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Praise for Time Has Come Today:

 

	“Bronson’s early love of the British Invasion filled him with dreams of becoming part of the music world. He achieved that goal as co-founder of Rhino Records, the greatest American reissue label ever. In diary-like fashion, he tells us about his journey with much the same innocence, passion and humor that he brought to Rhino.”

—Robert Hilburn, author of Johnny Cash: The Life

 

“It takes a true insider to tell the tale. Harold was there and wrote it all down: his own life trajectory described in day-by-day minutia: encounters with the stars, where they ate, attendance figures and album sales, craziness and good times, the particulars that distinguish the music business from all others.”

—Barry Miles, author of Paul McCartney: Many Years From Now

 and many other books

 

“In 1970s Los Angeles, Bronson graduated from young rock journalist for magazines like Rolling Stone to co-founder of Rhino Records, the label revered by music aficionados worldwide. While still a college student, he had a knack for gaining surprising access to rock legends. Now, as one of the few survivors of the era who had his feet on the ground and was taking notes, he brings us on a magic carpet ride through the rise and fall of the rock and roll biz, from wild Led Zeppelin hotel parties to concerts where up-and-comers like Bruce Springsteen found their voice, shows where Tom Petty helped Bob Dylan find his next incarnation, and apartments where George Carlin navigated his transition from conventional journeyman to long-haired truth-teller.

“From encounters with amiable metal maestros Gene Simmons and Ozzy Osbourne, to cantankerous Monkees, Doors insiders, punk rock icons, Suzi Quatro, Blondie, the Bee Gees, George Harrison, and dozens more, Bronson bluntly tells it like it was with an amazing eye for detail. As Rhino label exec, Bronson butts heads with nutty artists making outlandish demands even as he fights to make sure they get the back royalties owed to them, bails mad visionaries like Love’s Arthur Lee out of jail, and rescues forgotten geniuses from obscurity, presenting them to the world as they should have been from the beginning. You can dip into any page of Time Has Come Today and find a fascinating new anecdote to illustrate why Arthur Lee called Bronson 'the most honest man in the music business.'”

—Andrew Grant Jackson, author of 1973: Rock at the Crossroads 

and 1965: The Most Revolutionary Year in Music

 

“Harold Bronson, co-founder of Rhino Records, has seen it all in his 40+ years of being a mover and shaker of the LA rock record industry. He knew everybody, including me! What's more, he kept a diary for all those years, and here are hundreds of the juiciest, most revealing, most colorful entries, printed for your edification and pleasure. He's an ace writer and a fearless critic. This, his third book, is a total page-turner.”

—Barret Hansen (Dr. Demento)

 


Preface

 

“Sooner or later everyone ends up in a box.” It was a clever headline, used in advertisements for career-spanning CD box sets produced by Rhino, the record company I co-founded with Richard Foos in the late 1970s. This book could similarly be thought of as a career-spanning best-of: accounts from my 40 years as a rock music insider.

In the ’70s, record companies realized they could generate additional profits by producing albums of leftover tracks. Metamorphosis, the compilation of Rolling Stones recordings released in 1975, was among the first and most prominent. While there are worthy tracks on that and other similar compilations, as most of the recordings had originally been withheld from release because they were deemed not good enough, the appeal was more as a novelty for completists rather than something expected to compare to a newly recorded album.

While this book might seem to fall into a similar category, that is not the case. In The Rhino Records Story, in addition to an overview of my 24 years at the Rhino label and five years at the store, I included histories of some of Rhino’s prominent artists: the Monkees, the Turtles, the Knack, Tommy James and the Shondells, Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers. My next book, My British Invasion, focused on notable British acts from the 1960s and early ’70s. Eminent artists left out of both books are included here.

Several influences planted the seeds for this diary-formatted third book, although I didn’t notice them at the time. The publication of The Andy Warhol Diaries in 1989 startled the publishing world. Warhol’s 20,000 diary pages had not been intended for public consumption by their author. Condensed to a comparatively brisk 807 pages, it became a bestseller, a fascinating read despite its cattiness and mundanity. Andy even notes — probably for income tax purposes — how much he spent on cab fare, lunches, books and even toys. (Andy didn’t physically write his diaries; he dictated the entries to an assistant. The book was published after his death.)

In 2004, Bob Dylan published Chronicles: Volume One, which, in 293 pages, covered just three periods of his life: the early ’60s in Greenwich Village, recording New Morning (1970) and recording Oh Mercy (1989) with producer Daniel Lanois in New Orleans. I loved Dylan’s book and look forward to Volume Two, but as of this writing it has yet to appear. Bob skipped periods in his time-machine-like visits, and so did I in my timeline. Because many of my encounters were detailed in my two previous tomes, calendar gaps here are simply indicative of my desire to avoid repetition. 

When I interviewed Michael Nesmith in 1971, he deemed Nevada Fighter the third part of a trilogy (by Michael Nesmith & the First National Band), where the content had a “synergy.” I had a vague notion at the time of the concept of trilogy, associating it with ancient Greek plays. He was referring to his three albums as having significance when taken as parts of a larger whole. This book can be thought of as the third volume of a trilogy in that all three books explore the careers, music and personalities of many of rock’s notable hitmakers. 

There are my impressions from interviews I conducted, some of the rock concerts I attended and exchanges I had with artists in my capacity as the co-founder of Rhino Records. In reading The Andy Warhol Diaries, one could experience the book chronologically or as randomly read entries. I have organized Time Has Come Today so the reader can enjoy the same choice of literary experience. On occasion, I’ve provided clarification in brackets, but kept those to a minimum in order not to be a contemporary intruder on historic entries. I’ve avoided revising my opinions even when history may now place them in an unfavorable light.

 

 

 


1967

 

September 1967

I’m a senior at Westchester High School, in the suburb where the Los Angeles International Airport is located. I’m in the honors program for math and science, not because I’m interested in those fields, but because the school’s hardest major will better prepare me for the rigors of college. Some people look back at high school as the best time of their lives. For me, it’s a stepping stone to college. My goal is to get into UCLA. 

I listen to radio stations KRLA and KHJ. The album I’ve played most this summer is the Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. On a Saturday morning, the day after it came out, I walked to the Broadway department store. There was nobody else in the record department as the album played. I didn’t like it. It was strange. So were the Beatles on the cover: with droopy mustaches, they looked like old men. Over the next two weeks, the songs on the radio grew on me and I bought my copy.

I buy most of my records at Westchester Music. They have a good selection. Except for singles, most of my purchases are elsewhere because Westchester Music doesn’t discount. I usually wait for sales advertised in the Los Angeles Times to stretch my allowance. Sears and White Front sell monaural LPs for $1.99 ($2.87 list) and stereo LPs for $2.79 ($4.79 list). Instead of buying every single like I used to, I wait until a favorite artist releases a greatest hits or best-of album. I buy mono. I don’t have a stereo, and it’s cheaper. I play my records on a hi-fi that rests on a chest of drawers. I have no job; I make money by performing chores around the house. Artists I’ve listened to most the last few months: the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, the Monkees, Simon and Garfunkel, the Bee Gees, the Turtles, the Doors, Eric Burdon and the Animals, Donovan.

