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			THE ROOF: The Beatle’s Final Concert

			HE WAS THERE! There were just a handful of people in the immediate area where the Beatles played as a live band for the last time. As former U.S. manager of Apple Records, Ken Mansfield offers a personal, entertaining, and historically accurate look at the Beatles’ last concert while introducing readers to the inside stories and reflections of the Beatles and other characters in the vibrant decade of the sixties. All are interwoven with colorful descriptions on the workings, realities, and the true characters behind the cultural phenomenon that defined a generation. View the modern music industry from someone who was part of its growth and who lets you experience moments of music history that will never come again. Ken Mansfield was there!

			“I lived through the record industry’s most exciting years with Ken…it is a pleasure to experience so much of it all again through the accuracy of his story telling and the clarity of his memory.”

			—Peter Asher, Peter and Gordon, A&R Chief of Apple Records, Multi Platinum producer

			PHILCO

			Philco—a man whose name evokes the distant past—enters this world on the side of a desolate country road, having no idea who he is or why he is here. With only a satchel full of items holding clues to his identity, he travels to places both imaginary and real—following the answers that unfold along the way. Once Upon Another Time, There Was This Place, But You Can’t Get There Anymore…From Here.

			“If there was ever a ranking of ‘Top 100 Most Interesting Lives in History,’ Ken Mansfield would be on it. In Philco, he brings his experience and imagination to bear for you. This is a story that will stay with you forever.” 

			—Andy Andrews, New York Times bestselling author of The Traveler’s Gift and The Noticer

			ROCK AND A HEART PLACE

			A raw, sensitive, and unforgettable journey from sex, drugs, and rock and roll to sweet salvation. Ken takes readers on a mesmerizing journey alongside members of some of music’s most iconic bands, including Kansas, Ozzy Osbourne, Korn, Prince, The Turtles, and The Byrds, just to name a few. Their recollections of the way things were offers a backstage pass into a bizarre world that in the end reveals the bigger picture of God’s purpose for our lives.

			“This fascinating and fun-to-read book is loaded with inside stories of some of our favorite music-makers. It is a classic reminder that regardless what messes our family or friends might encounter, the Creator is greater; nobody is beyond hope, and there is no need to give up on anyone!”

			—Ken Abraham, New York Times bestselling author

			STUMBLING ON OPEN GROUND

			A story of trial and faith like those found in the books of Esther and Job. It’s a private dialogue between Ken, his wife Connie, and the God who transformed them in the middle of a heartbreaking disease.

			“Ken is jarringly honest about everything—life, success, fame, disillusionment, faith, cancer.... This book might make you a little uncomfortable, but that’s probably why you should read it.”

			—Bernie Leadon, founding member of The Eagles 

			BETWEEN WYOMINGS

			Subtitled (My God and an iPod on the Open Road) is a modern-day Ecclesiastes tale, where with his wife, Connie, and a van named Moses, Ken metaphorically recreates the travels that took him into the homes and careers of entertainment legends. Readers are called to reflect on the highways of their own lives, the turns and detours that press them into the heart of a Creator who has been there all along.

			“Mansfield’s prayerful musings are quite extraordinary.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			THE WHITE BOOK

			An insider’s view of an era that invites readers to know the characters of The Beatles and the musicians of their time—the bands that moved an industry and a culture to a whole new rhythm. This engaging and unusual account spans some of the most fertile and intense decades in music history.

			“There is something quite Lennonesque about Ken Mansfield’s soul searching—his tales are astonishingly clear and vivid.”

			—Barnes&Noble.com
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The Long and Winding Road

			Past, present, and future abruptly blend into a rock and holy roll reflection in this uncanny presentation of outside facts and inside feelings by the author. As far apart as Bodega Bay, the Bible, and the Beatles would appear to be, Ken Mansfield draws them together via that intrinsic road map that dwells within the heart of every man and every woman.

