


  Appendix WORDS FROM FRIENDS


  BOB DYLAN


  The voice of Dion came exploding out of what Allen Ginsberg called the “hydrogen-jukebox” in the fifties—the hush-hush age. Torn right from the start, he had it magically together in the mythic  sense—leveheaded and trustworthy; rhythmically there’s no mayhem—just a sense of wonder. In his voice, he tells the untold story in the seemingly secret language. How else do you explain the soulfulness of “Teenager in Love”? An unknowing ear would say it’s a song about youthful clap-trap—but it’s not, not any more than Tampa Red’s “Let Me Play with Your Poodle” is not about dogs. You can hear it in his haunted voice—street-corner hokum, sure, but also barrelhouse blues, the honky-tonk world—even the most sophisticated crooner in the most articulate way—it’s all there to put a spell on you.
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  I saw Dion way back there, when he followed Ritchie Valens and preceded Link Wray and the Wraymen. Ritchie could pitch you over the fence, and Link made you feel like you wanted to take a grotesque, despotic world and hang it with barbed wire, but Dion was no less brilliant—his level was coolheaded; he made you feel longing, excited, and entranced. “Ruby Baby” is severe, round the clock. Listen—you’ll see. Satire, cunning, fidelity, it’s all there in spades. Great singers  pass by us like a parade of nobility. There’s just something about them that rises above super-ficial culture.


  Dion comes from a time when so-so singers couldn’t cut it—they either never got heard or got exposed quick and got out of the way. To have it, you really had to have it—no smoke and mirrors then—not a minute to spare—rough and ready—glorious and grand—grieving with heartache and feeling too much but still with the always “Better not try it” attitude. If you want to hear a great singer, listen to Dion. His voice takes its color from all palettes—he’s never lost it—his genius has never deserted him.


  With a vaudevillian father and the doo-wop street corners of the Bronx as teachers, Dion learned early on that the way to be heard and reach hearts was to sing in his own rhythmic voice. And when you have a voice as deep and wide as Dion’s, that voice can take you all the way around the world and then all the way back home to the blues.


  You have to be careful with the blues. They’re strong with lust, and you can overpay for them, but they quote the law. It’s a shame more people don’t follow that law. Guy Mitchell sang that he never felt more like singing the blues, and we know what he meant. It is an honor for honor’s sake. Dion knows how to sing, and he knows just the right way to craft these songs, these blues songs. He’s got some friends here to help him out, some true luminaries. But in the end, it’s Dion by himself alone, and that masterful voice of his that will keep you returning to share these blues songs with him.


  BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN


  Italian-American rockers of the world, unite! All hail Dion, the real link between Frank Sinatra and Rock ’n’ Roll. He could’ve been in either the Rat Pack or the E Street Band if either had been lucky enough to have him. King of the Rock Swing Shuffle, “Ruby Baby,” “Runaround Sue,” “Love Came to  Me,” and, of course, “The Wanderer,” the ultimate road song. The line I got two fists of iron but I’m goin’ nowhere turns all of “The Wanderer” and its macho posturing back in on itself and grounds the music in real life—great attitude. His voice . . . swingin’ and soulful . . . his unique phrasing filled with a mixture  of street savvy and Catholic choirboy. He made a sound deeply rooted in a sense of place, New York City, summer streets, cool highways, and Ruby . . . baby . . . all night long. I’ve been lucky enough to have him cut a few of my songs. I’m gonna ask him to cut a few more just so I can learn how to sing ’em. His eye for life and the truth has not failed him; check out “King of the New York Streets” . . . and. of course, he always had the name that said it all . . . Dion.
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  Darlene Love, Bruce Springsteen, Stevie Van Zandt, Gary U.S. Bonds, and Dion, jamming.


  [image: bck_fig_004]


  Bruce and Dion.


  PETER TOWNSHEND


  After all the years that have passed, and enduring the recent past of wallowing in the mud of the latest plague to strike us down, it’s a good thing there is someone like Dion—named after a satellite of Saturn, so maybe another cosmic bandleader like Sun Ra!—to encourage us to wake up and reenter outer space.


  Inspiration is not something you can touch or feel. It is the opposite of what so many of us have been experiencing in the recent lockdowns [during the COVID-19 pandemic]. It’s like a magic dust, more potent than any drug or chemical. It comes from things we do and see, what others say and do, that sparks us into action.


