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To Mick, John, Christine, Lindsey, Stevie,
 Richard, and of course my mentor, Wally Heider




FOREWORD

by John Shanks

Rumours is an album I carry with me emotionally: the sound, the songs, the playing, the tension. It’s like Dark Side of the Moon: perfect as a whole, but with songs that stand alone as individual moments and that are hits. It’s one of the records that made me want to be a producer, a writer and, without a doubt, a guitar player.

It not only has some of the greatest guitar playing, the drums and the bass are haunting and beautiful and strong, the arrangements add up to pure sonic perfection, and the singing and harmonies are some of the most beautiful ever. It’s amazing that a record that features three singers feels so connected. Even though the band members were each hurting and falling apart, they turned their personal pain into collective grief and love. In this way, Rumours exemplifies what great records should be. You bare your soul for all to share.

There is such joy and sorrow in the record that I still feel when I listen to it. From the darkness of ‘Gold Dust Woman’ to the hope of ‘The Chain’ and ‘Don’t Stop’, each song is its own movie. Every day as I scan the radio dial for something to listen to, I always stop and reflect on the songs from Rumours when they pop up, because they still sound great and they’re better than most stuff out there.

I’m sure it was not an easy one to record and make, but Ken and Richard made it seem effortless. The record still sounds as fresh and as important today as it did when it was released. And it will sound the same way tomorrow. So thank you.

– John Shanks, six-time Grammy nominee, Grammy Producer of the Year, and rhythm guitarist of Bon Jovi




PREFACE

Making Rumours is about the journey that a handful of people, myself included, took during the mid-1970s. It’s about how being part of the phenomenon of the Rumours album not only changed our lives but touched millions of other lives around the world forever. It is also the story of a perfect album, made out of flaws in the human spirit, sometimes through agonizing determination, love, lust, and a force of will that made failure unthinkable. It’s a success story of epic proportions – not always pretty, but a dramatic illustration of greatness delivered, of passion embraced. It is my story, and I want to share it with you.

Yet this book is not really about me – it’s about the music on the album. I want to take you on a journey so that you can understand what it was like being in the studio making Rumours. Imagine the control room of the recording studio being similar to the cockpit of a plane, nearly airtight, soundproof, and cramped. Imagine the band and the engineers all coming into that room, taking their seats, adjusting to get comfortable. Then I start the engines. The lights go down and I turn up the speakers as we leave everyone and everything else outside. We’re alone for the next ten to fourteen hours. I spin around in my chair, look back at the band, and say, ‘What do you guys feel like working on today?’

What happens next is magic.

After Rumours was released, the world went insane over what we’d created, and everyone wanted a piece of us. We were famous – myself in the industry, the band all over the world. We weren’t just fifteen-minute famous either, but forever famous. What we had wasn’t just success, it was crazy success.

Suddenly, my world changed – money flowed and offers rolled in from other bands that wanted the producers of Rumours to work with them. Life became insane and exciting, and my path, like everyone else’s, changed, sped up, and flew by.

Today, more than thirty years later, when people meet me they still say, ‘Hey, you recorded Rumours. I love your work. Thank you!’ Rumours sat at number one in the charts for thirty-one weeks and, as of this writing, has sold more than forty million copies. It’s taken me all of those thirty-plus years to complete my journey. It has culminated with the certification of my first number one album since making Rumours: my daughter Colbie Caillat’s second album, Breakthrough.

Rumours thrust my life into a great detour, one filled with the music I had worked so hard to be a part of, filled with the force of great personalities, splendid talents, and iron wills, and the current of that music has carried me through a life I never expected.

In January 1976, Fleetwood Mac’s personal catharsis, brilliant artistry, and technical innovation all came together to create Rumours at the Record Plant studio in Sausalito, California. After winning the Grammy for Best Album in 1977, it would come to stand as the defining rock-and-roll masterpiece of its generation. Making Rumours is my story of that remarkable, serendipitous time.

Most people who were paying attention to music back in the seventies can tell you where they were the first time they heard Rumours. The album boasted ten hit songs out of its eleven cuts, and its creation spanned twelve months, employed seven recording studios, and cost nearly one million dollars.

Its emotional cost was even greater. In making the album, three couples in the band were destroyed. Yet in listening to the album, countless others fell in love. Maybe, ultimately, that makes everything worthwhile.

Musicians are a lot like children. Every day when they come to the studio, they’re unsure of what lies ahead. They’re extremely fragile. The process by which they imagine and create is almost inexplicable. They draw from their ideas and their emotions and from one another. Sex and drugs, hope and love, and fear and heartbreak are only parts of the story. It’s what a musician does with those things that creates magic. That’s how greatness is developed and measured.

By vanquishing, ignoring, and burning through the personal tragedies and turmoil, sacrificing the connections that each band member had lost, the members of Fleetwood Mac created one of the greatest rock-and-roll albums in history. It’s a success story of epic proportions, and I was there to witness it and help make it happen. Not bad for a jobless kid who had arrived in Los Angeles five years earlier driving a VW minibus.

I was lucky to be that guy, and I knew it.
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KEN’S WILD RIDE

Quit snivelling. You’re doing the job!

– Mick Fleetwood

You never know when you’re going to be a part of history.

It was Tuesday, January 27, 1976, the midst of one of the wettest winters in Northern California’s history. After five years in Los Angeles, I had upgraded my VW bus to a ’72 Audi 100, and now I was driving it up Interstate 101, heading four hundred miles north with my best friend, Scooter, who was riding beside me in the passenger seat. Scooter was a brown-and-white beagle mix, and he was very, very smart.

We were going to Sausalito to record Fleetwood Mac’s new album, Rumours. Amazingly, twelve days earlier, I had never heard of the band. I know how crazy that sounds in retrospect, especially considering that I was already something of a music industry insider. But Fleetwood Mac had yet to have a hit song in America. By the end of my journey making Rumours, though, I knew that my life would never be the same.

As I headed north, I could see dark clouds gathering on the horizon. These storm clouds are typical of Northern California’s winters, bringing heavy rain and a cold chill that goes right through you. Scooter and I were driving straight towards the storm. I’d grown up in San Jose, about fifty miles or so from my destination, so the clouds didn’t portend anything dark or ominous to me. They just made me feel like I was heading home. Scooter sat on the passenger seat looking ahead, ears up and alert in typical beagle fashion.

I had just taken a leave of absence from Wally Heider Studios in Hollywood, where I had been working as a recording engineer. Five years earlier, I had left a law internship in San Jose to follow my dream of becoming a successful songwriter in Southern California. I had taken a job with Wally at his recording studio shortly after arriving in Los Angeles, hoping to advance my songwriting career. While I hadn’t exactly blown the doors off the songwriting world, I had become, all things considered, a fairly successful up-and-coming recording engineer.
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Scooter Brown, the Regal Beagle, was my constant companion.



