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PRAISE FOR SKELETON KEY


“A modern-day Joycean epiphany … colorful, witty and persuasive … One can’t help but be lulled into the feeling that if you’re not a Deadhead, you’re missing out on a good time.”

—Bob Kelly, Wired




“Replete with a healthy sense of humor and an obvious love for its subject … the mix of concrete and the absurd reminds you of the Dead’s music itself.”

—Steve Futterman, Rolling Stone




“This indispensable guide to all things Grateful Dead–related is the only dictionary you can laugh your way straight–or not so straight–through from beginning to end.”

—Matt Groening, creator of “The Simpsons” and “Life in Hell”




“Skeleton Key is an elegantly written, one-size-fits-all passport to Deadhead culture’s rich, weird pageantry.”

—Richard Gehr, Village Voice




“Indispensable … captures the essence of the Grateful Dead experience, both enriching it for experienced Deadheads and explaining it for ‘newbies.’ ”

—Gersh Kuntzman, New York Post




“Loaded with more jargon, humorous slang terms, anecdotes and minutiae than you can shake a kind veggie burrito at! … this book is way entertaining.”

—Terrapin Times




“The Key to understanding our subculture … truly the Rosetta Stone of the Deadhead scene.”

—Mike Maynard, Unbroken Chain




“A thoroughly enjoyable guide to practically everything you might want to know about Grateful Dead lore and mythology. It examines the subculture from a plethora of vantage points—from onstage, in the crowd, in the parking lot, on the Internet; from ‘Acid Tests’ to ‘the Zone’ … Die-hard Deadheads and novices alike will find this infinitely fascinating.”

—Jay Trachtenberg, Austin Chronicle
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        AUTHOR'S NOTE

        This ebook edition of Skeleton Key is, word for word, the same book originally published in 1994. We are delighted that it is now vastly easier to search, browse, and link between relevant terms. 

        Our deep thanks to two decades of thoughtful and enthusiastic readers, and a hearty welcome to the young Deadheads who will find their own history in these pages in the decades to come.

        Fondly,

        David Shenk & Steve Silberman

    
FOREWORD

Of the trips I’ve known, most getting long now, and a few exceeding strange, among the fattest is the curious cult(ure) that you Deadheads have spun up out of music and adversity.

Well into his eighties, the late mythologist Joseph Campbell became one of you, by his own description, and called Deadheads the most recently developed tribe on the planet.

I know what he meant by that. Never mind that most of you are straight from the heart of Generica and were brought up about as far from oogum-boogum bone-in-the-nosedness as Judeo—Christianity could coerce you. Never mind that a lot more of you are writing writs than fashioning crafts from animal parts. Never mind your BMWs or cumulative SATs in the middle teens. Deadheads are as tribal as the Tasaday.

You have your own codes (most of them sweetly old-fashioned), myths (most of them astonishing to those on my side of the Laminated Curtain), and totemic gestures (though I still sometimes wonder if those people with their fingers in the air aren’t just waiting for doughnuts from Heaven).

You appear to have your own divination system buried somewhere in your obsessive scrutiny of concert play lists. (It looks to me like a cross between the I Ching and baseball statistics … the solace of a found Order in the Cosmos abstracted from an arbitrary data set.)

Somewhere in that vicinity, you even have what I consider one of the most positive developments in the history of spirituality: a religion without beliefs.

Well, that’s not quite true. There are a few beliefs in there, but they are so benign and diffuse that someone used to the linear architecture of conventional religious practice might miss them altogether. It seems most of you believe that people are inherently good and to be trusted, that strangers are friends and friends brethren.

Indeed, it seems most of you are what I call pronoids, believing, as I do, that the universe is a conspiracy on your behalf. If you didn’t, how could so many of you willingly fling yourselves into the terra incognita of a month on the road, setting out with little more than eighteen dollars in change, three working cylinders in the Microbus, a quarter ounce of killer bud, and faith in your goofy hearts?

But that’s the key. You know the most important thing. You know that faith is all you really need. That, and a willingness to use the synchronicity that seems as common in your lives as causality is in everyone else’s. Because of this, you get to enjoy the essential human experience so central to the life of tribes and so rare in America: The Quest. The Walkabout. The Road.

So arises from this shared experience your lingo, the core of whose lexicon can be found in this helpful book. I think of tribes as mind-fields. Collective organisms. Coral colonies of thought. Coursing through their organic structure, like shared nutrients, are bundles of special meaning and belonging, wrapped in words which others may use, but not in the same way. By these signs, ye shall know us, they say.

I’m sure many of you will contest some of the definitions and lore found between these covers. You will write (or as likely, e-mail) the authors with your own versions, and the collective story will grow and weave into itself with even more energy and complexity. This object in your hands will come alive. And you know it’s gonna get stranger.

You’re a good lot, you Deadheads. I’m proud to be one of you.

—John Perry Barlow
Somewhere over America,
April 13, 1994


OPENERS

I


In song and in dance, man expresses himself as a member of a higher community; he has forgotten how to walk and speak and is on the way toward flying into the air, dancing. His very gestures express enchantment … a mystic feeling of oneness.

—Friedrich Nietzsche,

The Birth of Tragedy, 1871



My high school English teacher, Bob Moses, took me to my first show, in Morgantown, West Virginia, on April 10, 1983. I was sixteen. If I knew where he was now, I’d thank him personally. It was also his first show. “The Grateful Dead,” he declared the next morning in his office, “is the best thing the United States has to offer.”

That morning, I couldn’t disagree.

A week later, I dubbed some tapes given to me by the older brother of a friend—the New Jersey Meadowlands 9/2/78 and Pittsburgh’s Stanley Theatre 12/1/79. “Drums” into “Not Fade Away” taught me something I didn’t yet know about music—that it could take you somewhere.

Now we call that THE ZONE. I didn’t know what to call it then.

My friends Adam and John and I spent the summer patching together tape decks, unwrapping cassettes, setting levels, popping the plastic tabs, and intently creating personalized tape labels and covers for our burgeoning collection. We also printed t-shirts, pored over The Official Book of the Deadheads, and caught a few more shows in the Midwest.

The recording quality of the live tapes wasn’t so hot back then, but we weren’t picky. We listened right through the hiss. And what we heard—well, it’s still hard to describe, even after writing this book. It was music, but what kind? We heard country, bluegrass, folk, blues, gospel, rock, a little jazz. We heard weirdness. We heard noise. We heard the effervescent ruminations of Jerry Garcia’s guitar, and the rhythmic stylings of Bob Weir’s guitar. We heard—“is that just two drummers?”—Mickey Hart and Billy Kreutzmann sounding out complex rhythms.

And then there was Phil Lesh. Adam picked up on his innovative bass sound right away—a “Phil Phan” right from the start. It took me a little longer, but I got there too, eventually.

The music was also a vehicle for something else. We couldn’t quite see it then, but our tape collection wasn’t the only thing changing, growing. We sat around thinking a lot. With the volume up, we’d lounge around in the basement and come up with theories about life. Mine was the Giant Disco Mirror Ball in the Sky Theory: the explanation for ESP, déjà vu, synchronicity, and all other unexplainable phenomena.

