




THE LONDON AMPLIFICATION CENTRE  THE LONDON SYNTHESISER CENTRE

22 CHALTON STREET, OFF EUSTON ROAD, 22 CHALTON STREET, OFF EUSTON ROAD,
LONDON, N.W.1 LONDON, N.W.1
TEL. 01-387 7449 TEL. 01-387 7449

2 mins. walk from Euston or King's Cross Station 2 mins. walk from Euston of King's Cross Station

40% DISCOUNT OFF 40% DISCOUNT OFF

ROLAND SYNTHESISERS, KORG SYNTHESISERS. 900

SYSTEM 101. RRP £575. Prese RRP £575.
OUR PRICE £345 OUR PRICE £345

Other Roland equipment now in Other Korg Synthesisers also
stock available.

NOW OPEN

IN MANCHESTER

60 Oldham Street, Manchester 4
Tel: 061-228 2865 DISCOUNT OFF

Moog Synthesisers, ARP SYNTHESISERS

Polymoog, Polymoog 10 mins. walk from Manchester’s Picadilly ARP OMNI. RRP £1598.
Keyboard, Station OUR PRICE £1098

Mini-moog, Multi-moaog, SOLINA STRING
Micro-moog Lab Amps, ENSEMBLE
Taurus Pedals and 40% DISCOUNT

RRP £725. OUR PRICE £449

many moie.
Y OTHER ARP Synthesisers

[ ilabl
For the largest range of Keyboards/ A valabie

Synthesiser/ Amplification at  prices
you can afford

25%
DISCOUNT OFF DISCOUNT OFF

YAMAHA KEYBOARDS
YAMAHA AMPLIFICATION. CS50 Synthesiser. RRP £1350.
B100 115, 100w Bass Combo. OUR PRICE £999

RRP £459. OUR PRICE £275 CP20 Electric Piano. RRP £790.
OUR PRICE £599

COMPLETE RANGE OF CRUMAR KEYBOARDS NOW
AVAILABLE, ROAD RUNNER, ROAD RACER, ETC.
COMPLETE RANGE OF MOOG SYNTHESISERS IN OUR
SALE AT PRICES TOO LOW TO PRINT ! |

GRAND OPENING SALE NOW ON IN OUR
MANCHESTER BRANCH




In London
Tel 01-387-7276
& Manchester
Tel 061-228-2865

CRUMAR’S CREATIVE
KEYBOARDS

The London Synthesiser Centre has the biggest range!

The MULTIMAN S string and brass synth can produce brass, piano,
clavichord, cello and violin voices, separately controlled. The
Multiman’s split keyboard has bass volume control for 22 octaves,
volume control for first 27 and remaining 34 notes of F-F keyboard.
Vibrato, with speed and depth, slide controlled brass filter, attack-
decay slides and emphasis and contour control give wide range of
brass formations and mix.

DS 2 synthesiser is the big brother of the DS 1. DS
2 features polyphonic function, two digital
controlled oscillators, VCF, VCA, two LFO’s, LFO
mixer, white or pink noise generator, high, low-pass
filter controls, portamento and pitch bend. All this
in a 50 pound package!

The ORGANISER T2 is one of the hottest double manual keyboards
on the market. Two five octave (C-C) keyboards, both with nine flute
drawbars and four preset voices, give this organ an incredible range
of tones. Upper manual has nine percussion drawbars with
percussion effects and two key-click sounds. Sustain on/off and auto
sustain selects last note of chord for sustain. Bass section operates
on bottom three octaves (C-B) of lower manual, has mode and
footage selectors, decay, range, resonance and volume rotary
controls. Vibrato and tremolo have rotary depth and speed controls.
Pitchbend gives semitonal transposition. Optional 18 note bass pedal
board.

ORGANISER T1 is a single manual keyboard version of the T2.

The superb new Crumar PERFORMER string and
brass synths have arrived ... they have brass attack,
decay range, resonance and volume controls, three
way equalisation length, crescendo-sustain and rate
of delay and depth modulation.

The London Synthesiser Centre has the best prices



MEET MR SYNTHESISER

Mr Synthesiser is, of course, Mr Amirk Singh Luther. Amrik, the charismatic head of
Chase Musicians, is the man behind the London Synthesiser Centre. The LSC has offered
the lowest synth and keyboard prices since its inception and Amrik is renowned among

British musicians for stocking the biggest range of keyboards at the UK’s lowest prices.
Spurred on by the success of the LSC in Chalton Street, Euston, Amrik has opened the
London Synthesiser Centre in Manchester. The store, at 60 Oldham Street, Manchester
4, now offers the best deals on keyboards in the Midlands and north of England.

SYNTH PRICES SLASHED!

The YAMAHA CS-50 polyphonic synthis one of the best
poly synths on the british market. Thirteen
programmable sections and 20 effects controls give this
instrument an easily programmed and extensive range
of sounds.

RRP £1350 Our price £999

The KORG 900 PS Preset is one of the most versatile synths you can
buy. Twenty nine different tones, including pre-set vibrato,
portamento and other effects make variable synth tones available
with touch bar switches. A nine octave keyboard and octave up-down
switch give the Preset incredible range.

RRP £575 Our price £395
ALSO ON SPECIAL:

YAMAHA CP-20 electric piano
RRP £790 Our Price £599

YAMAHA CS-10 synth
RRP £373 Our price £299

The ROLAND 101 synth is the basic model of the
System-100. This instrument features VCO, VCF, VCA,
LFO., ADSR, noise generator, High pass filter, audio
mixer and portamento. It has a thirty seven key

keyboard.

RRP £575 Our price £345
The London Synthesiser Centre, The London Synthesiser Centre
22 Chalton Street, off Euston Road, in Manchester,

London NW1. 01-387 7276. 60 Oldham Street, Manchester 4.



If you want natural studio sound with plenty of volume and cut through
power go for the unique double shell Premier Resonator range.

Choose from thousands
of setups and a vast range of
options with the best selling
Premier Elite range.

Or try Premier Soundwave,  FEr=yX%1
the range with single tension fittings Il T ER A
for a free and vibrant sound. The Premier Drum Co.Ltd,

That's just the start of Premier choice. Blaby Road, Wigston, Leicester, LE8 9DF.
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young person's guide by Giovanni Dadamo

he meant it: ""He’s one of the great

guitarists. There isn’t a week gone by
without letters asking about him and where
he is and what he’s doing. He may not be a
household name exactly, but Robert
Fripp’s influenced thousands of young
players. | wish, "‘he added not a little
ruefully, *’I only had the time to talk to him
myself.”

Cover story. Big Splash. Fripp From A to
Z.''For Monday?’’ Five days. As usual, this
was going to have to be one of those reach
for the sky but don’t be too down if you
don’t catch the sun assignments.
Somstimes a handful of good air can be
almost as good. It's an attitude Robert
Fripp probably would be quite supportive
of, as I'd discover quite soon.

Mr. Fripp, as everyone and his Aunt Edie
must know by now, was_in London during
the closing days of April. Simultaneously
available with this appearance was a little
gem name of ’Exposure’, the long-
anticipated first Fripp solo LP and — as me
and many more’ll gladly testify, it was well
worth the wait.

Tom Stock had asked for an exhaustive
piece. Research began as close to point A
as possible. No, not with Bob himself, that
would be a couple of days’ hence.
Meanwhile | began to probe the roots of
the man’s career with the invaluable
assistance of something entitled ‘The
Young Person’s Guide To King Crimson’,
the two-record Crimson compilation
assembled by the man himself back in ‘75. |
set the first disc on the deck, snuggled into
a lumpy armchair and listened.

Not just with ears but eyes too. ‘Guide’,
you see, comes complete with ‘Guide’-
book, a twelve-inch square, twenty-page
King Crimson dossier that tells the Crimson
story from start to finish. Mr. Fripp
compiled the item himself, of course, and
related the group’s erratic, often brilliant
saga in the form of a series of diary entries
starting off on June 1st, 1968 — release
date of the word on Giles Giles & Fripp, the
ill-fated ensemble that would be the
springboard to Crimson itself. From then
on the story tells itself in newspaper
clippings, gig and record reviews, extracts
from interviews, plain entries of fact ("July
17: Recording with King Crimson
Producing’, this following directly on from
earlier entries about a series of recordings
with outside production help that had, by
July 16th, come to naught: ‘Recording:
Dissolution with Tony Clark and
abandonment of all tapes’). More
fascinating still, are Fripp’s own little notes
and comments, extracts from his private
‘Journal’ and so on.

The plan was a quick refresher course.
As on previous occasions, | found myself

Beat Guv'nor Tom Stock said it like

starting on June 1st, 1968 and being drawn
through a barrage of good and bad events,
all the way along the years, through
countless line-up changes, four massive
American tours, nine albums, through to
Fripp’s final announcement that King
Crimson has ‘‘ceased to exist” just —
impeccable timing — as the group’s eighth
and penuitimate LP, ‘Red’ hit the shops.
The book doesn’t end there, however.
Bravely, Fripp leaves nothing out, not even
the by now typically across the board
reviews that met the posthumously —
issued ‘U.S.A’ LP or the final
announcement that Fripp was working on
this last compilation itself, delivered in
typically venomous fashion in a pop weekly
gossip column.

King Crimson were the British rock’n’roll
event of 1976, a breath-taking live band
who sounded like no-one who’d ever come
before them. In less than a year they went
from an enthusiastic whisper on the street
to certified Next Big Thing, a position
solidified by a cracker first LP. They were
something to get excited about. They were
reaching for the sun.

No-one catches that golf-ball. Crimson
faltered, rallied, shed first one skin then
another. Crew-men were lost at sea. Some
jumped and one or two, perhaps, were
even nudged a little. Horizons were aimed
for and some turned out to be mirages after
all. But Crimson could never be totally
discounted, even when times got weird. It
became apparent that Crimson was Robert
Fripp’s gig first and foremost. In the end he
was the only original left but the hunger for
new musical maps never seemed to falter,
just as Fripp’s Gibson never said anything
twice and never spoke without having
something worth communicating.

There are ten King Crimson records and
some are brilliant and some aren’t but
every one has something worth hearing at
least ten times. Like always, it's better to
hear than rely on hearsay. They're still
around and deserve to be. A part, as they
say, of our musical heritage. And as for the
day-to-day facts and fantasies, as I've
already intimated at least once, Fripp’s
‘Guide’ booklet does an admirable job of
telling it from his point of view.

“I'm a short and tidy person,’” said
Robert Fripp in a King’s Road office at
noon on Friday April 27th, 1979. In point of
fact, he’s no Nils Lofgren. But it's the
second half of this statement that rings
truest with Robert Fripp.

‘Exposure’ comes complete with a little
grey folder. Inside are a number of sheets
of an informative nature, plus Robert Fripp
post-card, this fulfilling both a decorative
and functional (if you can afford the stamp,
that is) role.
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The sheet that counts is Robert Fripp’s
discography. First come the ‘oldies’
bearing his own name: ‘The Cheerful
insanity Of Giles, Giles and Fripp’, the
Crimson vyears, two collaborations with
Brian Eno, ‘No Pussy Footing" and
‘Evening Star’. ‘Exposure’ next, of course.
Thence to Production credits: eight to
date, kicking off with a trio of albums
featuring various manifestations of Keith

Tippett, ‘Matching Mole’s Little Red
Record’, Spontaneous Combustion’s
version of ‘Sabre Dance’ and, more

recently, the excellent ‘Peter Gabriel II’ (the
record which converted this long-time non-
Gabriel consumer, not a little, | suspect,
due to Fripp’s involvement}. Two others: a
solo LP by Daryl Hall (the blond one)
entitted ‘Sacred Songs’, recorded over
eighteen months past and unlikely ever to

see the light of day (“Unscheduled”
according to the RCA fat-cats: Fripp
suggests you drop the label a stiff

letter/ petition — it could just work). Most
recent-is an LP with three American ladies
called The Roches, one of whom — Terre
— can be heard on ‘Exposure’; an acoustic
group which Fripp insisted on keeping that
way in the studio, against heavy record
company pressure. It's just come out
Stateside and is, Fripp beams, receiving
very hot reviews.

There’s been extensive guest
appearances too, both on several of the
above-named, and on discs by everyone
from Blondie (‘Fade Away And Radiate’},
Van Der Graaf/Peter Hamill (another
‘Exposure’ guest, along with Hall and
Gabriel) and, but of course, the lead guitar
on Bowie's 'Heroes’. And that’s by no
means that, even omitting a number of
items mentioned in the ‘Exposure’ booklet
(Would you believe a Charlie Drake '45? It's
true), Fripp’s later career displays the kind
of gargantuan appetite for work, work,
work matched only by that of stalwart
sidekick Brian Eno. Fripp is still set to star
opposite Debbie Harry in the new
‘Alphaville’ {a kind of French '1984’) movie,
now iced until late Winter. Meanwhile he
already has his next LP in the can, and its
follow-up all worked out.

Fripp in the flesh made his first
manifestation at the Polydor offices on the
day following receipt of this assignment.
Mr. Fripp would, Polydor Boy Wonder
Chris Bohn announced, be giving a preview
of his next LP, ‘Frippatronics’ early that
evening and would | care to come? | would,
and so would some thirty other bods, the
bunch of us crammed into this second floor
executive office.

Black suit, shirt, socks and Gibson cover
the better part of Fripp’s frame. As always,
he sits. He has a pedal board before him
and a couple of tape machines by his side.
What is about to happen, he announces,
leaves a lot to chance. It could be very
good or, just as easily, go horribly wrong.
Fripp is prepared for either eventuality. For
him, Fripp explains, this is just a rehearsal
for ‘Music For Restaurants’ which event
will occur on the following evening at a
Notting Hill pizza parlour. We should feel
free to move around, fetch drinks,
sandwiches etc.

““Would you like to pick a note?”" asks
Fripp. The gent seated opposite him asks
for 'E’. Fripp begins to pluck ‘E's. In a
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matter of seconds his first note has been
through the tape system ans set up a
swelling, repetitive rhythm. Fripp throws in
other notes, variations, snatches of
melody. Within  minutes there’'s a
symphonic swell of sound filling the room.
It's called Frippatronics and can be
delicately  beautiful one moment,
turbulently hard the next. it's entrancing
and at the same time isn’t in any way
aggressive. Another piece follows, again
kicked off by someone in the audience.
Same only different. Towards the end
Fripp leans over to the line of recording
tape poised between the two recorders and
gently taps it with an index finger. The tune
distorts slightly and the distortion part is
repeated on the tape. Another way of
making music. At the end Fripp’s eyes take
a long slow scan across the room, covering
every face.

The atmosphere remains relaxed. Fripp
talks to anyone who wants conversation.
The three kids from The Cure rush up and
pelt him with questions. Fripp explains,
carefully and patiently.

‘Restaurant Music’ goes splendidly.
Afterwards the Pizza Express manager is
said to offer Fripp a regular spot. The next
night Frippatronics fill a record shop
basement. After the ‘set’ Fripp answers
questions from the audience and tells the
little group of Crimso freaks at the front
where to get hold of the best Crimson
material.

Within minutes of meeting Fripp it's
obvious that a quick-run through of his
musical career simply isn’t on. Like Eno,
the immediate and lasting impression is of
coming into contact with a buzzy, hungry
mind that savours anything and
everything.

‘Frippatronics’, it transpires, belongs to
the category Eno’s termed ‘ambient music’
— intelligent Muzak, if you like, that can
either be listened to head-on, or, at the
opposite extreme, used to give a room
colour of the sort wallpaper can’t provide,
complement a mood, whatever. At the
previous evening’s restaurant
performance, says Fripp, he deliberately
avoided disturbing anyone, ‘‘anything that
might verge on the cacophonous or even
mildly disturbing.

"But | think some of it did. It seemed to
me at times that people forgot that they
were eating and needed to be reminded of
the fact. So I'd give them a little jump now
and then, just to wake people up.”” The
British visit is only part of a global tour of
"offices, restaurants, and record shop
basements.’”’ it was not an idea that met
with immediate approval from his record
company, Fripp admits.

“But | think that EG (his management
company) gave up on the idea of 'Robert’ a
long time ago, in terms of having a person
who ever really worked within the
conventions of the established norm.”
Having Eno around helped, says Fripp, "‘to
re-infforce  each  other's  sometimes
‘peculiar’ ways of operating.”’