  What do we all need after years of fighting this mud, wallowing in rules and regulations that may  save our lives but have killed our souls and made us crazy? We need someone who has been through all this before. The Wanderer is what we might call him. All this will pass! He shouts this as he gulps another dose of Omega-3, trying to keep his brain and heart as young as his old soul. He hauls us out, hands us our voices, guitars, and old, out-of-tune pianos, and sings us more songs that began in his heart when he was a little kid, wandering the Bronx, wondering if the war in Europe would ever end.


  “It all passed!” he shouts! Join me! Let’s make a record!


  And so, Mr. Inspiration gave us all back our jobs as the Old Ones, who must inspire those who come after. Dion, like a circling star that never fades, generates the energy and fire we need to pull  ourselves up and start again.


  Dion is a star who knows well how to start again, how to keep shining. He looks at his watch every few years. Damn! Let’s make a record. Take care. This one will blow those little white things in your ears right into your brain.


  DAVE MARSH


  WOW, ITS HAPPENING!


  I’d sit with my guitar on the stoop and sing a song like “No One Knows.”


  Dion remembers, “And when I finished, the guys in the neighborhood would say to me, ‘What a  fuckin’ song! Sing it again!’ But if I were to say it, they’d slap the shit out of me. ‘Be a man!’ ” It was the same thing when you saw guys in barrooms, listening to those incredibly sad Sinatra records. You knew exactly what they were thinking about. But you wouldn’t see anybody talking to them.


  The brilliance of these three CDs is that they do speak, and they speak in one voice. For forty years, from 1958 to 1998, Dion has made all kinds of records: doo-wop, ballads, R&B, blues, folk, singer-songwriter, rock, whatever we call the blend these days. All of it comes together, here and now, because in the end, it is one voice, one vision, one set of attitudes, one man trying to find a way  to open his heart and yours—let the feelings flood in, see what happens next. What is the story his  music tells? It’s the one about a man who yearns to know the secrets of the universe, including the greatest secret of all: how to find and accept love. He is exuberant, desperate, dragged down by the  very passions that exalt him, uplifted amid his sorrow.


  You can call this a lot of things—a vision quest, a spiritual journey, or just lookin’ for the heart of Saturday night.


  For some of us, it’s one of those names—like Donatello or Marilyn—that screams beauty. Beauty of a singular kind: Tough-guy swagger meets sensitive soul, rave-up rocker wrapped around suave balladeer. You could find all these versions of him in the songs, but who you found depended, in a way, on what  you were looking for. Girls swooned. Guys calculated how to acquire some fraction of that hard cool.


  All kinds of kids—it was just kids, then—who didn’t know how to say what needed to be said, heard Dion, and he spoke not just to them but for them. “Why must I be a teenager in love?” is not the sound of one man talking. For that matter, neither is “I Wonder Why” or “I got two fists of iron  and I’m goin’ nowhere.” Maybe you knew those guys or maybe you were those guys, but one way or another, you had those feelings. It was a voice that rang with honesty, defiance, vulnerability, and the  courage you wished you had yourself.


  He’s the Prince of the Bronx, King of the New York Streets, and the guy who had to leave town. Had to because, even though there’ll always be a little New York City in my heart, he also felt this country soul of mine right from the start. He is a hero, but he can also be a fool. In a fit of good sense, he marries Sue—who did not go out with other guys—but he also tries to be the iron-fisted Wanderer, a  role no mortal can bear for long.


  Long before John Lennon, Dion discovered the perils of being a working-class hero.


  If you really know Dion, you know this: Rock ’n’ Roll didn’t grow up into the music that conquered the world just because it was easy and fun and got you the girls. There was something deeper there, and, like Dion’s country soul, it was there right from the start. Dion heard it in Vito Picone of The Elegants singing, “Where are you, little star?” in a voice so sweet it makes the heart ache to think of it. (If you think he’s kidding when he talks about Vito as one of his biggest influences, listen to the version  of “Little Star” included here, or the one he slips into “Written on the Subway Wall.”) You heard it in the kid with the sweet voice who had the guts to admit he was sometimes nothing but a teenager in love or just a lonely teenager.


  But his hair was perfect.


  Now I’m seventeen, still alone
Wonderin’ if I should go home
Or maybe stay out on my own.


