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  LICENSE NOTES


  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  Meet the Author


  Rick Levy is an internationally known musician, manager and tour manager. His career started in the early 1960’s in Allentown, Pa., with The Limits. He went on to receive a BA in Sociology from University of Pennsylvania, and an Elementary Education Certification from Moravian College.


  From 1985 until the present, he has been manager and/or bandleader for such notable pop rock artists as Herman’s Hermits, Tommy Roe, Freddy Cannon, Jay & the Techniques, The Tokens, Bo Diddley, and currently is manager/guitarist w Memphis legends THE BOX TOPS.


  Rick is also a professional ceramic artist, potter with his own “Glazed and Confused” pottery studio in St. Augustine, Florida, where he resides.


  His son, Jonah, is sought after special effects makeup artist based in Atlanta, Georgia. He is co-owner of Blue Whale Studios.
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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  Heartfelt Dedication


  To my mom, Myra Levy. She was the ultimate peacemaker and harmonizer, nurtured feelings of self-worth and esteem, was loving to everyone, and understood me without the need for words.


  To my dad, Mort Levy. He was compassionate, generous, and strong beyond my comprehension, and always with unbelievable humility and silence. Without his lifelong support on all levels, I could never have attempted to follow my dreams. He said, “When they spit in your face, pretend it’s rain.” He taught me to build bridges, not burn them.


  To my son, Jonah Levy. My best friend, and to quote Blood Sweat and Tears’ first album, “child is father to the man,” Jonah helped me become a true man, and together we continue to grow in mutual love, respect, innocence, awe, and friendship.


  To my first love. Candy Hunt, who dazzled my heart with the infinite value of love at a young age where there are no boundaries to possibility.


  To Carlie. Crazy love…heartbreak…and an amazing son together…thank you!


  To Leiza. I was middle aged, and your honesty and insight made us best friends and soulmatesThat has never faltered, even though we are no longer together.


  To my brothers in music, The Limits, WAX, and all the rockers with whom I have shared the rehearsal spaces, stages, and the road. We do what most people only wish!


  Thank you, all.
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  AN INVITATION TO ENJOY


  by Lloyd Zane Remick Esq.


  So, travel back with me half a century when I, as a young entertainment lawyer, am introduced to a group of young rock and rollers from the University of Pennsylvania in Philadelphia, from which I graduated. The group, with long hair, paisley shirts and bellbottoms were a far cry from when I attended Penn, wearing three piece suits and white bucks. The group was “WAX”, and ironically was really good…not celebrity great, but good, and successful in the Philadelphia market and almost nationally. Most of the members went on to successful careers (never iconic) in the music business, from producing to writing to performing.


  In the hundreds, probably thousands of musicians I have seen….many try to “make it” while maintaining full time jobs, working on their music on the side. Not so Rick Levy. He once told me music was a common denominator for all people and he loved creating and performing music and it was his life’s work regardless of the degree of celebrity status he attained. Who knew that 50 years later, through a friendship and professional relationship, he would still be at it, loving it much as when he first started.


  Rick’s memoir and journey for the last 50 years gives readers a true insight into his life and the life of musicians who never quite obtained celebrity status…but still plow on, playing and “gigging” as their life’s work. Rick has experienced it all as a performer, recording artist, writer, publisher, agent, manager, and touring musician. This book is a MUST READ to really understand the trials and tribulations and success of someone who loves his craft. “High in the Mid 60’s” is a nonstop readers’ must.


  Lloyd Zane Remick is a well-known entertainment lawyer and manager for over 50 years, and the author of a legal crime novel, Two Times Platinum, that exposes the seedyside of the music and sports world, and how deals really get done.


  


  Foreword


  Let me start by telling you what this book is not. This book is not going to be one of those pathetically inane, VH1-type “Behind the Music” episodes…humble beginnings…. superstardom…. drugs and alcohol to within minutes of extinction…revelation, resurrection, reclamation…ending with a comeback that nobody cares about.


  That story has been told and retold. It is not my story, though. Since I never officially made it in those terms, this story may actually resonate with average people. There’s no comeback to care about, because I haven’t gone away, and I haven’t arrived either.


  Maybe my brain just needs to clean out, or maybe because I live a life I love, and numerous people have asked me to try and trace the path, I think I do need to find out just why and how music—specifically rock, pop, soul, and blues—has become my pole star in a bizarre and chaotic world. Any kid who ever played “Louie, Louie,” “Gloria,” “Woolly Bully,” “Twist and Shout,” and countless other garage band gems knows the transcendent moments that are as close to enlightenment as it comes. That I’ve been able to spend most of my life in this zone is truly amazing.


  So, to paraphrase Mick Jagger, please allow me to introduce myself.