Friday, October 6, 1967

My good friend and fellow senior Jeff Weisman is in Advance Placement at UCLA. He attends high school in the morning and classes at UCLA in the afternoon for college credit. He invited me to attend UCLA’s fall kickoff dance/concert on the roof of a parking lot. We both wore suits and ties and were clearly out of place with the casually dressed crowd (as if we had the confidence to approach any of the college girls anyway). It was a good concert. The Strawberry Alarm Clock played well, doing their hit “Incense and Peppermints” and credible covers of the Doors’ “Light My Fire” and “20th Century Fox.” The Merry-Go-Round performed their hits “Live” and “You’re a Very Lovely Woman,” but their set lost momentum when Emitt Rhodes broke guitar strings — twice. 

	[image: Image]

 

Friday, October 27, 1967

The Seeds have had quite a run. From December through May they had three Top 10 hits on KHJ: “Pushin’ Too Hard” (#2), “Mr. Farmer” (#10) and “Can’t Seem to Make You Mine” (#4). But their recent release, “A Thousand Shadows,” flopped, which probably explains why they’re in far-flung Westchester, in the Recreation Center auditorium, a full-size basketball court with a stage at one end. With only three instrumentalists, they generated excitement by recreating their hits faithfully. With a distinctive, nasal delivery, singer Sky Saxon didn’t come across as the coolest pop star. His lack of grace and exaltation of “the flower children” bordered on comical. But he was charismatic, most apparently on “Up in Your Room,” where he made lots of eye contact with the audience while flashing his fingered “V” peace sign into their faces. Daryl Hooper, on electric piano and keyboard bass, was dressed in 18th century finery and very animated. About 150 kids showed up.

Friday, November 10, 1967

The Music Machine played the auditorium at the Westchester Recreation Center. I saw them arrive and thought they looked intimidating, dressed in black, same as on their album cover. As they trouped to the stage, their disparate non-he-man physiques became apparent, reminding me of henchmen from a TV comedy spy show, like the agents of KAOS on Get Smart. It was the second lineup of the Music Machine. They were good, but not as good as the Seeds. I got the concept of it being a music machine, meaning one song starting immediately after the other without any talking in between. They performed “Talk Talk,” “The People in Me” and “Hey Joe,” from the first album. Most of the other songs were unfamiliar. 

I met a girl. She lives in Inglewood. I intend to give her a call.

Saturday, November 18, 1967

She’s blond and tall — not model-looking tall, more like basketball-player tall. Her brother plays for the Washington Generals, the team that spars with the Harlem Globetrotters. We went to the United Artists Theatre on Market Street and saw Who’s Minding the Mint? I liked the film more than the girl.

 


1968

 

Saturday, February 24, 1968

I bought my first record of the year, The Best of Herman’s Hermits, Volume III. It was a leap of faith as it contains only one hit single: “There’s a Kind of Hush” b/w “No Milk Today.” Because so many songs are unfamiliar to me, it’s like listening to a very good new album. The best is a cover of the Four Preps’ 1958 hit “Big Man.” 

Wednesday, May 8, 1968

My high school drama class attended an afternoon performance of Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream at the Inner City Cultural Center. A minimally staged production of the repertory company, it’s the story of four young lovers counseled by fairies in an Athens forest. I thought it was okay. I was more taken with the music I heard before the play and during the intermission, a dynamic combo featuring a powerful organ and enchanting harpsichord. I asked the soundman, who said it was a new album by an artist I’m not familiar with, Lee Michaels. I’ll have to get his album. 

Summer 1968

I graduated from Westchester High School with some distinction. My diploma has a silver sunburst “With Honors” seal affixed to it. I didn’t attend the prom. It baffled me that some classmates were asking girls they had never taken out before and incurring the evening’s expense. I’ve had a total of three dates with two girls.

I am pleased to have been accepted to UCLA. 

One of my mom’s haunts is the Roof Terrace coffee shop on the top floor of the Broadway department store. She learned of an opening for a busboy, and I was hired. The end of my first day was distressing. As I was taking off my white uniform, my fingers spasmed, curling from lifting the heavy trays filled with dirty dishes. I flushed with fear; I was no longer in control of my fingers! I started to unfold them, and then held them from folding again. Momentarily relieved, I then noticed how sore my neck was from the chafing of the heavily starched collar.

Within a few days, I realized the worsening of my fate. The dishwasher quit, so I had to do that job, too. So, I was the only busboy and dishwasher to service the restaurant (open throughout the day, serving breakfast and lunch.) On occasion, a dishwasher came in for the day, hired from an organization named Manpower. I noticed alcohol on the breath of more than one. My duties increased to making coffee in the morning and throughout the day, as needed.

I was paid minimum wage ($1.65). I clocked in and out, with a half hour for lunch. I could order almost anything from the menu, most often a hot dog with melted cheese. I’d heard about “egg creams,” a concoction of milk, chocolate syrup and seltzer water, and made an afternoon drink for myself using the carbonated water from the fountain. As I relaxed eating my lunch, I could appreciate the modern design: airy with big windows, flying saucer-like lamps, a long wood planter overflowing with ivy separating the main room. When I started the job, I was told the waitresses would share their tips with me, but that didn’t happen. After two months I’d had enough and, before flying with my mom to visit my uncles in New Jersey, I quit. A friend from high school, Dan Krowchuk, wanted to fill my starched uniform and I was happy to accommodate him. 

I lugged my heavy reel-to-reel tape machine to West New York so I could listen to my tapes. Even though I record songs off the radio, I still buy records. While on vacation, I bought the Doors’ Waiting for the Sun and Time Peace: The Rascals’ Greatest Hits. The message of the Rascals’ “People Got to Be Free” (#1 on WMCA) made a big impression on me. I love the Doors’ “Hello, I Love You” (#4 on WMCA) even though it sounds like they ripped off the Kinks. 

The highlight of my trip was seeing two Broadway musicals, Cabaret and Hair. Jill Haworth is one of the stars of Cabaret. When I was 10, I was infatuated with her fragile beauty after seeing her in Exodus at the Loyola Theatre. We were lucky to get tickets to Hair, a hit after only four months on Broadway. I found it musically stirring. I didn’t find the celebrated nude scene shocking. It was brief and dimly lit. As we were leaving the Biltmore Theatre, we passed an alley where members of the production had congregated to take a cigarette break. I noticed Barry McGuire among them. I hadn’t realized he was one of the performers. He looked old. He hasn’t had a hit since “Eve of Destruction” in 1965. 

The low point was a three-day road trip with my two middle-aged, heavy-set uncles, Happy and Arthur. It was like being teamed with two Ralph Kramdens — like Kramden, Happy had been a bus driver. Accompanied by their accountant friend Walter Miller, we drove to Brown’s Hotel in the Catskills, a mountain resort 100 miles north. That afternoon, near the entrance to the pool area, they were on the make. Their goal was to get women’s phone numbers so they could date them back in the city. Walter’s typical line, when he saw a woman carrying a folding chair or bulky items, “Hey Sweetheart, can I give you a hand?” To cover himself when she declines, “Can I give you two hands?” Uncle Happy introduced me to a flabby brunette more than twice my age, seemingly for my benefit. When she moved on, he whispered, “She fah-uucks!” In their company, I was embarrassed to no end. That evening, while they were socializing, I waited in the teen lounge. The band was good; they even played Steppenwolf’s “The Pusher.” We left the hotel and bunked in a cheap motel, four to a room. I shared a flimsy bed with Uncle Arthur. The next day we toured Montreal’s Expo 68. Last year, as Expo 67, it was a vibrant World’s Fair, but numerous pavilions are now closed and there were few people. I marveled at Habitat, a newly built complex with interlocking stacked concrete boxes for apartments.