  Music was what was most unmistakably in him from the start. Dion DiMucci started singing at five, and, when someone showed up at his house with a guitar when he was ten, he got his parents  to buy him one, and he practiced ’til his fingers bled. Two years later, he heard the lovesick voice of  Hank Williams, and he was hooked for life on that mixture of happy sadness that lies at the heart of the blues in all forms. The love blossomed when he started listening to Willie Green, a Black man who worked as an apartment building superintendent. Green would sit on his stoop and sing Blues songs by Jimmy Reed and John Lee Hooker. And in another two years, Dion was singing in a local nightclub, where a small-time record impresario picked up on his talent. In ’57 he made two singles for Mohawk, the latter with his friends Angelo D’Aleo, who had a tenor to kill for, Fred Milano, the second tenor who rounded out the blend, and Carlo Mastrangelo, a killer bass singer and master of the Rock ’n’ Roll beat, whose skills as a drummer were so great that Buddy Holly tried to lure him away.


  By early 1958, they were ready for center stage. You can hear in the byplay that opens this set that they knew their way around the studio. Then they hit it, storming from the first beat. Carlo explodes, sounding like a man who can move his tongue so fast, it could drive nails (Dion says he thought about writing a song for him called “Rivet Gun”). As Carlo takes off, so does one of the most exciting doowop discs ever waxed.


  Doo-wop is rock ’n’ roll as pure innocence, four-part harmonies worked out in hallways, subway platforms, wherever an echo could be found. Its grandest moments—like Vito and The Elegants singing “Little Star,” the Cadillacs’ “Speedo,” or Nolan Strong and the Diablos on the quasi-mystical “The Wind”—are shamelessly soulful or wildly exuberant confessions of puppy love. As a result, the songs had the kind of lyrics that Steve Allen delighted in reciting on his TV show, to show that teenagers and their music were stupid.


  Right from the start, Dion ripped up that pattern.


  “I Wonder Why” has to be the most knowing, almost cynical doo-wop song of all time. The singer’s friends think he and his lover will break up—and even he has his doubts. When you’re with me, I’m sure you’re always true / When you’re away, I wonder what you do. It was that tough, smart edge—which carried over into even “Lonely Teenager,” with its homeless kid on the run, safe only as long as he’s keepin’ it hid—that made Dion different. You can’t say for sure whether this had something to do with the fact that Dion was a member of the Fordham Baldies street gang (which did not mean he had to sacrifice  his pompadour) and that the rest of the guys grew up around Arthur Avenue in the Bronx, famous for the nation’s best bread and baddest bullies. But one way or another, Dion and the Belmonts came on harder, slicker, surer, hipper than any other doo-woppers. This was the real thing—the a cappella tracks here prove that—but Dion used style as a frame, not a boundary.


  That was just as true, if not more so, when Dion and the Belmonts went their separate ways—they to continue making powerful doo-wop, he to enter the ranks of hard-core Rock ’n’ Roll with “Runaround Sue,” “The Wanderer,” and “Ruby Baby.” (He says he was working off Willie Green’s question: “Why don’t you write about people you know?”) Those records epitomize a new generation of Italian-American braggadocio, fully aware of its Sinatra heritage but veering off into badass rhythm and blues.


  There were always darker currents running beneath it. Dion continued to sing some of the deepest love ballads that any rock ’n’ roller, Black or white, had ever put down, because the details in the verses he wrote and sang often contradicted or knocked akilter the message conveyed by the chorus.


  When Dion sang I know I’ll be all right if I stay out of sight in “Lonely Teenager,” he wasn’t indulging in the shock-theater paranoia of Del Shannon in “Runaway.” He was sneaking a fragment of reality into a song that’s basically a sentimental fantasy. He opened “Runaround Sue” by crying the first lines like  a doo-wop balladeer, and then slid into a shuffling backbeat and a set of wordless exclamations that  are reminiscent of no one so much as his more-swinging, less-rocking Bronx neighbor, Bobby Darin, driving it home with the great hesitation on the punch line:


  People let me put you wise / Sue goes out with other guys. She was tougher than he was?


  Where did that come from?


  Especially since “Sue,” the biggest record of his career, was followed by “The Wanderer,” in which the ultimate womanizer finally comes to declare, I’m as happy as a clown / With my two fists of iron, I’m goin’ nowhere. Clowns aren’t happy and the destination is—oblivion? Then there was “(I Was) Born to Cry,” a cry of anguish that didn’t even pretend to be anything else (although no one at the time would have guessed it was the plain truth) and the great “Love Came to Me”: I, I live in dreams / Strange as it seems. So much for reality.


  I’m not trying to tell you these ironies, contradictions, logical discrepancies were anything like planned, or even deliberate. To pick the most notorious example, Dion says that he originally wanted to sing, “With my two fists of iron and my bottle of beer,” but he couldn’t say that and get the record  on the radio.