  Rick Levy
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  Chapter 1: Cardboard Sideburns


  November 1, 1949


  Scorpio, Scorpio rising


  Actually, I have very few recollections of my childhood. I have to think really, really, really hard to conjure any images or memories. I think this is odd because my parents were absolutely loving, giving, supportive, and kind. I had the kind of childhood people want to remember.


  Mom, Myra Demchick Levy, and I were always in tune and close. Dad, Mort “the Sport” Levy, was a kind and honorable gentleman, and with every passing year I realize he really was a giant of a man. My older sister, Judi, was my first music partner in a folk duo. I’m told I was the recipient of more than one black eye resulting from sibling play/warfare. We were a pretty wholesome, loving family living in Allentown, PA.


  So, unless I was molested by some foul-smelling relative, or some such unmentionable disaster, I don’t know why my BM (Before Music) life is a mystery. I’ve spoken to Alex Chilton1 about this as he said most of his early childhood is devoid of memories, as well. Alex, for those who don’t know, was the lead singer of the 60’s hit group, The Box Tops, and consequently, a Big Star. He thinks because his youth was so utterly placid and happy, there wasn’t much to make the brain develop to have memories. I don’t know if that’s sound science, but it seems to ring true to me. I have, however, successfully squeezed a few morsels from childhood, and perhaps they shed some light on my “rock climb”.


  My most vivid memory finds me sitting on a tall lifeguard stand in Atlantic City, New Jersey. I was maybe 4 years old, watching my folks swim in the ocean, bathed in moonlight. As long as I can remember, I have wanted to live by the ocean. I do now, and maybe that seed was planted back then “Under the Boardwalk.”


  One of my only other most vivid early memories was watching my teenage baby sitter take baths. I was probably about 5 years old. I did then, and still do, adore lovely boobs. I guess it took a great pair of tits to kick start my cognitive processes, and they have remained sources of inspiration for the last sixty years.


  Yes, apparently, I always had problems submitting to authority. I fought the law. I ran away from 1st grade and hid behind the West End Pharmacy. I even was asked to leave the Cub Scouts because I forged my dad’s name on some merit badge achievement test involving knots or some such nonsense.


  My earliest memories are few, but they are vivid and definitely foreshadowed the soul of, if not a rock musician, certainly one of a free spirit.


  The most crystalline moment of my childhood moment, however, was prescient. My “Uncle” Elliot presented me with the first Elvis Presley album. Shortly after that, at six or seven, I was running around the house having glued cardboard sideburns to my face. My first epiphany.


  The psychiatrists among you will have fun with this, but I am embarrassed to admit that a few years later I set a fire in our new house. I couldn’t have been more than nine or ten, and probably suffering from pre-adolescent esteem issues. My plan was to start a small fire…be the first to smell smoke…call the fire department…and BE A HERO! Everything went according to plan until my dad looked me in the eyes, and I started to bawl, admitting the whole thing! In the end, I guess I was punished, but still assured that I was valued and loved. Just that one act of parental wisdom is why it is no wonder that to this day I cringe at the sight or report of parental violence toward children.


  Ford and Friends in West Allentown


  Fred Fraenkel, Bob Holtz, Steve Kaplan, Doug Barolsky, Ron Krull, Ron Wolfe, Steve Cohen and I consumed quantities of Yocco’s hot dogs and chocolate milk in our adolescence. Yocco’s is an Allentown tradition started by the Iacocca family. Yes, that same family who produced Lee Iacocca who rose to lead the Ford Motor Co.’s development of the iconic Mustang and later, the Pinto. The Mustang means he can be forgiven the Pinto. Later, Lee Iacocca rose to national attention when he led Chrysler out of bankruptcy. Before the Mustang, there were Yocco’s hot dogs. Their digestive effect was far superior to any new age high colonic cleansing treatment. Perhaps this regimen led me to my long-time vegetarian lifestyle.


  Well, that’s really about it. I don’t have many detailed tidbits of my youth, but I do see some patterns that stirred my soul and loins even at a tender age. Maybe the rest of the journey is unnecessary, but I’m on a roll now.


  Oh, wait! Before we leave my tender years, I figured it out! I was sent to eight-week overnight camp when I was only four-and-a-half-years old. Cruel and unreasonable, you say? Maybe, but then again there was a kid named Maxie Weinberg in my bunk…Maxie Weinberg…could he have been that Max Weinberg?…Springsteen’s future drummer???


  My Guardian Angel


  Elliot Wexler, or Uncle Elliot to me, is truly my guardian angel. He was, I am convinced, the main reason why I still love to play a very loud “E” chord.


  Elliot was my father’s college football teammate and roommate at the University of Pennsylvania. He was so close to our family that the title “uncle” just seemed perfect. I had written this section on Uncle Elliot, and frankly thought it was pretty complete. When I showed it to my agent, Bob Fleck, he suggested I really dig and discover just how this one man completely set my life course in motion. So, I am sitting here a few days after the devastation of Hurricane Katrina in 2005 trying to
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