Adam had his Pod Theory, an idea that consciousness takes place on an infinite number of distinct levels. He scratched it out one night on a yellow legal pad, and I saved it.


My Pod just interlocks with other Pods for a space of time so short it’s beyond any sort of comprehension … Everything is not even REAL!←I did this in my explanation point Pod.←I did this in my “Pod” Pod.←I did this in my “my” Pod.←I did this in my (I did this in my “my” Pod) Pod!



Neither theory was going to cause any philosophy texts to go into a new edition. But the effect on us was profound. We were getting excited about ideas. The music of the Dead and the Dead scene had awakened us intellectually.

“People say Deadheads are throwbacks,” says sociologist Rebecca Adams, who has been thinking deeply about the Deadhead experience for several years. “I think they’re pioneers. They recognize that reality is subjective—there is no right way—and have been cognizant of these multiple realities for a lot longer than most other people. This is post-modernism. It’s the cutting edge.”

Multiple realities … so maybe Adam was onto something …

The smartest person I’ve ever met is a Deadhead, and so is the kindest. I don’t socialize or work in an exclusively Deadhead world, but every time I come back to that home, I’m dazzled by the good-heartedness and utter intelligence at work there. In my “other” life, I’ve done some work with satirists and political analysts. But there’s nothing that outclasses the Dead scene for wit or wisdom. I’ve never laughed harder or learned more than during the time spent with other Heads.

Have you ever met someone who didn’t feel much enthusiasm for anything? Some people go through a whole life like that.

Not us. Deadheads have Ph.D.’s in exuberance. The enthusiasm for the music spills into our enthusiasm for the scene, which in turn spills into our friendships, the books we read, the food we cook, and so on.

And the stories. Ask a Deadhead about his or her first show or favorite tape. You’ll hear a great story. You’ll hear things that you probably won’t quite believe—until another Head relates a similar experience.

If you gather together the stories, as we have, you’ll see that they start to fit together and make sense on a larger scale. It’s hard to understand how the Deadhead scene is a religion when you listen to one person describe it. But after a few more perspectives, it starts to make sense.

Similar expressions keep coming up. The stories and the phrases start to fit together. That’s why we wrote this book. There’s a community out there, a subculture. It’s no fan club. It’s more a way of life, a way of thought.

And a way of speaking. With this book, we have sought to understand more about our community by examining the language that we speak, the phrases that we use. Language is one window into the Deadhead spirit. This book, I hope, shows why we listen, why we dance, why we give away free tickets.

Lend a copy to your parents. Read it aloud in the family room. While this book has been written primarily by Deadheads about Deadheads for Deadheads, we’d like to think it is accessible enough to serve as a gateway for those who are curious but admittedly clueless. For if there’s one thing this extraordinary American ethnic group/religion/subculture is, it is inviting. The bus is waiting. Climb aboard.

—David Shenk
New York City,
March 1994


II


It was Kerouac’s insistence that they were on a quest, and that the specific object of their quest was spiritual. Though they rushed back and forth across the country on the slightest pretext, gathering kicks along the way, their real journey was inward; and if they seemed to trespass most boundaries, legal and moral, it was only in the hope of finding a belief on the other side. “The Beat Generation,” he said, “is basically a religious generation.”

–John Clellon Holmes,

“The Philosophy of the Beat Generation,” 1958



You’re with your best friends in a great big room. The air is electric with the presence of 10,000 people. You’re talking about the things you love best—music, and seeing the beautiful places on Earth before you get old. Maybe you’ve been waiting on line outside the arena all day (or driving, or working) in order to be standing in this room. You know one of the great things of your life is about to happen.

When the houselights go down, and the bandmembers walk out of the twilight at the side of the stage, the whole room explodes in a roar that makes the hair on your neck stand on end. If you could wish to be anywhere at that moment, you’d want to be right where you are. Being at a Grateful Dead show, to a Deadhead, is like waking up and realizing it’s Christmas morning.

The Dead have been on the road for almost three decades, and some of their fans have been with them for almost as long. Some of the old folks remember when the Dead were young, and they were young too, seeing it all with the eyes of a teenager. They look at the younger Heads around them, and recognize their own younger selves—before they themselves became mothers and fathers.

The personal methods of celebration—and the size of the party—may change over the years, but Dead shows are still about what a lot of Deadheads say when you ask them how they’re doing. Not “just OK,” but “loving life.”

When the spotlights sweep down, all eyes turn toward the stage, but a Dead show (Deadheads rarely call them “concerts”) is not another thing to be consumed, like TV. At the Acid Tests, there was no distinction between the guys playing the tunes and the folks dancing to them. Everybody paid a dollar, and everybody got off. Even the young Heads in the room know that the band plays the music (and on the really good nights, “the music plays the band”), but Deadheads make the big room come alive.

The magic of the Grateful Dead is collaborative magic.

Deadheads have been the best audience a band could wish for—passionate, critical, and “deadicated,” eager to travel thousands of miles to sell out nearly every show the band plays, and the Dead and their organization have worked hard to make the shows places where old and young can celebrate together.

While the band was working to keep the next song fresh, Deadheads were busy inventing their own culture in America’s backyard.

This is a book about that culture.

    [image: ][image: ]

    Imagine that the houselights have come up again after the first half of the show is over (the “first set”), and during the break between sets, you’re walking around in the hallways. People have dressed for the occasion, in hand-dyed shirts adorned with roses and skulls. Women and men wear beads, bells, and flowing cotton skirts. The air is softened by the smoke of sage and “kind bud.” Drums in the hallways keep the life-giving pulse of the music alive while the band takes a break, and people are dancing. Other Heads sit in circles passing pipes, or snuggle, or sprawl, going over scraps of paper (“setlists”), containing their own records of the songs just played. Some are quiet, but most are talking excitedly, greeting old friends and meeting new ones, guessing what the band might play next, catching up on what everyone’s been doing since the last show. “I’m jonesin’ for a ‘Dew,’ bigtime!” someone might say, and the words have that taut snap of road talk, language that’s alive.

This book is a dictionary for Deadheads. We believe in the beauty and depth and humor of Deadhead language, because it is our language. Even in a community where music communicates more than many things spoken, words help make us what we are. Through them, our histories pass down.

What we have attempted is a deep view into our community—which Jerry Garcia once called “the Grateful Dead outback”—by looking at the words by which our culture is made. Some of these words may illuminate some corner of the Grateful Dead universe you have always been curious about, where we found a story hidden. Where possible, we have allowed Deadheads to speak for themselves.

There is a new kind of art some Deadheads enjoy that is based on fractals, shapes generated by mathematical equations, derived by Benoit Mandelbrot. A fractal may appear simple on first glance, but on close inspection, fractals reveal themselves to be of nearly infinite complexity.

Though some of the words in SKELETON KEY are simple, we hope the sum of their perspectives hints at the world, infinitely complex, that arose in the Grateful Dead outback—a fractal American beauty.

We humbly offer this book to those who have passed through the gates of the arenas, stadiums, coliseums, theaters, and dance halls of America in search of that good time we all set out for when we were young—and found, over and over again.

Let the words be yours.

—Steve Silberman
San Francisco,
March 1994


KEY TO THE KEY

(How to Read This Book)

Skeleton Key is a record of Deadhead jargon, lore, and culture.