  But whatever Dion knew about the depth of what he was doing, he knew right from wrong. Like every other good-looking kid singer of that era, he was being groomed for a career as a saloon entertainer, playing clubs like the Copa in New York. Even though he played guitar all his life, onstage on the package rock ’n’ roll tours and in the studio, he was being put into sleek mohair and trained to sing the classy stuff with his hands empty. He even had a hit with “Where or When” by Rodgers and Hart, and “In the Still of the Night,” by Cole Porter, not the legendary doo-wop number by the Five Satins. He cut both, the Porter and the Five Satin’s version. The Belmonts did the Porter version, while Dion cut the solo effort. The process accelerated when he left the little Laurie label and joined Columbia, flagship label of the biggest media company in America.


  He started off with one of the biggest hits of his career, a blistering remake of “Ruby Baby,” the old Drifters hit, turning their midtempo harmony into rock ’n’r oll with a swinging backbeat. But all the showbiz pros knew that kind of music was a dead end. So his managers had him buy orchestra arrangements for his supper-club dates. They cost $25,000, a fortune to a kid who’d grown up in an apartment where the rent was 36 bucks a month. But Dion hated what those charts did to his music so bad, he went home and burned the damned things. And didn’t look back.


  He was a little nuts; he had a drug problem and he womanized. He was scared witless by leaving the secure world of Arthur Avenue, where the gangs existed in part to stomp anyone who entered uninvited. (He remembers coming home with Frankie Lymon, another teenage rock ’n’ roll genius who happened to be Black, and having to fight their way back out.) But even then, Dion knew where his  soul was. His life might be fouled up, but he drew the line at messing with the music.


  He still had his hits, right up through “Donna, The Prima Donna” and “Drip Drop,” both top ten in late 1963. Then the Beatles invaded, and the pop world wobbled as its axis changed. Dion didn’t chart a record for the next year, and when he did, his version of Chuck Berry’s “Johnny B. Goode” hit number 71 and sank like a stone.


  When the Beatles arrived, those rock ’n’ roll Goliaths began to seem like dinosaurs. Though Chuck Berry snuck in a couple of hits in ’64, Little Richard got more attention for having played with the Fab Four than for the solid R&B he was still singing. Elvis movies kept the grosses up for a while, but Jerry Lee Lewis was left nowhere to go but country.


  Dion left the Bronx and moved to Manhattan. He hung out in Greenwich Village amid the folk revival, meeting people like singer-songwriter Tom Paxton and hanging with producer Tom Wilson at Bob Dylan sessions. Dion hadn’t outgrown rock ’n’ roll , but when he signed with Columbia, he fell under the influence of the great John Hammond Sr., discoverer of Billie Holiday, Count Basie, and  Aretha Franklin, who turned Dion on to the country blues. Dion added a passion for Robert Johnson to his longtime love of Jimmy Reed and John Lee Hooker. He and Hammond never made a record together, but the influence is unmistakable.


  He wasn’t having hits, but he was still making records—and some of them were among his best ever. On his version of Paxton’s “I Can’t Help But Wonder Where I’m Bound,” which went nowhere in 1965, he sang like a man with his soul at stake. For a good long while, Dion had been ready to make a more personal and reflective kind of music—you could trace it back to “Gonna Make It Alone” on  the Ruby Baby album.


  But he was still a long ways from home. “Talk about losin’ the thread! I lost it in the sixties,” he says now. He remembered Willie Green, on the stoop, telling him that Rebel Without a Cause was nonsense. “When you rebel for the truth, you really got something.” In Dion’s records from this period, where he overturns all pretense of teen idolhood to sing songs like “Spoonful,” “I’m Your Hoochie Coochie Man,” and “Gloria—and sing them well—you can feel him edging closer to that ideal. Not that he could get all that close with a monkey on his back.


  But he also felt what was slipping away. “When we first started making albums, the photographer  would say, ‘Put out that cigarette. Put down that glass of whiskey, and smile!’ It seemed like after JFK was assassinated and Dylan put out that Times They Are A-Changin’ album, you weren’t allowed to smile on your record covers anymore.”