Saturday, August 17, 1968

As an incoming freshman at UCLA, I’m attending a weekend orientation on campus, sharing a Hedrick Hall dormitory room. Tonight we were treated to a dance in the recreation room. Although the rock trio providing the entertainment was musically far from the best band I’d seen, they were amusing and had the best repertoire. They performed Who songs, Little Richard’s “Tutti Frutti” and even had the gumption to attempt Manfred Mann’s “The Mighty Quinn.” During a break, I asked their name. One said, I thought, “Christian Milk.”

Wednesday, August 21, 1968

Herman’s Hermits singer Peter Noone was a guest on The Merv Griffin Show tonight. Merv asked him what new musical acts in England he likes. Peter responded with Traffic, describing them as being “Fan-taz-oh!” I’d never heard that expression before. Traffic is Stevie Winwood’s new group. I haven’t heard their records.

Friday, September 13, 1968

Today’s LA Times has a listing of this week’s Top 10 records. Number-one in Los Angeles, based on KHJ’s Boss Radio Chart, is “Harper Valley P.T.A.” by Jeannie C. Riley. On the national listing, “People Got to Be Free” by the Rascals is tops. Curiously, number-five is “1, 2, 3, Red Light” by 1910 Fruitgum Company. Their previous hit, “Simon Says,” went Top 10, but this single hasn’t been played on L.A. radio. I don’t understand how a record could be such a big national hit and not get played in L.A. I’d like to hear it.

Saturday, September 14, 1968

I saw my first big rock concert tonight, the Jimi Hendrix Experience headlining at the Hollywood Bowl. David Ebberts and I and our dates sat halfway back on the right side. Soft Machine, a trio, opened the show and played one number, a 20-minute jazz-styled instrumental that I couldn’t wait to end. Next up was Eire Apparent, a conventional rock band from Northern Ireland I wanted to like more, except I didn’t connect with any of their unfamiliar songs. Second-on-the-bill Vanilla Fudge were musically impressive, none more so than drummer Carmine Appice, who displayed real showmanship. The others’ wild gesticulations bordered on being silly. They were very good, although their songs are overly long. 

The Jimi Hendrix Experience opened with jams on “Are You Experienced?” and “Voodoo Chile,” taking a while before finding a groove. Where we sat, the sound reached my ears a fraction of a second behind the visual. Despite his heavy, psychedelic image, Jimi tossed off humorous comments. While tuning his guitar he said, “Only cowboys never go out of tune.” While the music had its moments, the performance was just okay. The musicians were befuddled when fans jumped into the reflecting pool in front of the stage. Bassist Noel Redding flippantly announced, “Now we proudly present Flipper!” He became concerned as more entered the pool and exhorted the crowd to refrain from splashing water on the stage, as the musicians could get electrocuted. The 11-song set included “Foxy Lady,” “Hey Joe,” “Purple Haze” and “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Jimi wasn’t dressed in his usual psychedelic manner. He wore a white shirt, white bell bottoms and an embroidered vest. It crossed my mind that the Nehru coat I was wearing, one I bought in New York last month, might already be passé. 

Monday, September 23, 1968

The fall quarter commenced at UCLA; classes start in a week. In high school, my favorite subject was history, but as I don’t want to teach, I can’t figure out what to do with a history major professionally, so I’m thinking about being a lawyer. As there is no pre-law major at UCLA, the counselor recommended political science.
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Tuesday, October 29, 1968

I saw the new Procol Harum album advertised in the LA Times, so after classes I drove to Discount Record Center in Beverly Hills. The list price on most new albums is $4.79, but I bought Shine on Brightly for $2.67. I played it twice and am pleased. It’s much better than the group’s first album, which I have. The musicianship (and singing) is at a high level; the arrangements sound like mini-symphonies. And it’s better recorded. “Shine on Brightly” and “Quite Rightly So” sound like hits to me.

 


1969

 

Winter 1969

Shortly after UCLA started, Carl Lent-Koop, my best friend in high school, got me a part-time job at Hill Mart, a family-run market in Westchester where he works, assisting Bill Denaut, the manager of the liquor department. He reminds me of the Osgood Conklin character Gale Gordon played in the Our Miss Brooks TV series. Like Conklin, he has a mustache and an air of pretentiousness. Oddly, every day he wears an unfashionable double-breasted vest. I learned about liquor but am too young to partake. I was curious about “sloe gin.” Was that something like molasses? Bill explained it’s not gin, but a mixture of gin and fruit from the sloe berry. At least I knew the correct pronunciation for Liebfraumilch, because I had taken German in high school. One nattily dressed man, the father of a girl I had tried to chat up in high school, came in most afternoons to purchase a pint of whiskey. Even as an unsophisticated 18-year-old I sensed these were troubled characters. My most unpleasant task was stocking drinks from inside the refrigerator. Even with a heavy jacket, it was cold.

I saw my first semi-celebrity close-up while working at Hill Mart (if you don’t count the brush-off I got as a four-year-old from kids TV show host Pinky Lee when I tried to gift him a handful of toy soldiers during a personal appearance at a May Company department store). Show biz people tend to live elsewhere. Ben Alexander lives in Westchester. He is best known as Officer Frank Smith on the Dragnet shows of the 1950s. 

I have been attending more concerts: Cream and Deep Purple at the Forum in October, Donovan at UCLA’s Pauley Pavilion in November. Deep Purple also played a free concert at UCLA’s Ackerman Grand Ballroom. When it was announced the Doors were playing the Forum, December 14, I bought tickets. As the event neared, I couldn’t find anybody to go with me, so I sold the tickets — at face value — to a co-worker. I questioned my decision — I have yet to see the group in concert — until I read a review in the LA Times that made it sound like a misfire: “‘Light My Fire,’ one of the songs everyone waited for, was a disappointment. The song dragged out so long that it failed to even vaguely resemble the original recording and instead sounded like a last-minute improvisation.” The writer, Donna Chick, described Jim Morrison as being hostile to the audience: “The climax of his egotistical put-on happened when he sat down, cross legged, in front of the musically starved crowd and asked the audience what they really wanted.” As the concert proceeded, she described the crowd becoming agitated: “Applause and cheers were replaced by endless obscenities and irritable silence.” She thought Jerry Lee Lewis, who preceded the Doors, “unrehearsed.” Ken (the co-worker I’d sold my tickets to) told me about the opening act: Tsun-Yuen Lui, a solo performer with a cricket on his shoulder, who played a stringed Chinese instrument that emitted what he described as an excruciating sound. 

In mid-January, Carl left Hill Mart to take another job. With him gone it would be less fun, so I quit as well to devote more time to the rigors of college.