[image: ][image: ]  Terms are arranged in alphabetical order, with people listed according to their last names (like CASSADY, NEAL).

[image: ][image: ]  A word or phrase appearing in SMALL CAPS is defined elsewhere in the book.

[image: ][image: ]  The words “Head” and “Deadhead” are used interchangeably in this book.

[image: ][image: ]  A [image: ][image: ] symbol appearing next to a term indicates that the term is used primarily by the community of Deadhead tapers and tape collectors.

[image: ][image: ]  A [image: ][image: ] symbol appearing next to a term indicates that the term has been invented by the authors, simply because we couldn’t find a term in use to describe that particular phenomenon. We know that jargon does not come from the authors of dictionaries, but from the way people talk. If a term is amusing or useful, feel free to use it. If not, pass it on.

[image: ][image: ]  Many of the sources of terms, definitions, and usage examples can be found in the Notes section beginning on this page.

[image: ][image: ]  We have endeavored to capture and transmit something of the values of our extended family while highlighting the diversity within it. To stay true to this breadth of expression, we’ve invited scores of Heads to add their voices to this book. The [image: ][image: ] symbol is used to indicate places where Heads speak for themselves, including twenty-six brief essays, written especially for Skeleton Key, on each of the Dead’s album releases (omitting “best of” collections like Skeletons From the Closet).

Have a good show!
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THE DICTIONARY
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ACID TESTS • Events hosted by novelist Ken Kesey and the Merry Pranksters in the Bay Area and Los Angeles in ’65 and ’66, featuring improvised music, strobes and black lights, films and projections, tape loops, hidden microphones, and LSD—which was still legal—dissolved into Kool-Aid.

The Acid Tests developed out of parties fueled by LSD-fortified venison chili at Kesey’s bungalow on Perry Lane in Palo Alto. These parties were a magnet for the best bohemian minds around Stanford University and the local coffeehouses, including Jerry Garcia, then living four blocks away in a communal household called the Chateau. Kesey had been introduced to psychedelics as a paid volunteer in CIA-funded experiments at the local V.A. hospital. ROBERT HUNTER, later a lyricist for the Dead, was another volunteer.

Admission was a dollar, even for the musicians, and “everyone was involved,” explains Dick Latvala, the Dead’s tape archivist. “It wasn’t ‘audience’ and ‘performer’—those distinctions were deliberately blurred. You are it, you are the experience you’re witnessing—that was what it was all about.” And “it” often lasted until dawn.

The musicians—including assorted Pranksters, and THE GRATEFUL DEAD—played for hours, or just a few minutes. NEAL CASSADY—the inspiration for Dean Moriarty, the hero of Jack Kerouac’s novel On the Road—was often the “announcer,” space-rapping alone or in tandem with WAVY GRAVY, or dancing, while Ken Kesey, dressed like Captain America, played a kazoo, or made apocalyptic noises on the Thunder Machine, built by metal sculptor Ron Boise. People crawled on the floor, stirred fingers in Day-Glo paints and pressed their hands to the walls, tossed toilet paper streamers that fluttered down in the strobe lights, and glued jewels and sequins to each other’s faces, while PIGPEN riffed down-and-dirty on “Midnight Hour,” or Ken Babbs delivered a rap about going into orbit.

“The occasions vibrated between being intensely boring and intensely interesting, each causing the other,” says Stewart Brand, who organized a similar event shortly afterwards called the TRIPS FESTIVAL. Flyers passed out in advance and at the door said, “Can You Pass the Acid Test??” “Passing the Acid Test,” Brand says simply, “meant lasting all night.”

Combining freeform jamming, garage science-fiction weirdness, participation by everyone, and psychedelics, “the Acid Test,” as Garcia reflected, “was the prototype for our whole basic trip.” See LSD.


Acid Tests with the Dead:

[image: ][image: ]   12/4/65 at biker Big Nig’s house, San Jose, CA (the first show ever billed as “the Grateful Dead”)

[image: ][image: ]   12/11/65 at the Big Beat in Palo Alto

[image: ][image: ]   12/18/65 at the Muir Beach Lodge

[image: ][image: ]   1/66 at Beaver Hall in Portland

[image: ][image: ]   1/8/66 at the Fillmore West

[image: ][image: ]   1/29/66 the “Sound City Acid Test” in San Francisco (just Garcia and Pigpen)

[image: ][image: ]   the “Watts Acid Test,” 2/12/66, at the Youth Opportunities Center in Compton, L.A.

[image: ][image: ]   the “Pico Acid Test,” 3/12/66, at the Danish Center in L.A.

[image: ][image: ]   3/19/66 at the Carthay Studios in L.A.



ALEMBIC • An adventurous sound research-and-development company founded by OWSLEY Stanley, Ron Wickersham, Bob Matthews, DAN HEALY, Betty Cantor-Jackson, and Rick Turner in 1968, with the goal of improving the primitive electronics and P.A. equipment available to musicians at that time.

“The problem was primitive gear,” Owsley explained to Grateful Dead Hour host David Gans in 1991. “It seemed as though the technology could be pushed a little further … I got them together and said, ‘We’ve got to build better instruments.’ I thought it should be called the Alembic [an ancient alchemical term] because that was the vessel in which chemical verification takes place. First everything breaks down, and then it’s built back up, and distilled into the right thing. We were trying to take all of the technology, and all of the experience, and put it into a vessel.”

The first Alembic workshop was in a shed behind the band’s rehearsal hall near the Hamilton Air Force base in Marin County. “All of us would go out there to try building our own pickups, guitars, and amplifiers,” sound man Dan Healy told One More Saturday Night author Sandy Troy. “Garcia would come in and tear his guitar apart in the afternoon. It was a great place.”

“We called ourselves the ‘one-stop shop for rock and roll,’ ” recalls Doug Irwin, who cut his guitar-designing teeth at Alembic in the early ’70s. “It was the one place where you could be sure they had the most advanced guitars and electronics and techniques they were using in the recording studios. We were really shaking the industry up, doing work for the Dead; the Airplane; the Who; Emerson, Lake & Palmer; Santana, all sorts of people. The Who had an equipment guy who used to come in and pour these broken guitars out of paper bags that they had destroyed on stage, and we’d put them back together.

“Our basses were great. Before us, when you went to hear a band, you could feel the bass, but you couldn’t hear it. It was an instrument that never really got any attention. ‘Oh, it’s just a bass player, don’t worry. You don’t really hear him anyway.’ Alembic is definitely responsible for changing the quality of the sounds you hear today.” See THE WOLF.

“ALTHEA” AT 3:1, “BUCKET” AT 1:1, “ST. STEPHEN” AT 500:1 • Informal, low-stakes Deadhead gambling, wagers pitched on the band’s song selection at an upcoming RUN of shows. Deadheads use all kinds of strategies to figure out, or “call,” what the band might play, and though there are parameters that can inform the band’s structuring of a set—what the band’s been playing lately, or which lead singer sang the OPENER the night before, for instance—even the Dead don’t know, most often, what they are going to play before they step onto the stage.