			Homerically, the journey itself is often the splendorous part of any destination. Ken’s cryptic endeavor to assemble fragments of life’s travels into some sense of eventual discovery, direction, and purpose of pilgrimage is the precious point of departure that force launches each reader back into their own personal time warps. There is no intent and no intensity in these revelations, only an intentional Vonneguttian bounce between events and musings. The Beatles, The Bible and Bodega Bay are parts and pieces that fit within the realm and range of either our imagined or empirically perceived realities. You are invited to absorb these offerings as you would a suntan. Afterward, you will probably look good in a white shirt or pale blue earrings.
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Here, There, and Everywhere

			THE BEATLES

			In the history of twentieth-century popular music, no one has ever been, or possibly will ever be, as monumentally famous as Elvis Presley and the Beatles. The following pages offer a gentle, inside, and unique look at four of these five people as they traveled a musical bridge across the Atlantic Ocean into the hearts of their fans—and especially into the life of one young American record executive.

			THE BIBLE

			In the history of the printed word, no book has sold as many copies or lasted as long as this powerful collection of stories, observations, and parables. No other assemblage of authors’ predictions and wisdom has ever proved as dependable or shaped the character of mankind as much as this inspired publication. Its words traveled an even longer distance across time into the heart of this same man.

			BODEGA BAY

			Historically famous as the home of Alfred Hitchcock’s The Birds and one of northern California’s last active fishing villages, Bodega Bay is a picturesque jewel-like town on the beautiful and turbulent Sonoma coast. While confusing to travelers, the siren attraction to those who dwell here is the enchanting juxtaposition of clapboard buildings, fine restaurants, rural attitudes, upscale art galleries, wine tastings by the sea, rugged fishermen, and exclusive country club homes that quietly share this scenic and sheltered harbor. It is to this place our time-torn traveler has taken his souvenirs and tattered baggage to unpack and put away.





Author’s Bent, Intent, and Lament

			As a record producer to many famous recording artists over the years, I have become used to product review and criticism. Therefore I will now take a different approach to this whole process and pre-answer the predictable criticism of the ramblings found bound between these covers.

			To those who suggest that this is really two different books, I gently respond, “No it isn’t.” I can’t write about recollections of the places I have been without the foundational realities of where I am now. If I had written this book twenty years ago, the chapters sandwiched between my Beatles remembrances would have probably been about drugs, rock concerts, and wild parties. My hard years in the music business are the reasons why I have now found a soft place out of the mainstream.

			My nature has always been to live in the extremes. Nothing was more extreme than life in the fast lane of the entertainment world; nothing is more extremely beautiful than the peace I have now in my musings here on the edge of nowhere. The Beatles stories are mainly about my twenties and thirties, when my hormones were raging at an intensity matched only by my unbridled ambition. Now that the sun and the greater part of my daredevil determinations are simultaneously sinking slowly into the western horizon, I ask the reader to look at these times in a complete framework of what ultimately our lives are all about. If I had had any concept then about the whole picture, I would have probably planned things a little differently.

			I hope everyone who reads this can find themselves somewhere in these chapters and will be surprised in the realization of how much there eventually is to each of us. The younger man in London—on top of the Apple building (and the world!) as he watches the Beatles perform for the last time—and the older man on a remote Sonoma beach—on his knees looking out to sea and into the heart of his Creator—are the same person. Yes, this is one story. It is written in the present, but it relives the call of the rock and roll world that still rings in my ears like a restless echo out of the past. It also reflects ahead to another roll call from the “Rock of Eternity”—eternity: the long part of our existence––that lives in my heart like a peaceful cool stream flowing into my future. Every man and every woman must have three elements to qualify for existence: a past, a present, and a future. If one of these is missing—then so are you!

			For those who still insist that this is two different books, then consider The Beatles, The Bible and Bodega Bay as a “two for one” offer. If that doesn’t work and the “other” stuff is of no interest, simply treat it like a hamburger—take the meat out and just eat the lettuce. Enjoy—and as John Lennon’s mother once told him: “You’ve eaten the spuds, now give peas a chance.”
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A Foreword from Back Then
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Preludes





 

			THE BEATLES

			There are places I remember all my life

			Though some have changed

			Some forever not for better

			Some have gone and some remain

			All these places have their moments

			With lovers and friends I still can recall

			Some are dead and some are living

			In my life I loved them all

			Lennon and McCartney

			THE BIBLE

			The whole Bible was given to us by inspiration from God

			and is useful to teach us what is true

			and to make us realize what is wrong in our lives;

			it straightens us out and helps us do what is right.