Will he do any ‘orthodox’ performances,
with a band, say? Songs like ‘You Burn Me
Up, I'm A Cigarette’, | explain, in answer to
Fripp’'s query as to what an ‘orthodox’
performance might involve.

Fripp has no current plans of that nature,
says Fripp. However, he does know what

he'd do if he ever does get the itch to play
in a group context again. ‘‘Get the
musicians together, rehearse for six weeks
so that a common music could be
discovered between the people involved.
Do that, rather than going in with a pre-
conceived notion of the music that this
band will write.

"And then at the point, when one has
decided a rough repertoire, go into a club in
a major centre — in New York it would be
Max’s Kansas City, in London The
Marquee perhaps — and play every night.
And rather than kill the musicians by
travelling, one would kill the musicians by
playing! It seems to me a far more sensible
way of proceeding — all their energy will
then be available for playing. The
responsibility then will be on the audience
to get to the event.”’

Impossible? “The business will change,
" states Fripp with conviction.

“What happens then, of course, is that
this get to be the established trend. Once
there’s a precedent, which is the most
difficult, then a number of other people do
it and then finally the business adopts this
as the way of promoting artists.

“So, in seven years’ time — if this works
out — Fripp and Eno would have to play
Madison Square Gardens. To validate the
idea of playing in large spaces. That would
be the logical conclusion.

“But in practice, of course, one remains
fluid, and never denies oneself the possibility
of a different kind of performance.
Although,” he proviso’s, "“because of the
prevailing ‘conventional wisdom’, more
energy has to go into this other stream at
the moment in order to get it working."”’

What happens if you're playing
Frippatronics and feel the urge for the kind
of expression you'd get from a rock guitar?

| always felt, in terms of the so-called
‘The Heavy Metal’,”” commences Fripp,
"where one is trying to attack the audience
on a visceral level, that often it was far
more effective to produce tension by
purely musical means —  certain
dissonances, combined with the volume,
could do far more than with a straight
forward root fifth ocatve, than the
traditional YAG-AG-AG-GA-GA-GA-GA-
GEH-GEH-GEH-GEH-GEH!*’ {Rough
transcription of Fripp singing HM attack
riff) “Which is so common-place now that
it doesn’t create tension, however loud.
But if you went to the root fifth flat ninth, it
would still be sufficiently acrid and abrasive
to have impact.”

It's possible, Fripp admits, that
Frippatronics performances are ‘‘only an
excuse to get the people together in the
place.

“See, | don't know if Frippatronics is
good or bad, from a purely musical point of
view. It really seems rather irrelevant that
one has to develop a different way of
approaching that situation. There is
obviously responsibility on the audience,
because there’s very little doing in the way
of tricks to snare the audience.”

Is Frippatronics necessarily a solo
performance art?

""Because musically it's often so dense
that the range covered is akin to a small
chamber ensemble. By the time you've had
the thirtieth generation coming in, there’s
quite a thick layer. Which doesn’t always



provide room for other instruments.

“In the field of Applied Frippatronics, it's
not something really which can exist
outside of a recording studio. Pure
Frippatronics can, but Applied — on "Here
Comes The Flood’ where there's twenty-
nine seperate loops | did at home, edited,
spliced, notated and then transferred onto
the song in the studio. The middle of ‘'l May
Not Have Had Enough Of Me But I've Had
Enough Of You' is Applied Frippatronics,
the fluttering of wings in the background
there. That takes a lot of work and is
specifically designed to allow for other
instruments. But it's not a spontaneous
situation.”’

'Exposure’ was, Fripp reveals, once
known as ‘Music For Sport’, which title
now applies to the album’s second side.
"’And there’s a number of different ways of
presenting that. One is to say that initially |
was approached by a friend with a view to
providing music for the NBC ‘Wide Worid
Of Sport’, which shows on Saturday
afternoon television in America. And 1 sent
him a whole number of Frippatronics
events, Dbasically water music that
would’'ve been appropriate for swimming.

"That's not the only sport to which it
refers. There are a number of personal
sports that Eno and myself have
researched, and we’ve found this kind of
music very fitting.”’

For example?

""Entertaining at home? Something like
that? In fact, it was while entertaining at
home that the Frippatronics tapes — which
I've had for quite a while — | was simply
playing them, and the response of the
person who visited me was so strong that |
decided to release the album.”

Isn’'t there an endless source of
inspiration for the ‘ambient’ composer?

“‘But in practice, of course,
one remains fluid, and
never denies oneself the
possibility of a

different kind

of performance.”’

* - il
Music For Opening Cans, Music For
Headaches, Music For Poodles,

Cutting Your Toe-Nails To. . . ?

""Frippatronics carry on, as it were? Yes,
it does seem so. Part of this is to help Eno
to generate and supply a large catalogue
(‘Music For Catalogues’?) of Ambient
Music to a ‘muzak’ firm. There are several
firms, aside from Muzak Inc. that supply
background music. So instead of going to
all the trouble of setting up your own
company, one could simply lease out tapes
to an existing company. But that would
need a fairly large catalogue. So I'm very
happy that four months of playing
Frippatronics around the world could, at a
very conservative estimate, generate
enough material for fifty or sixty albums.
Assuming one is very, very choosy about
the quality of material, it would be difficult
to find that you didn’t have a dozen superb
albums. | just don’t have the time to listen
back to all the Frippatronics that are done.

"’Suddenly one discovers there are just
ten seconds that generate a lovely mood.
And one could simply cut that segment
out, put it on a loop and develop a whole
new fresh Frippatronicised situation purely
from those ten seconds. You could feed
the  Frippatronics back /nto  the
Frippatronics as a second step. Or transfer
it to 24-track and solo over the top of it, or
treat it in different ways. The possibilities
are quite endless.”’

'Guitar Mechanics’ is yet another item on
the production line. A Frippatutor? Robert
explains:

"Guitar Mechanics’ works in two distinct
ways. The first is to develop the
musculature of the left hand, then the right
hand, and then co-ordination between the
two hands. It has to do with the figure
exercises and in a sense its arithmetical.
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And it has nothing whatsoever to do with
music, it has only to do with learning to
walk in terms of being a guitar-player.

“The second part of it is: since having
learned to walk, one needs to walk
somewhere, presumably. And then there
should be a vocabulary. So, instead of
presenting music in two or three general
modes or scales, maybe five or six, what
Im doing is to develop a system of modes
and extensions of synthetic scales.

"In addition to the normal major scales,
of which there are seven modes, you have
the harmonic minor — seven scales there;
melodic minor — seven scales there.

"Blues scale — seven scales there or,
depending on whether it's a septatonic or
heptatonic system you might have eight
scales there. Then you have maybe
seventeen or eighteen reasonably well-
known systhetic scales, some of which are
seven and some are eight-note systems. All
the modes there. Quite apart from
becoming involved in at least four generally
accepted pentatonic scales, with modes on
those.

"’And you find you have something like a
hundred and seventy, hundred and eighty
scales. Quite apart from all the different
ways one can deal and work within scales.
Whether, for example, you proceed in
thirds or in fourth; whether you examine
the harmonic structure and some of the
chords within these modified scales. Quite
beautiful, you’d never discover them in any
other way than by getting into synthetic
scale formation,

"'So instead of showing a few words, it's
a question of! Here is the dictionary. Now
pick words for yourself that you like. Or,
since we’ve been using the metaphors of
walking and talking: Here's the map of the
world. Walk where you like.”’
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SUTHERLAND
BROTHERS...

Quiverless
Gavin and Iain
take pot-shots
at

quivering

Tom Stock

hover coined the phrase ‘It’s

the singer not the song’

which Mick Jagger, amongst
others, plaintively crooned through
the sixties, could well have coined it
about the Sutherland Brothers. If
ever a performing artist’s work has
been lifted, packaged, and used to
sell a superstar, then the brothers fit
the bill. Rod Stewart probably owes
more to the two songwriters than he
does to anyone else (except Britt, of
course, and his lawyers are said to be
sorting that one out!) and even now
includes ‘Sailing’ as his anthem in live
performance. Yet how many people
knew the Sutherlands wrote that
particular song, recorded, and even
released it as a single for themselves?
Certainly not the audience at a gig in
north Germany where the brothers
played support to Wishbone Ash, for
the Sutherlands found themselves at
the wrong end of a barrage of tin
cans, bottles and other assorted
missiles. It must have been strange to
have been accused of ripping off their
own song! The Sutherland Brothers
have long been respected as two of
the finest songwriters around at
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present, even if one doesn’t
particularly go overboard for their
music. Now there’s a new album,
‘When the Night Comes Down’,
recorded totally without any members
of the now-defunct Quiver. We
figured a couple of hours with the
boys wouldn’t go astray ...

Gavin: The standard questions for us
are, ‘how do you go about writing?’
and ‘do you work together?’ —

but it’s not the sort of thing that

you can actually pin down. We didn’t
have a system or anything; I don’t
think anybody does.

Iain: I think I’d qualify that. I think
there are people who have a system
— there still are staff writers, a la Tin
Pan Alley, who seem to be able to
write to order, asking themselves
what is in the charts and then
deciding how close to that successful
formula they can go without actually
directly ripping off the song. It’s such
a weird and personal thing though;
talking about writing songs though is
always difficult without sounding
pretentious, because you get down to
discussing inspiration: and that’s a
grey void area. It’s like trying to

discover what it is that makes people
paint pictures, or create sculptures;
it’s beyond classification, in some
sense.

B.1.: Do you consciously settle down
to write?

lIain: That’s what I’m saying: I think
it just does happen: it comes from the
UNCoONsCious.

Gavin: I think the longest lasting
songs are usually — at least in the
experience that we’ve had — are the
ones that wern’t hard work to

write.

Some of the other stuff is like
genuine inspiration: you get involved
with the lyrics, and word games, and
then find that you get stuck: then it
becomes hard work and the chances
are less that it will become a quote
‘good’ song. The stronger songs
usually sort of ‘appear’.

B.I.: Do you concern yourselves more
with lyrics than melody, vice versa, or
don’t you think about it?

Gavin: Well, whatever’s necessary to
suit the song.

Iain: In the past I’ve written songs in
which the lyrics have had more
emphasis because I’ve written them



first, or have had the idea for them
first, and that way they tend to be
stronger as they have to stand up by
themselves and for themselves in the
first place; usually, though, it’s a
combination of things. A lot of songs
sound great, but if you strip them
right down to the lyrics alone, they
end up saying very little indeed. A
good tune can give banal lyrics a
much deeper meaning. I mean, you
can say ‘ooooh oooh aaaah aaaah’ —
many different ways and it depends
on how you say it in that case, rather
than what it is you’re saying.

Gavin: Some tunes are lyrically
catchy rather than melodically
memorable. Take the current
Supertramp single: that’s basically a
word game song, and that’s where it
scores, that’s where the attraction is
in that; but they do others where the
melody is the reason that the song is
successful.

Iain: Ultimately, though, it is a
combination of the words and tune
together.

B.1.: Moving on to your current
album now; it is very, very
‘American’ isn’t it?

Gavin: Well, it goes back a long time,
you see. When we first started (about
1920!) — people always used to say
we sounded and wrote ‘American’
when we did our very first album for
Island; our argument, for the sake of
an argument,was that a lot of
American country stuff and the roots
of their music comes from the same
sort of roots that we’re from — the
north of Scotland, and all the
traditions of Scottish folk culture
which I suppose gives you a certain
sort of background. I’m not saying
you use that in any particular sort of
way as I’m not particularly interested
in that stuff, but it must have some
sort of influence.

B.1.: But in the case of ‘When the
Night Comes Down’ you did make a
positive decision to record in America
on the West Coast with established
Loos Angeles session musicians.
Gavin: Sure, I take your point — but
we were mainly looking for the
musicians who suit the music that we
write, and that’s where they are. 'm
not saying that wasn’t the case with
Quiver, but it was a case of us
wanting something fresh to do.

Ian: It’s not that there are no great
British players; we could have done
the album here and it could have
been just as good ...

Gavin: But we just wanted to do
something different. The band had
just split up, and we just thought
‘now the band’s finished and we’re off
the road for a while, we’ll get another
album together in LA simply because
it’s something we’ve always fancied

doing.” We enjoyed working with
those guys: really good musicians,
and nice people as well.

B.1.: How different did you find the
working environment?

Gavin: Well, it was automatically
different for us because, apart from
when we first started out, it was the
first time we’d ever approached an
album without actually having a band
together — and the fact that we had
so-called session musicians coming in
to do things did create a different
atmosphere. Obviously, very little was
pre-planned, and the guys in question
had no idea of what we were going to
ask them to do.

Iain: For want of a better word, it’s
not as ‘clinical’ over there as it can be
in England. The attitude towards
session players is different as well.
The guys that we used worked
together as a band on a number of
projects so it turned out like playing
with a band: it’s not like playing with
five separate guys, and having to go
around explaining each different part
all the time.

B.1. Did you have to score the music
this time then, working with people
who weren’t necessarily conversant
with your music?

Gavin: No, no, we’ve never scored
our stuff: from our point of view it
was like working with an established
band.

Iain: A lot of people have still got
this concept of session musicians
being like old guys with glasses sitting
there waiting fro you to put a sheet
of music in front of them so they can
just plonk away, read their lines, and
leave without having put any sort of
soul into what they’ve been doing. In
LA it was totally unlike that. They’d
all played in bands — Boz Scaggs,
Jackson Browne: we found that if we
gave them a good tune they’d be able
to work it up immediately, and we’d
work the arrangements between us.
Gavin: We just came in with a couple
of acoustic guitars and sit and sing a
song through a few times, and they’d
know roughly what was going

on by the end of the second run
through. We’d then play together for
half an hour and record it!

Iain: Some things were more precisely
constructed than that implies: some
things had definite ideas, definite
licks that we wanted put in. In that
case we’d just sing the riff, or play it
out on the piano — but basically we
let them play. We’ve always worked
like that — [ mean with Quiver the
guitar was basically Tim (Renwick)’s
department. There were definite lines
for him, but fundamentally that was
his bag. You see, if you’'re working
with good musicians, it’s basically
insulting to their own creativity and

taste if you try and impose on it. The
reason why you’re working with that
guy in the first place is because you
like what’s going on in his head — so
you’re not trying to force your
opinions on him all the time. A lot of
the tunes did definitely turn out
differently to the way we heard them
when they were written. There was a
different feel to the way we had
expected.

B.L.: So you didn’t take the
opportunity for freedom presented to
you by the split up of Quiver to
stamp your own personalities firmly
on the new record?

Gavin: Well, it’s fifty-fifty. Like lain
said, the basics and arrangements
we’d work out between us, but there
was a lot of it that the other guys
came up with for us. Basically we
tried to keep some freedom in the
studio which made it a lot better for
everybody: if you go into things too
deeply and break them down into so
much bloody detail that everybody,
by the time you’ve finished it, is
bored to death with the song the end
result cannot be anything like as good
as if it does happen in a freer
fashion. I you’re working with
people of that calibre then there’s no
problem at all.

B.I: Did you sort of fly to LA, book
the studio and then start looking
around for someone to play on the
album with you?

Gavin: No: what happened was we
went and did a single there early last
year plus a couple of other songs for
the American version of the last
album (Down to Earth) and worked
there with this producer Glen Spreen,
and he put this band of freelance
studio players together whom he had
used on albums before, so they were
used to working together: ... so it
was like a trailer for this album.
B.I.: What are your plans now?

Iain: Well, we’re discussing the
groundwork for a tour here in
September time ...

Gavin: There’s nothing we’d like
more than to be part of a permanent
band — you know when I look at
bands like Status Quo I feel really
envious that they could have kept
together for such an incredible length
of time. | sort of regret that the very
first band we had together never kept
together. It would have been great.
But we’ve earmarked a few mates of
ours for the tour but it depends
simply if the people we want to work
with will be available at the time that
we're ready to play ourselves.

B.1.: But how do you fill in the time
between now and then?

Gavin: Well, the album’s out so I
expect the promotional circus will get

Continued (1]
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under way — but at lain’s house
we’ve got a small studio . ..