Now I was leaving a job with security to engineer the new Fleetwood Mac album at the famous Record Plant studios up in Sausalito, right on the edge of San Francisco Bay. As I was driving back up to the Bay Area, I realized how much I had grown accustomed to the nearly year-round warm Southern California climate.

Rumours would be Fleetwood Mac’s second record since the band had brought Stevie Nicks and Lindsey Buckingham on board, and it was slated to follow the release of their self-titled album – often referred to as the White Album, the one with the hit singles ‘Over My Head’ and ‘Rhiannon’. These songs weren’t hits yet, but they would be soon. That’s where my good luck comes into play. I can’t say I have always counted on good luck, but I’m never surprised when it happens.

Fleetwood Mac itself was already an unlikely mix of opposites: old and new, English and American, male and female. What was to come were even more dichotomies: the contrasts between being unknown and famous; blues and rock; alcohol and pot. All of these contradictions were wrapped up in each of the band members and their relationships with the others. The one constant from every member of the band was each individual’s relentless talent.

The core of the band was drummer Mick Fleetwood and bassist John McVie. These two had met in 1966 when they were playing backup in John Mayall’s band, the Bluesbreakers. Guitarist Peter Green also played in that band. He’d replaced Eric Clapton when Clapton left to found Cream.

Back then, Peter had been called the ‘Green God’. He dubbed Mick and John ‘Fleetwood Mac’, and soon the three of them were recording together. A few years later, songs such as ‘Albatross’, ‘Black Magic Woman’, ‘Oh, Well’, and ‘Green Manalishi’ established Fleetwood Mac as a premier blues act in England. Yet they still hadn’t really gained much traction in America.

In making the move to Sausalito, I had some apprehension. I was twenty-nine, single, and not as outgoing as I wanted to be, and I would be living with rock musicians for the next several months. I would have to share a large two-storey house with all of the guys in the band. I didn’t know what to expect from living with a bunch of musicians, but I suspected things might get pretty crazy.

During the previous week and a half, I had spent two full studio days mixing two versions of ‘Rhiannon’ with the band. Even though I didn’t know the band members very well, I had already learned that they could really play and write songs.

The band had gone through some ups and downs since their time with Peter Green. John’s wife, Christine, had joined the group in 1970. They had gained and lost Bob Welch, their guitarist and lead singer, and, finally, they had recently hooked up with Lindsey Buckingham and Stevie Nicks. So, the current five members of the band were all still getting used to one another, too.

Stevie and Lindsey were virtual unknowns, despite the fact that they’d put out their debut record, Buckingham Nicks, and they’d recorded the White Album with the current Fleetwood Mac lineup. Stevie and Lindsey had grown up in the Bay Area, in Palo Alto, close to where I had lived, in San Jose. After a promising start in the Haight-Ashbury scene, they were discovered and encouraged to move to L.A., where they landed a record deal with Polydor. Stevie and Lindsey cut a brilliant debut album that had only one problem: it flopped. Because of this, Polydor dropped them as recording artists. Undeterred, the duo continued to pursue their dreams. With no money and no record deal, Stevie and Lindsey went right back into the studio, working after hours with their good friend and sound engineer Richard Dashut.

At that time, their studio had been the same one – Sound City in Van Nuys, California – where Fleetwood Mac was looking to cut its next album. A producer there, Keith Olsen, the guy who had brought Stevie and Lindsey down to L.A. and produced the Buckingham Nicks album, played Mick Fleetwood some of his handiwork. But it wasn’t Keith’s engineering that caught Mick’s ear, it was Lindsey’s brilliant guitar playing.

When it came to music, Mick had superb intuition and a flair for taking risks. So, when Bob Welch announced his intention to leave Fleetwood Mac, Mick made a phone call that would change the lives of all of the current members of the band. He asked Lindsey to join Fleetwood Mac. By default, this included Stevie.

With the offer already on the table, Lindsey and Stevie didn’t even have to audition. Suddenly, Fleetwood Mac had something more than a new lineup; they had a new sound. Fleetwood Mac now had that indefinable combustion of elements that separates a truly great band from a thousand pretenders. They cut the White Album in just three months, took to the road, and played the hell out of every cow town and college campus in America, introducing the current version of the band to a new generation of fans. On that tour, in the summer and fall of 1975, the musical chemistry of this new Fleetwood Mac lineup started to come together, but the bonds between the band’s couples began to fall apart. This was when I met the band.

Back on the road with Scooter, as we headed towards the storm clouds, I said, ‘Geez, Scooter, what have I gotten us into?’ Scooter wagged his tail. ‘This may change our lives.’

Scooter didn’t care where we were going. He was just happy to be along for the ride. He stepped onto my lap and licked my face as if to say, ‘Everything will be okay.’ Scooter was definitely a smart dog.

I nearly didn’t get the job. On Thursday, January 15, 1976, twelve days before I headed up to Sausalito, I got a call from Gail, my studio-booking manager at Wally Heider’s in L.A. She told me that Fleetwood Mac had booked studio 1 to mix a one-hour show they’d recorded for the syndicated King Biscuit Flour Hour radio show.

Later that day I was standing with two of my co-engineer friends from Heider’s, Biff Dawes and Dennis Mays.

Biff asked, ‘You’re gonna do it, right?’

‘Do what?’ I asked back.

‘You’re going to do the Fleetwood session?’

‘I’m not sure,’ I said and shrugged. ‘I don’t know their music. Are they any good?’

‘These guys are great. Have you heard “Rhiannon”?’ Biff asked.

I shrugged again. ‘Eh, maybe.’

‘Ken, go buy their album,’ Dennis said. ‘You’re an idiot if you don’t take this job.’

So I bought the White Album. I liked it, and I took the gig.

On the day of the mix down for the King Biscuit show, Saturday, January 17, 1976, I was feeling really good. It was one of those sunny mornings in Los Angeles when you know that everything is going to go great.

Around 10 a.m., Richard Dashut, the band’s close friend and also their live engineer, walked into studio 1 with the tapes of the show. I gave them to the maintenance engineer to align the 24-track tape machine so we could mix down the twenty-four channels of vocal and instrument tracks for broadcast into a flowing, exciting mix.

My job was to blend all of the tracks into the best stereo mix possible, to find and bring out the best licks, to adjust the bass and treble settings of each instrument, and to blend in the proper amount of audience mics and their live ambience to make the listeners feel as if they were watching the band in concert, sitting in the best seat in the house.

We added effects to enhance the listener’s experience, and it just so happens that I was really good at this. In mixing, I’m creating a sonic painting, adjusting the colours to make it beautiful. The knobs and the faders on the console are my brushes; the speakers are my canvas. I already knew how to do this really well.