			It is God’s way of making us well prepared at every point,

			fully equipped to do good to everyone.

			2 Timothy 3:16–17

			BODEGA BAY

			There before me lies the mighty ocean,

			Teeming with life of every kind, both great and small.

			And look! See the ships!

			And over there, the whale you made to play in the sea.

			Every one of these depends on you to give them daily food.

			You supply it, and they gather it.

			You open wide your hand to feed them

			and they are satisfied with all your bountiful provision.

			Psalm 104:25–28





Hands Across the Water

			AUGUST 1968





 

			Somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean

			I peer out the little oval window into the clouds, searching for the coastline. Still in a state of disbelief, I try to discern the transitional point in my life that brought me out of a small town in northern Idaho into this moment and this airplane as it prepares for the approach to Heathrow Airport, London, England, Europe—the Beatles!

			Less than a year after the death of manager Brian Epstein, the Beatles are masterminding their own business empire, Apple Industries. Ron Kass, the president of Apple Industries, notified Stanley Gortikov, the president of Capitol Industries, that he and the “lads” are considering asking me to become the U.S. manager of their record division, Apple Records. They asked that I join them in London for a dramatic and insightful series of Apple-related meetings. It seems that washing my feet, brushing the potato peels out of my hair, working my way through college, and then scrambling my way up through the corporate ranks at Capitol Records, Hollywood, is paying off in a way I never imagined. I still have a hard time extricating myself from the small-town country boy within: dust to above the ankles, dirt roads, rolling hills, quiet fields, and simple surroundings. This world is precisely 6,071 miles and just as many light years away from my Idaho beginnings and the Nez Perce Indian reservation lands where I grew up—a world with no freebies, no frills, no backstage passes, no fish and chips wrapped in newspaper, no bobbies on horseback, no afternoon teas, and certainly no Fab Four.

			As I continue to gaze out the window, the airplane becomes a reverse time capsule as we fall together into my destiny:

			I’m traveling with Stanley Gortikov and Capitol’s head of Press and Publicity, Larry Delaney. Apple A&R man, Peter Asher (of Peter and Gordon fame and an old friend of mine by now), is scheduled to pick us up at London’s Heathrow Airport. Gortikov’s straightforward admonition on the way to LAX (Los Angeles International Airport)—that the Beatles currently account for approximately 50 percent of Capitol’s business—keeps running through my head. Fifty percent! As he subtly puts it, “When it has to do with the Beatles—there is no margin for error.”

			 

			July 1968

			London

			Apple moves into new offices at 3 Savile Row.

			The Beatles attend the world premiere of the animated film Yellow Submarine at the London Pavilion.

			Work on their new album, The Beatles (referred to worldwide as the White Album), continues at EMI and Trident Studios. This immense recording project was started at George’s Esher Surrey home studio in May, and at this point, stood at about a dozen songs in various stages of completion.

			The Beatles close down their Baker Street Apple Boutique. The one on Kings Road suffered the same defeat a few weeks later.

			 

			At the Capitol Tower back in Hollywood after our trip, Bob York, my immediate superior and the VP general manager of the company, summons me into his office to discuss my new responsibilities and to let me know in no uncertain terms that I am to “keep it together” as far as the Beatles and the Apple staffers are concerned. In order to make my job easier, he informs me that I do not have to get approvals for my travel, expenditures, or schedules. In fact, I will not even be required to explain my whereabouts or what I am doing—as long as I “keep it together”! At this point, I expect Glen Wallichs, the founder and chairman of the board of Capitol, to call me over to his home next and instruct me to “keep it together” with the Beatles just to be sure I get the message from the complete executive hierarchy of the company! I do get the message, but more than that, Capitol Records has just handed me a first-class ticket to ride on a long and wonderfully winding road into the most amazing place and time in musical history.

			 

			AUGUST 1968

			Los Angeles

			In response to an invitation by the Beatles, Stanley Gortikov, president of Capitol Industries; along with Ken Mansfield, national promotion manager-director of Artist Relations; and Larry Delaney, press and publicity chief for the label, fly to London to begin strategy meetings pertaining to the release of Apple Records’ product in the U.S.A.