Iain: We’ve got a Teac and Revoxes
and other stuff which we’ve acqu1red
over the years — we do find we’re
doing something all the time. If we’re
not writing we’re laying down ideas
and demoes.

Gaving: We’ve got some good play
back stuff as well, JBL’s and all that,
and I’ve recently bought an organ,
one of those play in a day things with
autochords.

B.I1.: (incredulously): Really? Like a
la Woolworths?

Gavin: No, not one of those battery
ones! It’s a two manual one with a
rhythm box, and everything seems to
come out sounding like the
Tornadoes! You see, I’'m not a
keyboard player, so I can play
around with the right hand, but I
can’t get the left hand together on a
keyboard at all: I tend to get too
muddled up, playing with both
hands, and singing as well, I find it
rather a strain on the brain, you
know!? But, the songs that I’ve
written on that - for me a completely
different instrument — have turned
out so different to when I’ve sat
down, as normal, in the past with an
acoustic guitar. I find that different
instruments do lead me in varying
directions: like my wife has just
bought me a harmonium for £40 in
auction! ... that’ll be interesting,
getting into that: the next few songs I
write may well turn out to be very
sort of churchy . . .

Iain: | find that if I’ve been away
from a piano for a while and I’ve just
had a guitar — I find coming back to
the piano to tinkle around I usually

come up with something. It works the

other way round too if I haven’t
touched a guitar for a while: different
instruments tend to lead to different
kinds of songs. Like if I go round to
Gav’s place and pick up one of his
guitars, just something about it being
a different instrument — i.e.
somebody’s else’s instrument, makes
me think differently somehow.

B.I.: Do you collect instruments?
Iain: Not deliberately, but we have
accumulated some over the years
we’ve been playing. We’ve got quite a
good range of gear. I’ve got an
Ovation and an old Gibson acoustic,
a Hummingbird, which I like very
much.

Gavin: I’ve got an old Les Paul, a
black one, and a Telecaster — we’re
not really enthusiasts as such, not as
much as a lot of other people are, but
I do appreciate good instruments,
obviously. We haven’t got walls full
of guitars.

Iain: Tim Renwick, he's the kinda
guy: when we toured the States . ..
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““ A lot of people
still have this concept
of session musicians
being old guys with
glasses sitting waiting
Jor you to put a
sheet of music in
front of them so they
can just plonk away. .

(laughter here as Gavin exhorts his
brother not to publicise Tim: ‘he’s
got his own fucking album to
promote!) ... he’d come in with some
bit of gear and say ‘It only cost me
twenty five dollars’ and we’d simply
sit there and say ‘nice one Tim’.

Some little old amp that doesn’t work,

1953! ... Nice one.

B.I.: Pianos?

Gavin: lain was lucky — he bought a
house and there was a grand piano as
part of the deal — a Bluthner ...
Iain: It’s a beautiful piano: I think it
was just so enormous, needed nine
men to lift it, they just couldn’t get it
out of the place'

B.I.: You did spend some tlme
without a keyboard player didn’t
you?

Gavin: Sometimes you find if you’ve
got a keyboard player in the band
they want to play anything and you
have to spend so much money
keeping them supplied with gear.
Iain: It’s the same with recording all
those overdubs! Bit of piano here, bit
of organ there, synthesizer,
harpsichord. ..

Gavin: . .. and they want everything
in fucking stereo as well! Everything’s

“If you go into
things too deeply and
break them down
into so much bloody
detail that everybody
... is bored to death
... the end result
cannot be as good as
if it does happen in a
freer fashion. ”’

got two tracks and the next thing you
know is you’re left with like three
tracks for four part vocal harmonies!
B.1.: How much do you regret
writing Sailing?

Gavin: Not at all.

Iain: Not really ... I know what you
mean though; it’s a funny thing to
live with.

Gavin: It’s a drag when you get
introduced to people as the ‘guys that
wrote Sailing,’ because we have done
other things along the line.

Iain: It’s a good song, it’s a song to
be proud of: it’s a good tune .

Gavin: And I thought Rod sang 1t
really well, it was a really good
version and of course it was
unbelievably successful, way beyond
anything we could have realistically
hoped for it when we knew Rod was
going to record it. We still get a buzz
when we hear football crowds singing
it, and the Navy adopted it: I think
that’s when it became a little more
than just a pop song that had been
successful. It’s strange that some song
in particular out of all the things
we’ve written should have stood out
so far.

Iain: It’s not really a rock song, or a
pop song, or anything: it’s a simple
tune, or it could have been written a
hundred years ago: it’s timeless;
there’s nothing that dates it to this
era at all ...

Gavin: There’re other sides to it as
well in the way that other artists
approach it: it’s open to so many
different treatments like the way
Robin Trower has done it that’s a
great version with Jimmy Dewar
singing it, and then of course the
other end is the Vince Hill, James
Last, Val Doonicans of the world
doing it as well ...

Raucous laughter, as you may
suspect, ensued at this point and the
conversation swept off on a steep
tangent away from the discussions of
songwriting and success to politics for
this was the day of the last General
Fiasco. Aspects of rock musicians’
responsibility towards their public
when being seen involved like their
American counterparts in establishing
thier allegiance to particular political
affiliations: all very interesting, and a
welcome alternative to the pompous
drivel emanating from the television
sets of that day.

So, we left. The Sutherlands
expressed their desire to remain
musicians knowing exactly where they
stood in the rock world strata, and to
continue their songwriting process.
Check it out on ‘When the Night
Comes Down’ — West Coast
influenced, but then have the brothers
launched the big question of rock: Is
Scotland the Source of* Neil Young?
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tage shows are often pretty
Sfair indication of the mentality

of the musician whose work is
being illustrated by it. So, those who
associate John Miles with his monster
hit single of a few years ago, titled
simply, ‘My Music’ would probably
get a strange buzz from seeing the
opening of his current production.
Touring the country promoting his
latest album, ‘More Miles Per Hour’ (a
pretty gruesome pun I suppose), Miles
travels in company with a rather large
Concorde silhouette complete with
green cockpit lights and revolving
flying insignia. Add to that swirling
flashes of clouds and rapidly
disappearing stars as the thing gets
going and you have all the necessary
ingredients of a pretentious, sympho-
league boro-concert. Right? Wrong
again!

Miles has come a long way since the
probably sincere but relatively non-
event single ‘Music’, and now parades
his music in the context of a hard-
bitten rock band, pared down from
the last time I saw him when he
travelled with brass and backing
singers to boot. Now the formula is
pared down, and he comes through it
with flying colours.

I caught up with the tour at the
Odeon in Birmingham and settled
down to watch the soundcheck before
nipping backstage for a chat. But,
things are different here, too. Miles
uses the Schaeffer Vega radio pick up
system which, apart from other
advantages we discussed later, allows
him to come down from the stage and
across to the monitoring area where he
can hear his own guitar sound from out
front — as well as that of the rest of his
band. The system is fitted to his
current favourite guitar, a ’59 sunburst
Les Paul.

‘“This is the first tour I’ve used it
on,”’ he told me later. ‘“We had some
hassles with it in the beginning,
including blowing the thing up when
we first plugged it in. (Due, I was able
to ascertain later from the mixing
engineer, to the fact that someone
forgot to check the voltage rating and
promptly stuck in into the good old
British line of 240 volts. The American
110 volt rated piece of equipment
obviously committed a rapid hari kari.)
The system actually seems to increase
the Les Paul’s output, and adds to its
sound; there’s certainly more power,
and especially more top end treble and
the whole thing sounds so much
cleaner than it wused to with
conventional jack leads.

““It’s got two outputs — one of them
is just too high powered and produces
an ultra-clean sound but with no
sustain at all. It just fires the note and
dies away almost instantly; even the

second output turned out to be over-
powered, so we’ve had to add a resistor
network to cut it down to a more
controllable level .’ another
advantage is the total eradication of
any possible chance of an electric
shock from the guitar: I know it’s
unlikely anyway, but all the same
there’s a certain amount of reassurance
in knowing that you’re not going to get
zapped to oblivion!”’

Moving on from here to the latest
album — Miles oficionados may find
the new record a little quieter and more
finely constructed. ‘‘I think the change
of producer contributed largely to the
more melodic sound we have now on
record — as well as the decision to use
an orchestra on four of the tracks. It’s
selling well as well, especially when you
consider that we haven’t really done all
that much for 12 months or so: I'm
determined to get another album
out this year, as I feel I’ve left it rather
too long between them.”’

Elsewhere in this issue you’ll be able
to find the Sutherland Brothers
discussing their feelings towards
writing one of the classic anthem songs
of the seventies, ‘Sailing’. Although
the song became famous more because
Rod Stewart sang it than because the
two brothers wrote it, it has
considerable similarities in some
contexts with Miles’ own career: ‘My
Music’ was a monster hit single for
Miles, and yet it would be fair to say
that musically it’s pretty
unrepresentative of his style: consider,
especially, that it’s- piano song, and
then take a couple of minutes to listen
to the man’s rock guitar technique; on
stage now the show is very guitar four
piece orientated and the piano is only
used in show piece numbers, ‘Music’
included. Did, then, Miles regret that
song, or if not, then perhaps its
timing?

He considered the question. ‘‘Yes —
I suppose I do. I wish I had written
Music yesterday, or this morning. It’s
not that I regret it — no, that would be
too strong. It’s been a marvellous song
for me, tremendously successful and
has helped in so very many different
ways: but it seems ironic that I should
be required to fall straight away into
the classic, ‘how do I follow that’
syndrome which seems to afflict many
artists at some stage of their career.
For me, it happened rather too early,
as people associated me with a
particular  sound, a  particular
approach before I'd been able to
establish one for myself. It’s all right
say, for Wings to thunder through
their present set as there’ll always be a
space in their act for Paul McCartney
to take his acoustic guitar alone to the
stool and sing Yesterday. Now I’m not
equating ‘Music’ with ‘Yesterday’ —

that would be unfair, but you see what
I mean?

‘““Maybe I am responsible for
misleading some people to my live
shows: people who may not go to gigs
very often and who aren’t necessarily
in touch with what I’m into now: but
hopefully they’ll get into what I am
playing anyway and I still include
Music in the set: it is a good song,
definitely, but like I say, how do I
follow that? Fortunately, there’s a
strong grass roots following that isn’t
surprised, so it’ll get along all right.”’

And then there’s the freedom of
movement, of course. Miles still plays
piano on stage, and the radio mic on
his guitar allows him to move from his
central guitar playing system to the
raised piano platform where,
incidentally, a Yamaha CP70 takes
pride of place, without trailing miles of
vulnerable lead behind him; and then
there’s the ability to listen to the
soundcheck.

“I don’t suppose I considered that
important when I went for the
system,’’ he continued, ‘‘as it just
didn’t spring to mind: but it is,
definitely, a very important factor. I’'m
particularly concerned over my guitar
sound, and no matter how much you
trust the engineer you do ultimately
have to depend on his dealing with the
sound. Now I can come down to the
desk and hear it for myself, as well as
the overall sound of the band too.”’

Beat readers should remember a
series of colour advertisements which

have been run in the magazine
featuring John Miles playing a
hitherto unknown guitar of unusual
appearance n — the  Packleader,

manufactured in the north west of
England by one Terry Pack. I asked
John if he still used the guitar, and
what also had happened to his previous
trade-mark, that jet black three pick up
Gibson.

‘““Well, that Packleader stuff came
about by accident — I’m not connected
with the company or anything.
Someone just asked if I’d like to try
one out and [ was reasonably
impressed with it — it seemed to be
well made and the sound was good,
but I had hassles with the action,
never quite getting it low enough for
my style of playing: I guess it only
needed more time for me to play the
thing, but somehow I never got round
toit; I’ve got another one now and that
needs some time spending on it to get
the action sorted out as well: I do like
the guitar, it seems to suit me in a way,
but at the moment I’'m playing mainly
my sunburst Les Paul . . .

‘““And the black one? That’s a
Switchmaster. I’ve played it for years,
but somehow I’ve gotten more into the
Les Paul now. The sound is not that
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different, and the Paul does allow me
much greater plectrum freedom, I’d
had the central p/u on the
Switchmaster lowered further into the
body, but I still suffered from plectrum
noise when I hit the thing: it’s still a
good guitar and I do use it for some
numbers, but — well you know,
sometimes you just go for something
else without really meaning to take
anything away from the axe you’d been
using up until that moment.”’

On the amplification side John uses
just a couple of pieces: a small new
Orange combo which links to the
Switchmaster, and he’s just acquired a
Marshall top: ‘‘Yeah — I'm really
pleased. It’s an old 50 watt top,
second-hand. I'd asked a couple of
friends to keep a look out for this
particular model, and then it turns up.
I only had to pay £90 for it, and it’s as
reliable as anything.”’

Miles is one of those refreshingly
honest guitar/singer/keyboard playing
songwriters who have few pretensions
about where they are in rock music,
and who can take an objective view of
their position; John’s north-east
humour is capable of sustaining him
through bad patches, and he
continues to write and play for it is in
these areas that he’s most at ease. Does
he take time out to consider whether he
is any one in particular of those four
descriptions?  Singer, songwriter,
guitarist or keyboard player?

““Not really: I consider it all part and
parcel of the same package: each is an
integral part of what I am and what
I’'m doing. I suppose if you push me
then I'd have to say that I enjoy singing
and playing guitar the most. 1 guess
I’m a rock ’n roller in that sense, but
each has its part to play in the music
that I write and perform. I started my
career as a kid learning classical piano
— probably in the same way as a score
of other current artists; it’s the most
well trodden path into the rock
business, simply because that was the
only way one could get near a piano —
to learn the classics. Hopefully the next
generation won’t be so tightly
subjected to that sort of thinking and
will be allowed more freedom.

“I’d been playing the classics for a
while and then I heard the likes of
Jerry Lee Lewis — Christ, I wasn’t
allowed to even think like that, let
alone play like it! It just wasn’t allowed
to come ‘within a million miles of the
mentality of the classical piano
teacher. I suppose that some teachers
could even have tried to convince me
that Lewis wasn’t actually playing
piano — it was something else. It was
at that stage that 1 took up guitar
lessons: they weren’t ‘rock’ guitar
lessons per se, but the teachers were
certainly more broad-minded in their
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approach to teaching and playing and
there was a definite atmosphere of
freedom which could never have
existed in the classical piano world.
They didn’t appear to regret the change
that had come over and was still
coming over their instrument, whereas
there was a distinct feeling of bitterness
in the classical piano side: the very idea
that the piano could be involved in
contemporary rock music had to be
defended — a sort of last ditch battle.”’

Fortunately, then, Miles’ guitar
teacher’s broad-mindedness influenced
him ‘back towards the piano as well
with the freedom that he’d acquired on
the guitar. Hence, ‘Music’, which was
written a year before it eventually hit
the top of the singles charts.

Writing still takes up a considerable
amount of Miles’ time; “‘I tend to get a
load of ideas while we’re working on
the road which I have to keep with me
until we come off tour: I like to

actually lay aside a couple of months in
the year simply to get down to working
on those ideas and coming up with

definite songs and arrangements. I’m
working closer now with Bob Marshall
(the Miles Band’s bass player) — but
the collaboration thing varies with each

'song — there’s no distinct pattern at all,

other than Bob writes the lyrics and I
write the music: apart from that it can
happen in any order, and we just fling
ideas at one another. We also tend to
work pretty well under pressure when
an album’s due to be recorded and
there’s not much in the bag!”’

So, into my bag went the latest
album — a much more satisfying
collection of songs, in my opinion,
than John’s managed in the past: I've
felt that each of his previous albums
has been an agglomeration of different
numbers on which a couple have stood
out from the crowd. More Miles Per
Hour is a much more cohesive record,
more melodic, more thoughtful: as
he’s planning another one this year, it’s
to be hoped that he continues
developing this theme. Perhaps it
might provide the answer to ‘How do I
follow ‘My Music’ for him after all.
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G/IBSON PAUL
Price: £375 (inc. VAT)
Reviewed by: Tom Stock

here- are probably two assumptions
T held by a significant proportion

of musicians concerning the Gibson
Paul which | shall have to deal with before
going on to review this guitar. Firstly, it's
widely assumed that Gibson have
introduced the Paul to establish their name
in a price bracket which has been aimost
exclusively Japanese territory in this
country for the past eighteen months: in
other words, a Gibson copy for the grand
old firm itself. Secondly, it's popularly held
that The Paul is the first really new guitar
from Gibson for a great many years. In
fact, both assumptions are incorrect.