Richard Dashut and I hit it off right away. He was Fleetwood Mac’s ears, and he was a very likable guy. One of us said to the other what you heard in nearly every recording session back in those days: ‘Wanna get high?’

‘Absolutely,’ the other agreed.

So Richard and I smoked a joint as we prepped for the band. We were co-engineers, and – eventually – we both became co-producers on Rumours. He had entered the music business as an assistant janitor at Crystal Sound Studios, a competitor to Wally Heider’s, the studio where I worked. Like me, Richard listened and waited for his time. He was one of the kindest, most empathetic souls I’ve ever met. He was also a very funny guy to have around.

When I was in college, I’d considered becoming a psychiatrist, so I called a couple of prominent shrinks in the San Jose area and asked whether I could talk to them about their career choice. One of them said to me, ‘You hear other people’s problems all day long, and you have to be careful to let it go at night, or else it will stay with you and build up inside you. And that can destroy you.’ That was all I needed to hear. I immediately looked for a career that would lift people up, something positive. So I chose a career in music. Richard Dashut, I think, in the way he handled everyone in the band, chose a career in both.

My path to engineering records was fairly direct. I grew up as one of two children of a normal, conservative married couple in San Jose. My dad worked for NASA, and he also had a business making home models. My parents worked hard and often into the late hours. They taught me not to be afraid of hard work, that I was smart and that Caillats can do anything they set their minds to.

Meanwhile, I had taken up guitar, and suddenly some of the ladies were interested in me – music looked to me like a much better alternative than angry clients and law school.

After graduating from Santa Clara University with a degree in business, I decided to move to Los Angeles to get a job at one of the recording studios or record labels. I figured I’d land a job, record my stuff in my spare time, get a quick hit record, become wildly famous, and live happily ever after. Right.

I drove the four hundred miles down to Los Angeles in my VW bus in January 1971. At that time, I had long hair and owned two suits from my law office days. My mom had helped me write a résumé (she was an executive secretary), and it turns out that this was the first step that led to my success in the music business.

When I got to L.A., I parked my sleeping bag on the floor of my ex-girlfriend’s mother’s house for the night. The next day, I pressed and dressed and hit the big studios. Everywhere I went, I heard the same thing: ‘No jobs here, but you should go to Wally Heider’s studio. They do location recordings for all the top bands.’

Not exactly what I wanted to hear, but what the hell? Off I went to Hollywood, long hair, beard, three-piece suit and all. Wally’s place was less than impressive from the outside, and parking was a bitch. I got wedged into a place I couldn’t back out of. I finally parked, marched myself into the studio office, and delivered my résumé. I left it with the manager, Ron, and he told me they’d be in touch.

Wally was a big man and brilliant. He was so smart that his brain ran ahead of his mouth, and he was always correcting what he was saying, so it actually sounded like he was stuttering, instead of editing in mid-sentence. When he got excited, the words came out faster than his tongue could process them, like Lucy and Ethel trying to sort chocolates on an episode of ‘I love Lucy’. He peppered his dialogue with ‘uh’, a habit that, like whispering, seems to be contagious.

In his early years he was an avid fan of the Big Bands, and he had bought a trailer and recording equipment to allow him to follow his favourite bands around, recording their live shows. He became one of the first to record live concerts. Eventually he bought the building on the corner of Selma and Cahuenga in the heart of Hollywood and converted one of the rooms into a mix studio where he could process his live recordings.
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Wally Heider relaxes on the job.



About 7 p.m. that night, Wally himself called me at home. ‘Uh, is this K-Ken Caillat?’ he said into the phone.

‘Yes, it is,’ I said.

‘K-Ken, this is, uh, Wally Heider. Uh, I read your résumé, and I’m very impressed with you. Uh, I’d like to see you right away.’ I could hear the excitement in his voice.

‘Great,’ I replied. ‘I’ll be down first thing in the morning.’

‘Uh, c-can you come down right now?’

Suddenly, I began stuttering, too. ‘Uh, uh, ya-yes, sure. Now’s good!’

I jumped into my VW bus, dressed in Levi’s this time, and off I went to meet the famous Wally Heider. I walked into the same trashy office I had been in earlier. Draped over the couch was Wally himself.

As I opened the door, he looked up at me and said, ‘Uh, you must be Ken.’ He was 6’3” or 6’4” and about 260 pounds. I shook his large hand, and then he stood. We walked into his office to talk.

Later, I would learn that Wally was generally a happy man, but he had no patience for human error. He really liked that I was a college graduate with a typed résumé, and I think he got a kick out of my suit-and-tie delivery earlier that day.

We talked for a while, then he said, ‘Ken, I have a real good feeling about you. I don’t have any room for you, but I’m so sure about you that I’m going to fire one of my new boys and give you a job.’

What? This had been so easy that I figured there must be a catch. At the very least, I expected the recording studio must be a dump.

‘Thank you so much, Wally,’ I said. ‘But before I say yes, could I see your facilities?’ Cocky, huh?

Wally looked at me and smirked a little, then, very slowly and deliberately, he said, ‘Why sure, Ken, just follow me. We have three studios here and a remote truck.’ I knew immediately that he was going to enjoy this.

We went downstairs, passing the traffic office, and came to a studio. ‘This is studio 3, but unfortunately it’s booked now with Crosby, Stills, and Nash, so I can’t show it to you.’ My heart skipped a beat. Crosby, Stills, and Nash were my idols. ‘Let’s go around the corner to studio 1. It’s open now.’ Wally continued the tour.

He opened the door to studio 1, and I saw a small mixing room, about twenty feet by twenty feet, with the biggest console I had ever seen. It must have had a thousand knobs – it had dials and switches all over it. The console was more than six feet long, and I was stunned. CSN in one studio and now this!

‘Wow, Wally, this is great, we don’t need to see any more. I love this place!’ I backpedalled fast, hoping I hadn’t blown my chance.

‘So, you’ve decided you do want to work here?’

‘Yes, sir! I definitely want to work here, if you still want me to.’ I was done being a wise guy, and I desperately wanted the job.

Wally put his arm around me and said, ‘Ken, I like you. Be here at nine sharp tomorrow morning.’

So, yes, I got the job, and Wally said I was a ‘real go-getter’ (one of his favourite phrases).

Wally had me stock the studios with supplies, move tape machines around, load the remote truck, go on live recordings, and sit behind clients’ engineers as their assistant. He became my mentor. I was always taking notes, watching, learning, and listening.