“The way we do it,” explains Brian Bothun, “is to pick ten songs we each think they will play, and then everybody throws in ten bucks. Whoever gets the most correct takes the pot.” ROCK MED volunteer Rick “Noodles Romanoff” Clayton has dubbed his years of betting for tapes “parimutuel Dead.” “I used to be pretty good at it when I spent more time in the audience. You can get to where you can predict the next five tunes, but you have to make a career out of it.” See also BOBBY-TUNES/JERRY-TUNES; OPENER; PICKY DEADHEADS.

AMERICAN BEAUTY • Album #6, released in November 1970. David Grisman plays mandolin on “Ripple” and “Friend of the Devil.”


[image: ][image: ] Robert Hunter, lyricist, on American Beauty:

    American Beauty shows the GD playing, singing and songwriting skills in full stride. We had the confidence of a successful record Workingman’s Dead behind, plus a shared sense of direction that was in tune with the times—The Band, The Byrds, Poco, CSNY & Dylan were all exploring traditional music augmented by the power of rock & roll. Psychedelia had had its moment (marking the GD forever in the public perception) and we were continuing to evolve what we believed to be the logical next step in American music, hence the title. There is an underlying tone of sadness to American Beauty (Phil’s father had just passed away, Jerry’s mother was dying in the hospital as the result of an auto accident) reflected in the colors of such tunes as “Box of Rain,” “Brokedown Palace,” “Attics of My Life” and “Ripple.” On the upside, “Sugar Magnolia/Sunshine Daydream” reaffirmed the important business of just getting stupid and being in love, while “Truckin’ ” announced, as early as 1970, what a long, strange trip it already seemed to have been. This didn’t refer only to the GD, but to the ten years of bluegrass, old timey & jug band configurations leading up to the rock & roll departure. Grateful Dead Live ’71, Europe ’72 & the Garcia solo release (also ’72) staked out the GD’s musical territory in a definitive way. It wouldn’t be until 1975 and Blues for Allah that we would break with that feeling and extend the territory into less definable musical spaces, neither psychedelic nor traditional based. This amorphous state of transition lasted until 1985, when In the Dark once again found us in command of our direction in a way comprehensible to the public. American Beauty remains the favorite studio record of many fans and members of the band, mustering, as it does, all the resources at our command in a futile but game response to the rising tide of commercially safe music which had already begun a counter-mission to recover its monopoly of the American airwaves and record racks in the ’70’s.



AMERICAN REALITY • Artists Stanley Mouse and Alton Kelley’s alternate title for American Beauty, visible in the etching on the rose mirror on the cover. Deadheads also see in the cloud above the reaper on Wake of the Flood both a joint and a skull, and there’s a stealth “Acid” hiding in the uppermost quarter of the word “Dead” on the back of Live/Dead. The Dead have usually avoided loading “messages” into their music and art, secret or otherwise.

ANALY HIGH SCHOOL • The site of Garcia’s first public performance, in Sebastopol, California. His band won a contest and got to record the Bill Doggett song “Raunchy.”

ANTHEM OF THE SUN • Album #2, released in July 1968.

The title is the name of a piece of ancient Egyptian music found by Lesh in a report by archaeologist Paul Schliemann, describing the discovery of a tomb containing the remains of an orchestra of sixty-five instruments, eighty singers, and a single bleached skull.

The striking fire-wheel mandala on the cover of this album was painted by Bill Walker, a friend of keyboardist Tom Constanten’s. On New Year’s Eve, ’67, the two went to a desert area of Nevada called the Valley of Fire, and took LSD and a hallucinogenic South American vine called yagé. The painting was the result of that experience and a series of meditations on each of the bandmembers’ “subtle energy patterns” while watching them play, says Walker. The bandmembers, clockwise from the right of the beast’s head in the center, are: Lesh, Pigpen, Hart, Kreutzmann, Weir, and Garcia.

The album was remixed by Lesh in ’72 and rereleased, and the remix was released briefly in ‘76 with a white instead of a purple cover. The CD has the original mix.


[image: ][image: ] David Gans, host of the Grateful Dead Hour, on Anthem of the Sun:

Anthem of the Sun is an ambitious and highly enjoyable tour de force of psychedelic record-making. Combining studio and live tapes and employing techniques of contemporary electronic music, the band’s second album is an early peak of collective composition and production, with virtually every musician contributing tunes, changes, lyrics, vocals, and multiple instrumental roles.

One of Robert Hunter’s first lyric efforts for the band, “Alligator,” is featured; Phil’s pal, the late Bobby Petersen, contributed some lyrics, and Weir and Garcia wrote some of their own, too.

Spacey and earthy, delicate and crazed in turn—from Weir’s primally psychedelic rose that “rainbow spiral round and round and trembles and explodes,” to Pigpen’s raunchy asides in “Caution”—someone once suggested that Anthem of the Sun was the Dead’s answer to the Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper.

The album opens in the studio, with Jerry singing quietly, “And all the children learning/From books that they were burning/Every leaf was turning/To watch him die” (his only lead vocal, by the way; Jerry is mostly just one hell of a guitar player on this record). Cut to concert tapes—several of them at once, in fact. When “The Other One” kicks in after a short drum intro, there are four Grateful Deads happening, as many performances intertwine and overlap throughout the suite that ensues. Drum kits and other groups of sounds wander back and forth across the stereo horizon, as exotic instrumental tracks, primitive electronic music, acoustic guitars and other flavors come and go in a delicious maelstrom of multiple musics.

Pianist Tom Constanten, Phil’s partner in “serious” music going back to their UC Berkeley days, drops a toy gyroscope onto the sounding board of his piano, creating a buzz-saw roar that shocked producer Dave Hassinger right out of his chair. This swirling MUSIQUE CONCRÈTE passage includes a taped electronic music piece of TC’s: “Electronic Study #3,” from 1962. (The two-and-a-half-minute piece was released on its own on TC’s 1992 album, OutSides). Then the smoke clears, and “New Potato Caboose” ambles sweetly in, again overlapping pieces of similar music, and resolving into a single coherent performance.

Does “Born Cross-Eyed” make a little more sense to you if you know that it starts on the second beat, rather than the usual downbeat? That’s Lesh playing trumpet, which was his instrument before he joined the Warlocks and took up the bass guitar.

Side two is all Pigpen. “Alligator” moves from composed song to a freeform percussion jam with vocal histrionics by Pig, Bob, and Jerry, and then on into a major instrumental rave-up; the multitrack experimentalism surrenders to a nice long passage of just one band jamming very, very hard (including a bar or two of the melody that came to be known—when played by the Allman Brothers—as “Mountain Jam”) and then cuts abruptly to a less-sparkling recording just before the “reprise,” which fades into some nonspecific feedback, and on into “Caution (Do Not Stop on Tracks).”

“Caution” is pure Pigpen high-test heartache, deeply involved with the band’s most tribal groove. It’s a classic display of the Dead’s musical groupmind, but Pig wasn’t in full command of his powers yet. To hear Pig the singer really take charge, check out Bear’s Choice and Live/Dead.

In the late ’60s, it was big recording news to be able to continually adjust the speed of a tape deck from half speed to full. The band took one tape of “Caution,” and started speeding it up gradually to double speed, while at the same time taking another tape of “Caution” down from speed to normal. It’s delightfully disorienting! A couple of unfortunate splices link some fine musical passages, and the whole affair screams to a close with three and a half minutes of wicked feedback.