Tuesday, February 25, 1969

Carl and I were waiting for Tom Matye in the Cooperage (a.k.a. “the Coop”) in Ackerman Union before returning via carpool to our homes in Westchester. It’s an informal lounge with tables and chairs and nearby stations to buy fast food. We did homework as the jukebox rotated the usual records: “Proud Mary,” “Crimson and Clover,” “Everyday People,” “I Heard It Through the Grapevine” by Marvin Gaye. I preferred Gladys Knight & the Pips’ version, a massive hit a year ago, but Marvin’s recent chart topper is played so much it’s been growing on me. 

A weird hippie wandered in. He was tall, wearing a dashiki, tight yellow pants and a flip-flop on his right foot. The other was bare. A fellow student uttered, “It’s Wild Man Fischer.” I had heard about him. He’s not a student but is known around campus for singing songs, a cappella, for a quarter. Frank Zappa has recorded an album with him, but I haven’t heard it.

Wednesday, April 9, 1969

After reading a misguided appraisal of the Grass Roots’ Golden Grass album in the UCLA Daily Bruin, I thought I could do better, and inquired at the paper’s office in Kerckhoff Hall. I was told to come back when the music editor, John Mendelsohn, was in the office. When I returned, I was greeted by a tall figure dressed in a fringed buckskin jacket and jean bell bottoms. Waterfalls of dry, black hair framed a bespectacled, dark face. I recognized him as the drummer in the band at the Hedrick Hall dance. At the time I thought he looked like John Sebastian of the Lovin’ Spoonful and mugged like that group’s Zal Yanovsky. (I heard the name of his band wrong; it’s Christopher Milk.) John looks more like a rock musician than anybody else on campus.

His first utterance to me was, “Do you like the Who?” I rendered a cautious “Yes,” thinking that was an odd opening question. (I learned those who replied “No” didn’t write last quarter.) He told me to pick any album I wanted and write a sample review. As I exited, he answered the ringing phone, “Bailey Drune.”

Wednesday May 21, 1969

As a freshman reading the Daily Bruin, I’m impressed with the high caliber of contributors to the arts sections, none more so than Mendelsohn. His wry prose and impeccable taste are head and shoulders above others writing about popular music. He championed The Kinks Are the Village Green Preservation Society, Van Morrison’s Astral Weeks, the Beau Brummels’ Bradley’s Barn and the Nice’s Ars Longa Vita Brevis — none of which sold well enough to make Billboard’s album charts. He also gave good reviews to The Beatles (White Album) and Mary Hopkin’s Postcard. Here’s his description of a recent Who performance in today’s Daily Bruin:

“Orange-haired and effeminate little Roger, standing dwarfed between the two dark and brooding guitarists, would hold his mike so daintily with just thumb and index finger that he gave the impression that it was made of fragile china. The next instant he would completely obliterate that impression by whirling it around his head by its cord or flinging it against Keith’s bass drum. Entwistle would stand perfectly still, playing a strange percussive-sounding bass (that sounds more like three drum kits than a stringed instrument) and never changing his bored and mildly contemptuous expression, except to occasionally wince at his own strident falsettos. Moon, directing such a manic attack on his drums that he covered everyone within a stone’s throw with a flak of broken drumsticks and drops of perspiration, would embroider Townshend’s powerful suspended-in-space chords with furious eruptions of staccato machine-gun fire on his sixteen-piece arsenal. And Townshend, ever grimacing and scowling, would land from his 10-foot leaps in prodigious splits to the accompaniment of gigantic abrasive chords, throw himself spread-eagled against his wall of amplifiers, or slash at his guitar with vicious upward arcs of his flagellating right arm.”

Thursday, May 22, 1969

For my writing sample, I chose the Easybeats’ Falling Off the Edge of the World that I had bought at Crane’s Records in Inglewood. When I handed John the review, his brown, doggy eyes bugged out as he whirled around, “I remember when we played ‘Friday on My Mind.’ Denny and I used to sing, ‘Didididididi …’” A week later, John patiently went through the review with me, explaining his comments. I thought I could write a critique better than the one I had read of the Grass Roots album, but I have a lot to learn. John helped me get my first review in shape. It ran today, on a marginal group named Crystal Mansion signed to Capitol Records. 

Thursday, June 26, 1969

Carl is a big Creedence Clearwater Revival fan, so we bought tickets to see them headline Newport ’69, a rock festival held at Devonshire Downs, a harness horse racing track in Northridge. The event was held over three days; we attended Saturday (June 21). As the temperature was in the 80s, I wore only a T-shirt and shorts, which proved shortsighted when the temperature plunged that evening. We also failed to bring a blanket, which meant we sat on burlap that covered hard dirt. Our position was about a quarter of the way back. 
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I thought everybody was good. Creedence played a tight set and was the most exciting. Jethro Tull, a blues-rock quartet from England, was also impressive. Arthur Lee debuted his new lineup of Love. They played well, featuring songs from their upcoming album, but lacked the magic of the original band’s recordings. I especially liked “Singing Cowboy.” 

I couldn’t figure out why pop acts Friends of Distinction and Brenton Wood were also on the bill. With the crowd — around 60,000 — and noisy, hovering police helicopters and Air Force planes, it was not an ideal setting to appreciate the music. I don’t think I’ll be attending any outdoor festivals in the future.

I read in today’s LA Times there had been a riot on Friday as “hundreds of persons battered police with rocks and bottles in an attempt to enter the concert without paying.” It also reported the promoter lost $85,000 on the event. Jimi Hendrix deemed his performance on Friday lacking — he was paid $100,000 — so he played again on Sunday.

Thursday, July 10, 1969

Jim Bickhart is my new editor at the Daily Bruin. Unlike Mendelsohn, who styled himself as a rock musician, Bickhart is content to look like a hippie college student: jeans, checked flannel shirt rolled up on the arms, a book bag slung over his shoulder. With dark brown hair cascading over his forehead and strong facial features, he could pass for the third Everly Brother (on their Roots LP, a cover slick of which adorns our wall). Jim has a broad range of musical interests, championing country-rock and folk. As an indicator of how much he loves the Byrds, he titled his column “The Notorious Ramblin’ Bros.” after The Notorious Byrd Brothers.

Since I’m writing for the paper, he suggested I spring for a subscription to Rolling Stone. I picked up the current issue (dated July 12) at the UCLA bookstore. The cover story on Elvis — for a hip music magazine? — plugging his Change of Habit movie didn’t interest me. But plenty did: a lengthy Pete Townshend interview, features on Jefferson Airplane and Rick Nelson recording new albums and news stories on Mick Taylor replacing Brian Jones in the Rolling Stones, the upcoming release of the Beatles’ Get Back album, Blind Faith (a new supergroup comprising Eric Clapton, Ginger Baker, Steve Winwood and Ric Grech) debuting before 150,000 in Hyde Park, a premiere of the Doors’ short film, Feast of Friends.

I clipped the coupon on the back and mailed in $10.50 for a subscription and a copy of the Who’s new album, Tommy. If I bought it at Discount Records, the double album would cost me $6.98, so for $3.50 more I get a two-year subscription, a great deal.

Thursday, July 31, 1969

Fewer writers hang around the Daily Bruin office during the summer, so even though I had published only three record reviews, I got the nod to see Vanilla Fudge perform their upcoming album at the Factory, east of Beverly Hills. It was a buzz to see them play in a small club setting. I liked what I heard of Rock & Roll, but the title is a misnomer; it didn’t sound like 1950s rock and roll. Compared to the musical excess and exhibitionism that plagued their first four LPs, it’s economical. Their musicianship is of a high caliber, and they still sound heavy. Eddie Brigati of the Rascals, sporting a beard, was in the audience.