During the next four years, I worked with some big names: T-Rex, the Fifth Dimension, CSN, Joni Mitchell, George Carlin, and Paul McCartney – sometimes as assistant and other times as first engineer. With Crosby and Nash, I learned what the brilliance of production and artistry can do. With Joni, I learned that if I was given the perfect set of colours, I could paint a masterpiece.

When I was asked to record the strings for Venus and Mars, I decided to get the best string sounds Paul McCartney had ever heard. Before Paul arrived, I played back the instruments, and the session leader told me they sounded like he was hearing them from his seat as first chair.

When Paul got to the studio, he came up to me and said, ‘Hello, I’m Paul McCartney.’

‘Yes, I know,’ I said. ‘Nice to meet you.’

One of the Hudson Brothers once said to me, ‘Ken, you’re a great engineer. When are you going to learn how to talk?’

During that time at Heider’s, I learned how to make the big consoles sing in those three studios. I had a blast. I made a lot of new friends. My girlfriend and I broke up. I travelled, and the L.A. women were beautiful. I was single and a recording engineer in the seventies in Los Angeles! Yahoo!

Back in the darkness of studio 1 on that Saturday King Biscuit mix down of the radio show, Richard Dashut and I were alone with the beautiful music in a soundproof room, protected from the distractions of daily life. Studio 1 had a double-thick door that opened directly to the street and flooded the small room with light and sound whenever anyone entered. We sat in that quiet, guarded cocoon and began to mix the show.

About an hour later, the members of the band started to arrive and immediately began moving to the power of our mix.

The first band member to arrive was Mick. Before he could even get his coat off, he shouted over the loud music, ‘Yeah! Sounds fucking great!’ That’s a good sign, I thought.

As the rest of the band showed up, I greeted each of them. Over the weekend, I had taken Dennis’s advice and studied up on Fleetwood Mac. I thought I knew my way around their music and their names. The White Album sounded wonderful. Keith Olsen, their engineer-producer, preferred a softer sound than I did, in part because he used an English console, a Neve, that’s known for its warmth. The console I was using was an API, which gave me a red-hot, edgy sound that I liked better. But at this early stage, I really wasn’t thinking about that. I was just having fun, and I really wanted to impress Fleetwood Mac.
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Richard and I make music.



When Stevie walked in, I said confidently, ‘Hi, Lindsey! I’m a big fan.’

‘I’m Stevie,’ she said politely. ‘Nice to meet you.’

I felt like an idiot. I didn’t know that on their album cover, Lindsey’s and Stevie’s pictures were reversed. And they both have androgynous names. So much for doing my homework.

With the full band assembled, Richard and I kept working on each song as they listened to our work. When we got to ‘Rhiannon’, Stevie stopped me. ‘Ken, this has to be a great mix.’ Stevie had an amazing smile; the corners of her mouth turned up in a very cute way. She looked so young, sweet, and happy. ‘This song is very special to me.’ She turned away but then turned back to me as if for emphasis. ‘It’s magic,’ she said.

‘Don’t worry, Stevie, the song is so good it’s almost mixing itself!’ I shouted over the loud music. Later, Stevie would introduce the song in concerts as being about a Welsh witch. She had written the song for her second album with Lindsey but ended up recording it with Fleetwood Mac. Even though I was working on a live track and not the studio version that would be released as their single, it was still really important to the band.
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Christine and Stevie wait and listen while we mix their song.



Stevie danced around the room to the music with her arms above her head. I didn’t know it at the time, but she believed that she had magical powers. Later, I understood that she probably thought that she was chanting up a good mix from Richard and me.

One day, a few years earlier in my career, when I had been an assistant working with the great engineers who came to mix in studio 1 at Wally Heider’s, a very pompous engineer abruptly stopped the tape he was working on, held up his hands, wiggled his fingers, and said, ‘Sorry, no magic today.’ He stopped the session and just went home.

‘No magic? He thinks he has magic!’ I chuckled to myself.

He was a conceited jerk – but I learned later that he was also right. Sometimes you have it, and sometimes you don’t. That day Richard and I had the magic. Good music does that to you. It lifts you up, and you do things you didn’t know you could do. We mixed ‘Rhiannon’, and by the time we were done, the whole band was dancing. Stevie was twirling around the console, completely elated. It was a great day.

The band was heading up to Sausalito in a few days to record their new album. They had already hired another engineer from the Record Plant in Los Angeles. Though they all told me how much they would have liked to work with me, Mick said that the other engineer had much more experience than I did, and he was already under contract.

The band was going to work with him for the first time the next morning to create a new radio mix of ‘Rhiannon’ from the album’s original 24-track tape. Of course, I wanted that gig, but it was a done deal. So, we all hugged one another goodbye, and the band left the studio. Easy come, easy go, I thought. It had still been a great day.

The next night, after the band’s first session with their new engineer, Kelly Kotera, I got a call from Richard. He told me that things had gone terribly wrong. The studio had a brand-new computer-automated console to help the engineer make things work more smoothly, but the console automation had crashed, and Kelly had had to mix manually. He wasn’t able to get it right. To make matters worse, I later found out that apparently both Lindsey and Richard had spent the day hovering over his shoulders while he tried to find the sweet spot in the mix.

I can tell you from experience that this is the worst feeling. Sometimes clients would come in to work with me, and they were so close to their music – so protective of it – that if they saw me reach for a knob or a fader to change anything, I could hear them gasping behind me. I would solo an instrument to hear what it was doing, and they would immediately tell me all about it and why it was that way. Of course, I couldn’t listen to the track while they were talking to me, which kept me from being able to change it. Often, I believed that this was their intention – to keep me from changing anything in the original recording, even though my job was to improve it.

Anyway, Kelly, with those two guys hanging over his shoulders, was screwed from the start. He should have told them to leave him alone, but I guess he didn’t.

Richard, who would soon become my good friend, told me what had happened after that session. Mick walked with Richard out to the parking lot and put his arm around him.

‘Looks like you’ll be in charge of our next record,’ Mick said.

‘You must be out of your mind!’ Richard said. ‘I’m an engineer, not a producer.’

Richard didn’t want to produce the record, because he thought producing was the wrong job for him at this point in his career. He wanted to grow into the job of producer, because he felt that it was too much responsibility for his knowledge and experience at this stage.

‘You’re the right man for the job,’ Mick reiterated. Mick was right about Richard. He had an uncanny ability to spot talent.

‘Three years ago, I was cleaning toilets,’ Richard told Mick. ‘I can’t do this by myself!’

Mick said, ‘Dashut, quit snivelling. You’re doing the job!’ Snivelling. I love that word.

‘Okay,’ Richard said and shrugged. ‘But can I bring in Ken Caillat as the project engineer?’

‘That is a fantastic idea,’ Mick said. ‘Which proves to me that I’ve made the right decision in hiring you.’