Of the material on Anthem of the Sun, only Weir’s “Spanish lady” section of “That’s It for the Other One” remains in the Dead’s repertoire today, one of the band’s major improvisational vehicles, and a mainstay of the active rotation since late 1967. Like “Dark Star,” the structure is minimal, so the possibilities are limitless.

While revisiting the album for this review, I heard something I had never heard before: Phil playing the signature notes of his “Dark Star” intro at a brisk pace during the feedback near the end of the album. Just a hint going by—either he was making that musical suggestion in the course of the jam, or it was just a random pattern in the notestream, and I was reading too much into it. But this record can still surprise you after twenty years. How many friends and family members can you say that about?



ANTON ROUND • A fictional executive at the Dead’s own Round Records circa ’75, who signed business mail authorizing goofy projects such as the ill-fated Mars Hotel promotions to ship slabs of soap (“Mars bars”) and ceramic joint holders (“Superstones”) to radio stations, along with promo singles.

AOXOMOXOA • Album #3, released in June 1969. The title is one of artist Rick Griffin’s lysergic palindromes. The band’s original title was Earthquake Country.

This album is a raucous mix of haunting folk forms and busy experiments, with many layers of overdubbed guitars and keyboards. “What’s Become of the Baby?” began as a simple twelve-string guitar track by Garcia that was transformed into high weirdness as the band sucked nitrous oxide from hoses in the studio.

There are two versions of Aoxomoxoa, the later one marked “remixed” on the back of the LP. The CD is the remix. The original release features a glockenspiel on “St. Stephen,” choirs of angels on “Mountains of the Moon,” and an a capella reprise after “Doin’ That Rag.”


[image: ][image: ] Tom Constanten, keyboardist, on the making of Aoxomoxoa:

Aoxomoxoa was the first album the band did using sixteen-track technology. (Anthem of the Sun had been done on eight-track.) This had several consequences. First, to secure greater control of the individual parts of the mosaic, it was decided to record them separately. About a half dozen tracks were dedicated to the drums, and at least two to the bass. Next, the guitars, and then my keyboard. Then came whatever trimmings—glockenspiel, cowbell, whatever—we’d thought of after Phase I was complete. Finally the vocal tracks were added.

What with the newness of the technology, no one had any experience with this way of working, so it was make-it-up-as-you-go-along. A nuance in a basic track could have a disproportionate influence on later tracks. In “St. Stephen,” for instance, there was a beat missing, that was only discovered after much of the work had been done. Too much of a hassle to redo, impossible to undo, it was left in.

Mixing sixteen-track was another brand-new game. Even when it didn’t sound loud, it sounded dense, and the VU needles were bouncing off the pins. The mixdown became a performance in its own right, with three or more pairs of hands on the soundboard, minding their cues. It was a good day when as many as three tunes got done.

There were two exceptions to this. “Rosemary,” which Jerry had done on a four-track, and “Mountains of the Moon,” which had no drums. For the latter, Jerry, Bob, Phil, and I recorded the basic tracks in the same room at the same time. The Neupert harpsichord at Pacific Recorders in San Mateo wouldn’t tune up to concert pitch, so I had it tuned a whole step lower. This put the piece, normally in G, in A for me, and meant that when Bob asked for an E to tune by, I gave him an F. Meanwhile, Phil was wrestling with an upright bass, literally.

Having played the music in concert so many times helped, but still this style of recording was a very different experience. The aforementioned real-time ensemble was the exception. Even the remixed version has a rough-cut quality to it, like you’d expect from an avant-garde theater in SoHo. I like Aoxomoxoa because it reflects the thrill of discovery before the groove is worn down into a rut of blasé excellence.



AUDIENCE TAPES (AUDs) • [image: ][image: ] Recordings of shows made by Heads in the audience using microphones, as opposed to SOUNDBOARD TAPES (SBDs) and those taped over the radio (see FMs).

Audience tapes are generally recorded in the TAPER’S SECTION, or—illicitly—in front of the soundboard, where taping is not permitted (see F.O.B.). There is an ongoing discussion among Heads about the virtues of audience tapes versus those of soundboard tapes. There is, of course, more audience noise on audience tapes—clapping, screaming, talking during the music, and so on—but an excellent audience tape can give the listener more of the “feel” of being at a show than a soundboard tape. The sound on the very best audience tapes is faithful to the Dead’s P.A. ambience, hailed by the staid audiophile journal The Absolute Sound as “the finest large-scale High End audio system” in the world. Because of the uncluttered clarity of soundboard tapes, however, and the muddled quality of many audience tapes made with bad equipment in the ’70s and ’80s, soundboards (called “SBDs” on traders’ LISTS) are generally more desired by tape traders than AUDs.

Incidental sounds on an audience tape can increase the excitement of listening to it. Near the beginning of one of the crispest audience tapes ever made, recorded by Bruce Harvie and Bob Marx on 8/6/71 at the Hollywood Palladium, Weir says, “Hey, you down there with the microphone—if you want to get a decent recording, you’ve got to move back about forty feet. It sounds a lot better that way.” (“Right here!” someone says, as the taper slides into the “sweet spot.”)

For many dedicated tapers, who take professional pride in their equipment, and spend years refining their methods to “lay it down clean,” recording Dead shows is a way to participate in the making of history and the moment of creation.

AVALON BALLROOM • A small, ornate dance hall at Van Ness and Sutter Street in San Francisco, where the Dead played thirty times from the spring of ’66 through ’69. The Avalon was operated by Chet Helms and the Family Dog cooperative, a loose-knit group of bohemians who had spent the summer of ’65 in Virginia City, Nevada, fixing up an Old West saloon called the Red Dog, taking LSD, dressing up like cowboys, shooting pistols, and setting off dynamite. A swing ballroom in the ’30s, the Avalon was not commercially successful compared to Bill Graham’s FILLMORES, but it was much beloved. Its wooden dance floor with spring suspension bounced in rhythm when enough people danced on it. “The pure hippie of the day,” reflected Bill Graham, “thought of the Avalon as the real church. Mine was the commercial church.”

The Dead played many nights there starting in the spring of ’66, including the shows released on the BOOTLEG records Historic Dead and Vintage Dead. The version of “Hard to Handle” from the video Backstage Pass is from the Avalon, as is “Death Don’t Have No Mercy” on LIVE/DEAD, recorded in January of ’69. The Avalon was shut down in ’69 because of noise complaints. It is now a Regency movie theater.


[image: ][image: ]


BACKROADS TOUR [image: ][image: ] • “Freeways are the worst,” wrote Robert Pirsig in Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance. “Roads free of drive-ins and billboards are better, roads where groves and meadows and orchards and lawns come almost to the shoulder, where kids wave to you when you ride by, where people look from their porches to see who it is.” Heads agree, and those with the spare time often put some effort into making the trip from venue to venue a memorable journey. More than a few Heads have, by way of TOUR, become passionate sponsors of their own personal Ph.D.’s in American Studies, digging the roads less traveled before the malls eat them up.