Monday, September 29, 1969

This summer I worked full-time at Fedco, a discount department store just east of Culver City, as a sacker (a.k.a. box boy) and stocker. To get assignments, on breaks, I’d call the Daily Bruin from a pay phone and hope Bickhart would be in. 

The last couple of weeks of the job were unsettling. Most colleges start their fall sessions weeks before UCLA, so many of my youthful co-workers departed before I did. That left those who punched the clock 52 weeks a year, visually relegating me to the same status (perhaps to nobody’s awareness but mine). I almost wanted to wear a big sign to let customers know that, at 19, I wasn’t a washout in a menial job. I am a UCLA sophomore! The fall quarter starts today, with classes commencing next Monday.

Tuesday, October 14, 1969

John Mendelsohn graduated and is now working at Warner Bros. Records in Burbank. I’ve been attending his once-a-week evening class on the history of rock and roll at a friend’s apartment in West L.A. Ten to 15 people show up. He’s a good teacher, and I’m learning a lot, especially about the great artists prior to the Beatles. He played “Shoppin’ for Clothes” by the Coasters. I knew their hits, but I’d never heard this song. I didn’t know what to make of it. It didn’t sound like a hit; more like a secret recording made after hours in a black nightclub, when reefer comes out. It’s cool, laid back, melancholy; unlike up-tempo Coasters hits “Charlie Brown” and “Poison Ivy.” There’s humor, too, but it’s less obvious. The song captures the plight of a young man who desires to buy a suit at a clothing store only to be informed by the salesman that he doesn’t have enough cash and doesn’t qualify to buy on credit. The plaintive background vocals croon in sympathy, and King Curtis plays a suitably lethargic sax. The song fades out with the singer/customer intoning, “I’ve got a good job sweeping up every day.” The song captures a realistic slice of life rather than striving for escapism. The Coasters had a run of six Top 10 hits, but that ended a year before the release of this 45 in 1960, their fourth flop in a row. I wonder what they were thinking. After class John waved me over to his VW microbus and gave me a copy of the new Kinks LP, Arthur.

Thursday, October 30, 1969

The music editor assigns albums that come into the Daily Bruin office to be reviewed. I’ve had to wade through mediocre artists I’ve never heard of — Crystal Mansion, Fear Itself, McKendree Spring, Mad River, Joshua Fox — until I qualified for a more recognizable name. My review of the Bob Seger System’s Ramblin’ Gamblin’ Man ran today. 

Singles aren’t reviewed, and other writers have little interest in them. They’re stacked on top of a filing cabinet, so I have my pick. Among the better ones: “Jumbo” (the Bee Gees), “Something’s Happening” (Herman’s Hermits), “Sugar Mountain” (Neil Young), “Debora” (Tyrannosaurus Rex), “You Came, You Saw, You Conquered!” (Ronettes), “Close the Barn Door” (49th Parallel), “Afterglow of Your Love” (Small Faces), “Ivy, Ivy” (Left Banke), “Imagine the Swan” (Zombies), “Room to Move” (John Mayall). Most are distinguished from regularly released 45s in various ways: labeled “for promotion only,” with a star or an “A” on the plug side, or white labels, with the same song on each side — one in stereo, one in monaural.

Sunday, November 9, 1969

Jim Bickhart announced that, as members of the press, we could purchase good seats to the upcoming Rolling Stones show at the Forum from the management company. Both shows had sold out to the public within eight hours. We could buy seats in the first 20 rows, but the tickets were $12.50, more than twice as much as any previous concert I had attended. How could I not pony up? I bought one ticket for last night’s late show. It was supposed to have started at 11 p.m., but sound equipment problems delayed the early show. One could admire the Forum’s modern Colosseum exterior, but not while fidgeting to stay warm for nearly three hours. 

It was nearly 2 a.m. when we finally entered. The silver ticket read: “FLOOR V.I.P., SEC. A, ROW 5, SEAT 1.” Wow, fifth row, on the left side. I was curious to see opener Terry Reid, but the first show had run over, so he’d been scratched. B.B. King kicked things off at 2:30. He and Ike & Tina Turner turned in polished, exciting shows. I got the impression that each act played their regular set, what they did for black audiences on the chitlin’ circuit. But I was there to see the Stones, who hadn’t toured America in three years. It was exciting to finally see the group. Mick Jagger, wearing a long-sleeve black T-shirt with an omega symbol on the chest and an Uncle Sam (flag) hat, apologized for the delay: “We’re really sorry to keep you waiting. We’ve been waiting, too. We would have brought our toothbrushes if we had known.”

“Jumpin’ Jack Flash” led off, then it was Chuck Berry’s “Carol.” Unlike their records, they were sluggish and loose. “Sympathy for the Devil” fell far short of the Beggars Banquet version. Similarly, “Under My Thumb” was devoid of the intrigue of the original recording (which featured Brian Jones playing marimba). Songs from the upcoming Let It Bleed album fared better, especially “Midnight Rambler” and “Live With Me.” Both were exciting and well played. During the former, Mick slammed his wide jewel-belt against the stage for dramatic effect. 

Keith Richards played a plastic see-through guitar. I’d never seen one of those before. Mick Taylor’s lead guitar runs were a delightful addition to the band’s sound. Jagger was a joy to watch, constantly in motion: dancing, spinning, flopping his arms like a chicken. The others were content to bob to the music, with the exception of Bill Wyman, planted as sturdy as a tree, smiling and chewing gum.

They launched into “Satisfaction” faster than on the original recording, but unlike the brawny sax-like fuzz-tone of the record, Keith’s sinuous guitar riff sounded weedy. The second half caught fire, then into “Honky Tonk Women,” closing with an exciting “Street Fighting Man.” People rushed the stage. I was lucky to have such a good seat, and like others, stood on mine to see. The song ended to thunderous applause.

I felt mixed about their performance, but the thrill of (finally) seeing the Rolling Stones made me feel good about the ordeal of the evening. I got home before six a.m. My dad was up, and I explained why I was just getting home. I didn’t know if my parents were concerned, or even realized I wasn’t in bed. Reflecting on the evening, I concluded the $12.50 I paid for the ticket was worth the price. 

Friday, November 21, 1969

Jim Bickhart got a call that Maurice Gibb of the Bee Gees was coming to town. I’m a big Bee Gees fan, so when he asked me if I wanted to interview him for the paper, I said yes. I don’t own a cassette machine, so I lugged my heavy reel-to-reel tape recorder up a steep hill to Contemporary Public Relations on Sunset Boulevard. When I entered the cottage-styled office, Maurice’s wife, the singer Lulu, zipped past me on the way to an afternoon of shopping. (They had gotten married in February.) The publicist, Beverly Noga, informed me I had to share my time with a plump young woman who writes a mimeographed, eight-page newsletter. Her frumpy mother took photos and made a snide remark about Lulu: “She looks good, she looks like she got fitted.”

Maurice (pronounced “Morris”) — a little guy, thin-boned, with a receding hairline and a fringed beard — was friendly and charming. He drank a beer. It was enjoyable to spend time with him and learn about his career. I asked him about the early days in Australia — he and his brothers, Robin and Barry, were big Beatles fans — their orchestral backing and recent personnel changes. 