In retrospect, I have to shake my head. Fleetwood Mac hadn’t hassled me one bit that Saturday morning at Wally’s – maybe because it was a low-intensity gig to mix a radio show, not their all-important radio single. Or maybe because I was already in a working groove with Richard when the rest of the band arrived.

Anyhow, that Sunday night Richard called me. ‘Ken, we didn’t get the mix today. Everything went wrong, Can you come in tomorrow and mix it?’

‘You bet I can,’ I said.

The next day, Monday, January 19, 1976, we were back in studio 1 and blew the doors off the mix for the radio edit of ‘Rhiannon’. Richard and I got started early. The fidelity of these studio tracks was far superior to that of the live radio show’s tracks, so it really made my job a lot easier. I knew the song. I knew the structure, and, in this version, the instruments sounded huge. I knew this would be a great day.

Keith Olsen had produced and mixed the album version of ‘Rhiannon’. He had a particular talent for mixing, and one trick he liked to use was to emphasize the bottom end of the instruments. I, on the other hand, preferred to emphasize the midrange so that the instruments jumped out of the speakers more. I would compensate by increasing the volume of the bass instrument to support the extra mids and highs. Keith’s tracks were a pleasure to work with.

By the time the band arrived, the track already sounded pretty damn good.

‘My God, man,’ Mick said when we walked in. ‘That sounds amazing!’

Lindsey came in right behind him, took one listen, started rubbing his hands together in excitement, and sat down next to me to roll a joint.

Heider’s had great speakers in studio 1: Altec 604 Es, also known as Voice of the Theater speakers because they were big cabinets hanging from the ceiling, about five feet by four feet with a fifteen-inch, full-range speaker that could easily handle the power from the 300 watts being delivered from each of the classic Macintosh tube amplifiers. When you walked in, they overwhelmed the room. We turned up the volume a little more, just to feel their power.

We mixed the song for about seven hours, playing it over and over, looking for every hook in the song and bringing each one out to build excitement. For about the last half hour of that session, we started recording our mixes to the Ampex stereo two-track tape recorder.

The last mix was the one. We all had our hands on the board, moving the instrument faders up and down until everyone performed each move perfectly. As the song was ending and I was doing the final fadeout, we all looked at one another. We knew we had done it.

As the last of ‘Rhiannon’ disappeared into the speakers, I stopped the 24-track and the 2-track. We all jumped to our feet with excitement. We knew this would be a hit. Even Scooter was dancing!

Then Mick came over to me and asked, ‘Want to go to Sausalito and do our album?’

I was young, and I took this in stride. Okay, I thought, I’ve been asked to go up to Sausalito and record an album with Fleetwood Mac. It didn’t matter to me that I had never done a major album before, only pieces. I was ready. As I said, I’ve always been lucky, and I had always followed my instincts.

The next day, back at work, my friend Chris ‘Chiggy’ Chigaridas said, ‘Do you really think it’s a smart move to leave this great job to go do this album? Good jobs don’t come easy.’

I told Wally about my opportunity, and he said, ‘Ken, you deserve it. Go ahead and go. Uh, they live here, don’t they? Try to bring them, uh, back here to finish the album. I’m, uh, proud of you!’

Eight days later, on Tuesday, January 27, 1976, I was driving up the coast from L.A. to San Francisco. The warm sunny skies gradually faded to grey and by the time Scooter and I crossed the Golden Gate Bridge, it was already raining.

We approached the Waldo Tunnel and passed under the famous rainbow that was painted over the entrance. That rainbow welcomes travellers to Marin County. I believed it was a sign of good things to come, an omen of riches and success, and it made me smile. Of course, when I came out the other side, it was pouring like hell.

After a couple of wrong turns, I came down the steep hill past the stilt houses that were stacked in rows leading into Sausalito proper. I have to say, it was with some difficulty that I eventually found the Record Plant. It probably wasn’t unintentional that the studio was hard to find, because it was the secret haven for celebrity musicians.

Scooter and I were the first of the group to arrive at the studio. Located off a small descending side road, the Record Plant, Sausalito, was tucked away from sight, hidden in the crook beneath the main road. To ensure its anonymity, the wooden studio was obscured and camouflaged by the tall trees around it, and there were few parking spaces in front. The only thing that betrayed the building’s identity was the 2200 in large white numbers over the door.

Leaving Scooter in the car, I raced through the rain to the front door. It was then that I noticed the door had a band of carved-wood animals playing instruments in a forest jamboree. Without stopping to admire it, I quickly turned the doorknob, which was located in the middle of a fox’s bass drum, and stepped into the foyer of the Record Plant. This studio would become my second home for the next three months, and that would seem like an eternity.


[image: The wooden exterior entrance to the Record Plant in Sausalito. The number '2200' is displayed on the wall above double doors featuring carved animals.]

The entrance to the Record Plant in Sausalito.




[image: A narrow, dimly lit hallway with wood-panelled walls leading to a door with a central circular porthole window, surrounded by stained glass panels.]

I’d stand and look through this porthole outside our studio while my ears cooled off.



In the entrance, I noticed the fine woodwork on the walls. Just inside was a small office. A beautiful young woman stepped out to greet me. Shaking the water off, I extended my hand to her and said, ‘Hi, I’m Ken Caillat. I’m going to be engineering the new Fleetwood Mac album.’

Her face lit up with a wide white smile. She shook my hand. ‘Hi, I’m Nina, the studio manager. Did you have any problems finding us?’

‘Nah, just the damn rain,’ I said.


[image: A narrow, arched hallway lined with vertical wood panelling at the Record Plant. Successive arches recede into the distance.]

One of the dark halls, lit up by the flash. Imagine this hall dimly lit.



Nina Urban was a transplant from New Jersey, and I was instantly smitten with her. Yet I could never reconcile her thick East Coast accent with her Southern California good looks. She was a ray of sunshine on this otherwise gloomy day. Suddenly, everything felt comfortable, and I could see my stay in Sausalito working.

The staff at the Record Plant did everything they could to make it a wonderful place to get away to, and musicians loved the vibe. Nina told me that engineers, roadies, and rock stars alike needed to feel as if they were escaping from the world that they had to deal with on the street or in restaurants or after a show. The staff worked hard to make us feel as if we were in our living rooms or bedrooms while at the Record Plant. The staff members were there to be our caretakers, careful not to intrude on our creative space.

Nina loved her work, and she was great at it. She showed me around the building. Surprisingly, I found it a little claustrophobic. Recording studios back then were designed to feel like a cocoon. They tried to seal you in a soundproof world where you could forget about things outside, where you could drop into the music and lose yourself for as long as it took to get things right. The walls of the Record Plant were a mixture of yellow and blue cloth and redwood strips. There were two individual studios and a lounge. The company’s cooks made food for us daily in the kitchen. The building had a sunken pit that served as a conference room. It even had a Jacuzzi adjacent to a shower with multiple jets and a playroom featuring a stand-up Pong machine.