			Upon return to Los Angeles, Mansfield is promoted to Capitol’s Director of Independent Labels, and the Beatles and Ron Kass select him to be their U.S. manager of Apple Records.

			 

			I stop dream-staring out the window and begin straining to see land. Suddenly, I see sparkling lights way off and way down below; I’m seeing England for the first time! Then I realize that because we have taken the typical north-southeast approach, we are being blessed with a night view of portions of Scotland, Ireland, and northern England. The stewardess shakes me out of my wonderment and asks if I want coffee or tea with my breakfast. “Coffee please…no wait, I’ll have tea.” I better get used to it!

			I twist off the wind tunnel of air above me and pull close the thin excuse for a blanket. My body remains in an odd angular relationship to the seat so that I can still search for the coastline. I feel like a kid: wrapped in a blanket, excited, nervous, and gawking out the window like I have never been on an airplane before.

			As the runway comes into sight, the view from the oval window looks cold, rainy, and bleak.

			God, I am scared.
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			The Apple Meetings. Using George as the common point, the layout of the participants in the hotel suite becomes apparent in these two pictures. It still seems odd to me that at least one of these megamoney groups—Apple or Capitol or the Beatles—couldn’t have afforded a larger suite for these meetings. It does speak for the purity of purpose within the Beatles’ hearts, however. Besides, the long meetings in close proximity like this did help draw us closer together. (above, l-r) Back of George’s Head, Ron Kass, Paul, Ken, Ringo, Stan Gortikov, Mal Evans, John’s head in lower right-hand corner. (left, l-r) Larry Delaney, Neil Aspinall, Peter Asher, and George.





Lost at Sea

			June 1995

			Twenty-seven years later





 

			Bodega Bay, California

			There is something incredibly lonely about the ocean. Its vastness, emptiness, depth, and immense proportions are absolutely overwhelming at times. My perceived self-importance becomes quickly reduced in direct relationship to my contemplation of its grandeur. Its beauty is unmatched, yet that in itself lies diminished by the power that surges forth out of the heart of its very existence. The passage of time and the distance of purpose have cast me upon these uncertain shores, a million memories away from the cities, concerts, crowds, and careening choruses that filled and fueled my heart and hopes for over a third of a century. The applause has grown still with age and the fading stars no longer come out at night, leaving me to face the future of my past reluctantly subdued and at peace. At this point I am somehow expecting the proverbial fat lady to come running out onto the beach singing loudly, kicking sand in the air while clutching a torn backstage pass to her abundant and heaving chest.

			Now a wondering warrior, I am left to stand here on the very edge of the world like a brazened bullfighter challenging a gracious beast that at any moment could relegate me and all my frailties into unfathomed nothingness.

			Like the songs I once loved, I find that there is a rhythm to the movement of the waves as they explore the shore. They offer forth both a welcome and an implied inaccessibility that puts their allure into the dream realm. They beckon until I feel as if I could be a part of them, and yet, they are so compelling and aloof that I can’t even imagine touching them. The ocean dictates authority and withdraws into submission all at the same time. It calls and defers unabashedly into perchance exuberance. To love the ocean is like attaching your emotions to a waif that wanders at will, nonchalantly beckoning while ignoring your sensibilities and weaknesses. It summons and rejects in the same sweeping motion. It soothes and destroys in a singular complex movement. It offers only cold indifference while warmly alluding to everything good that has ever dwelled within its depths. Finally, God’s very essence comes pouring forth as I offer my confession before its elegance in a cleansing moment of repentance and humility.

			As in life, I feel like a pretender when I come before the judgment of the shore. It ignores me and dictates to me simultaneously. I am in control because I can walk away at will, yet it demeans me in its subtlety. I come before the waves to weep and wonder, to rejoice and request, to laugh and let go. It is here because it is; I am here because I am drawn.

			Like the woman I love, it smells and feels good to me. Like her, there are certain things I can depend on, things that will never change or go away. There are also things that I deem crucially important, and they cause me to reconsider and become more forgiving of the things that displease me. I begin to drift and eventually count it all of no account except for the God I worship, the woman I love, and the children that are the blood of my blood. I succumb at the sea edge to the inevitability of this mysterious perpetual exchange: I look down and the waves are touching my soles; I look up and his Word is touching my soul.

