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GLaDitorial

hen the reformed ISB took the stage in January at Cardiff’s handsome Victorian Coal
WE,\chungc‘ they found themselves playing under a stylish omamental clock bearing the
motto Tempus Fugit—"time passes™, How true those words are, even today! Reunions are
always a risk. and reformations riskier still. There’s many a glum pundit who will tell you that you can
never recapture the old magic, that it's all tied up with being young, footloose and niive, or with the
temper of the times. Time passes—marches on, indeed!—but the Cardiff show confirmed (o us all that
the Spirit of String, the shared vision that inspired both the band and their followers in those distant
days, triumphantly endures. You could just tell that Robin, Mike and Clive were having a whale of a
time singing those old songs again, and that Bina and Lawson were pleased as Punch to be up there
with them. Slick and glossy they were not (some things never change!), but the music still goes straight
to the heart.

It would be an easy option. of course, just to trot out a Greatest Hits package, especially with so much
high-grade material to choose from. But new songs from Clive and Robin suggest that ISB 2001 are a
living entity, rather than a travelling musical museum; and we know that Mike has a some sleek new
numbers tucked in his back pocket t00. We at beGLAD would place a modest wager on there being a
few surprises lined up for the Summer and Autumn gigs. Hope to see you all here or there...
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Double delicious

The ISB “Best Of.." collections compiled by
Warner/Elektra and Island for simultaneous release
will be hitting the shops on July 2. The track list-
ings were finalised after extensive consultation
with Pig's Whisker and assorted scholars of String.
They are:

Elektra October Song/The Tree/Chinese White/
First Girl 1 Loved/Koecoaddi There/A Very
Cellular SongfJob’s Tears/Puppies/The Half-
Remarkable Question/Air/Sleepers Awake!/This
Moment/Queen Of Love/Invocation

Island All Writ Down/Vishangro/Talking Of The
End/Worlds They Rise And Fall/Here Till Here Is
There/Red Hair/Antoine/Restless Night/Banks Of
Sweet ltaly/Moon Hang Low/Seagull/Saturday
Maybe/Little Girl/Maker Of Islands/Dreams Of No
Return/Cold Days Of February

The Island CD takes Here Till Here Is There as its
title; the Elekira CD has the more prosaic title of
The Best Of 1966-70, and cannibalises the title
lettering from the first album, as well as exhuming
the chunky Elektra logo from the '60s. Liner notes
for both CDs are supplied by your Editor, if that's
any incentive...

Down

Two clusters of dates on which you can see the
reformed ISB in concert this year. In August they're
back at the Bloomsbury Theatre in London, scene
of triumphs in 1997 and 2000, on Friday 3rd and
Saturday 4th of August: at Sidmouth Intemational
Folk Festival down in sun-kissed foot-and-mouth-
ravaged Devon, playing the main arena on Monday
6th August; and at The Olympia in Dublin on
Thursday 9th. Squeezed between the latter two, but
subject to confirmation, which we've not heard at
presstime, may be a concert at Comwall's cele-
brated Eden Project site on Tuesday 7th August.
The Eden Project is a ground-breaking enterprise
located near St Austel that recreates tropical
habitats from various parts of the world in a
complex of geodesic domes. There's a performing
space attached to it, and the ISB will be the first
prominent act to play there.

In November the ISB embark on a short tour of
England. The opener may be at Frome (The Cheese
And Grain) in Somerset on the 8th (again, not
confirmed at presstime), followed by Manchester
(The Lowry) on the 9th, Sheffield City Hall Memo-
rial Theatre on the 10th, Newcastle Opera House on
the |lth, and Birkenhead (Pacific Road Arts
Exhibition Centre) on the 12th. More dates likely...
Here are the contact details that we know:
Bloomsbury (20 7388 8822
www.ac.uk/Bloomsbury Theatre
Sidmouth 01296 392300
Eden Project 01872 262466
Dublin 0035 316 777 744
Manchester 0161 8762000
Sheffield 0114 2789789
Newecastle 0191 232 0899
Birkenhead 0151 6665060
The live album culled from last August's
Bloomsbury concerts is now scheduled for release
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in June or July as a limited edition. As we revealed
exclusively in issue 17, production work on the
album, originally due out in January, was halted by
the flooding of Albany Studios. No title has been
announced as yet: we suggest Aprés Le Deluge.