On the question of price, it's too easy,
because of the prestige associated with the
Gibson name, to forget that in their native
America Gibsons are not really expensive
guitars. They may well, and in fact do,
command the same sort of attention and
worship, but the young American has
easier access to them over the years than
his equivalent in the UK, and The Paul has
come in at the bottom of the price range
without the comparative furore it created
when introduced over here. The second
belief, that it's a new guitar, must also be
laid to rest in that a great many of the parts
and switches and electronics are
established Gibson bits and pieces with not
a lot in the way of innovation. There, sorry
about that!

So, what do we have? Well, first off, it's
one of the most attractive Gibsons I've ever
come across — apart from the L6's which
will remain my favourite Gibson’'s of all
time. It is, of course, a Les Paul shape, but
what makes it stand out from the crowd is
a combination of the chosen wood and the
decision to leave it with an almost entirely
natural finish — tantamount to coming
straight off the tree in fact. Gibson have
made an unusual decision in their wood
choice: the Paul is constructed, head, neck
and body, from Walnut, a timber not
normally associated with electric guitars
and more normally found sitting
somewhere in the laminates of cheaper
acoustics. It’'s a strange choice, but on the
evidence of the review sample, a good one.
Walnut has a lovely straight grain with a
number of varying shades of colour which
combine to give the Paul a furniture like
appearance: Arthur  Negus's  great
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grandson may well be foaming at the
mouth over one of these guitars in a
hundred years time! But therein lies an
indeterminate: is anyone sure how the
walnut will wear as a guitar rather than a
dining room chair? From a musical point of
view, however, walnut adds weight to its
own choice by having very high natural
sustaining properties — something which
becomes only too evident when you plug
the thing in ... but, true to form, more
about that in a little while!

The rest of the guitar is a la Les Paul,
apart from a decision to move the p/u
selector switch from its familiar place down

to works end of the body where it now sits

very close to the bridge: in fact, too close,
as it becomes damn near invisible when
you strap the guitar on. It seems to me to
be a rather unnecessary decision, and one
which spoils the naturally good ergonomics
of the basic design. The aformentioned
‘bits and pieces’ are all of high quality —
Grover machine heads, Schaller bridge and
fittings, Switchraft pots as per usual. The
neck carries an attractive Ebony
fingerboard with tastefully restrained
position markers.

The p/us are something of a mystery as
Norlin UK haven’t been inundated with
information from the Gibson headquarters,
but an educated guess from the service
department points to them as being

standard Gibson humbuckers without their
covers. Some schools claim they're the

2

[
it

newer ‘Dirty Finger’ design but it seems
unlikely.

So there's the guitar: basically an LP55
shape, naturally finished, constructed to
Gibsons well known high-standards, and
marketed at a refreshingly low price in
comparison to some of their more
esteemed products. Part of this price cut
has obviously been achieved by some
clever buying in the wood department, plus
the use of established circuitry as well as
the moving of that p/u selector switch
which has negated the need for cutting
expensive channels through solid blocks of
wood!

The proof, however, is always in the
pudding, so strap the thing on and plug in
is the next move. So what about the
sound? It's pure Gibson — which | suppose
could hardly be said to come as any sort of
a surprise being as it is a Gibson, and uses
Gibson machinery! Playability, however, is
a different kettle of fish, and given that the
sound is OK, the biggest and most pleasant
surprise of all comes with the neck and that
ebony fingerboard. | must confess to
preferring well-honed ebony for a
fingerboard against more popular choices
including Rosewood, mainly because it
seems to be har ar, giving a solid base to
raise vibrato against. The neck is quite
wide, but somewhat thinner than one
might expect and the combination is far
more reminiscent of top Japanese guitars
which seem to aim for this playability, this
intangible extra which makes playing an
instrument a joy in itself, for its own sake,
as well as for the sounds that you're
producing while actually playing. Frets
were a little too high for my liking, and
were it my guitar I'd probably go to the
expense and bother of having them filed
down a couple of thou.

Unfortunately, this delight is tempered
by the positioning of that p/u selector. It
seems quite beyond me, and | do not
understand why the decision was made to
place it down there, even when cost is
taken into consideration. If it does have to
sit around the control pots, then above
them would be an easier place. Still, one
gets used to everything, and the guitar’'s
many other virtues more than overcome
that particular little vice. The p/us, as
stated, provide that customary Gibson
sound — fat, middley, bluesey, chord-
orientated, or slow, bulbous lead runs,
even though some exponents of the
Gibson art manage to do better than I.

The pots do appear to have a slightly
lower value than in the past which means
(to you ignorantiscenti!} that the change
through volume and tone is less than you
might be used to — a good thing, by 1066
and All That standards as it results in more
accurate tone and volume positioning. So a
fine guitar: | was fortunate enough in
Frankfurt at the recent fair to get along to a
Norlin reception to see Les Paul himself
playing one of these guitars, and if it's
good enough for him? . ..

So overall, a very welcome addition
indeed to the mighty Gibson range,
providing a genuine alternative to some of
the better known and respected Japanese
imports of recent years, providing Gibson’s
name at a more reachable price. Certainly
worth my endorsement, and your time
checking one out.
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electric bass guitar strings

Semi (Half) Round Bass String

Wound with round stainless steel then precision ground
and polished. This provides an extremely flexible string with a
flat playing area and ‘Vibration Chambers’ below the surface of
the visible winding. Also eliminates finger and fret wear.

Available in long or medium scale.
Set No SRIOL Long Scale Set No SRIOM Medium Scale

Round Wound Bass String

Wound with stainless steel to give tremendous magnetic
response. Extremely flexible. All strings are burnished to
reduce finger and fret wear

Available in long or medium scale.
Set No RWIOL Long Scale Set No RWIOM Medium Scale

electric guitar strings

Plain String

Unique ‘Long Life’ twist at ball end. Almost doubles
strength at this weakest point, reducing breakage. Finest plated
high tensile steel.

Wound String

Sounder covered strings are precision wound under a
constant tension using a process which allows you to cut the
string anywhere along its length without the spinning wire
coming loose. So no problems because ‘you did not take a turn
around the peg’. Spun with silk at the ball end. Pure hard
nickel wound.

Available in four superbly balanced sets, reference numbers as
follows:

Superlight No IOS (.008)* Extra Light No 10E (.009)

Light No IOL (.010) Light Wnd.3rd No IOLW (.0II)

Also full custom range.

vulle:y MUSIC STRINGS
Treorchy Rhondda
CF426AA




GA-60

ROLAND
Combo
Price: £360
Reviewed by: Tom Stock

last looked at an amplifier from the

Roland Corporation and therefore were
well-pleased when the large (and heavy)
cardboard box arrived containing the
subject of this month's review: a GA-60
combo. On my own personal and business
travels around the country visiting various
music stores |'ve found it more and more
difficult to come across harsh words about
Roland equipment (not, | hasten to add,
that | was specifically looking for them) —
both amplifiers and keyboards. |'ve long
been a personal devotee of the advances
Roland have made with their keyboard
electronic design, but have been more
reticent of praising their amplifiers —
probably, quite simple, because | prefer
valves. It seems strange that professional
musicians are allowed their preferences,
but reviewers should subjugate them to the
matter in hand. | cannot hold with this
argument. As an ex-pro musician myself, it
is impossible for me to have experimented
with various methods of amplification and
not have arrived at a particular conclusion.

So, it came as a very pleasant surprise
indeed for me to conclude that the GA-60
mainly because of its incredible versatility
in sound rather than the sound itself, is
among the very best amplifiers | have
become acquainted with — valve or
transistor. It's basically no use liking a valve
sound in itself if there is little or no
provision for changing it to suit the axe
being used: equally, it would be foolish and
dogmatic to claim to dislike transistor
sound per se, when faced with so many
possibilities of tailoring it to fit any
instrument’s personality.

Right, on with the review. The Roland
GA-60 combo is a 60 watt amp fitted with
an ultra-high efficiency 30cm speaker
{approx 12"), with two inputs. In addition
to the more normal and to-be-expected
functions, there’s a 6 element graphic
equaliser, plus controls for compressor and
overdrive, equaliser and compressor, and
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Ii’s been quite a time since we

function. Also provided are input sockets
for remote control of the reverb,
overdrive, equaliser and compressor, and
a nice little touch on the back (wouldn’t we
all like one?) is a headphone socket:
unusual indeed on an amplifier of this
power.

The control panel lies along the top of
the front — obviously. Reading from left to
right: high and low input jacks enabling
varying output guitars to be
accommodated happily; overdrive which is
basically a distortion control — clockwise
turning gives a greater overdrive sound,
and counter-clockwise reduces the effect;
volume — the volume switch also doubles
as a brightness control simply by pulling
the switch outwards; then comes normal
treble, middle and bass rotaries; reverb;
and then to the graphic equaliser,
described here on the panel as being ‘band
level control’. Each of the six sliders
controls by plus or minus 12dB the level of
6 approximate octave bands (100Hz,
300Hz, 600Hz, 2.5KHz, and 5KHz). Each
slider has a central ‘click’ position.

At the far right of the equaliser is a slider
which compensates for the difference in
levels between normal and equaliser
settings: further to the right is a simple
on/off toggle switch which controls the
use of the entire equaliser section. The final
section of the control panel incorporates a
master volume control, and the
compressor control, followed by a power
light indicator, and the on/ off/ on switch.

And that's not all either! Four jack input
sockets are located immediately below this
final section to which foot controls for
reverb, overdrive, equalisation and
compressor can be attached,
(unfortunately, we were not provided with
these remote controls for review
purposes.)

Moving around now to the back of the
amp we find a very simple layout — merely
the power outlet, fuse holder, and four jack
sockets: one line in, one line out, a
headphone connection, and an external
speaker facility too. The line out jack, by
the way, allows for Di-ing into a mixer or
recorder — yet another example of the
Roland'’s versatility.

The proof, though, as always lies in the
pudding — and as it turned out there’'s
plenty of that. | know |'ve been going on
about this amplifier's versatility, but it really
does come to the fore when you find that

you can make such a wide range of tonal
variations from just one single guitar: in
fact, the choice is so varied that it would
take considerably longer to get to know
this beast than | had time available.

“Normal sound” (as Roland call it!) is
exceptionally clean {and very loud proving
the claim that their speaker may indeed be
twice as efficient as ‘conventional’
speakers) and while I'm not particularly
fond of this clean-ness it should go down
well with a great many guitarists.

The thing changes dramatically,
however, when you switch in the graphic
equaliser — judicious sliding of the knobs
will cause you to re-examine your axe in
disbelief! Gibson’s sound like Fenders, and
Fenders like Guilds, and Guilds like
Gretsches and so on. The provision of a six
band allows you not only to drastically alter
your guitar's natural characteristics, but
can with practice help you to tailor the
amp’s sound to the acoustics of the venue
you're playing. Ace stuff.

The Roland then went on to suprise me
with its range of distortion effects: so
called soft distortion is on hand by simply
balancing volume and master volume, as
with any other master volume equipped
amplifier. The soft distortion was OK, but
the hard distortion came out a real
screaming winner — switch in the
‘overdrive’ and indeed did the Roland sit up
and take notice, feedback however, needs
tobe carefully controlled.

The reverb also pleasantly surprised me
in view of my own doubts about the
famous Roland Chorus effect: perhaps I'm
just mellowing with age, but this amp
continued to please and delight me
throughout the review. So onto the power
compressor — | didn’t quite come to terms
with its operation, but it's evident from the
short time available that there's sustain a

plenty here. )
So, overall, a terrific amplifier: virtually
at any price. There are obvious

competitors, both valve and transistorised,
but | would heartily recommend potential
purchasers in this price bracket should
include this particular model on their short
list. Don’t be put off by the 60 watt rating
— many more are available elsewhere in
this price bracket — because the speaker’s
efficiency is such to believe the true output
ofthe combo. Loud and luxurious may well
be the best way to describe it.



It's not a Les Paul
unless it’s a Gibson

Gibson and Les Paul have been creating
guitars together for 25 years.

Only Gibson can use the name Les Paul

on a guitar. If you want a real guitar

look for the Gibson Les Paul.

Yibson

is gultars

2 Norlin

Norlin Music (UK} Ltd Woolpack Lane
Braintree, Essex.
Telephone: (0376) 21911
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SAKURA GUITARS
KST30and LP 620

Prices: £80 and £185
Reviewed by: Tom Stock

n answer to the clamouring calls for us
l to review cheaper instruments than

perhaps is the norm for Beat, we
scurried down to lvor Maraints to see what
he could offer us and returned clutching
not one, but two guitars from the lower
end of the market. We chose ‘copies’ of
the ubiquitous Les Paul and the equally so
Strat because, despite the growing number
of respectable cheap originals from Japan,
there is still an insatiable demand for
guitars ‘wot look like them of the stars.’
And, in all honesty, the stars still seem to
be stuck in some kind of a time warp which
blinkers them from the extraordinary
advances made by companies such as
Yamaha and Ibanez in Japan, Music Man
and Peavey in the States, and our very own
Jack Shergold here in the UK. So, for as
long as these ‘trend-setters’ continue
setting trends which are arguably in some
quarters, twenty years or more out of date,
s0 there will be those who require to foliow
that trend.

Which brings me neatly {?) to the two
guitars in question. There is, as you'd have
noticed at the head of the page, a marked
difference in price between the two — one
which reflects the difference between the
two guitars’ ancestors. However, it is the
KST30's price which is most immediately
attractive, and | will therefore start with
this one. What therefore, can be said of a
guitar which costs less than the average weekly
income of the British working man {or so
the Department of Industry tell us)? Have
you a right to expect anything more than a
couple of pieces of wood screwed together
with a selection of low grade ship’s hausers
stretching from one end to the other, with
a few bits of scrap metal thrown in for good
measure? Well, obviously the answer is
yes. Eighty pounds is still eighty pounds,
no matter what the average wage is, and
the customer does have a right to expect
something better than a child’s toy for that
kind of money. With the Sakura, he does
and will get it; with certain reservations,
but ultimately, in a value for money
context, he'll most definitely win.

The KST30 is, therefore, a three pick-up
‘Strat-like’ axe, in this case with a brown
sunburst finish, complete with tremelo arm
and hard-case. The body has a sharply
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curved bottom edge where it fits against
the body. The neck is bolted on with the
customary four Phillips headed screws,
and there’s a finger board of roughly the
same colour as the parent neck. Head is
Fender shaped with two double-sided
string guides for the top four strings, and
machine heads are of an individual kind, of
a nameless make.

Controls are pretty standard: there’s a
single volume control operating all three
p/us, and two tone controls. The three-
position p/u selector switch sits above
them, and the jackplug socket is deeply
recessed and surrounded by a rather
unattractive chrome plate, somewhat over-
sized for the job it is doing — presumably
stopping the user scratching the finish as
he searches for the hole (as the actress may
well have said to the bishop sometime).
The bridge is reasonably simple and
unfortunately is covered by a large chrome
guard — the very first thing to be chucked
away as it prevents playing close to the
bridge where all the best picked sounds lie
lurking. Equally, it's impossible to fit the
supplied tremelo arm without first
removing this cover!

Strap on and plug in, and on with the
amp ... well, it's fair to say that the Sakura
doesn’t exactly stun the eagerly waiting
audience with its wide range of available
sounds — far from it in fact — but a little
more of that just a little later on. First thing
that strikes the player is the action — very
low on this particular model, as there was
some fret buzz.

Strings supplied bent a lot, and helped
with the available treble bite, but | found
them personally too light and would have
preferred something a good deal chunkier.
String spacing seems even enough, and
the axe stayed in tune all the way through
the octaves. The fingerboard itself is
pleasant enough, but somehow the shape
of the neck annoyed me — probably
because it's excessively flat. The frets are
rather bulky but they didn’t interfere at all
with the playing so | suppose that can be
let go.