			Most of all, I become filled with love as I kneel before the tide lines. I think of God almost without ceasing whenever I am within striking distance of the coast. His way is one of unquestioning acceptance. He asks so little and gives so much. He gives the most and gives it first. When I am able to look past myself and get a glimpse of his greatness, I can’t help but sense that I have fallen into his uplifting grace and stumbled skyward into the deepest and greatest relationship on Earth.

			If only for a minute he could look down from above as I pass before his gaze and say, “This is my child, in whom I am well pleased”—oh! that would be a day of celebration, my happiest day of all! The very thought of being pleasing to Almighty God….

			Suddenly I realize the chill around my ankles is the cold water of a rising tide. I face the sunset and feel the warmth of his loving hands on my shoulders; I listen quietly as he speaks silent words of blessed assurance into my waiting heart. Once again adrift in meditation, I have become lost at sea.

			The tide and I withdraw from the shore in unison, both retreating into his eternal purpose. The in-between of getting to the here from the there of my life is a blatant blur by his design.

			As I ease to the east, I wonder to the west what lies in store for me tomorrow; the tide ebbs in obedience to its eternal purpose and doesn’t give it a thought.

			I do know that we will all be here in the morning.

			 

			A thousand years are but as yesterday to you! They are like a single hour! We glide along the tides of time as swiftly as a racing river, and vanish as quickly as a dream.

			Psalm 90:4–5





‘50s Rock and Roll

			SEPTEMBER/OCTOBER 1990

			Five years earlier





 

			Beverly Hills, California

			“Sooo—when are you writing your book?”

			I looked across the table into the face of a very familiar but much different Ringo Starr from the Ringo I first met more than twenty-five years ago. His features had deepened yet seemed to have softened with the passing years. We last saw each other about four years earlier here in Los Angeles but under much different circumstances.

			At that time, Ringo and his wife, Barbara Bach, had decided to leave L.A., so Ringo invited a few old friends over for a goodbye get-together. As the evening eased to an end, Ringo, Harry Nilsson, Alan Pariser, Timothy Leary, and I were standing in a semicircle in front of the fireplace in his den. Our ladies were in the other room with Barbara. We were winding down our recollections of how we had all met when suddenly Ringo and I realized that we were staring at each other. We both knew what was happening. We were searching familiar faces looking for the two young fellows we had met a quarter of a century earlier. I love the hardy Englishman loyalty to old friendships that prompted him to say warmly for my benefit before the small gathering, “But I’ve known you the longest, Ken.”

			For a transcendent portion of the last fifty years, we had both done about as much to our bodies, minds, spirits, and lives as we could with the plethora of drugs and “fast lane” living that was at our disposal for so long. I left Apple in late 1969, but Ringo and I had kept in touch over the years, keeping mutual friends and traditionally sharing the New Years’ Eve ritual during the times we both lived in “Lost” Angeles. Eventually things began unraveling for both of us, on different levels, as the ’80s wound down. We each bailed out of Hollyweird: Ringo via the Sierra Tucson Rehabilitation Clinic in Arizona on the way to his “Rocca Bella” digs in Monte Carlo, while I flew upwind in that wintertime period of my life and took the northern route along California’s rugged Mendocino coast. After an ill-fated layover there, I made a sharp right turn, eventually crash landing in Nashville, Tennessee. Like a sorry gutted goose, I migrated southward, back into the “night life” weakened arms of my old “outlaw” cowboy friends for a much needed soft landing into familiar territory.

			But back to Ringo’s question. “My book? Well…I have had a lot of offers,” I replied, “but my memories aren’t quite sleazy enough, and that is all everybody is looking for!”

			“Why don’t you just make things up?” he offered. “That’s what the rest of them have done!” The wry look on his face was one of both helpless consternation and gentle acceptance of so-called “insiders” and their literary distortion of the Beatles, both historically and as individuals. He framed all this with a suggested shrug of the shoulders and an implied “What the hey, I’m used to it” toss of the head.
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			Ringo and Ken

			“Oddly enough,” I told him, “my memories of the Apple days and my times with the Beatles are more like scenes from A Hard Day‘s Night or Help! That is really how I see the period of time I spent with the four of you. In fact, I always had the feeling that you guys presented a certain ‘proper’ and upbeat side to me so that I would be impressed with the great business sense you had in running Apple. I felt you were putting on this contrivance so I could see how together you all were. I had it all figured out that you wanted me to be enthused with the great Apple enterprises so that after a few days at 3 Savile Row, I would be sent back to the States pumped, hustled, and primed—totally ready to really go to work for you.”