BACKSTAGE PASSES • Much sought-after colorful stickers, sometimes called “stick-ons,” that let you join the hordes milling around where you can’t see the band, hear the music, hang out with friends, eat the food, or drink the beer. The passes do, however, look great pasted into TOURBOOKS. See LAMINATES.

BALAFON • Also spelled “bailophone,” this West African xylophone-like instrument has been a part of Mickey Hart’s onstage garden of percussion since the late ’70s. The instrument is built of carved wooden keys mounted on a wooden frame, with resonating gourds under each key. Its warm wooden chiming can be heard embellishing the studio version of “Fire on the Mountain,” and the balafon was one of the instruments that contributed to the evolution of DRUMS into a highly melodic segment of the show. In recent years, Hart has played a custom MIDI-compatible balafon that uses the keys to trigger other sounds (see MIDI).

The balafon is a descendant of Stone Age instruments, and oral history has it that its modern form was revealed to its tenth-century inventor, Sumanguru Kantey, in a dream. Its “watery” tones are said to resonate with water in the human belly, and call down rain. Among the Minianka people in West Africa, the balafon is used to make contact with the “invisible world,” and draw spirits from their hiding places. So many different kinds of spirits find the music of the balafon irresistible—including the spirits of poisonous snakes—that players wear protective amulets when they strike it.

There is a balafon on the back cover of the RHYTHM DEVILS’ Apocalypse Now Sessions, under the round photograph of Hart.

BALLOONS • 1. Released into the hall in exuberant confetti cascades from the ceiling by Bill Graham Presents crew on special occasions such as Mardi Gras or New Year’s Eve, and by Deadheads at every show. Many Heads derive great pleasure from bouncing them back and forth in time to the music, but some are annoyed by balloons’ uncanny ability to float to and remain in spots where they block views of bandmembers. Balloons are anathema to tapers, because they bump into microphones and knock over mic stands. (They frequently account for the strange thudding sounds during the midnight OPENER on New Year’s audience tapes.)

Heads have passed elaborate balloon sculptures around the venues, like the lengthy “Unbroken Chain” that made its way around many West Coast shows in the late ’80s. An inflatable Gumby and Bozo made a spectacular appearance at the 4/30/88 show at Frost Amphitheater, spacedancing frenetically through “Shakedown Street” until the wind bore them aloft.

2. “To do balloons” is to inhale nitrous oxide. See also DEAFHEADS; NITROUS OXIDE.

THE BARDO REALM • Name given by veteran hall-dancer—and author of the Deadhead guide Outside the Show—Paul Hoffman to the venue corridors that come alive during the music with dancers and SPINNERS. The word “bardo” comes from the Tibetan Book of the Dead, where it refers to the passages or transitional states a spirit moves through on its way to the next incarnation. The implication of this term is that the different areas of the audience at a show constitute different realms of being. See also HALLDANCING.

BARLOW, JOHN PERRY • Lyricist. Born on October 3, 1947, in Jackson Hole, Wyoming.

A close friend of Weir’s going back to high school, Barlow has been Weir’s primary lyricist since the early ’70s, when they teamed up to write a batch of songs for Weir’s first solo album, Ace. Many of the Weir/Barlow compositions from that era, including “Black-Throated Wind,” “Looks Like Rain,” and “Cassidy,” along with many other subsequent collaborations over the years—including “Weather Report Suite”/“Let it Grow,” “The Music Never Stopped,” “Lost Sailor,” “Saint of Circumstance,” “Estimated Prophet,” “Feel Like a Stranger,” “Throwin’ Stones”—are regarded by Heads as essential Dead. They bring to fore celebrations of companionship; lamentations of lost love; and explorations of alienation, freedom, and the frontier. In the ’80s, Barlow also wrote a number of songs with Brent Mydland, a collaboration cut short by Mydland’s death in July ’90.

Though he’s always spent most of his time living and working elsewhere, Barlow is also a member of the Grateful Dead family. A self-described “knee-jerk moralist,” he has occasionally taken it upon himself to act as the Grateful Dead’s conscience, imploring members of the organization to do the right thing. It is Barlow who has written and spoken most eloquently about the tragic losses of Bill Graham and Brent Mydland.

The scion of farmers and ranchers “clear back to the genealogical horizon,” Barlow was raised on Bar Cross cattle ranch in Pinedale, Wyoming. “I had the sort of childhood which parents of the nineteenth century used to use as guilt food for their twentieth-century children,” he writes in an unpublished memoir. “I really did ride horseback three and a half miles through deep snow in order to attend a one-room log schoolhouse. I really was putting in twelve-hour days on a tractor by the time I was eleven.

“Such a background might have prepared me to be President one day,” he continues, “had it not been for Mr. Honda, who, in 1961, started shipping cheap little motorcycles to the United States. These hit my Mormon Boy Scout troop like a moral virus.”

By the time he was a high school freshman, Barlow had become, by his own account, a “miscreant,” a vandal, and a failing student—putting his father, a state senator who was coming up for reelection, in a bit of a political pickle. “To the great and mutual satisfaction of both Pinedale and myself, he sent me off to prep school in Colorado.” Bob Weir, an equally mischievous teen who had just been kicked out of his freshman year at Menlo Park School, in California, was serendipitously sent to the very same place—Fountain Valley High, in Colorado Springs, Colorado. The two formed an instant bond. “We were thick as thieves,” Barlow says. “We were easily the most unpopular kids in the school. We had each other and that was about it. We were miscreants, and they kicked Weir out after one year, but for some reason they didn’t kick me out. I thought this was a miscarriage of justice, so I quit in protest and made plans to go with Bobby to Pacific High School, and live with his family. Bobby came and drove a tractor on my ranch that summer of ’62. But at the last minute—one week before school started—I got cold feet and decided that there was something safer about staying at Fountain Valley.”

They kept in touch, but didn’t see each other for five years. While Weir got deep into the Palo Alto music scene in the early ’60s, Barlow sublimated his hoodlum instincts, bucked himself up academically, and got accepted to Wesleyan, a small liberal arts university in Connecticut. “I started out wanting to be a physicist, but ground to a halt on arithmetic.” He went on to devise an independent studies major in literature and theology. “Wesleyan in those days was filthy rich, and I had courses with people like Jerzy Kosinski, John Cage, Karl Popper. These were seminars, not lecture courses. I was so burnt out by the time I was a senior that I was just kind of starving at the banquet, because I had just done it too fast.”

He also became a devout East Coast acidhead. “I’m convinced that the best thing I ever did was to take LSD,” says Barlow. “It changed everything.”


There were basically two psychedelic camps—the West Coast Ken Kesey manifestation, and the East Coast Timothy Leary manifestation. I got involved with the Leary scene early. Leary had actually taught at Wesleyan, before he went to Harvard. By the time I was a senior, the whole damned school was psychedelic. My junior year, there were 186 psychological discharges out of a student body of 1100. It was insane. People really losing it, having psychotic breaks, trying all kinds of drugs.

I went crazy like everybody else. But I was student body president, and they were very careful not to let me lose it completely. When I started to crack up, they sent me packing off to this private sanitarium. They had me building ship models for a while.