  Far from rejecting rock ’n’ roll , Dion recorded some, reuniting with the Belmonts to sing latter-day doo-wop in a short-lived stint with ABC Records after Columbia released him in early ’66. He made good music, but not great music, and the reason, as much as anything else, was that the drugs were running his life. His heroin addiction kept up even after he left Manhattan and moved to suburban Nyack. The depiction of this period in his autobiography, The Wanderer, and in his courageous single “Your Own Backyard,” is as pathetic as anything you’ll ever run into. The fact that his career seemed over—and why wouldn’t it? No rock ’n’ rollerl had ever made a comeback from that far down—didn’t exactly slow things down.


  Finally, in 1968, his father-in-law suggested that Dion get some help. He kicked his addiction, not for the first time, but this time, he stayed sober. He hadn’t made it alone, but, by the grace of God and  with a lot of love, he’d made it.


  Over the next several years, Dion transformed himself. He looked different, hair longer and shaggier, wearing glasses and hats. More important, his music was different. Instead of hiding like that lonely teenager, he stepped out in front as the person he really was. Instead of singing “I Was Born to Cry,” he sang “Born to Be With You.” On a series of singer-songwriter-style records, he made confessions—some of them so naked they were almost frightening, like “Your Own Backyard”; some of them virtually beatific, like “Sanctuary”; and some simply heartbreaking like, “New York City Song”  and “Running Close Behind You.”


  Dion hadn’t been straight long when he even found another hit to pour his heart into. In 1968, a young writer named Dick Holler came to him with an uptempo gospel song based on the assassinations of Abraham Lincoln, Martin Luther King, and John F. Kennedy. Dion loved the song, but he heard it in a mellower mode, a sort of folk-rock anthem. Accompanied by guitar, harp, glissandos, and horn and string sections, his almost unbearably wistful vocal took “Abraham, Martin and John” to #4 on the Billboard charts that fall. Ironically, none of the big labels was interested in releasing it; the record came out on Laurie.


  Laurie put out the album at Christmas. Called simply Dion, it put “Abraham, Martin and John” into his new musical context, alongside a shimmering, virtually psychedelic pop-folk arrangement of Jimi Hendrix’s “Purple Haze” (an arrangement that even Jimi himself admired when Dion played it for him) and the definitive rendition of Fred Neil’s folk standard, “The Dolphins.” Both those songs portray  a new Dion, shorn of swagger but still a great singer, scatting at the end of “Purple Haze,” winding through the sinuous melody of “The Dolphins” as if those harp glissandos behind the gorgeous melodies were doo-wopping.


  Dion’s inner search was no longer implied—it had become the center of his music and the story it told. It wasn’t always sweet. On the flip side of “Abraham, Martin and John” was a blues song Dion  had tossed off in a local studio not long after moving to Miami. “Daddy Rollin’ ” is as mean as any blues/ rock ever made. It’s hard to say what better expresses the dread at the song’s center—the crude, bass-heavy electric guitar riff or the ravaged sweetness of the singing. It’s the redemption of his love for the blues, the proof of his boast on “Your Own Backyard,” that I can do anything I wanna do / I do it straight / I do it better, too.


  “Your Own Backyard,” his debut single on Warner Bros., came out in mid-1970. It’s a precisely detailed anti-drug sermon, Dion’s first detailed depiction of his life as a junkie and alcoholic: “My idea  of having a good time,” he says in faltering, quasi-stoned cadences, “was sittin’ with my head between my knees.”


  Over the next six years, Dion made five fine albums: Sit Down Old Friend, You’re Not Alone, Sanctuary, Suite for Late Summer, and Streetheart for Warners. All are steeped in confessional autobiography, in the singer-songwriter mold. He also toured the remnants of the folkie coffeehouse circuit, accompanied by nothing but his own guitar. At its best, the spareness of this music marries the beauty of Dion’s original rock ’n’ roll with a very adult lyrical perspective.


  That’s what makes up the core of the second disc of this set.


  Those records didn’t make Dion a celebrity again. From 1970 to 1989, he would be absent from the singles charts, and though he made a series of excellent albums for various labels, his last chart-making album in that period was Reunion: Live at Madison Square Garden 1972—another regrouping with the Belmonts—released in 1973.


  But Dion didn’t fail. He continued to make excellent music, which he’d learned was the essential task. The result is an artistic triumph, and not a small one. There is no other first-generation rock ’n’  roll star who could have made this set, because none of the others continued to develop a personal voice and used it into the third and fourth and fifth decades after Eric Clapton and Dion’s initial eruption onto the rock scene.