The sound, and the variation, however,
is not such a good story. Firstly, the two
tone controls don’t do very much at ail. |
couldn’t find any variation at all in tone
from the treble pick up in the treble position
and what variation there was from the bass
pick up was limited simply to sharp and
flat. The rotary control moves from one to
three without anything happening, and
then suddenly it goes sharp: from three up
to ten nothing discernable happens to the
sound at all. With the p/u selector in the
middle position, the same thing happens
with the second tone control — from 1-3,
dull, and from 3 to 10 sharp, and very little
(no, stick yer neck out, nothing) happens
at all. Thus | can only comment on the few
different tones | could find. The sharp
treble end is Fender-like, no mistake, and
the pick-ups seemed relatively powerful for
so cheap a guitar.

Fortunately, considering the lack of
variation, the duller sound is also very
acceptable and it doesn’t come across as a
muddy blurp as may have been expected
by the more cynical among you!

The p/u selector switch can be jammed
between the bass and middle position a la
Fender, and produces a thin out of phase

effect which needs much thumping up of
the volume on the amp, but at least
provides another sound. The switch will
not jam itself in the middle/treble position.

The tremelo arm, supplied, screws in
but seems to turn an inordinate number of
times and ends up facing down from the
body of the guitar. The tremelo moves the
bridge so you can wow down the scale, but
it will hardly pull back at all — just a
fraction of a semi-tone tremelo upwards is
about all the sane user will dare for fear of
breaking either the arm, the strings, or the
entire guitar!

So, that's it — £80 for the Sakura is the
asking price, and I'm afraid | doubt if |
could recommend it unless £80 is literally all
the money that is available without
starvation. It's the oldest adage in the
world that you pays yer money, and it's
right, therefore, that if you're only paying
£80 for an electric guitar you’re not going to
get a Strat. If this guitar does have a
market, then it would certainly be for a first-
time buyer, because it has all the attributes
of the real thing without quite delivering
the goods. The action will be a joy to
youngsters making the change from
acoustic to electric, and at least it feels and
looks like its inspiration. Value for money?
If you twisted my arm |'d be forced to say
yes because there’s not an awful lot else
available at this price, but if you twisted
any harder I'd admit that I'd save for a
couple more months and go for something



a little more substantial, or, alternatively,
keep a sharp lookout in the second hand
columns.

So, moving on from the KST30, to the
LP620. | assume that the LP stands for Like
Paul (or something similar) because
indeed, it is very like the bog-standard Les
Paul — nothing special, in other words.

The particular example on loan has a
cherry red finish, ’‘gold’ plated fittings,
rectangular mother of pearl like position
markers, and a rather ugly inlay on the
head which is meant, | understand, to
represent the sharp sign. Perhaps musical
scores look different in Japan! Like the
cheaper ST30, there’s some evidence of
poor finish — in this case a dent across the
back and some deepish marks around the
p/u selector switch — but basically it
seems well put together without traces of
glue or fingerprints under the varnish
which used at one time to be trade marks
of cheaper guitars. Talking of ‘cheaper’ in
this instance, however, may be a mistake.
The LP620 sells at £185 which puts it firmly
in competition with a whole host of other
Japanes guitars — notably makes like
Columbus, Avon, Antoria — even the low
end of Yamaha and |banez, not to mention
one or two Arias as well! In other words,
where the KST30 can happily sit and say
the real thing costs four times as much and
there’s not a lot else around to compete
with, the LP620 has a harder time
altogether.

The bridge and saddle and the machine
heads are gold plated and look some-
what gaudy, although the wine red finish
is beautifully rich. The wood grain on the
body is very attractive but | felt it would
have looked more suitable on the top of a
modern dining room table — the grains are
all over the place, and it looks as if the back
is constructed from two trees of
completely different temperament. It
would be true, therefore, to say that my
first impressions were not particularly
favourable. But — yes, wait for it — first
impressions are not necessarily the ones
that matter if you're patient enough.
Unfortunately for Sakura, though, had |
been shopping around and spent just a
couple of minutes with it in a music store
the chances are that | would have
discarded it in favour of one of the
aforementioned alternatives. There is an
intangible atmosphere of cheapness about
it — probably due entirely to the gaudy
gold trim,

Playing the guitar though is the acid
test, and surprising perhaps the LP came
through this half of the scrutiny
considerable better. The guitar is a little on
the heavy side, and the body seems tco
chunky for the perfectly proportioned neck
— but why, oh why, is the top E string so
damn close to the edge of the neck? From
the third fret down to open string it lies
over the edge binding — very similar to the
same fault | found on the recently reviewed
Hohner MG300M which is a direct
competitor to this — plus the extra p/u of
course. Apart from that annoying hassle,
the LP is extremely playable. The
fingerboard is delightfully smooth and
easy, and the strings (again too light) bent

gracefully on demand. Fretting seems
accurate and in this instance they're
recessed smoothly into the neck.

Sound? Well, a la Les Paul | suppose,
but only very lIoosely. The pick ups
certainly are powerful — more than
enough to send my review amps into
ecstacy, but there’'s power for power’s
sake and I've a feeling that the Sakura falls
into this category. It's more brute force
than anything else, and while | found |
could get the windows rattling, they
weren’t rattling in sympathy like they do
with my own Gibson, for example. Then
comes the problem — the same as on the
Strat copy: the tone controls may just as
well be two switches, because again, there
is a definite on/off between sharp and falt,
and no amount of tiny twiddling will do
anything to find any tone in between. So,
it's nought to three for dull, and ever
onwards it's sharp, sharp, sharp — but,
unfortunately, not sharp, sharper and
sharpest!

Strangely, and again fortuitously, the
limited variations available are respectable

— there’s no feeling of being cheated on
those noises the guitar will make: rather a
sadness that it can’t cope with more.

So, overall, a contender in the just under
£200 stakes, but there’s no way | could
make it a favourite. The competition is just
too fierce in this price bracket, as it was in
the just under one hundred pounds only a
few years ago. There’s a feeling that if only
the manufacturers had spent less time and
money on producing gold plated this thats
and others and deep glossy varnish
finishes, and rather more on the tone
circuitry and pick ups then there’'d be a
considerably nicer guitar under review at
this moment.

Conclusions, therefore, are simple. Both
guitars have a limited appeal, and both
have problems. Equally, both set out to
achieve very little, and in that respect they
have surpassed their design spec as they
do offer more than just a basic electric axe.
| feel the KST30 to be far better value for far
less money. The LP620 is an ordinary
contender in a very full market.
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KORG M-500SP

SYNTHESIZER
Price: £315
Reviewed by: Tom Stock

innocently enquired how Beat would

advise him to spend a maximum of
£300 on a synthesizer. Our letters page
editor dutifully recommended the man
should nip round the corner to his local
friendly music store and acquaint himself
with either the Wasp or the Yamaha CS10.
All's well and all that? Not on your life?
Shortly after we received a note from
Rose-Morris, the distributors of Korg
synthesizers among many other reputable
musical instruments, pointing out that the
RRP on a Korg Micro-Pre set is £315
including VAT, and obviously a typical
selling price on the streets would bring this
particular model into the under £300
bracket. So, obviously, sincere apologies
to Rose-Morris. In fact, not content to
leave it at that, we contacted R-M and the
little beast in question was dispatched with
haste to our offices at Beat — where it now
sits (literally) on my desk sharing space
with the typewriter!

The Korg is as different from the recently
reviewed Wasp as chalk is from cheese.
While the Wasp makes no pretence about
being an extremely cheap instrument
(plastic case, no ‘proper’ keyboard etc the
Korg presents itself very attractively
indeed. Admittedly it is 50% more
expensive, but all the same most people
would agree that the £300 mark for a

Q couple of months ago a reader
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synthesizer would be pretty fair value if the
thing worked at all — let alone worked
reasonably well.

So, what d'yer get fer yer money?
Answer: a small, versatile pre-set
monophonic  synthesizer with  built-in
amplifier and speaker which weighs a
measly 5lb which would sit quite happily on
top of any upright piano in any upright
suburban home, or equally, stashed on top
of a stack of keyboards, stage left.

It's undeniably a split-purpose
instrument. Its wooden case, chrome
music stand, and easy-to-read ergonomically
laid out control panel would seem to aim it
not at the professional musician but rather
towards the adventurous home organist or
piano player who's heard rumours about
‘'synthesized sounds.’ This initial
impression is given weight by the provision
of a small speaker (underneath. the
instrument) and built-in amplifier
(delivering 1 watt according to the
information received but it's the loudest
one watt I've ever heard!} as well as a
headphone socket on the back.
Alternatively, however, despite its rather
home-like appearance, it's well capable of
producing a whole range of sounds which
would be much more ‘at home’ in a multi-
keyboard set-up.

So, I'll just try and review it as a synth in
its own right. The Korg has a three and half
octave keyboard, and the control panel is
raised and angled towards the player on his
left hand side. The control panel is finished

in two shades of green — almost army
camouflage colours.
The panel incorporates six rotary

controls, two sliders, six push buttons,
three three-position switches, plus a large
selector control. The whole panel is an
exercise  successfully completed in
ergonomics: the function controls are
logically laid out with the three that are
most likely to be used during performance
(traveller, modulation depth and
portamento) closest to hand at the bottom
of the panel itself.

Still with the layout, the controls are set
within lined areas: reading from top left:
Power/Volume, Pitch, Modulation rate;
attack, sustain, vibrato, repeat,
portamento. The middle section controls
the voices, of which there are rather too
many to list here! The five position selector
controls the voice footage: 2, 4, 8, 16, and
32. The six voice switches are labelled

‘Synthe 1, Synthe 2, Brass, String, Wood
and Voice’. Amongst the sounds available
are listed, trumpets, trombone, violin,
viola, cello, double bass, oboe, clarinet,
bassoon, flute, recorder etc. The last
section of the panel contains the traveller,
modulation  depth, and portamanto
controls.

So, it's all there, but the next question is
— does it all work? Well, the answer is a
virtually unqualified yes. Everything about
the Korg exudes a quality which is pleasing
and reassuring. The keyboard response is
half-way between an organ and the more
tinny lighter keys to be found on many
other mono synths: all the knobs and
switches click and rotate firmly leaving the
player in no doubt as to which function he
has set his instrument to work on. Details
like these may not appear to be that
important — especially if the thing were to
sound dreadful — but in the overall picture
of an instrument they’re vital.

The voices range from average to
excellent. Those labelled ‘Voice’ have
continuous portamento on them which is a
bit of a drag and | cannot fathom out the
reason. With a portamento control for all
the other voices available, it strikes me that
the permanent use of it with these five
voices detracts from the versatility of the
instrument. At the other end of the scale is
one of the best (and at this price, the best)
set of woodwind voices |'ve heard for
many a long year — flute especially.

Violins are good, as are the other strings,
but | felt the brass section could have been
beefed up a bit — and maybe an attempt
at a saxophone sound could have been
made?

The attack delay — probably about half a
second on maximum — proved to perform
its function admirably. Synthe 2 has the
obligatory it seems white and pink noise
variations. Synthe 1 produced some
excellent bass sounds especially well.

Vibrato, used selectively with the
modulation depth slider offered a great
many variations in sound, and the
portamento (please only to be used on
minimum otherwise it becomes just about
the most tedious whine available in modern
music) also did its job well.

Conclusions? As | started really. — it's
difinitely a split dual purpose machine for
home or live use. It's well made, well laid
out, cheap, competitive, looks good and
sounds good.
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For little more than the price of an ordinary practice amp,
here’s a beautifully designed, top quality studio combo made to
give years of service. The built-in A440 tuner with independent
switch and volume control provides a loud, clear note instantly it's
needed, and there’s also a monitor facility for headphones. Avail-
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PIGGY AMPS

Prices: Piggy 1 £69.50
Piggy 2 £99.50
Reviewed by: Tom Stock

ink, oink may well be the first
Othing that was said to these two

strange looking amplifiers as they
trotted into the office shortly before press
day. Trouble was, no-one knew how to
sound like a pig in Japanese! We managed
to pen them into one corner of the office
while | got on the phone to ABC Music,
Addlestone and Esher, from whence they
had been despatched. As it turned out,
.ABC didn’t seem to know an awful lot
about them themselves, even though they
are the sole importers of the porked-named
ones! Basically, all | was able to ascertain
was that they’'re made in Japan, available
only through ABC, and carry a 2 vyear
guarantee, and the prices include VAT and
delivery charges as well.

Armed, then, with such scant
information, | viewed my charges
cautiously. The caution turned out to be
unnecessary. They sat in the corner like
any other amp and required feeding only
with normal amounts of electricity rather
than swill. A little disappointing perhaps?
Well, as you can see, the two amps are
very similar — the only differences
between them are 1) the Piggy 2 is bigger,
it has reverb, a larger speaker, and pushes
out 20 watts as opposed to the piglet’s 10.
so, the description is common in the main,
to both.

The Piggy is a small, presumably
intended for practise, amplifier/combo
with a single speaker (6"’ in the 1, and 8" in
the 2). The cabinet is normal construction
with the carrying handle on the top, but
there is no protection offered for the
corners on either model. The front panel is
particularly garish, a semi copper plate
colour with enormous black writing: a
couple of people in the office reckoned it
looked OK, so | suppose that's all down to
personal attention. Controls are pretty
standard to both: reading from left to right,
there are two jack socket inputs labelled
Boost, and Normal. Two over-sized rotary
controls follow, marked Gain and Volume.
In the next ‘box’ along are two more rotary
controls under a heading reading
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‘Equaliser’, and underneath each control,
‘high’ and ‘low.”

The Piggy 2 has next a reverb control,
and both follow with a strange, and quite
useful addition, A equals 440 OHz. There's
provision for headphone listening which
automatically cuts the speaker, but |
wonder why the designer chose to illustrate
the function of this jack socket rather than
continue with written explanation. Lastly,
there’s a yellow operational light, and a
large protruding, but still chunky toggle
on/off switch.

The front is covered in a webbed brown
and black cloth with a massive Piggy logo
in silver on black, also bearing the legend
‘by Prince Amplifier’. The back panel is a
model of simplicity! There is only one
function on this back panel and this comes
as a complete surprise — it's a small cross-
headed screw which adjusts the A equals
4400Hz on the front — a little of that in a
minute.

So, turn them on (after first decapitating
the Japanese two pin plug and unravelling
a rather short grey lead) and switch on.
They're both reasonably quiet with no
input and the volume turned up, and with
input they both sound the same, so
comments are applicable to both. The
Piggy 2 is obviously more powerful, but the
sound characteristic — distinctly clean and
transistorised is common to both. The
provision of a gain control allows this
sound to be distorted when used in
conjunction with liberal amounts of
volume, but the distortion available is
particularly hard and violent, and will not
begin to approach the warmth of the
glorious overdriven valve. | don’t expect,
however, that the designer had any
intention of this happening. The lack of
bass and treble controls is in part made up
for by the provision of the ‘equaliser’
controls for high and low. Equaliser is
certainly a misnomer, as they appear to
operate as a partially restricted normal bass

Beat’s Joe Wenborne's hands restrain the pig.

and treble set-up, but there is sufficient
alteration of the sound to let that pass. The
Piggy 1, is after all, a very cheap
instrument.

The A equals 4400Hz is a very
interesting addition, confirming the belief
that these are practise amplifiers. The
rotary control as a click switch, and the
further clockwise you turn the louder
becomes the tone of A — a neat tuning
device. However, this explains my surprise:
why then allow this tone to be changed by
playing around with the screw on the back?
Answers, please, on a postcard!

The Piggy 2 has an elementary reverb —
it comes on half way through the turn
available and rapidly reaches maximum.
It's one of those ‘distant’ reverbs, making
the guitar disappear to the back of a hall —
pleasant, and unusual on a practise
instrument.

WHAT MORE CAN | say? They would
appear to represent reasonable value for
money — | would question the Piggy 2 as
20 watts is a bit over the top for practise,
and quite a long way under for the real
thing — although one must never forget
the presence of the superb Intermusic Imp
which is considerably cheaper than both of
these amplifiers. The 2 year guarantee,
however, would make one think the Piggys
(or is it Piggies?) have been built to last and
may well represent a good investment.
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ome things appeal to some
people regardless of fashion.