[image: A photograph showing the Record Plant house and guesthouse, with large trees around the buildings and a view of a wooded valley in the background.]

The Record Plant house with guesthouse in front.



The connecting hallways were narrow, dark, and uneven, like something out of a Tolkien story. Just outside our studio was a door with a porthole. When we were recording the album, I would often take a break and look through that round window. I wondered what other people were doing, and my sense of separation from the real world would increase. It was like looking out of an airplane window while flying over a foreign land.

The company also owned two big, beautiful houses in the hills of Sausalito, with great views and lots of trees, but that day it was still raining San Francisco– style. Nina told me to follow her to the house where I would be staying. It was a nice place in the hills near the studio, completely furnished with everything we could ask for.

Richard and Lindsey arrived soon after I did, arriving in Lindsey’s blue Mercedes. Richard and I decided to share a room, and, naturally, Mick and John each took one. Lindsey spent the night at the house, but he decided to stay in an apartment a few miles away, on his own.

The house we stayed in had five bedrooms and a big kitchen. A woman who lived in a cottage on the property came down and cleaned up after us every day. The house was very comfortable, not high-tech, not palatial, not gilded, but it was a spunky, groovy, colourful place to hang out. At the house that first evening, the guys kicked around a while, settling in. Then I suggested we drive into town to check out the studio so that they could see it before we started recording in the morning. We hopped into my good old front-wheel-drive Audi to make the twisty fifteen-minute drive to the studio. I couldn’t resist showing them what front-wheel drive could do. I had bought the Audi four years earlier, because no American car at that time had front-wheel drive.

Lindsey, Richard, and I got into my Audi. Richard rode shotgun, and Lindsey got in the back seat. We took off out of the driveway and downhill on the winding road to the studio. The first curve came up quickly. I slowed down into the curve and accelerated out of it, past the tall, dense Mill Valley trees that lined the narrow street, the front wheels pulling the car forwards around the curve. In my rear-view mirror, I could see that Lindsey looked a little pale.

‘Pretty cool, huh, guys?’ I said, beaming from ear to ear.

Richard went into his Rodney Dangerfield voice, ‘Uh, Ken, at this speed we’ll arrive at the studio before we actually leave home.’

Lindsey gave a nervous, guttural laugh.

From that point on, Richard, Lindsey, and I often drove to the studio together, in what would become known as Ken’s Wild Ride. Door-to-door service: a fifteen-minute drive in ten minutes flat.
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STARTING RUMOURS

God knows, if the drums aren’t right,
 then the song is not survivable.

– Mick Fleetwood

I walked into the Record Plant, Sausalito, around 11:30 a.m. on Wednesday, January 28, 1976. I’d seen the studio the day before, so I knew they had all of the best equipment: a console more than six feet long, all of the latest tape machines and microphones. I was impressed. And since Nina had given me a tour, I knew the layout.

I was the first one to the studio that morning. Well, to be honest, Scooter was the first one, charging ahead of me to sniff out the place. I liked to get to the studio a few hours before I worked with any band, when things were still calm and sleepy. It allowed me to get to know the space, set up the equipment with the other techies, and get started mic’ing the instruments before the band arrived. Band members often have opinions about how their instruments should be mic’ed, so even back then my solution was to get to the studio and start my setup work before any rock star could give me his or her two cents.

This also gave me an opportunity to talk to Nina. Her office was just inside the front door. As I walked in, the morning sun flooded the area, illuminating Nina. She was twenty-three, and her shoulder-length brown hair reflected the sunlight.

‘Well, good morning,’ Nina said, smiling widely. ‘You’re an early riser!’ This, even though it was already close to noon. Nina knew all about bands and their schedules.



[image: Nina Urban sitting in a recording studio. She is next to a large API console. Behind her is a stone wall.]

Nina Urban was the Record Plant, Sausalito, manager.



‘Just trying to stay ahead of the wolves,’ I said. ‘You look great.’ Her smile widened. ‘You just haven’t had your coffee yet. Come on, I’ll show you the kitchen.’

I tried to make small talk, but I was clearly captivated by her and a little tongue-tied. The Record Plant kitchen was rustic, redwood-lined, and, like everything else inside, dimly lit. The intercom came on; Nina had a call waiting for her in her office.

‘Okay, I gotta go. See you in a little while.’ She disappeared down the narrow south hallway.

I took the north hallway up towards studios A and B and went into studio A. I sat down in the chair, in front of the big API console that would be mine for the next three months. I’m sure it had well over a thousand knobs on it – scary for a novice, but thrilling for me. This is the big time, I thought.

I sipped my coffee for another moment before I started dealing with the equipment. I was trying to wind down and crank up at the same time. I was just shy of my thirtieth birthday, and I was working for a band that had already put out ten albums, but they’d had no big hits in the United States. Their latest record, the White Album, had been given the eponymous title Fleetwood Mac because of the new lineup and because of the controversy with the ‘fake’ Fleetwood Mac. The band’s former manager, Clifford Davis, felt that he owned the name Fleetwood Mac. While the real Fleetwood Mac band was in the United States touring, Davis had assembled a fake band to tour, creating all sorts of controversy and lawsuits that the band was dealing with.

I was a little nervous but eager to wow the band with my great recording skills. I’d already had some success with my two days of mixing with the band back in Los Angeles, but I still felt that I needed to prove myself to them.

Moments later, Cris Morris came into the control room. Cris was twenty-nine, about 6’1”, and he had a brown afro-style hairdo. He was employed directly by the Record Plant, Sausalito, and he would be an assistant engineer on Rumours. Cris was an Atlantic City boy, and he had already worked with many San Francisco bands that had come through the studio in that era.

‘Morning, Ken. Ready to get started?’ Cris lit a cigarette. Soon I would learn that Cris was a fully capable engineer on his own, and he was a great asset to have in our arsenal.

‘Let’s do this,’ I said. ‘First, I’d like you to plug in my Revox reel-to-reel tape machine so I can listen to the speakers.’ No sooner had I said it than it was done.

‘Just tell me what mics you want and where, and I can start setting up the studio while you listen to your tapes,’ Cris said.

‘Great idea.’ I turned over a track sheet and started drawing where I wanted the instruments to go and what kind of mics I wanted on each. ‘Where do you recommend we set up the drums?’ I asked. ‘The room sounds pretty dead out there.’

‘Yeah, we have a wood portion on the north wall. Most guys put the drums there.’