Within the past year, the Bee Gees have shrunk to two, Maurice and Barry. Guitarist Vince Melouney, who felt constrained by the ensemble’s orchestrated pop songs, left in December. As Maurice explained, “Robin never got on with Vince or [drummer] Colin [Petersen]. There was friction everywhere we went. Robin got mad on stage if he played something bluesy which didn’t suit the songs. Afterwards he’d blow hell out of Vince. Vince used to say, ‘Sit down, little boy.’ Robin felt tormented; he couldn’t stand that.” (Substance issues added to the tension: manager Robert Stigwood referred to Barry, Robin and Maurice, respectively, as, “Pothead, Pillhead and Pisshead.”) 

Robin bristled under Barry’s older-brother dominance and left in March when manager Robert Stigwood chose Barry’s “First of May” as their next single. The previous two hits, “I’ve Gotta Get a Message to You” and “I Started a Joke,” were both Robin’s, and he felt the single should have been his “Lamplight.” Colin Peterson was fired in August and sued the Gibb brothers to prevent them from using the name “The Bee Gees.” His case was thrown out of court. Contributing to the calamity was the tepid response to the group’s ambitious double album, Odessa. It sold the least of the Bee Gees’ first four albums, charting for only one week in the UK. Rolling Stone even declined to review it. 

Our conversation then entered an alternate universe, like The Twilight Zone. Maurice started offering information I didn’t think was true. He said he had played bass on two songs (“Polythene Pam” and “Mean Mr. Mustard”) on Abbey Road, which had been released the previous month; that he was pleased the single off the album, “Something,” was a big hit because he had played lead guitar on it. Why would Paul McCartney have allowed somebody else to play bass on a Beatles record? Why would George Harrison not have played lead guitar on a song he wrote and sang? 

Maurice said a song titled “Julia” would be on the Bee Gees’ next album: “It’s incredible. We did it as a jam session. We’ve got George Harrison monkeying around with us and Eric Clapton, who turned out incredible guitar work.” Then he mentioned a record the group issued in the UK that I wasn’t familiar with: “It’s called ‘Thank You for Christmas,’ and it was such a hit because it was near Christmas. It was a hymn we wrote.” 

As it’s my first interview, my sensibility is unformed. I couldn’t understand why he made claims I sensed were untrue. Was he forever in pop star mode, fabricating outrageous tidbits to get into the teen gossip columns? But I was a representative of an august journal! Could Maurice have been delusional and really believed what he told me? I’m not experienced or confident enough to have challenged him. I’ll leave those assertions out of my article.

[The Bee Gees never released a song titled “Julia,” and there’s no evidence Harrison or Clapton played on any Bee Gees record. They hadn’t released a Christmas record prior to my interview, but the song did surface as a bonus track on a 2006 reissue of the Horizontal LP. Years later I learned more. Lulu, in her 2002 memoir I Don’t Want to Fight, expressed her befuddlement over Maurice’s habit of concocting the truth: “I don’t know why he felt the need to embellish or exaggerate incidents… If you do this often enough you start forgetting what’s real and what’s invented.”]

Monday, November 24, 1969

It was a rush to finally see the Kinks play — at UC Irvine’s Crawford Hall — as they hadn’t performed in America in four years. A few Daily Bruin writers made the 50-mile trek — I drove Stan Berkowitz — as UCLA was too cheap to meet the Kinks’ $1,000 fee to have them play on campus. We had to shed our shoes to protect the wood floor, and Bickhart never got his back. For an hour and 20 minutes they performed hits (“All Day and All the Night,” “A Well Respected Man,” “Sunny Afternoon”), songs from their Village Green and Arthur albums and obscurities. They were sloppy, sang out of tune and the sound in the gym was abysmal, but they were exciting and a lot of fun. College kids even stormed the stage to dance along to “You Really Got Me.” Pretty good — and only a buck.

Sunday, December 7, 1969

I’m curious about the Stooges, a quartet from Michigan with a debut album on Elektra Records. In today’s LA Times, John Mendelsohn wrote: “Had I not had the unpleasant experience of hearing the MC5’s Kick Out the Jams several months ago, I could say that The Stooges was the worst rock album of the year. It’s unquestionably the second worst, featuring as it does seven whiny, adolescently repulsive and barely distinguishable street-punk anthems and a hypnotically boring 10-minute chant.”

Ed Ward’s recent review in Rolling Stone was even odder, much of it also a putdown: “Iggy sings in a blatantly poor imitation early Jagger style; the lyrics are sub-literate.” He described the album as “loud, boring, tasteless, unimaginative, childish, obnoxious…” Yet, there’s a positive conclusion: “the fun is infectious.”

Sunday, December 28, 1969

I had the notion of reviving my (non-performing) high school band for an afternoon of recording. I revamped our lineup with Jim Bickhart on bass and Jon Kellerman, also a Daily Bruin writer, on guitar. Tom Matye, the only previous member, plays piano. With the prospect of a vast improvement from my earlier ensembles, I recruited another high school friend, a drummer. But he weaseled out. I was pissed off. At least he loaned me his drums. I had never played before, but I did own a pair of drumsticks and had practiced on a Kleenex box. I anxiously sat on the stool behind the drum kit I was unexpectedly about to play.

In the Matye family living room in Westchester, we arranged ourselves around a microphone that came with my Telectro reel-to-reel tape recorder. We recorded “Nose Job,” a Mad magazine song I always liked. Rather than the doo-wop arrangement of the original, I fashioned ours more like a straight-ahead rocker. “The Big War,” written by Tom and me, was inspired by the Zombies’ “Butchers Tale (Western Front 1914).” Satisfied with those two recordings, I wanted to try Betty Everett’s “The Shoop Shoop Song,” but Kellerman became restless and forced us to jam on surf instrumentals. It could have been a disaster, but both songs turned out well. I’ll record the vocals sometime later, after I’ve recovered.

 


1970

 

Friday, January 16, 1970 

I was full of pride as I scanned my interview with Maurice Gibb in Entertainment World, a glossy-paged entertainment trade weekly whose editorial staff, heavy on ex-Bruins, includes John Mendelsohn. It’s the first article for which I’ll receive payment. Thanks, John. 

Tuesday, February 24, 1970

Warner Bros. got Bill Haley to record an LP with his current lineup of Comets performing his better-known songs to capitalize on the simmering “Rock ’n’ Roll Revival” (also the name of the LP). Assigned the liner notes, what could John Mendelsohn say about such an ersatz project? He wrote it in the guise of an original fan: “A personal reminiscence by Dean L. Cunningham, 32, as told to John Mendelsohn in the parking lot adjacent to The Nu-Look Car Wash, where the former is employed.” And still managed to include some content: “Way back in high school, I recall this cat what I used to smoke reefers with in the boys’ lavatory at lunch said they were named that on account of there’s this meteor-type star or something called that what goes by every 70 years.” Halley’s Comet, of course.