Some folk’ll go bananas over
vintage cars, the 1948 Sussex
women’s cricket team, the House of
Lords, or, in its most extreme
manifestation, the new Prime
Minister: the list could be endless, but
it won’t be. Basically, in the
phraseology of the sixties, whatever
turns you on. Some music, too,
crosses the fashion frontier, and more
particularly, some people’s music
does: if it didn’t, then this whole
business would be even more
transitory than it already is, even
more pointless than some believe it to
be. In rock’s constant pursuit of the
new, the innovatory, it has long been
in danger of making itself obsolete
almost before it has arrived. It
demands attention, yet decries long-
term affection; it requires
subservience, yet eschews anything
more lasting than passing interest; it
establishes fashion deliberately to be
destroyed. It appears to have no
aspirations towards maintaining itself
for posterity, taking an attitude of
arrogant disregard for the future; it
bleeds the present, and gives back
only to the present.

My own life-time’s conscious
interest in contemporary music has
seen whole generations of rock roots
come and go, and now yet another
one emerging from the morass of
mediocrity currently attracting the
attention of the music press in
general. But the whole movement is
so incestuously circular, that even
now Dylan is recording with Dire
Straits. I can remember the roots of
the 60’s artists — the great innovators
who crossed from the restricting
confines of the way jazz had
developed, the Charlie Parkers and
Floyd Kramers; or the blues
performers of even earlier days whose
music gave birth to R&B.

For myself, however, my interest in
rock music developed along finely
defined parallel lines: English and
American. Brought up on a
complementary diet of John, Paul,
George and Ringo (Bert hadn’t been
conceived then), liberally coated with
the Who, Stones, Move etc., I would
take as a sweet the produce of the
musical sons of Guthrie and Seeger,
and eventually the Byrds — the
fathers of the present West Coast
country rock scene. I had
contemplated writing this
article about the Byrds themselves —
but eventually decided to concentrate
on perhaps their most successful
distant relations: The Eagles.
Successful certainly in terms of
money, but I also believe in terms of
music, in continuing a folk/rock
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culture which spread from California
throughout the rest of the world.

I guess the seeds of the article were
sown after the concert reviews the
band received following their last set
of gigs in this country — already
measurable in ‘years ago’ terms.
Accusations of ‘cardboard cutouts’
rippled through the weeklies and
eventually found their prickly way
under my well-tanned collar.
Everybody becomes incensed from
time to time at professional reviewers’
comments, how many stop
and examine why and how these
opinions should differ so drastically
from those of the man sent along by
the weekly rag? How fashionable was

it to slag off the band in those days?
Did the editor request it to keep in
line with the editorial policy of. the
paper? Had an interview offer been
rejected out of hand? Did the man in
question actually go to the gig? In the
Eagles’ case the majority of the
reviews completely missed the point,
and compounded this fundamental
error by justifying their opinions
totally out of the context of west
coast thinking. Had the band invited
its audience to an exciting rock’n roll
show and then failed to deliver the
goods, things may have been
different. They didn’t. They’d invited
their fans to a concert — not a gig —
and they gave one.
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So, back to the subject matter in
hand — an appreciation of the
Eagles. There’s a fundamental
difference between the development
of that side of American music and
the majority of rock music: it has a
closer relation in the manner in which
the British folk/rock culture emerged
from solo folk singers to give birth to
incestuous outfits like Pentangle,
Steeleye Span, Fairport Convention,
The Albion Band and so on. In both
American country rock and British
folk rock it has always been the
culture which has been the common
dominator in the establishment of
bands — not the individuals. While
there has been very little crossover

from band to band in rock — we are
only recently beginning to see a
realisation amongst major rock artists
that there is something more to the
‘rock’ world than perpetuance of their
own individual philosophies — in
British folk rock and American
Country rock the crossover has been
quite the most startling and obvious
demonstration of the fact that it’s
been the music and not the statement
of philosophy of individuals that
counts for most.

The current line up of the Eagles is
as follows: Joe Walsh, lead guitar,
vocals; Don Felder, guitar and vocals;
Timothy Schmidt, bass and vocals;
Glen Frey guitar and vocals, and Don

Henley, drums and vocals. The band
has only had two changes in
personnel since it first came together
in the spring of 1971: Bernie Leadon
left in the autumn of ’75 to be
replaced — to many’s surprise by
Walsh, and Randy Meisner left last
year to be replaced by Poco’s Tim
Schmidt. (The introduction of
Schmidt incidentally, continued the
Eagles direct association with one of
the most influential bands in the
development of West Coast: Meisner
himself had been the original bass
player in the first Poco format back
in November ’68.)

All of the band have been
associated with this long development
of their musical style which can be
traced directly back to the grand-
daddy of them all, the Byrds. In one
case, Bernie Leadon, the association
goes back even further to a little
known band, the Scotsville Squirrel
Barkers, a San Diego bluegrass band
which recorded one album in their
four years of playing between ’58 and
’62, and featured Chris Hillman on
mandolin. Chris, of course, became a
founder member of the Byrds.

So, how did it all start? The band’s
members, strangely enough, are not
native Californians — Glen Frey hails
from Detroit where he had the
distinction of seeing the Beatles twice,
playing acoustic guitar on one track
of a very early Bob Seegar album
and reading an awful lot of stuff
about what was going down on the
West Coast. He claims to have been
the victim of the media, pressurised
by the extraordinary antics that were
being reported in San Fransisco and
Los Angeles: The Beach Boys, for
example, Greatful Dead and others,
although Glen didn’t actually make
the journey west until considerably
later; he eventually got to L.A.
following the first Buffalo Springfield
album to bump straight into David
Crosby. Glen’s girlfriend’s sister was
reportedly being dated by J. D.
Souther (later Souther, Hillman
Furay) and Glen and Souther formed
a duo known quaintly as Longbranch
Pennywhistle! Having tried to change
the name to Doolin-Dalton, Glen was
offered a gig with Linda Rondstadt’s
band, where he met two future Eagles
— Randy Meisner and Don Henley.

Don Henley’s roots are in the deep
south of Texas, a town called Linden
— apparently a nowhere place: ‘‘All
you can do in a place like that is
dream; there wasn’t anything to do
but sit and watch the sun sink in the
west. I used to watch it and say,
‘boy, the sun’s goin’ down in
California — some day I’m gonna go
there.”” Because Don came from
Texas it was inevitable that his roots
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Left to right: Don Henley, Joe Walsh, Randy Meisner, Glen Frey, Don Fielder.

music would be distinctly different
from Glen Frev’s. Glen, was brought
up on a hard diet of Eastern rock as
performed especially by the long-
lasting Bob Seeger; in contrast, Don
Henley was influenced not so much
by the negro traditions of the south
with its soul and gospel, but more by
dixieland jazz which had infiltrated
the state. Henley was a constant
member of a dixieland band called
Felicity which played around Texas
for seven years before Don eventually
decided it was the right time to ‘go
watch the sun goin’ down in
California.’ In August 1970 the band,
renamed Shiloh, recorded one album
with Don as drummer and

lead vocalist(as he had been since ’63)
and immediately afterwards he found
himself sitting in the Troubadour
where he was picked up by Frey who
reckoned there might be a gig with
yet another permutation of the Linda
Rondstadt band.

Randy Meisner started out from yet
another part of America which yet
again different traditions and
cultures. He comes from Nebraska
and got his first band together in ’62
— The Dynamic — when he was only
fifteen. Shortly after that
he moved down to Colorado
to form another band — aptly named
The Poor — which then moved
en-bloc to Los Angeles with hopes
of becoming an ultra-original folk
group. Ironically, perhaps for a boy
to come to LA as a folkie, he almost
immediately found himself playing
bass in the first incarnation of Poco
— the band that Richie Furay put
together following the break up of
one of the most singularly influential
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and attractive rock bands of the day
— Buffalo Springfield. Unfortunately
none of them could stand the pace —
and Randy was the first to leave after
only one year and one album (the
superlative Picking up the Pieces
released in the summer of 69 when
Randy decided to leave.)

Randy rejoined two members of
“The Poor’ who had got themselves
gigs in Rick Nelson’s Stone Canyon
Band. Randy recorded two albums
with this outfit, before blowing out
music altogether and returning to his
native Nebraska where he took a job
in a tractor factory, of all things, for
the best part of a year. He couldn’t,
however, stay away from it for too
long, and he found himself back on
the West Coast getting himself co-
opted into that same version of the
Linda Rondstadt band which now
housed Glen Frey and Don Henley.
Three Eagles in one nest already. It
seems we have more to thank Linda
Rondstadt for than a pretty voice,
legs, and extraordinarily entertaining
romantic associations with the leaders
of America’s establishment, viz Jerry
Brown and President Carter’s son!

Bernie Leadon’s career through the
annals of West Coast history is
probably the longest and most
interesting. His career started, as I
stated earlier, in the Scotsville
Squirrel Barkers in San Diego. Bernie
had previously been playing in a
commercial folk band, but San Diego
was a centre for bluegrass, traditional
roots folk music, and he joined the
band on the departure of Kenny
Wertz in ’62, playing, at that time,
the traditional instrument of
bluegrass, the banjo. Not long

afierwards, however, he quit the scene
and moved to Florida where he
stayed for three or four years before
the call of the Pacific reached him
again. He literally packed everything
he owned into a car and drove the
3000 miles west. Arriving back in
California he slotted straight into a
band called Hearts and Flowers
alongside an old mate from the
Barkers’ days, and took over guitar
and banjo from Rick Cunha. The
band toured Southern California and
as it split up, Bernie fell into Dillard
and Clark, another band committed
exclusively to playing the southern
California circuit. Bernie played on
most of their first album and as the
band made the decision to revert to a
totally acoustic outfit he left and for
a time — as it turned out measurable
in months only — he joined up with
Linda Rondstadt in her Corvettes —
an incarnation prior to that which
eventually united the embroyonic
Eagles a couple of years later.

Michael Clarke, drummer in
Dillard and Clarke, had meantime
moved sideways to help form yet
another of the really influential bands
of the period and area — the Flying
Burrito Brothers. The Burritos
comprised Sneaky Pete — now a
legendary steel guitar session player
— Chris Hillman with whom Bernie
had played six years before, Chris
Ethridge, and Gram Parsons who had
just left the fifth version of the Byrds
along with Hillman. The Burritos
were probably one of the very first
bands to suffer from media hype and
overkill, one of the very original
super-groups. Their first album,
‘Gilded Palace of Sin’ was one of the
very best examples of the whole west
coast music scene (and remains one of
my very favourite records of all time)
but unfortunately, they simply
couldn’t get gigs: their history had
associated them with a particular style
and they had decided to try things
differently and the public just
wouldn’t wear it: and already, Gram
Parsons’ drug excesses were causing
problems.

Towards the end of ’69 Bernie
Leadon left Linda Rondstadt and
joined the Burritos as an additional
member just in time to add a few bits
to the second album which did
precisely nothing. The band had the
name but seemed unable to deliver
the goods live. The took the decision
then to get rid of Gram Parsons who
subsequently released two sensational
albums before becoming yet another
of the many rock fatalities of the
period. Leadon stayed with the
Burritos for a while longer. The third
album again recejved incredible
critical acclaim, but yet again the



public refused to buy it and the seeds
of discontent were sown within the
band as its members became
disillusioned with their lack of
commercial success. Al Perkins
replaced Sneaky Pete who left for
session work, and as Al joined his
previous band finally split up — Don
Henley’s Shiloh! This last incarnation
of the Flying Burritos did very little
and eventually Bernie was persuaded
to move across to Linda Rondstadt’s
now Eagle-full band. The original
Eagles were finally playing together.

The history lesson, as such, does
however serve to illustrate a number
of interesting and important features
of the Californian music scene.
Firstly, not all of it is perpetrated by
Californians! (For that matter, listen
to British artists of the current day
like Chris Rea, Sutherland Brothers
etc. to see how far the seeds of
American rock have spread).
Secondly, the roots of Californian
music are not Californian either —
they’re essential trans-American,
drawing on a far wider cultural
experience than the other music
centres of the 60’s and 70’s —
Nashville, Memphis, Chicago,
Detroit and New York. (New York’s
horizons weren’t widened beyond the
infiltration of outsiders like Dylan
until much later when British rock
and tax exiles began to use it as a
recording base. Nashville drew
exclusively on country culture and has
since developed into a mecca for the
purists.)

It is this wide sea of roots,
traditions and cultures which has
enabled the west coast tradition itself
to grow and develop. While lyrically
California is still about human
emotion and quite a lot about
cowboys — which might seem soft
over here but fer Chrissakes if your
brought up in a country with cowboy
culture what in hell are you most
likely to sing about in folk music? —
musically it has drawn hard from all
over the states: from even within
itself, for there was a distinct
dividing line at times between the
surfers of San Francisco and the
harder, more metal sub-cultures of
Los Angeles.

A third factor is the almost
football-transfer market of the bands
of the period. Each band grew out of
another, spawning itself across the
whole scene, lending and borrowing
at will, bringing still yet wider
influences to bear. British
contemporary bands appeared
insanely jealous of their privacy,
intent primarily on survival within a
given niche, even now crowing about
17 years of boring and unrelieved
togetherness in the case of Status

Quo; has anyone noticed the Stones
getting younger since they started
drawing on outside talent? While this
closed society operated in England,
things were patently extremely less
narrow minded in the States. It was
because of this spread of influence
that the music developed so rapidly.

At this point it would be worth
mentioning that the people involved
in this spread of influence, the
diversification of talent were, at the
time, unaware of the future
implications of their actions. In no
way am | trying to imply that the
individual personnel moved from one
band to another in a conscious way
with the purpose of furthering the
spread of their kind of music. That
would be fatuous. In the same way
that there are out of work musicians
in this country there are the same in
the States. Musos need, above all, to
work, and if a band’s in the process
of folding then it’s only obvious for
the departing people to be looking
around for the next gig. Indeed,
despite the Eagles’ reputed present
day fortunes, it would be foolish to
suppose that they have always been
successful, have always been involved
in the big time.

For example, the Flying Burrito
Brothers, the very name, is household
usage in most thinking rock people’s
terminology. Even if there isn’t a hint
of west coast music in the record
collection, the chances are that the
name, on its own, would at least
bring some spark of recognition: yet
the band made only three albums in
their highly creative stage, and they
made nothing in the way of money.
Prestige and posterity are the only
rewards for the Burritos, yet the
motivating factor behind the band is
far more likely to have been money
than it was either for the
aforementioned intangibles. However,
whatever the reasons that this
transfer market’s situation evolved,
the fact remains that it established a
pedigree of evolution that can be very
accurately traced through the sixties
and early seventies. Indeed, in some
cases, there are examples of the full-
circle syndrome, viz. the reformation
of Gene Clark, Chris Hillman and
Roger McGuinn, into the Byrds
Mark God Knows What.

In fact, it could well be McGuinn
himself who is most responsible for
the proliferation of talent, and again
for the diversification. That the man
is a monster in terms of size in the
contemporary music scene is not in
dispute: the fact that he’s one of the
most difficult men in the business is
important. The Byrds, massively

innovatory and influential as they

were and are, were doomed to hassle

by the very nature of the man whose
brainchild they were. McGuinn the
everlasting genius of west coast
music, can be a problem geezer: no
doubt: people weren’t prepared to
play with him for long periods of
time because of his personality. not
his music. Thus McGuinn’s ideas and
techniques were spread throughout
the whole vista of Californian music
more by accident than by design.
Consider if the Byrds had been a
tightly knit, welded unit: a la Status
Quo. Without the Byrd’s bust up it’s
unlikely that many of the giants of
the period would have attained any
status at all. The Byrds are directly
responsible for the formation of
Buffalo Springfield, for example,
which spawned the whole Crosby,
Stills, Nash and Young phenomenon
... but that is starting to move
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outside the brief of this feature. The
C, S, N, Y saga is even lengthier than
the Eagles!