  Dion has done this over and over again, no matter how many or how few were paying attention. His music remained a single story, but like any good tale, it developed continually in scene after scene. After a tense, difficult 1975 session with Phil Spector that produced the fine single, “Born to Be with  You,” but not much else of note, he recorded with the producers Cashman and West. Return of the Wanderer and Fire in the Night came out in 1978 and 1979, respectively, on their Lifesong label. Each contained several interesting reflections on living as a sober adult, especially “We Don’t Talk Anymore,”  a shrewd appraisal of marital communications in tatters. In songs like “(I Used to Be a) Brooklyn Dodger” and “Lookin’ for the Heart of Saturday Night,” Dion found a new perspective on his past. As Greil Marcus wrote in Rolling Stone, such songs represent “one man’s attempt to keep faith with the past without being trapped by it.”


  Beginning with 1980’s Inside Job, which contained “The Truth Will Set You Free,” his most detailed description of the relationship between growing up in the Bronx and his Catholic Christian faith, Dion made five gospel-oriented albums (including Put Away My Idols, which garnered both a Dove Award and a Grammy nomination in 1983).


  In 1989, he returned to making secular music with the fine Yo, Frankie for Clive Davis’s Arista lab. The album put him back on the charts, albeit briefly and in the lower rungs, and he toured for a time with Lou Reed, one of the contemporary rock giants most heavily influenced by Dion’s hits. The themes  and his vocal style hadn’t changed that much, which is in itself quite a surprise—again, it was something none of his ’50s peers had managed. Like all the rest, his influence was everywhere (try to imagine  Bruce Springsteen or Billy Joel without Dion to set the stage), but those who knew enough to seek out his current music were never let down. Dion’s talent and commitment to music never wavered. He held on to his vision of love and the blues, and he never surrendered his belief in the worth of searching through one to find the other. That’s what carried him through. 


  He didn’t record as often in the ’90s, but when he did, the results were often superb. His versions of “Mean Woman Blues,” from the 1990 tribute album The Last Temptation of Elvis, and “Turn Me Loose” (redeeming a Fabian hit), from Till the Night Is Gone, the 1995 CD paying tribute to songwriter Doc Pomus, who wrote “Teenager in Love” as well as the interpolation of “Little Star” into Written on the Subway Wall, all showed that Dion remains at heart a rock ’n’ roll singer. So does “Shu-Bop,” an up-to-date slice of doo-wop he put together in 1999. The
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	Dion DiMucci, Mike Aquilina



	41.
	Abraham, Martin, and John
	Dick Holler



	42.
	Soft Parade of Years
	Dion DiMucci, Bill Tuohy



	48.
	King of the New York Streets
	Dion DiMucci, Bill Tuohy
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Through out my life, | have watched Dick Clark present a legion of
talent. Presenting him tonight is definitely a pivotal moment in my life. In
an era when there was no such thing as teenagers (let alone teenage
music) While we were living our parents lives Rock & Roll pulled us from
that shadow - and gave us a voice - gave us our own culture; our own

identity and an expression all our own.

1955 glued to my radio, | devoured every note from Alan Freed's
"Moondog Show",

Then from Philadelphia, "American Bandstand" - an endless river of
talent flowed directly into my second story apartment in Bronx, New York
City. | felt the fury of this New Rock & Roll music dance across my living
room floor.

Chuck Berry, Bo Diddley, Jerry Lee Lewis and Little Richard. Hangin'
out as a street corner poet, burnt to the bone with the fire of my own
ambition, | fantasized things like making love to Marilyn Monroe and
appearing on Dick Clark's show.

Only one of those things would come true!. At my first appearance on
Bandstand, | was so painfully shy - Dick not only asked the questions... he
had to answer them too, because all | could do was shrug ..., there was
stark terror in his eyes, as | remember it. ’

Dick Clark created a unifying tread between the east and west coast,
between different cultures, and among the races. In the music world, Dick
Clark was the bridge between radio "n" TV. Without singing a note, without
striking a single chord, without cutting a solitary record, Dick Clark has
emerged as a titan in the music business.

Standing high among the very tallest, he has more than paid rent for
the space he occupies on out planet. Forged as he is from legendary
loyalty and compassion, he remains ageless and timeless.

In our rapidly changing Rock & Roll World, he is the_one dependable
constant, always himself and always in style.

It's been my pleasure to know Dick as a friend for the past 35 years.

His record has a great beat ... but you can't dance to him. Yet on his
own scale, we give him a 100 because he has made our songs, his song.
The integrity of his life and his unique approach and vision have lit our
entire world. e s

adies and gentlemen ...Dick Clark!
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