Monday, March 9, 1970 

Ex-Yardbirds Jim McCarty (drummer) and Keith Relf (vocalist) are in town promoting their new classical-rock group Renaissance. Salli Stevenson and I interviewed Jim for the Daily Bruin in an office across the street from Elektra Records on La Cienega Boulevard. By the summer of 1968, even though the Yardbirds hadn’t had a Top 20 hit in two years, they were still earning good money in the States, $2,500 a show. But Keith and Jim were tired and wanted to go in the direction of the Turtles’ “Happy Together.” They recorded a single as Together, but the record flopped. A year later, they formed Renaissance. “Keith and I split the Yardbirds because we were fed up with the way it was going; we were like a machine. We thought if we went on playing, it would have to be something more interesting. So, we sat around about a year, writing songs, and finally decided we wanted to try.”

Jim was low-key but friendly. We talked mostly about Renaissance, but how could we not get his reflections on the Yardbirds? “The whole thing was like a big experience, an introduction. The original enthusiasm seemed to wear off as we grew up, and that’s when we realized that it was getting automatic. There were a lot of things involved. We got into the pop business thing with management. Oh, it was horrid, a very sick scene with different managers and personality problems. We were immature. Eric Clapton wanted to do his own thing, and Paul [Samwell-Smith, the band’s bassist] didn’t like the traveling. He didn’t think there was any point in him being there.”

Salli asked Jim about Jeff Beck. “Jeff’s a strange person because basically he’s really quiet and nice. He’s got this big inferiority thing, so he freaks out on stage, like a monster movie. He transformed. He was uptight following Eric, and then just became a temperamental person. He’d only have, say, one really good night out of 10, and that night he’d be brilliant.”

Thursday, April 9, 1970 

I interviewed Manfred Mann and Mike Hugg this afternoon at Gibson & Stromberg, a premier rock public relations firm located on the second floor of a building two blocks east of the Whisky a Go-Go on the Sunset Strip. Rather than conducting business from individual offices with desks, Bob Gibson and Gary Stromberg share a large living room area with a comfortable black leather sectional sofa and yellow coffee table, which is where I met Mike and Manfred.

They have played together since 1962, originally in the Mann-Hugg Blues Brothers, which evolved into Manfred Mann. Manfred played organ; Hugg drums. Despite numerous hits, they dissolved that band because they missed performing the jazz that so energized them before they started having pop success. They enlisted six musicians and named their new ensemble Manfred Mann Chapter III, playing jazz-rock with a horn section. The music reminds me of Charlie Mingus, Ornette Coleman and Don Ellis. Hugg switched to electric piano and sings in a deliberate, hoarse manner similar to Dr. John. Mann and Hugg furnish their group with exquisite arrangements — mostly of Hugg’s songs — resulting in a solid debut LP. 

Manfred asked my opinion of the band’s performance last night at the Whisky. I said I was impressed musically, but I was disappointed because they had deviated so far from their previous musical styles. Manfred sighed, “Sometimes I hate the fact that we were so successful. It’s a big weight to carry around, a big drag. We’re like a live physical embodiment of the 1964–’65 British rock scene. Like, Jethro Tull comes over — or any other band — and they talk about what they’re doing, whether good or bad, not what they’ve done.” 

I can’t believe I was so downbeat in my assessment of their new endeavor. I feel bad about it. It’s only my third interview. I must try to be more tactful in the future.

Wednesday, April 15, 1970

The Daily Bruin is in Kerckhoff Hall, UCLA’s only Gothic designed building. Rather than walking through the main entrance and into the newsroom, I slip through a side door. The sports bullpen is on my right, a large desk on my left. The record company posters taped to the wall mark our territory: Fleetwood Mac, Free, the Move’s Shazam, Spooky Tooth’s Ceremony, Jeffrey Comanor’s Sure Hope You Like It. I saw an unfamiliar person: squat, wearing shorts, sandals and a kippah (yarmulke). He sat at the desk yakking on the phone. For a moment I felt like echoing John Lennon in A Hard Day’s Night, when John enters the train compartment at the beginning of the film, sees an interloper sitting next to Paul and says, “Who’s that little old man?” Jon Kellerman was nearby. He said Zev Yaroslavsky is not a Bruin writer, but a student activist who uses our phone to call UC Berkeley on the campus tie line. I’m not senior enough to where it bothered me, but I took note of the freeloader.

Tuesday, April 28, 1970

I respect Eric Burdon as a singer, songwriter, passionate blues fan and most of all for having been the lead vocalist for the Animals. But not as the guest speaker at my Aesthetics of Rock class. From his incoherent “love” ramblings it appeared he was under the influence of LSD. He wasted everybody’s time.

Sunday, May 3, 1970

Pink Floyd gave a free concert at UCLA, performing on the outdoor proscenium of the Women’s Gym before about 2,000 people in support of the student strike (“opposing the Cambodian invasion and the killings at Kent State”). As the members of the band are not dynamic performers (or good singers), their shows rely on complementary visuals. In the early days it was a liquid light show. So, Pink Floyd recreating the meandering music from their most recent album, Ummagumma, on a balmy, spring afternoon sans the impact of the visual show in a darkened hall didn’t cut it for me.

Saturday, May 30, 1970 

Tonight there was an end-of-the-school-year Daily Bruin party at Jeff Weber’s parents’ house on Sunset Boulevard, near the border of Beverly Hills. We arts writers provided the entertainment. Our inspiration was the Plastic Ono Band, a combo cobbled together by John Lennon to appear at the Toronto Rock and Roll Revival festival. Live Peace in Toronto 1969, recorded last September, is still on the charts. We might not have played together beforehand either, but we had the familiarity from hanging out at the Daily Bruin office. I named the ensemble the Hymson Oh-No! Band after Intro section editor Joseph Hymson, and my reinterpretation of Yoko’s surname based on the reaction I think most people share when they have to listen to her caterwauling to get to Lennon’s music. 

We set up in the lanai. John Lennon had Eric Clapton on guitar, but we have Jon Kellerman. He might not be as formidable as Clapton, but he’s an accomplished guitarist who held the group together playing his Gibson Melody Maker. Kellerman crooned Ritchie Valens’ 1959 hit “Donna,” which reflects his passion for pre-Beatles rock and roll. I accompanied him on maracas and background vocals. Bassist Jim Bickhart’s engaging manner provided what little we had in the way of dynamics. He sang the Byrds’ 1966 hit “Mr. Spaceman.”

Martin Rips’ tentative rendition of Neil Young’s “I Am a Child” had enough tenderness to be effective. He looked more like he was writing a novel than playing in a rock band. Still, he trumped Hymson who, with ungainly hair, rimless spectacles and hooked nose, may have looked like John Lennon, but acted more like Yoko Ono. He was sitting on the floor, like Yoko in Toronto, except he was droning chords on Bickhart’s Mosrite double-neck guitar instead of screaming from inside a laundry bag. Non-entertainment writer Jeff Weber played drums, barefoot, he said, to get “a better feel.”

I was given “Susie-Q” to sing, as performed by the Rolling Stones on 12 X 5. It fit my limited range perfectly. I spiffed up my appearance for the party and approached the look of the 1964 Rolling Stones by squeezing into my bar mitzvah suit coat. I had never sung in public before and was nervous. Only later did I grasp how much the lyrics expressed my feelings about the junior I’m dating, my Susie-S. 
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Oh Susie-Q!