So, back a bit, to the formation of
the band. Linda Rondstadt’s
manager, John Boylan, was the first
to suggest that there could be
something in Meisner, Frey, Henley
and Leadon forming a band of their
own, and so the boys agreed and the
Eagles mark one appeared on the
music scene in August 1971. They
gigged around and recorded the first
album, ‘Eagles’ in October *72. At
that time I was hosting a ‘progressive’
music show on BBC Radio
Merseyside (well, we all have to
work, don’t we?), and I clearly
remember the postman arriving with
his usual arm full of platters, and
amongst them the first indication that
here was a new monster West Coast
outfit. I pity the inhabitants of
Liverpool for that Saturday night I
played the entire album, side after
side. Perhaps someone may have
wanted to hear something different?
The Eagles were already well-
packaged. The double sleeve had the
name across the wings of a soaring
eagle, high in the blue sky over
silhouetted cacti and the sun just
gone beyond the horizon leaving red
and yellow lines on the skyline. All
good Californian imagery I thought.
Inside, the inner sleeve is covered in
flowering cacti — all good
Californian imagery again, 1
remember thinking the name was
pretty pathetic, and had it not been
for a casual glance down the
incredibly short credit list 1’d
probably have thrown the darn thing
away and reverted back to the
Moodies (yea, they were big once as
well!)

However, a couple of names made
me interested. Jackson Browne had
been creditted with co writing-one
song, and solo writing another, and
he figured in the special thanks
section as well. Gene Clark, the Byrds
original, also featured as co-writing a
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song with Bernie Leadon. Bernie
Leadon himself rung the Burritos

bell anyway, and the album was
recorded and engineered by Glyn John
— in London — while the mastering
had been completed in L.A. (Sleeve
notes can sometimes make the
differenee between playing and not
playing an album, you know?)

So here was the first Eagles album
— a concentrated mix of their own
histories, an amalgam of everything
they’d been through. Of course, some
things were constant. Vocals were
painstakingly recorded, re-recorded,
overdubbed, harmonised, mixed —
you name it, one of the most
instantly recognisable trademarks of
this kind of music. Not so much what
you’re saying rather the meticulous
way in which it is said. Secondly
there’s the usual mix of
acoustic/electric guitars — a hallmark
yet again: but there was definitely
something different: from the
opening of ‘Take It Easy’, with it
delightful bluegrass banjo, I knew that
here was not just another west coast
band — in this case one made up of
the back-stage players of the
hierarchy for in no way were or could
the Eagles’ individual members ever
have been considered leading lights
within their own backgrounds — but
a band with some indefinable spark.

Here, of course, one is almost
forced to bend over backwards to
withstand the rush of criticism, the
barrage of abuse that is inevitable.
The Eagles? Joke! Maybe, but as I
said at the very beginning, some
things appeal to some people,
regardless of fashion: at this point, at
the time that this first Eagles album
was released, it wasn’t that
unfashionable to be into West Coast.
CSN&Y were making big noises with
big albums, and there wasn’t a hell of
a lot of interest going on in this
country. It was still the domain of the
Floyd, hangovers from the acid
period, the Moodies, hangovers from
the hippies, plus a load of dog in the
singles market. The Eagles may since
have been accused of deliberately
pioneering soft country rock with a
firm knowledge that the formula
would be commercially successful.
That sort of conclusion is easy to
arrive at now, in hindsight. It’s always
simple to apply knowledge learned
after the event to the existing factors
of the time. It is of course, again,
fatuous to suppose that. I grant that
the band’s manager Irv Azoff was
an astute judge of the market: but
who could have supposed that four
geezers who had been in and out, in
the main, of fringe bands could put
it all together and come out six years
later with more bread than the

national income of half the countries
in the world?

The Eagles’ first album, then, was
something of a milestone. Prior to
this the Americans had made inroads
into the British culture, but not on a
popular level. Although this
particular platter may not have been
an absolute monster in sales terms it
paved the way for Desperado — more
of which later.

Why? It’s probably one of the
most difficult aspects of a music
journalists’ life to quantify why some
bands appeal and others do not.
Personal opinion almsot certainly
plays a large part: it’s evident from
the rise of the new wave that it
required considerable pressure from
the media to convince the public that
there might be something worth
hearing within the wave. So what was
there about the Eagles music that
demanded attention, and eventually
great affection — in this country?
Part of the dilemma is the sheer
Americanism of the band. It may
seem a relatively naive factor to point
out, but it is important. The British,
confined as they are in their green

Randy Meisner — bass



island surrounded by a sceptred sea
and all that, are amazingly insular,
and yet long for the wide open
spaces: that of course my seem like a
load of old bull, but aren’t you a
sucker for Westerns? Don’t you like
epic films of garguntuan proportions
for entertainments’ sake? Doesn’t the
prospect of living in a state three
times the size of this country have a
certain appeal? The English have
longed after the States ever since the
War of Independence: before then it
was a natural national characteristic
to believe that GB was in fact one
hell of a lot bigger than it
geographically was, and that was just
before California had been
discovered.

The Eagles — successful in the
States anyway as they reiterated old
folk thoughts and dreams — became
successful here partially because of
the adept manner in which they
presented American culture in musical
form. Soft loping lines (there’s a train
leaves here this morning) get to you:
no one in this country would sing a
line like that with anything other than
hatred! But trains in the American
dream are bright red, stuff steam of
wildly sculptured chimneys, pull
brightly coloured carriages through
thousands of square miles of open
prairie: this was an easily identifiable
America, an almost close-enough-to-
touch America, an America that
suddenly could come through the hi-fi
at home, through to the British
consciousness.

So — what happened next?
Desperado was what happened next,
and from the opening harmonica line of
Doolin-Dalton it was apparent that
what Linda Rondstadt’s manager had
hoped for, what Irv Azoff had
probably dreamed about on his
weekly visits to the bank, and what
the band themselves maybe in a very
rash moment of wild dreaming may
have just considered. Not only was
Desperado an incredibly successful
album financially, it was, more
importantly, a good record. That may
sound pretty pathetic: what is a good
album? Well, it’s a record you can
put on the office turntable (while
Black Echoes are out ligging in
Jamaica or Watford) and get
everyone else knowing the songs by
heart six years later; not only that,
but it brings out what is commonly
known around here as the old hippy
in a person. Despite the fashion of
today to slag them off as monster
money makers, as boring old this and
that and the other, as cardboard
cutout imaginations of a bank
manager with small musical
pretensions, despite all that people
are prepared to admit they really like

it. Like it. Not think it’s the best
West Coast album of all time; not
that its musical content is particularly
interesting; not that its lyrically say
something of meaning to man in the
midst of his twentieth century
predicament: just that it’s good to
here again — a natural emotional
instinct.

As it happens, however, Desperado
was a very important album of
peculiar aspirations: to produce a
concept cowboy album could almost
be considered a laughable idea. The
Eagles, however, took the idea and
developed it and eventually produced
an exceptional album. In retrospect it
is the Eagles’ Dark Side of the Moon,
a virtually impossible album to
follow; the climax, yet so early on, of
their career. It was also the last
Eagles album to be recorded in
London and produced by Glyn
Johns. Glyn has gone on to
subsequent fame as an engineer and
producer in his own right, but the
Eagles have since been produced by
Bill Szymczyk and recorded primarily
at the Record Plant in Los Angeles,
with a trip out to Miami to record
somewhere along the line. The now
recognisable fact that the English
produced albums sound considerably
better is a strange consideration and
worthy of some attention. Why was it
the band performed better in
England, six thousand miles from
their base, and their accumulated
common roots? Why was Glyn Johns
able to extract more from them, both
in terms of musical quality and
production, than his illustrious
successor? I'm not prepared to try
and find answers to these questions:
the fact does remain, though, on file
till someone’s prepared to venture a
reason.

Desperado told the story of the
Doolin-Dalton gang (remember Glen
Frey earlier had wanted to re-name
Longbranch Pennywhistle) with a
haunting accuracy, and it also told it
in the best lyrics they’ve written. The

memorable, catch hook tune was in
many places surrendered for catchy
hook lyrics, lines which had an
uncanny knack of saying precisely
what needed to be said in as very,
very few words as possible, with
complex rhyming schemes, with clever
sonance.

_ It’s widely forgotten now, or
ignored deliberately, but the Eagles
weren’t a put-together band in the
modern sense. It wasn’t as if they
were just kids whohad HAD
managed to put a couple of tunes

in shape and had been looking
around for some recording contract
or other. They had been

professional musicians for many years
before: real professionals, moving
from one band to another as each
one folded because that was tHeir
trade, their only means of support.
Had that failed then, as Randy did by
choice when becoming tired of the
business, the openings were few.
Randy worked in a tractor factory,
remember, not as a business
executive. Yet now, the Eagles in
fashionable circles were a
manufactured band; were a bunch of
manufactured musicians thrown
together to produce unexciting rock
of a distinctly American nature. More
on this theme later.

Following Desperado things started
to happen within the band. Already
the Eagles had broken just about
every longevity record there was
around in California. The line up of
Meisner, Frey, Henley and Leadon
had remained the same for two and a
half years — no change, no leavings,
no arrivals. In the context of the
otherwise volatile west coast music
scene this was virtually
unprecedented. It is also responsible
in some respect for the comparative
non progression of the band’s musig.
While progress is upheld in many
musical quarters as being the be-all
and end-all, the raison d’etre for
being involved in rock music, the
pursuance of an unwritten notion that
every album should show a
‘progression’ in the music or
musicianship, this concept has been
less critical in American terms.
However, what was critical to a
band’s survival was constantly
changing line-up. New ideas didn’t per
se arrive within the limitations of a
constant line up, but rather with the
incoming personnel’s contribution to
the already established structure. As |
will demonstrate a little later in this
feature, the converse almost
happened within the Eagles. Their
songwriting structure was very well-
defined by this stage, with
collaboration between the individual
members, an integral part, and it

35



has been this factor in the creative
machinery which has partly restricted
the group’s development of its
musical image. Thus, as I stated at
the beginning of this section,
Desperado signalled the end of one
part of the band’s development; it
was tantamount to the passing of an
era.

In January 1974 the strangest and
least explicable development
occurred: the arrival of a fifth
member of the band, Don Felder.
Don is a total enigma. The only really
known fact about him is that he did
play with David Blue at some time.
Nothing else can be discovered. There
was no statement from the band to
explain the man’s history, and
unfortunately in a great many
respects, manager Irv Azoff does not
allow interviews with the band per se.
No communication whatsoever is
allowed. So suddenly there’s a fifth
member of the band, and no one has
any idea what he’s there for, where
he’s come from, or what he’s been
doing prior to this.

o2 RG=R

We therefore had to wait to see —
and we had to wait until March 1974
when the third album, ‘On The
Border’ appeared. On the Border
turned out to be the most interesting
Eagles album of the five they have
produced so far. Firstly, the writing
had spread out even further: on
earlier records they had used outside
talents, but on the third they brought
in a host of people, working again
and more closely with Jackson
Browne in particular. Strangely,
though, Don Felder hardly figures at
all on the record. He’s not credited
with a single song, and only appears
on the sleeve sparsely with a apology
at the top of the back reading (Late
Arrival, Don Felder, electric guitar.)
‘On the Border’ is altogether a less
cohesive record — even allowing for
the fact that Desperado was a concept
album it switches dramatically from
emotion to emotion, from laid-back
to, for them at least almost heavy
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metal. It’s by far the most disparate
of their records, and (again in
retrospect) is the one which probably
gives the most if you’re prepared to
listen to it for long enough. There’s
another interesting factor at play here
as well: two Don Henley/JB Souther
songs somehow slipped out of Los
Angeles and got themselves recorded
in London, again with Glyn Johns
producing and engineering. These two
tracks, slow, soulful, typical of the
earlier Eagles remain the very last
testimony to the best part of the
career and development. Laid back in
extremes, the very material that
Saturday nights with a big one are
made of, the very end of the week,
the last moment of peace before
sleep. This was essential Eagles, and

‘The Best of My Love’ oould be the
very essential Eagle song. I doubt if I
could put it better than Glen Frey:
‘... you know what happens? You
make a great record, right, and you
go through all the moves — you snort
the coke, you dring the beer — and
it’s all very ‘in’ and vogue ... and all
of us did that ... but then, when you
become a ‘headliner’, all of a sudden
there’s something expected of you,
something other than the moves. It
starts to ... it gets serious. ‘Best of
my Love’ was what did it.”’

‘Best of My Love’ was indeed a
serious track, with serious thought,
with human touchable lyrics and

the most sensitive production I’ve yet
heard committed to vinyl. In

contrast, ‘On the Border’ also
contained traces of harshness and
metal — almost an unheard of
attribute in west coast material and I
can’t help wondering whether the
seeds of the next personnel change
weren’t sown as far back as during

the planning and discussion of this
particular record.

Fifteen or so months after ‘On the
Border’ came the fourth album, this
time recorded mainly as a five piece
band of Felder, Henley, Frey,
Meisner and Leadon. Recorded
exclusively in the States and produced
this time exclusively by Bill
Szymczyk, it was an altogether
different and more ambitious album.
During it, during the recording of it
rather, however, perhaps the most
important personnel change came
about. The news filtered through that
Bernie Leadon has split the band.
Right at the very Zenith of their
career, Bernie just upped and left with
no explanation. (His long awaited
solo album eventually turned up last

year and there are no answers on it
either. It’s a rather wimpish apology
of greater things that went before).
His leaving cannot be under-
estimated. He had been responsible
for a particular part of the Eagles
sound and roots. A fine, very fine
banjo player he had helped the Eagles
stay influenced by the early bluegrass
blood that ran through his veins —
the most taxing instrumentally that
they’d attempted. His interest in this
aspect of American folk music — I
suppose the English counterpart
would be the fiddle and the jig
aspects of folk — had kept the
Eagles’ base rather broad; now they
had jettisoned this link with the past.
Bernie leaving the Eagles at this stage
would be comparable with Stevie
Nicks just walking out on Fleetwood
Mac as Rumours sold its second
millionth copy. The Eagles had
become very big business indeed. It’s
reputed that Bernie literally walked
out to the john in the middle of a



recording session and just never came
back. It’s virtually impossible to
either substantiate or disprove this
rumour, so it is well destined to go
down in rock legend history. I’d love
to know. His departure also severed
the link, however thin, with the
original Byrds, and this too may have
been under-estimated at the time.
How important was it to keep in
touch directly from the place at
which, arguably, it had all started?

Anyway ... back to ‘One of These
Nights’. Again it was massively
successful and it also gave the band a
hit single in this country. The title
track reached the upper echelons of
the charts (I can’t remember how far
it got — apologies gentle reader) and
this later paved the way for what,
musically at least, was a disaster for
the band — the subsequent release of
one of those dreaded greatest hits
compilations. ‘One of These Nights’
is basically as different from its
predecessor as chalk is from the yellow
edible stuff. It was written and
conceived for a five piece and not a
four piece band, now with more lead
guitars than was considered decent in
a good old southern boogie band.
(Interestingly, and a sideline I haven’t
explored earlier in this feature, there
seems tO be very little evidence of any
crossover or direct influence between
any of the southern boogie bands and
the Californian dynasty. The legends
of the South are a different tale
altogether — especially during the
early mid seventies despite the legacy
left by the original Allman Brothers
which has since spawned Lynyrd
Skynard, Outlaws, Marshall Tucker
and many another outfit. The only
crossover I can think of at this
particular moment is one of anti-
influence. Tom Petty reportedly left
his native south having got sick to
death of hours and hours of guitar
licks and driving boogie riffs to go to
California and establish himself there
... writing, indeed, songs for Roger
McGuinn: I guess, therefore, there is

something of a tenuous link between
the parallel developments.)

‘One of These Nights’ saw a return
to the earlier writing days as well —
in fact, there are only two non-Eagles
names on the writing credits, and one
of those, Tom Leadon, is obviously
closely related. In other words, this
was totally an in-house production, a
self conceived and matured idea, and
it’s odd, therefore, that it shows the
most change, the most ambitious of
their recorded projects. The record
swings from the almost single devised
catchiness of its title track to the
strangely included instrumental
‘Journey of the Sorcerer’.
Unfortunately it’s now impossible,

and will remain so until such time as
one of the band decided to write his
own memoirs, to be certain about the
reasons for Leadon leaving. Musical
differences is an oft quoted cliche to
explain internal hassles and friction
between individual band members,
but I believe that ‘One of These
Nights’ is recorded evidence of this
musical difference.