			Ringo cocked his head as he shot a sideways glance to our mutual, longtime friend and attorney Bruce Grakal, who had joined us for this little reunion. (I had known both of them long before they had met and yet, ironically, had nothing to do with introducing them or establishing their business relationship.) I had learned over the years that this particular version of Ringo’s collection of many animated looks meant that somewhere soon in this conversation I was going to be the recipient of a Beatlestyle barb, the type that he and the other “lads” made famous over the years during interviews and press conferences. (Ringo always gave new dimension to the term “Starr struck”!)

			 

			1989

			March

			Ringo and Buck Owens re-record “Act Naturally.”

			August

			Ringo obtains restraining order in an Atlanta court barring Chips Moman and CRS Records from releasing a project recorded in Memphis two years earlier.

			 

			“Oh yes, Ken, the Beatles really didn’t have that much to do in those days. We would just sit around and think of ways that we could act to impress you—sort of an all-out effort by the four of us to convince you that we were important enough to warrant your incredible music industry talents! You know, to this day we still consider your visits as the times of our finest performances!” His delivery of this zinger embarrassed me into the realization of how wrapped up in my own world I had been in the early days. I had actually believed that, just like everything else, even the Beatles world revolved around me.

			We were having dinner that night at Portofino, a restaurant in the Beverly Hillcrest Hotel where I was staying. I had called him in Monte Carlo about two weeks earlier with an idea and a business proposition. He expressed interest and asked if I would fly in from Nashville to discuss things further since he was going to be in Los Angeles for a few days in about two weeks. Fortunately, and coincidentally, I was producing a new record on the legendary “Flying Burrito Brothers” at that time and had wanted to do the mixes in Los Angeles. I agreed, and over the phone we found that we were capable of finalizing arrangements to meet and have a long overdue dinner without the customary aid of agents and managers.

			When we met in the lobby, it was obvious that we were curious as to how the other would look. Comparatively speaking, we both looked and felt great. The last time we had seen each other, we both had a lot of room for improvement. Ringo was five feet eight inches tall and weighed only ninety-seven pounds (seven stone). I was five feet nine and so skinny and drawn that I could sit on a dime and you could still read “In God We Trust” around the edges! (Ringo joked during dinner about his new lifestyle: “Now I exercise and play golf. I am free of drugs and alcohol; I eat right, take good care of myself, plus I attend classes. In fact, I’ve finally become everyone I used to hate!”)

			We ate, talked, reminisced, and laughed like old school chums. It was simple fun with good simple people. In the ’60s I had looked forward to the time when the Beatles “thing” would be over so Ringo and I could just be friends. I always really liked him back then but knew that his intense fame would probably preclude him from being a normal pal with anybody outside of a small group of longtime mates. Because of the fleeting nature of fame, I figured it would all be over someday and then we could just hang out and brag about our “fifteen minutes” and what big deals we all were in the “old days.” I had no idea that the Beatles would be an eternal force in rock and roll and the entertainment industry. Even today, more than thirty years later, there is a class difference between a superstar of Beatles proportions and everyone else in this exclusive rock and roll galaxy. To his credit, superstar Ringo has a way of ignoring all that—most of the time.

			That night over my Cabernet wine and his cranberry juice, he told me that for the first time in years he was totally free of all contracts. (In other words: Mr. Starkey is open to something new and officially able to do anything he wants. The rock doctor is in!) We agreed that I would represent him to the record companies for his first new album of studio rock and roll in almost a decade. The resulting album became the 1992 Private Music/BMG release Time Takes Time. Also that night, I felt that my silence had been noted and honored, and that Ringo had released me to write about my feelings and memories of my time with the Beatles and Apple Records.