 

Monday, June 1, 1970 

I met Michael Nesmith at the offices of his music publisher, Screen Gems, on Sunset Boulevard. Mike is the fifth interview I have conducted, and the first captured with my new Craig cassette recorder. I asked him about his entire career, focusing on the Monkees and the First National Band, the country-rock quartet whose second album he has finished recording. Mike was smart, thoughtful and surprisingly candid, especially when I asked him why he hadn’t formed a band with Peter Tork after they left the Monkees. Mike and Peter were considered the serious musicians of the four Monkees. His response was unsettling: “I don’t like Peter Tork, never have liked him. I have to qualify that, because me not liking somebody doesn’t mean that they’re particularly bad people. He could do a lot of wonderful things for me. The first visceral gut reaction to Peter was one of dislike. I never have liked him. I don’t want to play in a band with Peter. I didn’t want to play in a band with Peter. And I didn’t like playing in a band with Peter.

“Our tastes were much the same. Our political leanings were much the same, our ideas of fun, pleasure, our intellectual capacities, our ability to talk to each other. We’re very much alike. I had a great respect for Peter, and his technical abilities on an instrument. And I had a respect for the positions he struck because they were always well conceived.” To provide perspective, he also said, “I don’t like my mother. She happens to be an awfully nice lady, and has never done anything to me to make me not like her.” 

Thursday, July 30, 1970

I didn’t look for a job this summer. I’m hoping I can make the equivalent amount throughout the year from my freelance writing. To lighten my load in the fall, I’m taking a sociology class and a film class in summer school. Even though Jim Bickhart has graduated, he’s (thankfully) staying on as Daily Bruin music editor. Like Mendelsohn, he has excellent taste and has championed lesser-known acts like the Bonzo Dog Band, the Move, Fairport Convention and Pentangle, and debut albums by James Taylor, Rod Stewart and Todd Rundgren. As an editor, Jim encouraged me to find my own voice and to substantiate my opinions.

Tony, a friendly, bearded, barefoot, pear-shaped hippie who works at KLA, the UCLA radio station, asked me if I wanted to be a DJ (disc jockey) on the station. It only reaches the dorms, so during summer even fewer students listen. I didn’t want a regular slot, but I offered to fill in. The records I have played include “I Walk on Guilded Splinters” from Dr. John, the Night Tripper’s Gris-Gris LP, “Everybody Needs Somebody to Love” and “Sympathy for the Devil” from a special Rolling Stones promotional LP, the Stones’ “Let It Rock” (UK bonus B-side of “Brown Sugar”), the Who’s “Heaven and Hell” (B-side of “Summertime Blues”), Procol Harum’s “Still There’ll Be More,” Donovan’s “Riki Tiki Tavi” and selections from John B. Sebastian. Nobody called the station to make a request even though I gave out the phone number. One Saturday afternoon an aging hippie sauntered in and said he had been a member of the Chocolate Watch Band. I had heard of them, a Northern California psychedelic punk band, but I haven’t heard their records. He didn’t stay long.

Tuesday, August 11, 1970 

I met Todd Schneider working at Fedco and we became good friends. Todd is a big Iron Butterfly fan, so when I arranged to interview the group at Atlantic Records, I asked him to take photos. My questions focused on their new album, Metamorphosis. I think it’s good, benefitting from personnel changes within the band. 

As effective and popular as the group’s trademark heavy sound has been, I found the teenage love themes communicated by their rudimentary lyrics distractingly inappropriate. For example, “In-a-Gadda-da-Vida” is infused with an eerie, evil-sounding organ and menacing lead guitar runs, presenting a morbid (more appropriate to Edgar Allan Poe) and at times frightening atmosphere to their “don’t-you-know-that-I-love-you” lyrics. Doug Ingle, the group’s dominant songwriter, said he is more at home with the music and feels he couldn’t previously devote as much time as he would have liked to the words. With the personnel changes, other members have contributed more to the lyrics.

When asked about their sound, Ingle speculated, “I think the loudness was a combination of something inside of us, maybe frustration, that we didn’t understand ourselves, but believed in strong enough to try to bring out. To a large extent we’ve now been able to harness these forces and direct them positively.” He was wearing aviator sunglasses and seemed a bit out of it, or high. Maybe it’s because, as he said, he “hadn’t been to sleep in a couple of days.” He volunteered the band is set for life financially on the strength of their In-a-Gadda-da-Vida album, Atlantic's top-seller prior to Led Zeppelin II. 

Monday, October 5, 1970

For the school year, three high school buddies — Carl Lent-Koop, Tom Matye and Bob Wolfe, who are also attending UCLA — and I leased a two-bedroom, furnished apartment on Beverly Glen Boulevard, two blocks north of Santa Monica Boulevard. Rent is $200 a month, split four ways. No longer living at home and needing a car, I bought a 1967 red Firebird convertible. A week later the water pump went out. When we moved in the previous week, we learned that comedian George Carlin lived across from us. I wasn’t familiar with him; Carl was, from his TV appearances as the Hippy-Dippy Weather Man. 

I was hot as I trudged up the stairs after my first day of classes. The door to the apartment facing ours was open. I peeked my head in and said hello. Brenda Carlin invited me in. She was friendly, looks like an ex-model and had me join her at the dining table steps from the kitchen. Seven-year-old Kelly Carlin came into the room dressed in pajamas. Bogie, their Maltese terrier, was by her side. Brenda was drinking a beer and offered me one. I'm not yet 21 and don't drink, so I declined.

Wednesday, October 14, 1970

I was lying on the living room sofa, reading a page in a textbook on the development of sociological theory for the fourth time and still not retaining the information, wondering if political science is the major for me. I also didn’t feel strongly enough about being a lawyer to spend an additional three years in law school to get a degree. George Carlin peeked his head in, and I invited him in. George marveled at the large Joe Cocker Mad Dogs and Englishmen tour poster I had on the wall. He’s a rock music fan. As a teen he loved jazz, doo-wop and R&B, and became a disc jockey while he was in the Air Force, on KJOE, a Top 40 station in Shreveport, Louisiana.

George is in transition, from the TV-acceptable/Las Vegas-approved entertainer to one whose thoughts are more aligned with the counterculture. As a reflection of his new consciousness, he has grown his hair long. Two months ago, as the opening act for singer Robert Goulet, he introduced a routine into his set about the word “shit,” and how people have changed the literal meaning of it to refer to, among other things, dope, as in, “Hey man, you got any good shit?” The management of the New Frontier Hotel in Las Vegas fired him (for the second time) for insulting his unappreciative audience by calling them “assholes.”

Friday, October 30, 1970

My favorite singles from the past year that have come into the office: “1984” (Spirit), “Dear Jill” (Blodwyn Pig), “Tonight Today” (Dozy, Beaky, Mick & Tich), “Boogie Woogie Country Girl” (Southwind), “Go Back” (Crabby Appleton), “A Hard Way to Go” (Savoy Brown), “You Can Get It If You Really Want” (Desmond Dekker), “Cinnamon Girl” (the Gentrys), “Myrah” (the Left Banke), “Bad Part of Town” and “Love in a Summer Basket” (both by the Seeds). 

Tuesday, November 17, 1970

It has been nearly 11 months since my last recording session. The instrumental backing was good, but when I attempted to record my vocals, the tape recorder’s synching malfunctioned. George Carlin
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