Leadon seemed to be wanting to
get into heavily orchestrated,
complex, slightly more demanding
material, while the remainder of the
band appear more concerned with
continuing an already established and
successful formula. Good hook tunes,
nice lyrics about wide skies and

Glen Frey — guitar.
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cowboys coming home off the range,
clever instrumentation with constant
attention to acoustic guitar sounds
being compatable with their electric
cousins, multiple harmonies with a
singing top fifth, or an octave and a
third between voices: this had been
the stuff of success, this had been the
accepted rule. Bernie, however, may
have seen another way for the band.
Journey of the Sorcerer may be a
pretentious title, akin to Yes or Rick
Wakeman. In some ways the music
too was pretentious, but we’re not
discussing that aspect of it here and
now. It’s a very curious mix of a sad
sounding banjo and a full orchestra
in full swing — no lyrics, no
explanation, and in some ways,
hardly relevant to the rest of the
album. The last track on side 2,
however, is vintage and will become,
in time, a classic love song, a classic
goodbye. 1 doubt if it’s true, but
there’s mileage in wishing that it was
also the last song recorded on the
album as it turns out to be a rather
beautiful farewell to the Eagles from
Bernie: ‘I Wish You Peace’.

So the stage was set: the Eagles had
been a four piece band and now were
presented with the opportunity of
becoming a four piece band all over
again. There were many candidates
on the Californian scene who would
have been able to fit in, to fill the
boots of the departing Leadon, and
maybe it seemed for a time as if that
was the most likely solution: pick up
a stray Byrd, or a stray Burrito, or
maybe Poco man who was becoming
disillusioned after ten years of trying
(and perhaps succeeding) in becoming
the best exponents of the west coast
art. But not even JD Souther who
may have been looking for a gig and
was certainly a potential replacement
and to boot, a personal friend of the
band, was offered the chance. It fell
to a complete — in west coast terms
— stranger, and not until after the
massive gig at the Wembley stadium in
June ’75 (neatly coinciding with the
release of ‘One of These Nights’,
despite the fact that it was Elton
John’s gig or so we were told on the
tickets!). The Joe Walsh Band were
also appearing on that gig. By some
not so strange coincidence Irv Azoff
was also managing Joe Walsh’s career
so there was something of a remote
connection between the two outfits.

Joe jammed with the Eagles a
couple of times in the States before
eventually being asked to, and
accepting, the gig of replacing Bernie.
So what the helldid this do to the
Eagles? I mean who in the hell was
Joe Walsh? He had absolutely no
west coast pedigree at all, having
come from the East, via a stopover in
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Colorado, and eventually to Los
Angeles. He had brought different
influences, an altogether harder
approach. One thing was important
about him, however. He had
influence and prestige in the rock
world. A fine guitarist by anybody’s
standards, he had musical and
instrumental fame which, one
supposes, the Eagles felt maybe they
were in need of. They were by this
time selling literally millions of
albums around the world — the
dreaded ‘Greatest Hits’ taking up
most of the moolah — but while they
had succeeded beyond their wildest
dreams by this time, they had still
failed to convince the so-called
cognescenti of their musical pedigree,
their fitness to take on the mantle of
the biggest rock band in the world.

Joe Walsh was born in New York,
three thousand miles away from the
Eagles’ stomping ground, and then
raised in Ohio. He was aware of the
Beach Boys and the late rock ’n roll
layovers from the fifties, and started
his guitar playing on bass while at
school at the Kent State.
(Incidentally, he started on bass,
partially because the school band
needed a bass player, and partly
because: ‘‘It was easier — it only had
four strings!’’) While in college he
took up the six string and threw off
his earlier influences on hearing
British guitarists Eric Clapton and
Jeff Beck: he listened to their records
for hours on end, and they have
formed the basis of his six string
playing. He was also studying
electronics at the time, along with
music theory, and he’s a well known
guitar ‘fiddler’ — rewiring p/us and
generally hotting up his standard axe
armoury.

In the spring of 1969 Glenn
Schwartz left the James Gang, and
Joe was invited to fill his place. The
following year, after the 69 release
of ‘Yer Album’, the James Gang
became extremely big news indeed,
releasing three terrific albums (‘James
Gang Rides Again’, ‘Thirds’, and
‘Live in Concert’ between January
1970 and the end of 1971) all of
which went gold. Walsh had become
a star — in fact, the archetypical
guitar hero, long blonde hair flailing
in the wind complete with distorted
face, closed eyes, and that look of
pain which seems to belong to all
guitar solos. He’s consistently been
involved with guitar sounds, and
effects pioneering the use of the
Voice Box amongst other things, and
although the most popular image of
him is leaning over the top frets of a
Les Paul (in his case an immaculate
’59 Sunburst) he is also a Fender man
as well, using a 54 Strat and a

““Joe Walsh... the
archetypical guitar
hero, long blonde
hair flailing in the
wind, complete with
distorted face, closed
eyes, and that
distinctive look of
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relatively new Telecaster as well.
But then Joe had had enough,
became tired and decided to go it
alone — and with the cult status he’d
attained at this time he had no
trouble in putting together a very hot
little three piece outfit, Barnstorm.
He recruited Kenny Passarelli - a bass
session man who had played with Jan
Hammer, and who later went on to
play with Elton John and Steve Stills



and Joe Vitale. (He had, it has been
reported, earlier refused a gig
replacing Frampton in Humble Pie).
Barnstorm were head quartered in
Colorado, and this the line to the
West was beginning to be drawn.
Barnstorm released one album in ’72,
but hardly played live as Joe was said
to be pissed off with the road after
the hassles of the James Gang.
Adding a keyboard player in *73, they
released probably the best example of
Walsh’s work; ‘The Smoker You
Drink, The Player You Get’ and with
a sudden new lease of life the band
hit the road in a very big way —
something over 300 dates in the year
— before it fizzled out. Walsh then
made the move to California, to get
himself on the LA session circuit
where he subsequently worked with
BB King, Rod Stewart, Steve Stills,
The Eagles, produced Dan
Fogelberg’s second album,
‘Souvenirs’, and somehow managed
to release his first solo album, ‘So
What’.

Tiring of session work he formed
his own band, this time with his own
name, simply, Joe Walsh Band, which
cut one album, and then the band set
off to play the massive Elton John
gig at the Wembley Stadium on which
the Eagles were also playing. The

association with the Eagles had begun
in the session work in LA, but there
were other links: they had the same
manager, and Bill Szymczyk had
produced the early James Gang
albums. As Bernie Leadon left, so
Joe Walsh joined.

In December 1976 the band
released ‘Hotel California’ (released a
couple of months later in this
country) which had been put together
completely without Leadon. Hotel
California — I suppose it can still be
considered as being their ‘current
product’ — came as a rather big
surprise to many, and a

disappointment too. The Eagles had
suffered accusations of ‘softness’, of
losing some of the grit and guts of
their earlier albums, of dissipating
their country rock roots in favour of
the well-packaged orchestrated
formula which had made ‘One Of
These Nights’ such a success. It was
hoped that the inclusion of Walsh,
and his completely — to them —
alien set of influences which
embraced both the early American
blues, and its proteges in England
might have a favourable effect on the
music: it wasn’t unreasonable, at the
time, to have expected to hear
considerably more — and rawer —
guitar, added to the general overall
picture. Surprisingly, it was not to be.
‘Hotel California’ included only one
Joe Walsh/Joe Vitale song — Pretty
Maids All In A Row’ — and that too
fell below his previous standards and
slotted in to the Eagles sound without
raising an eyebrow anywhere. He co-
wrote one other with Don Henley and
Glen Frey, ‘Life In The Fast Land’,
which is the only real rocker on the
platter, and the only track which
showed waht just might happen if
one day the band allow Joe’s guts to
get driving them.

Apart from that, Hotel California
was the same successful formula all




over again: it did contain one classic
Eagles song, ‘The Last Resort’, a
beautiful combination of strings and
guitars, a strong, repetitive melody
which seemed to demand a chorus but
always cheated the listener as the next
verse picked up again, and the whole
track — 7 and a half minutes of it —
is a triumph of production as the
Song builds up to its climax slowly
all the way through to the end.
Perhaps, though, as the months

roll by into years, the most significant.

thing about Hotel California is
whether or not it will turn out to be
the band’s last. There is strong talk
about another album, and I expect
one will show up somewhere along
the line, but at the moment The
Eagles are resting on laurels which
must fast be turning yellow with age!

- Following the release of Hotel
California, some months later, The
Eagles came to England to play the
Wembley Arena — or Empire Pool as
it was then. It was these gigs, right in
the middle of the punk boom, which
caused the British rock press to vilify
the band’s live act. I admit it could
have seemed pretentious to some to
see five ‘hippies’ complete with
backdrop of Californian sunset, plus
a full forty piece orchestra going
through rock’n roll motions: but as I
stated earlier, they missed the point.
The point of those gigs was ‘simply’
to play their music, and if one writes
music for forty piece orchestras, then
one needs to take them on the road,
doesn’t one.

In the intervening years since Hotel
California, the Eagles went through
another, and at this point in time,
their last change in personnel.
Founder member Randy Meisner
decided to up a leave to pursue a solo
career. Randy’s contribution to the
Eagles was massive: his bass playing
had always been heavily on the follow
the drummer style —he could never
be described as an innovator — but
he as a prolific writer, and,
especially, a great vocalist. While
drummer Don Henley handles the
majority of the singing, Randy took
care of the top harmonies where the
Eagles have always soared (and
scored) and for proof take the dying
bars of ‘Take It To The Limit’.

Randy’s replacement — yet to be
heard on record — was a good and
natural choice. Randy had left
Richie Furay’s Poco in 1969 and had
been replaced by Timothy Schmidt.
Schmidt had remained with Poco for
the years that followed, and had
contributed heavily to their musical
prowess, writing some of their very
finest songs (‘From The Inside’, ‘Here
We Go Again’, etc.) but, like the rest
of the band, had never had the
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commercial success that the potential
talent seemed to demand. His bass
playing there was different again to
Randy’s, being far more inventive.
He plays bass with his first two
fingers which allows him a lot of
freedom in fast bass licks (which
aren’t incidentally a feature of Poco’s
music) as well as giving him room to
fill the spaces that always permeate
harmony orientated bands. What
contribution he will be allowed to
make to the Eagles is as yet
uncertain: it could be that he will
have to subjugate himself to the
corporate identity of the Eagles in
much the same way as Joe Walsh has
appeared to have gone; conversely,
however, there is certainly room now
for improvement in the band’s
musical direction, and a combination
of Walsh and Schmidt as the
newcomers may be powerful enough
to swing the balance within the band.
(Schmidt, also, brings roots with him
— he’s the only member of the band
now to have been brought up in the
state of California!)

Which brings me up to date — The
Eagles. The Eagles have turned out to
be the west coast band which brought
the music of California out of its
native state and country and into the
‘pop’ thinking of the rock world.
Almost as much as the Byrds, they
stylised folk rock — and they are
probably the natural successors to the
legendary Byrds themselves. It’s
difficult to point exactly how their
success came about, considering that
the four original members of the
band had no personal charisma or
following of their own to take to the
newly formed Eagles. Unlike many of
the bands which came of this period,
they had no cult leader: could this
have been significant? Impeccable
pedigrees they most certainly did
possess, but they hadn’t the personal
following of the likes of Young,

Stills, McGuinn, Hillman, Furay, Jim
Messina, et al.

Careful (some would say restrictive,
including me) management has also
had its part to play. It seems that the
Eagles set out to become successful
deliberately, rather than to play the
music and hope that it would score.
The didn’t and haven’t operated the
freer system from which they, as
individuals, came. The Eagles will
never head their own family tree, for
movement into and out of the band
has always been severely restricted.
This restriction, however, most
certainly has harmed their own
musical progression. While other
bands of their ilk have spent nearly
two decades forming and reforming,
borrowing and lending, the Eagles
have somehow managed to retain
their corporate identity; they may
have won here, but they’ve lost some
of the spontaneity which is prevalent
in many of their distant cousins.

Now we simply have to wait for the
next produce to ascertain whether
they will be able to maintain their
success story. [ personally doubt it:
there’s never been a tradition of long-
standing success in this field —
legends are easily made in a short
time, especially when you consider
the impact the first incarpation of the
Byrds made in their very short years
together. The Eagles may well be
suffering from the ‘how do you
follow that?’ syndrome in one of its
weirder forms. Fleetwood Mac’s
silence in the past two years, for
example, is easily attributable to that
syndrome. Rumours was a particular
album. The Eagles, rather, are
suffering from a whole number of
years of having four ‘that albums’. It
would be a pity if this is the case.

Thanks for factual information in
this feature must go to Pete Frame,
Asylum Records & Guitar Player
Magazine . ..
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STEVE FORBERT

ALIVE ON ARRIVAL

CBS EPICEPC 83308

I’ve been aware of contem-
porary music for more than

twenty years. Over that
period a few singers, writers
and performers have made
indelible marks on my per-
sonality, have given me that
little extra enjoyment out of
life, and have made me ex-
amine why I am basically a
musically orientated
character. In that span many
a life hero — for other peo-
ple — has come, arrived,
been adored, respected,
copied, and died — in some
cases literally. Elvis Presley
knocked on my con-
sciousness; Buddy Holly had
my elder brother speechless;
the Beatles loved me; the
Stones frightened me in the
ABC Northampton in ’63;
my own son’s second name is
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derived from Bob Dylan; the
Byrds flew through me, while
the Moodies took me to the
threshold of their dream;
Neil Young cared for me
after the Goldrush; prior to
that, Frank Zappa freaked
me out and Hendrix took me
along the watchtower in a
purple haze; David Bowie’s
chameleonism confused me,
the Floyd kept me stoned,
and Tom Petty woke me up
again . yes, gentle Beat
Reader, you’ve found
yourself in the birthpangs of
a very personal Ed’s review!
Very, very occasionally,
I’'m tempted to throw away
the embracing cloak of a
‘record reviewer’ and
become for a precious mo-
ment, a genuine punter
again. This then, will be an
over-the-top review, a pure,
unadultered object of fun to
the objective professional, or
even my colleagues on Black
Echoes who derive fun from
my enjoyment of a record. In
this instance, it doesn’t mat-
ter. I'm on my way from
Beat, and feel particularly
happy that the very last plat-
ter I should take away after
two years and 9 months
should unequivocally be by a
long way, the very best
album I've reviewed — in my
opinion anyway, and, I’m
happy to say, in this in-

stance, a subjective, personal
review is going to be the only
kind I can manage.

There are stars and stars:
the big bands in the world at
this present moment, those
that, through album sales
figures aline, cut through
the classification of likes and
dislikes, may well be great
musicians, great commer-
cialists, successful
manipulators of public taste.
Fleetwood Mac, Abba,
Wings, ELO and others,
have large bank accounts in
common, if you want to get
down to the very basics.
They produce goods for the
masses, and the masses buy
them without questioning
what music is really about.

But then, how often do
you question the music that
you really like? Does Johnny
Winter say anything to you
blues freaks? I mean, say
something important,
something new, something
that genuinely no one else
can say? Perhaps he does; if
he does, then you’re lucky.
You might understand Steve
Forbert. Continuing on the
theme, though, becomes
more and more a quick sand
saturated occupation. Un-
doubtably there are some to
whom the Osmonds will re-
main the genuinely creative
genii of the early seventies.
And these too, no matter
how misguided within the
context of the vast majority
of so-called rock music en-

thusiasts, may well
understand Steve Forbert.
No matter — because as I

said earlier — this is a subjec-
tive review, an over the top
exclamation of genius.
Contemporary music is
forced to wear many hats, to
don varying disguises, to
withstand constant examina-
tion and to re-examination;
statements of the sixties have
too rapidly become the
cliches of the seventies; ax-
iomatic morality too quickly
evolves into puritanistic opi-
nion; fashion, inevitably
becomes ‘old-fashion’.
Through all this constants re-
main. Life continues, and
people talk about it, sing it,
live it, relate it, enjoy, hate,
and tolerate it. Occasionally
someone puts it down in
black and white, or in some
cases in colour. They paint it;

they sculpture it; they build
it; they write it, act it, or even
sing it. Without these
observers there’d be no da
Vinci or Salvador Dali; no
Michaelangelo or Barbara
Hepworth; no Wren nor
L’Epicier; no Shakespeare or
Solzenitsyn, Garrick or Tom
Courtney, and no Richard
Tauber or Bob Dylan. Occa-
sionally, then, there’s a Steve
Forbert.

But, naturally, that kind
of statement begs a great
many questions. What is not
in doubt is the excellence of
this album: what is ques-
tionable is wh<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>