I walked out into the studio, stood in front of the decorative wood portion of the wall, and clapped my hands together. ‘Still pretty dead,’ I said. ‘Do you have any plywood I could set the drums on, instead of setting them on the carpet?’ Carpeting absorbs all of the sounds of the drums, and I wanted Mick’s drums to have a big sound.

‘Absolutely,’ Cris said. Off he went to get that project completed. I kept sipping my coffee and continued to work on the mic chart.

Over the years, I had developed preferred combinations of microphones to use to get my favourite sounds. I jotted them down quickly, listing a combination of ten American and European mics for drums and two to three mics for each of the other instruments, totalling about thirty mics altogether. I took one of my reference tapes out of my leather man-bag, threaded it onto my trusty Revox, and pressed play. The meters started to move, but no sound came out of the speakers. I looked at the big console and found the input selector. Then I turned up the volume knob. The sweet sound of Steely Dan came out of the speakers.


[image: Floor plan of studio A layout, showing Keys Area, Guitar Area, Bass Area, Drum Area, Sound Baffles, Iso 2, Amp Rm., CR 'A', Iso 1, and L.]

This was how I put together the studio A layout for the band.



‘Wow, that sounds really great,’ a voice said from behind me.

‘Yeah, but it’s a little bright in the midrange frequencies, don’t you think?’ I turned to see Richard Dashut. His eyes looked a little funny, and I could tell that he had prepared for the day by smoking some pot so that he could ‘zone in’ on the sounds. His eyes were like little slits. He had obviously ridden in with Lindsey or one of the road crew.

Richard and I listened to the speakers a little longer, then I hit stop. They sounded fantastic. I showed Richard my mic list and setup. He looked it over and nodded his approval. Our control room looked out into the studio through a giant soundproof window. On my chart, I had set up the instruments so that the band members could face one another and still see us as well. Richard had experience recording with the band, so I was curious to know whether he thought my setup would please them.

On our right against the north wall would be Mick, playing his giant drum set. Moving counterclockwise, as close to Mick as possible, I had put John’s bass setup. Left of that was Lindsey’s electric guitar setup. On the south wall was Christine’s electric keyboard station for her clavinet, Fender Rhodes, and Hammond organ. We had a mic in front of each instrument so that she could sing while sitting and playing. Stevie would stand in the middle of the studio, waving her tambourine over her head in time with the music. We didn’t bother to give her a mic, opting to have Mick play her parts later. As with everything Fleetwood Mac did, it all had to be perfect, including the tambourine. Stevie played for the ‘vibe’, but only Mick’s tambourine parts were recorded for the album. Stevie played the tambourine in the studio to entertain herself. She also played the tambourine onstage, but we never mic’ed it.


[image: John McVie with long hair and a beard, wearing a long-sleeved light top and necklace, stands indoors holding a large light-coloured cloth, smoking a cigarette.]

John McVie was the quiet, rhythmic soul of the band.



Directly to the left and right of the control room were two isolation booths that also had large windows, so you could see out into the studio and the control room. The one on my left was where I would record acoustic instruments, such as the grand piano and Lindsey’s acoustic guitars, and quieter things such as vocals and tambourines. The one on the right was for loud guitars, bass amps, and organ speakers. Each of the instruments was surrounded on all sides by sound-restraining, movable barriers called baffles.

Richard and I talked about how it would all work. He was the funny guy, and he chattered incessantly while I worked. Cris sat behind us and kept notes, listening to everything, anticipating our needs before we could even say them out loud. So, since we really had three engineers, we knew that we should be able to solve any sound problem.


[image: John McVie in a recording studio, drinking from a beer bottle. He wears a dark beret, headphones and a patterned shirt with a waistcoat.]

Mick Fleetwood, the leader of the band, enjoys another Heineken on the job.



What’s ironic is that throughout the Rumours journey, Fleetwood Mac went from one end of the fame spectrum to the other. That day in Sausalito, when we walked into the studio to start recording, they were an established band, but you could hardly say they were rock stars. Before we even released Rumours, that had changed dramatically.

At the start of that first day of making Rumours in Sausalito, I was more eager than nervous. I knew my mic choices were tried and true. I had just used them to record Joni Mitchell’s live album Miles of Aisles. I had a great support team at the Record Plant, and Richard was by my side. Along for the ride, once again, was Scooter. I felt that this was my time, and I couldn’t wait to show everyone what I could do, because I knew it always worked. That may seem arrogant, but I couldn’t help it – I had a good background, and I was young. I really liked my mixes, and I knew that other people did, too.

Richard became a lifelong friend, and he was the perfect guy to help keep things light when the dark clouds formed. He was close with every member of the band, and they all told him their problems. But he only shared these problems with me when he felt that I needed to know. Sometimes this information helps you figure out how to approach a difficult rock star (or even one who isn’t that difficult), when you know what’s going on in his or her personal life, but other times it’s just gossip. Richard knew the difference.


[image: Christine McVie, wearing large headphones over her long straight hair, looks straight ahead. She wears a light-coloured top with a v-neck.]

Christine McVie was talented and tough.




[image: Lindsey Buckingham, a man with dark curly hair and a beard, wearing large headphones over his ears and looking to the left.]

Lindsey Buckingham was brilliant but difficult.



His insights, in addition to his empathy and humour, made him every bit as important to the success of the record as any individual member of the band. Making a blockbuster record is a team sport, and it can fail whenever a key player wanders off the reservation. Richard helped keep all of the players, if not sane, at least focused on the bigger picture.

During the early hours of recording sessions, John and Christine were civil with each other, but as the hours wore on and the booze flowed, John would start buzzing around Christine, and their conversations became shorter and more tense. Because I was in the control room, often I wasn’t able to hear how their arguments started, but I could hear how Christine usually ended them. ‘John, you’re being ridiculous. You’ve had too much to drink. Now leave me alone and just concentrate on your bass part.’

They weren’t the only broken couple: Stevie and Lindsey were right in the middle of ending their relationship. At this point, I wasn’t even aware of it. I thought they just had an open relationship. When they joined Fleetwood Mac, though, their happy days as a couple had ended. They often turned to Richard for advice: Stevie whispered to him about Lindsey, and Lindsey whispered to him about Stevie.

Then there was the third, lesser-known breakup: Mick’s wife was about to leave him for his best friend back home.

Mick had two beautiful daughters with Jenny Boyd, who was the sister of George Harrison’s wife, Patty. Mick was a womanizer and a workaholic, so his relationship with his wife was doomed because he couldn’t change his ways. Richard listened to Mick’s secret pain and carried it with him. I think Mick would only tell Richard because everyone else in the band still viewed Mick as their leader, manager, and father figure. When all of this turmoil was going on, he just shouldered the brunt of it, sharing with me only what he felt I needed to know.