CPon CD

News also of Clive's projected solo album, most of
which was laid down at Albany early last year.
Pig's Whisker are planning to put it out sometime
in the Autumn, and are weighing up the possibility
of adding some 21st century versions of COB-
period songs. Again, no title as yet: still in ze
French eediom, "ow about Palmer d'Or?

Who vas that Becotsman?

Nicholas Whitehead, a reporter with the South
Wales Argos, was in attendance at last Autumn’s
Carmina performance at Llandaff Cathedral, and
wrote up the show for publication. In the event, his
copy was not used, but we think it’s worth having a
look at. But surely he’s confusing Robin in his
opening paragraph with some other Scots singer.
Any guesses? Dick Gaughan, we think at Be Glad
Towers..,

“Tt was quite a shock to see Mr Williamson. For
quite & while now, | have not revised my belief that
I had seen Robin Williamson quite recently and
noted how different he is from when he was in the
band. Thing is, that was twenty years ago, when he
was at the Wyeside (Builth Wells, Mid Wales).

— .
Back then, he was adamantly not the Robin
Williamson we knew from the band. There was
nothing hippy-ish or mystical and definitely noth-
ing whimsical. He was a hard, bitter, nationalistic
Scotsman who hated capitalism and the English.
The avdience, mostly composed of ISB freaks, left
the gig blinking and scratching their heads.

“In Llandaff Cathedral, the audience was the same
as ever—a very interesting assembly of old hippies,
still looking quite colourful and distinctive, And
this time, Robin Williamson was in harmony with
them. He was the grown-up version of the young
man in that old hippy band.

“He described the pain of leaving Scotland to live
in New Malden where he went to a strict school
where as much as possible happened in Latin.

“There was a sense of quiet triumph, of healing
and integration, when he sat there at his harp, at his
own gig, in a cathedral, and said to his audience:
“This is a psalm I was made to sing at that school.
And this is the way I sing it now."

“Bina joined in on vocals. The dancers were
perfectly suited to the event, the venue and the job
of interpreting songs about Creation. There was
quite a bit of Indian influence in the dancing and it
was performed with obvious warmth and good
humour which doesn’t often shine through in that
art form.

“I met Michael Fitzgerald, who told me about the
String Band email list. He found it an integrating
experience for himself. Two of the big influences in




his life—the Latin Mass and the Incredible String
Band—were, for the first time, coming together in
an unlikely yet beautiful event.

“Robin Williamson’s vocals in the ISB songs.
with those kmg. sliding notes, a]ways suggested
something a bit tongue-in-cheek an schievous,
possibly a piss-take. To hear lhal same vocal
quality applied to sacred Latin texts forced a re-
evaluation—of both his singing and the songs.

“He is saying to himself and his audience that we
dre grown up now. These texts are no longer owned
by our masters who used them to depress and
subjugale us, they are ours now. And we can enjoy
them and benefit from them, free of old pain, free
of old priests and schoolmasters.

“And to bring this message, and this audience,
into a cathedral! Yes! Old RW seems to have sorted
himself out, The playful young mischief-maker and
the wise old man were in perfect harmony in
Llandaff tomght.”

What Robin did next

Our Mr W is as busy as ever this year. In April he
went into the studio to record his second ECM
album, once again featuring his settings of the
works of various poets—in this case, Walt
Whitman, William Blake and Henry Vaughan. To
be called Skirting The River Road, it features Robin
on guitar, harp und vocals, abettied by ECM house
musicians Paul Dunmall, Mat Manieri, Mick
Hutton and Ale Méller. We hear a few of Robin’s
own songs were revisted in the sessions. 100,
including Here To Bum from Ten Of Songs. Looks
like it’1l be the end of the year before the album hits
the shops, but no doubt he'll be premiering some of
the tracks on live dates in the coming months.