Like the others, I got detached. You’ve got to understand that in 1966 and ’67, it felt to those of us on the leading edge of that movement that everything was about to be different. I mean, really different. When, after the initial flush of excitement, it turned out that things were not going to be as different, right away, as we thought—that it was going to take longer, that society had lots of immune response—a lot of people had a hard time with it. I was certainly one of them. Then I adapted to the slow course, realizing that, in order to change consciousness, you’ve got to be willing to put in a lifetime at it. It’s not just getting a few of your friends to drop acid.

There were two main strains of politics at that point. One was the new Marxist, SDS (Students for a Democratic Society) anti-war politics, and there was the politics of consciousness. I was more inclined to believe that if you could change consciousness, the politics would take care of itself. The problem was the way people looked at things, the way in which they structured reality. They needed to understand that reality is an opinion. Once you understand that, authority takes on an entirely different character, because so much of authority is based on the idea that reality is fixed.



In June ’67, after equally profound but completely separate psychedelic experiences, Barlow and Weir reunited for the first time in five years, at a Grateful Dead gig in New York City. After introducing them all to Leary, Barlow followed the band back to San Francisco, where he shacked up with them for the summer at 710 Ashbury Street. A few years later, as Weir was attempting to pen some songs, he approached Barlow and asked him if he’d be interested in writing lyrics. Barlow first obliged with “Mexicali Blues,” and an old friendship soon evolved into a fruitful artistic collaboration that has lasted more than two decades.

In the mid-’80s Barlow’s life reached a turning point, precipitated by a financial failure of his family ranch in Wyoming. In ’86, at the prompting of David Gans, he took a virtual tour of the electronic bulletin board THE WELL, and was enthralled by what he saw as the next frontier of human existence.

“There was a weird kind of recognition there. I could see that it was a lot of the small town that I came from in some thin, virtualized way. I’d been worrying about where those kinds of small towns are going to come from in the absence of agriculture or physical locus. I started to think that the information environment was a place where you could find community.”

A radical career change took place over just a few years time, from rancher to online activist and pundit. “I now spend a good deal of time writing and thinking about how information works,” he says. “I’m trying to develop a sense of the ecology of information.”

In June 1990, Barlow co-founded the Electronic Frontier Foundation with software developer Mitchell Kapor. The organization quickly evolved from a “hacker defense fund” into the central think tank and political organizing body on issues surrounding the “information superhighway.”

    Barlow divides his time between New York City and Pinedale, Wyoming. He has three daughters—Leah, Anna Winter, and Amelia. See BOB WEIR; WEIR/BARLOW.

BASS GREAT, LESH PHILLING • A playful appropriation of the Lite beer advertising slogan, “Tastes Great, Less Filling” by devout Phil Lesh fans, and one of many spunky Philifications of the English language to make it onto bumperstickers and t-shirts, along with “I’m a Lesh Lush and I Can’t Get My Phil!,” “Lesh Is More,” “I’m a Phil Phan.”

BATHROOM MIRROR • A source of endless visual fascination during the break.

BATHROOM TUNES • Songs claimed by picky (or jaded) Deadheads to be played too often or less than engagingly, allowing for a visit to the lavatories. The unappreciated tunes themselves are often given snide nicknames: “Don’t Ease Me In” becomes “Don’t Sleaze Me In,” for example, and “U.S. Blues” becomes “Useless Blues,” “U.S. Snooze,” or “U.S. Blahs.” “Corinna” becomes “Bore-eena,” “Tennessee Jed” becomes “Tennessee Dread,” and so on. Some also consider Weir’s “cowboy songs” (“Mexicali Blues,” “Me and My Uncle,” etc.) an ideal opportunity for a pit stop; the DRUMS and SPACE portions of the show are also lost on some Heads.

Over the desk of Grateful Dead Ticket Sales chief Steve Marcus, a cartoon mailed in by a Deadhead shows a row of urinals with Heads in front of them groaning with relief, under the caption “Sometimes Rhythm Devils doesn’t come soon enough!” See also PICKY DEADHEADS.

THE BE-IN • A “gathering of the tribes” held on January 14, 1967, in the Polo Field of Golden Gate Park in San Francisco, featuring the Dead, Quicksilver Messenger Service, Jams Joplin and Big Brother and the Holding Company, as well as poets Allen Ginsberg, Michael McClure, and many others. The Dead played “Morning Dew,” “Viola Lee Blues,” and “Good Morning Little Schoolgirl” with jazz flautist Charles Lloyd.

The Be-In was conceived by San Francisco Oracle editor Allen Cohen as an “ecstatic union of love and activism” between Berkeley antiwar activists and the psychedelic revolutionaries of THE HAIGHT-ASHBURY. The event was conducted as a mela—a meeting of spiritual leaders—with a ritual purification of the Polo Field beforehand, and friends of LSD manufacturer OWSLEY Stanley walking through the crowd handing out thousands of doses of “White Lightning” acid, Owsley’s strongest vintage. Tens of thousands of people spent the afternoon in the sun under fluttering banners, sharing fruit and turkey sandwiches provided by Owsley and THE DIGGERS, enjoying the music, and marveling at how large the hip community had become. The Be-In was the last flowering of the original Haight spirit before the Summer of Love hype taxed the neighborhood’s resources and overwhelmed its sense of purpose.

THE BEAM • A ten-foot aluminum girder strung with piano strings, tuned to extremely low pitches in octaves and fifths, fitted with a giant magnetic pickup. Played by Hart during DRUMS, the Beam was developed by Hart and Tom Paddock. Hart has played it with a section of pipe, his fingers, and his feet, drawing out of it long, rolling arcs of slow thunder.

“It illustrates the ancient perception that the divine was contained in certain mathematical relationships that could be turned into sound,” writes Hart. “One of the most powerfully ethereal instruments I have ever played. The Beam can be an instrument of war or an instrument of peace. It can purr like a Tibetan choir or it can explode like napalm.… You can go lower and deeper with the Beam than with anything else I know, descending into vibrations that are perceived less by the ear than felt as shockwaves throughout the body.” The Beam can be heard rumbling on “Psychopomp” on Hart’s Dafos, and during “Victim or the Crime” on Built to Last.

BEAR • See OWSLEY.

THE BEAST • Hart’s circular array of massive bass drums that became a familiar sight at shows in the late ’80s. The Beast was developed for the RHYTHM DEVILS’ soundtrack to Apocalypse Now, inspired by Japanese taiko drums, especially the o-daiko, the great drum, often four or more feet across (Hart calls his o-daiko “home plate”). The striking of the o-daiko by a traditional taiko drummer is preceded by respectful bowing and meditation. At Dead shows, Hart raises his mallets before striking the big drum, encouraging the audience to send power up to the stage. See DRUMS.

BETTYBOARDS [image: ][image: ] • A cache of 250 hours or so of soundboard master tapes of the Dead, Kingfish, the New Riders of the Purple Sage, Hot Tuna, and various Garcia bands—on large and small reels and cassettes—recorded by sound engineer Betty Cantor-Jackson, and kept in a storage locker until 1985, when the contents of the locker came up for auction due to delinquent storage fees. A small group of tape collectors and associates made the winning bid for the contents, copied the tapes, and distributed them to traders.