From these very early, unsettled days, it seems as if all of these doomed love affairs should have consigned Rumours to the discount bin. In retrospect, it’s a miracle that we were able to finish Rumours. But later, I came to understand that Rumours probably succeeded because it was brilliant group therapy in which we all – wittingly or unwittingly – participated. It’s possible that if it hadn’t been for all of the sexual and relationship turmoil in the band, you wouldn’t know this record any better than some of the previous Fleetwood Mac records.

So, for the most part, once I’d got to know the band and we started to play and record, I just sat there doing my job, steering clear of the band’s personal dramas. If I had had to contend with what Richard dealt with, I probably would have run like hell. Then again, he didn’t have to do what I had to do: stay serious and focused (and relatively sober) so that we could complete the record.


[image: Stevie Nicks wears large headphones, leaning towards a microphone on a stand. She looks ahead with her lips slightly parted.]

Stevie Nicks wrote Fleetwood Mac’s only number one single, ‘Dreams’.




[image: Close-up profile of John McVie with long dark hair, a full beard, aviator sunglasses, and an unlit cigarette in his mouth.]

Richard Dashut was the band’s brilliant engineer, therapist, and friend.



On that first day of setup, though, I was oblivious to all of the drama going on in the band. With my coffee finished, and the mics all set up and tested, the band’s road crew arrived and began to unpack the instruments. They spent that time getting to know the rooms and the people at the Record Plant.


[image: Mick Fleetwood and Jenny Fleetwood stand close together, his arm around her waist, her hand resting on his chest.]

Mick and Jenny Fleetwood would divorce, remarry, and divorce again.



The good news was that the studio was state-of-the-art seventies technology. It was designed to be very dead acoustically. This means that the sounds from the band would be radically absorbed, instead of bouncing and echoing all over the place. With a ‘dead’ studio, every instrument sounds lifeless, as its sounds disappear into the absorptive walls. This can make recording individual instruments difficult. Imagine if you heard only the pluck of a piano string without the sound resonating through the piano’s wood frame. Not so pretty.

The reason for designing a dead room comes down to personal taste, and the studio’s co-owner, Gary Kellgren, the producer-engineer for Jimi Hendrix, must have preferred this type of studio.

The studios where I had learned had had a more balanced sound, with some sonic reflections allowed. To illustrate, imagine the sound in a small tiled bathroom, compared to an overloaded clothes’ closet versus your family’s living room. Wally Heider’s was the living room, and the Record Plant was the clothes closet.

It was a top-notch room, but it was still foreign to us. An engineer has to adjust to every new studio, because each one has different sounds that are often unapparent at first. Sometimes you’re really impressed by the openness of the studio or the aesthetics, where you can see the band and get a sense of everything that’s going on. Other times, studios feel a little cramped and claustrophobic. Yet no matter how good the studio is, you still have to get used to it before it feels like home and your work becomes second nature.


[image: Black and white photograph showing the view into a recording studio control room through a large, curved glass window with a stonework base.]

This was the band’s view of the control room in studio A.



The band’s studio techs got the instruments in place, and Cris and I made sure all of the mics were positioned properly and tested.

The band employed two young kids as drum and guitar roadies, who travelled with them to keep the band’s instruments in perfect working order. Now that we were in the studio, they were an integral part of the team: Ron (Rhino) Penny, twenty-one, was the drum tech, and Ray Lindsey, twenty, was the guitar tech.

Rhino and Ray set up the equipment while we continued to work on the mics. We spent about an hour to an hour and a half doing this, then the band started to arrive – first Christine and Stevie, who had been put up in a deluxe hotel, where they each had their own room and could be properly pampered. We knew we were a long way from finishing with the equipment setup, but Christine and Stevie were glad to see us, and Richard and I were happy to see them, too. It was hugs and kisses all around. Each girl brought her small dog, respectively, Duster and Ginny, and Scooter welcomed them in his usual way, smelling their private parts before Christine and Stevie could scoop up the little dogs in their arms.

‘Scooter, leave her alone!’ Stevie said.

‘Typical man!’ Christine added.

I laughed to myself and thought, Nice one, Scooter. Stevie and Christine never warmed to Scooter, even though most people really liked him.

At the time we started recording Rumours, Stevie was twenty-seven, and she was the band’s newly added songwriter and vocalist. This was only her second album with Fleetwood Mac after her debut with Lindsey on Buckingham Nicks.

Stevie would, arguably, become the best-known member of the band. Yet at this point, she was content to be a member of a band with a record deal. When we started to record, many people thought of Stevie as the weakest link in the band, because she was something of a sweet hippie chick, and she didn’t have a lot of technical knowledge about music and instrumentation. That’s not to underestimate her. Ultimately, her ethereal songwriting and vocals added a dimension to Fleetwood Mac that was every bit as essential as any other band member’s contribution. She also wrote the band’s only number one hit, ‘Dreams’.

Christine was the thirty-three-year-old keyboardist and a longtime member of the band. Her recent separation from John resulted in some very strained moments in the studio. You see, John was still in love with Christine, but he continued to choose booze over her. So, Christine had decided to end their marriage. But they were pros, and they had a job to do. They were polite to each other when they were in the studio. Sometimes, though, when John drank, he wanted her more, and things became difficult. I was never sure what he wanted from her, maybe to get back together, but he never flirted with her or brought her flowers. He’d only look at her or stand close to her.

In some ways, I found Christine the most intriguing member of the band. She had a very sharp tongue. One time I was walking through the studio, whistling something to myself. ‘I hate your mindless whistling, Ken,’ she said. ‘I hate when people do that!’ So, from then on, I tried not to mindlessly whistle.

Christine drank like one of the guys, and she swore like one, too. The only woman I ever met who could do it better was Grace Slick. Christine smoked up a storm, but she played killer keys and sang great hooks. Christine was quite possibly the queen of English blues.

I gave Christine and Stevie a tour of the studio while we waited for the other members of the band to arrive. I remember thinking that they seemed a little prudish and that having two women in the band could certainly change the all-guy dynamics I was used to – but I had no idea how much.

Lindsey came striding in right after that, rubbing his hands together, his long coat flying behind him. This meant he was happy and enthusiastic – ready to go. This was the happy Lindsey who I wished would walk through the door every day. I soon found out that Lindsey could be very unpredictable, depending on which side of the bed he woke up on. If his






















[image: Mick Fleetwood sits behind a drum kit in a studio, wearing headphones and a beret.]











[image: Mick Fleetwood sits at a drum kit in a recording studio, wearing a dark beret, large headphones, and a waistcoat over a patterned shirt.]



































[image: A large API recording console with rows of knobs in a dimly lit control room, looking through a large window into a studio with a piano and drum set.]
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