Robin is booked into The Mac in Birmingham for
1wo consecutive nights in December, reprising the
Carmina show on the 21st. with Bina and some of
the dancers from the Llandaff performance and
some form of back-projection. On the 22nd he
reunites with two of the River Road sessioneers for
4 Jong-awaited performance of the epochal Dream
Journals: again, there will be back-projections, this
time of a selection from Robin’s extraordinary
collection of weird postcards and the like, some of
which have already been seen in the Dream
Journals album booklet and in the reincamation
sequence in the Be Glad film, An Indian percus-
sionist is likely to augment the line-up,

An carlier reprise of the show has been pencilled
in for Glasgow on the 28th of October; no further
details at presstime. Check with Pig's Whisker
(01246 567712) or visit the ISB website if you need
to know more. The Carmina soundtrack CD.
meantime, is set for release round about midsum-
mer, as & limited edition of 500 copies. There's talk
at Pig's Whisker of its being a CD-ROM, to
accommodate the Latin texts and Robin's English
translations.

Following the unequivocal success of Robin's
first Bardic Tradition weekend at Hazelwood
House last year (see page 26 for a gripping account
of the event), he's assembling materials for a
follow-up at the same venue over the weekend of
30th November-Ist & 2nd December. beGLAD
hears that it’s already fully subscribed (doubly-
subscribed. indeed). but there's always the possibil-
ity of cancellations nearer the date. Contact Pig's
Whisker if you want to be put on a reserve list.

Robin's projected collaboration with Martin
Carthy, adverted (o in last issue’s Pieces Of String,
has been placed on hold: it's so far proved impossi-
ble to find a period when both chaps are available
10 tour.

Robin and Martin are both appearing at the
Beverley Folk Festival on the 15th-17th of June,
but not, as far as we know, together. Robin’s also
booked in for the Festival At The Edge, the presti-
gious smmcllmg festival at Much Wenlock, Shrop-
shire, on the 20th-22nd of July. He was last there in
1999, when he was the undisputed hit of the week-
end, performing, amongst much else, a |15-minute
version of the ballad The Twa Sisters O’ Binnorie.
Info on The Edge from 01952 504882
info@festivalaitheedge.org

Net gain

The Incredible String Band website, administered
by Pig's Whnsker Music, is ﬁnally up and running.
Mick Fits who led the

fills in the background on page 41. Point your
browsers at www.imcrediblestringband.com Easy 10

which it appeared in the States on Hannibal a few
years back. This means that all ISB releases from
1966-74 will at last be circulating in CD format—if
only through second-hand outlets, as most of the
Island albums are now deleted. as are the first
album and Changing Horses on the Elektra imprint.

remember, no? The Pig's Whisker site, le,
has been dismantled.

Jellow World
wries Lucy Duran
and Andy Kershaw

's Own Story

It looks as though Joe Boyd will be sitting down to
write & “My Glittering Career” type of memoir
somtime soon. Joe originally floated the idea to
sympathetic publishers in 1996, and produced a
specimen chapter that was published in the
Guardian Weekend magazine on 4 January 1997,
which discussed in illuminating detail the ISB's
“conversion” to Scientology. His assertion in that
piece that the band were “fractious”, it has been
suggested, was the catalyst that provoked Robin
and Mike to set up the 97 reunion concerts. “Some
book agents and publishers have expressed a lot of
interest," Joe reports, “It seems to amuse people.”

The opportunity for some serious time with the
laptop seems to be opening up now that Joe has
severed his association with Hannibal Records after
twenty years of World Music high jinks. He hints
strongly in an interview in the May edition of
fRoots (aka Folk Roots) that corporate interference
by label owners Palm Pictures was the reason for
his abrupt departure. A 20th Birthday bash for the
label has been cancelled, as has a boxed-set retro-
spective of Hannibal's two decades stirring the
musical melting pot.