Such an enormous volume of highest-quality tapes caused a mass upgrade of trading standards. “It was like opening up a garage, and finding a ’71 Corvette that had never been driven,” explains taper Ihor Slabicky. Many of the shows had not been previously available as soundboards, and shows like the 8/27/72 Veneta, Oregon, show (“Kesey’s farm”) are considered to be among the finest the Dead ever played. The word “betty board” appears on tape traders’ LISTS as a rating of distinction.

A partial list of the bettyboards:



	2/18–24/71
	The Capitol Theater, Port Chester, New York



	4/5–6/71
	Manhattan Center, New York City (end of 2nd set only)



	4/7–8/71
	Boston Music Hall, Massachusetts



	12/14/71
	The Hill Auditorium, Ann Arbor, Michigan



	8/21, 22, 25/72
	Berkeley Community Theater, California



	8/27/72
	Old Renaissance Faire Ground, Veneta, Oregon



	3/16/73
	Nassau Coliseum, Uniondale, New York



	3/21, 22/73
	Memorial Auditorium, Utica, New York



	3/24/73
	Spectrum Arena, Philadelphia



	5/26/73
	Kezar Stadium, San Francisco



	6/22/73
	Pacific Exhibition Coliseum, Vancouver, B.C.



	6/10, 11/76
	Boston Music Hall, Massachusetts



	6/14, 15/76
	The Beacon Theater, New York City



	6/29/76
	The Auditorium Theatre, Chicago



	2/26/77
	The Swing Auditorium, San Bernardino, California



	5/5/77
	New Haven Coliseum, Connecticut



	5/7/77
	Boston Gardens, Massachusetts



	5/8/77
	Barton Hall, Cornell University, Ithaca, New York



	5/9/77
	War Memorial Auditorium, Buffalo, New York



	9/29/77
	The Paramount Theater, Seattle



	10/2/77
	The Paramount Theater, Portland, Oregon



	10/28/77
	Soldiers & Sailors Memorial Hall, Kansas City, Missouri



	10/29/77
	Field House, Northern Illinois University, Dekalb



	10/30/77
	Assembly Hall, Indiana University, Bloomington



	11/1/77
	Cobo Hall, Detroit



	11/5/77
	War Memorial, Rochester, New York (end of show)



	11/6/77
	Broome County Arena, Binghamton, New York



	4/7/78
	Sportatorium, Pembroke Pines, Florida



	4/10, 11/78
	The Fox Theater, Atlanta, Georgia



	4/12/78
	Duke University, Durham, North Carolina



	4/14/78
	Virginia Polytechnic, Blacksburg



	4/15/78
	William and Mary College, Williamsburg, Virginia



	7/7, 8/78
	Red Rocks, Morrison, Colorado



	10/18/78
	Winterland, San Francisco—“From Egypt With Love”



	4/22/79
	Spartan Stadium, San Jose, California




BIG HAIR • Applied to the sound of the DRUMS on particular nights by Hart and crew during the ’80s. “It was big hair tonight,” Hart might say after a particularly intense set, and the phrase found its way onto Deadheads’ setlists and tape covers (see J-CARDS). Bob Bralove credits studio tech Tom Paddock (who designed the pickup for THE BEAM) with coining the term. See also THE BEAST; X-FACTOR.

BIOSPHERE 2 • The scientists involved in this attempt to create an enclosed, self-sufficient ecosystem under a dome in the Arizona desert were invited to participate in the New Year’s festivities at Oakland Coliseum in ’91, via telephone link. Inside the biosphere, the dawn of the new year was toasted with papaya juice and home-brewed banana wine.

BIRTHDAY SHOWS • Along with New Year’s Eve, April Fools’ Day, Halloween, and other festival holidays, bandmembers’ birthdays tend to arouse high anticipation among Deadheads. Aside from the occasional “Happy Birthday” at the beginning of a set (as for Brent Mydland on 10/21/88 or Bill Walton on 11/5/85), musically spectacular things rarely happen (one notable exception was Weir’s thirty-fourth, at the Melk Weg hash bar in Amsterdam, where the band revived “Lovelight” and “Gloria,” on borrowed instruments). But small moments of recognition and celebration go a long way toward upping the energy level in a hall. As the band vamped a verse of “Happy Birthday” to Mickey Hart on 9/11/87, in Landover, Maryland, Hart stood up and gave Kreutzmann a long hug. The next year, Kreutzmann hit Hart in the face with a birthday pie at the end of DRUMS. See also APPENDIX I: THE DEADLINE.

Bandmember birthdays:

Jerry Garcia: August 1

Mickey Hart: September 11

Bill Kreutzmann: May 7

Phil Lesh: March 15

Bob Weir: October 16

Vince Welnick: February 2

BISCUIT • A very low note or chord played by Lesh. “The Philsbury doughboy pumps out the biscuits.” Also known as a “bomb.” See PHIL BOMBS.

BLACK T • Jerry Garcia’s customary stage apparel. Size known to fluctuate. See TROUBLE AHEAD, JERRY IN RED.

BLUES FOR ALLAH • Album #12, released in September 1975.


[image: ][image: ] Blair Jackson, editor of The Golden Road, on Blues for Allah:

Blues for Allah is unique among the Dead’s studio albums in that it consists entirely of material that was developed in the studio for the record, rather than being a hodge-podge of songs worked out in advance on the road and then recorded. Two things happened that allowed the group to make the album that way: In October 1974, the Dead began an indefinite hiatus (see THE LAST ONE) that gave them the opportunity to not only work on solo projects, but record a GD album at a more leisurely pace. And in early ’75, work was completed on Bob Weir’s recording studio, built adjoining his beautiful A-frame house on the wooded slopes of Marin County’s majestic Mt. Tamalpais. That meant an end to worrying about costly recording studio time. “The whole idea was to get back to that band thing, where the band makes the main contribution to the evolution of the material,” Garcia said of the album. “So we’d go into the studio, jam for a while, and then if something nice turned up we’d say, ‘Well, let’s preserve this little hunk and work with it, see if we can do something with it.’ ” Most of Hunter’s lyrics were written after the jams had gelled into song form; the major exception was “Crazy Fingers,” which Garcia set in its lilting, slow reggae arrangement (after first trying a much harder attack) from finished words. Perhaps this modus operandi explains in part why Hunter’s lyrics are so elliptical throughout the record—they are mainly short bursts unconnected to any sort of story or larger whole; a collection of aphorisms rather than character-driven situations and narratives. (A few of the more “conventional” Hunter-Garcia tunes from this period turn up on the Garcia solo album Reflections.)

The magical core of Blues for Allah is a series of remarkable instrumental pieces that showcase a remarkably high level of intraband collaboration: “Slipknot!” the amazing bridge between the sharp, angular “Help on the Way” and the loping, melodic “Franklin’s Tower”; the fiery, Latin-sounding “King Solomon’s Marbles”; Weir’s Bach-inspired “Sage & Spirit”; and the long, ultra-spacey exposition on the title tune. The component pieces of the title track represent perhaps the strangest music the Dead had recorded in the studio since Aoxomoxoa’s “What’s Become of the Baby?”; then and now I find it a tough listen, perhaps more successful in its intention than its execution. The remaining song on the record, “The Music Never Stopped,” was just the third Weir—John Barlow tune to make it onto a Dead album. Musically, it shows a clear gospel influence (especially on Donna Godchaux
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