			My negotiations on Ringo’s behalf with Private Music’s president Ron Goldstein and label owner Peter Baumann were greatly enhanced by the fact that Ringo had a unique marketing appeal to their company. Private Music had earned a reputation as a successful New Age label, largely due to the success of Yanni and Suzanne Ciani. Baumann, however, wanted more, and decided to open up his vision of becoming a full spectrum pop and contemporary music label. Having one of the Beatles as your calling card into the rock and roll part of this (ad)venture was stepping forward briskly with a pretty heavy opening act—prestige with a capital B. Peter was also smart enough to know that, in time, a Ringo Starr product would have incredible historic value; therefore, he was able to approach the investment musically, strategically, and corporately. Because he was a Beatles fan, he also found the whole idea pleasantly personal.

			The whole Private Music relationship began the next day after my dinner with Ringo and Bruce. I flew home to Nashville in the morning and started making calls from my office that afternoon. My first call was right back to L.A.—to Private Music A&R chief Jamie Cohen.

			 

			1990

			May

			Ringo contributes a new recording and video of “I Call Your Name” to the Lennon Scholarship Fund Concert in Liverpool.

			September

			Ringo, Ken Mansfield, and attorney Bruce Grakal dineat Portofino in Beverly Hills to discuss production of Ringo’s first official studio album since 1983.

			 

			Jamie had recently told me about the internal musical desires at Private Music, and I felt this venture was just what they were looking for. For me, they had all the elements that I felt Ringo needed in a new recording situation. He needed personal attention and expected proper respect for someone of his stature. He was fed up with bad experiences, including a lot of the attitudes of the major label syndrome; but at the same time, he needed the power of a major distribution system. Private Music, by concept, was probably the only totally perfect place for him at that time. They were distributed by powerhouse BMG/RCA (whose president, Joe Galante, was a friend of mine). Private Music was an extremely well-funded, personal, high-class label with great vision and the heart of artist understanding at its very core. Label owner Peter Baumann was a member of the internationally acclaimed Tangerine Dream, one of rock’s most avant garde and visionary groups. An artist and a European, he was completely dedicated to professionalism in a label that was his own personal and preferential private music! He had wisely selected previous Island Records label topper Ron Goldstein as his president. Goldstein had that same kind of knowledge and class reminiscent of Ron Kass, which made Ringo comfortable. Jamie Cohen had a street edge and rock and roll remembrance that Ringo needed from an A&R executive.

			 

			1991

			March through september

			Recording begins on new album in six L.A. studios with producers Jeff Lynne, Peter Asher, and Phil Ramone.

			 

			After our brief conversation that afternoon, Jamie became very excited about the opportunity and wanted to talk to Ron and Peter about Ringo. He made me promise not to talk to another record label for twenty-four hours.

			I agreed.

			The next morning, I walked into my office to an unexpected conference call with the three of them. Peter Baumann was very officious and concise as he graciously informed me that he would like to meet Ringo. I countered in form that of course everyone wants to meet Ringo—after all he was a Beatle! I did add that if he wanted to talk about a record deal, however, I would meet with him first; and if I believed he was serious, then I would set up a meeting with Ringo and Bruce. I added that a sure way for me to know if he was serious was if my travel agent notified me within the next hour that a prepaid first-class round-trip plane ticket was waiting for me at the Nashville airport for an early flight back to L.A. the next morning.

			There was.

			I went.

			He was serious.

			I was picked up at LAX, elegantly delivered to a Beverly Hills hotel, and then transported to the Private Music Melrose Avenue executive offices. We spent the entire day in meetings, and then Peter, Ron, Jamie, and I capped the day’s discussions with a wonderful dinner at Chaya Beverly Hills. Peter was flying out the next day at about the
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Beatles & Co
3 Savile Row London W1
telephone 01-734 8232

31st July 1969.

Ken Mansfield Esq.,
Capitol Records Inc.,
1750 North Vine,
Hollywood and Vine,
Hollywood,

California 90028.
U.S.A.

Dear Ken,
Just a little note to congratulate you on your well

deserved promotion, which could not have gone to a
better man . or a shorter one.

Thank you for looking after Apple Records. Hope to
see you when you're here or I'm there. Love to
Stan’ (Gortikov).

Yours, eventually, g 72l

Faneus
A Show-Bizz Personality
(fricks on the High Wire a Speciality).

John Lennon Paul McCartney George Harrison Richard Starkey Apple Corps
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