Queen of Arts

Wolfgang Rostek writes from Germany: “Last year
I found a website of a German school which,
amongst other things, featured an art project, docu-
mented with some pictures, showing how pupils
worked on the task of creating an album cover
based on the song Queen Juanita And Her Fisher-
man Lover. Strange, I think, and a noble gesture of
the teacher, who introduced the kids to the band.”
beGLAD’s Allan Frewin has a crack on page 21.

Kappy Birthday to Ul

beGLAD reader Stuart Godfrey passed the Big
Five-Oh milestone recently. The occaion was
marked by his spouse—clearly a culinary genius—
with the magnificent creation pictured right. Which
proves that the old saying that all good things are
either immoral or fattening is perfectly true in the
case of the ISB.

UhCD!

It's been & long, long road, but U has finally been
lined up for CD reissue. Warner/Elektra, having
taken the baton with the Best Of compilation, have
dug the master tapes out of their corporate oublictte
and promise a shiny new remastered version early
in 2002, It looks likely that they may also reissue /
Looked Up, which has never had a UK release on
CD, perhaps in the Boyd-Wood remaster form in
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The forthcoming Wizz Jones album, Lucky The Man,
0 which Clive lends his banjoing talents on three
tracks has hit a few delays according to the record
label Scenescof, but may well be out by the time you
read this, We weren't able to get our hands on a
review copy in time for this issue: expect full
coverage in issue 19......

Surviving The Iron Age. the latest tv series in which
romantic 215t century townies step into the shoes of
their ancestors, required its unwitiing victims o
spend seven weeks of last Autumn in a reconstructed
700 BC Celtic encampment located within a mile or
s0 of Penwern, the ISB’s West Wales hideaway......
Robin's Fiddle Tunes book, first published in 1977, 15
still m print under the Oak Publications imprint, and
now comes with a CD, replacing the primitive flexi-
disc that oniginally accompunied the book. The CD
features thirteen short tracks of Robin's fiddling,
recorded, legend has it in an LA garage..

Allic Fox, whose album Diving For Pearls was
reviewed in 1ssue 17, writes to tell us that the album
is now being distributed in the UK by Koch Interna-
tonal. 0208-832-1818 or sales@kochintl.co.uk is
your contact......

Robin's Here Till Here Is There tums up on a CD
called Beautiful Darkness: A Celeb Of The
Winter Solstice, by Murtin Simpson, Jessicu Rudcliffe
and Lisa Ekstrom (High Bohemia HBR CDO02). Lisa
Ekstrom takes the vocal on the song, with Gerry O
Beime on guitar. Available in the UK. we think,
through Fledg'ling......

There was u two-page review of The Monkees' recent
boxed-set retrospective in June's Q. The title of the
piece; The Incredible Swing Band.....,

Our appeal last issue for the whistle-blowers pictured
Jast issue at St Domat’s and Bloomsbury to identify
themselves has had a derisory response. Only two
have stepped forward. Refer to the photos on page 10
if you have a copy 10 hand: Brent Young admits to
being the chap in the shades on the extreme left of the
bottom picture, and Mick Fitzgerald claims to be * the
wnanely grinning guy with the short beard in the fore-
ground [of the middle picture] and my son Aodhrua
owns the small arm holding the tin whistle.” Saddam
Hussain denies categorically that he is the man in the
white shirt in the same picture: “One of my many
security doubles,” explains the affable despot.




it &




photo by Kieron Stanley

A £
.,B : r E
g

u
5

the String Band since the Bloomsbury (Thursday) concert the

previous August, so I bought my tickets early and awaited the date
with keen anticipation. My friend, John, with whom I went to Blooms-
bury, and my wife. Mandy. were not interested in accompanying me so
1 phoned my sister, Jude, who accepted the offer of a free ticket gladly.
This is probably the first time that I would have ever taken my little
sister out!

I had to dnive down from Shropshire to the Woodstock area (just north
of Oxford—not the one in New York State) to pick her up, and once the
“hellos™ and “how are yous™ had been exchanged between my brother-
in-law, nephews and myself, my sister and I set off, map in hand,
towards sunny Milton Keynes, home of the Open University and very
confusing roundabouts,

My sister hadn’t seen or heard the String Band since circa 1973, when
she saw them at the Cambridge Corn Exchange, so she couldn't
remember any songs except the ones I used to sing in my youth;
Hedgehog, Painting Box, First Girl I Loved. I obliged with a compila-
tion tape | had produced for the car, which passed the time away until
we arrived at the Stables Theatre, a modem affair with an abundance of
staff milling around.

At halftime, | was standing in a queue in the Gents. No-one was com-
municating (very un-String Band), so I decided to strike up a casual
conversation with the bloke behind me. “What did you think of the first
half?" I asked.

He replied in a Monty Python/Peter Cookesque voice, “My wife and
I thought it was terrible! We're going home.”

“Are you serious?” I replied.

“Yes I am. I've been to folk concerts all over England and this lot
seem like a bunch of lads getting together for the first time. I'm look-
ing forward to seeing The Strawbs when they perform here."”

I WAS REALLY LOOKING FORWARD TO THIS. I hadn’t seen

WELL. WAS THE CONCERT REALLY THAT BAD? The answer
is: of course not!

The first half d a la Bloomsbury with Chinese White, a
little shaky perhaps with Mike and Bina not guite making the grade on
vocals. Next came Ducks On A Pond, slightly edited but nevertheless
enhanced by an uplifting Heron harmonica solo. The rest followed on
from Bloomsbury, except that Robin sang a song from his seed-at-zero,
remarking that the album was appreciated more in Europe (where
English is not spoken), and Clive played a difficult piece from the turn
of the last-century-but-one. Mike played Painting Box; again, tentative
harmonies but OK, and Clive played a song which I am sure I had never
heard before: something about “the world underground”. This was a
great song with a very powerful arrangement involving the full band.
The first half ended with great promise for the future,

A MAN BERIND ME SHOUTED "GENIUS" AS
ROBIN SANG RIS FINAL NOTE...

ENWERYTAUR. .

samples some family entertainment

FTER MY STRANGE EXPERIENCE in the Gents, my sister and
chatted in our seats. She seemed to enjoy the first half, but
wondered why Mike Heron was rummaging around in a “shopping
bag” for something during Ducks. I explained that he was probably
getting his harmonica ready...

The second half began magnificently with This Moment. Mike on top
vocal form, again managing “I just want to tell each one ofyou...” and
the band producing an interesting arrangement.

The performance progressed from strength to strength; Waltz ofthe
New Moon was brilliant, inspiring a man behind me to shout “Genius!”
as Robin sang his final note. Clive played Big City Blues well, although
Robin’s slide guitar was very iffy, and Strings In The Earth And Air was
a joy. Robin and Clive, on fiddle and pipes respectively, played a very
competent traditional tune, Paddy On The Turnpike, and Air was
performed with power, though perhaps the vocals were a little off-key
at nmes.

Eyes Of Fate, which 1 think was in this half, was superb; excellent
background chants and Robin performing brilliantly. Mike sang a
wonderful version of Maker Of Islands with harmonies from Robin and
Bina (this was a highlight of the whole performance), and somewhere
along the line. Bina and Robin sang a duet.

The last number was You Know What You Could Be. played in Cajun

style with Mike singing well and fishing around in that bag again for a
harmonica.
The averagely enthusiastic audience (1 suspect many were local or
there for curiosity) clapped, cheered and whistled for an encore and the
band returned to play a faster and improved version of Empty Pocket
Blues, and You've Been A Friend To Me finished the concert.

O, NOW TO THE SERIOUS PART: was it all worthwhile and
what of the future? Our Editor covered many of the points in the
last edition of beGLAD, but this concert was different.

It was performed in a provincial theatre, albeit sold out, where the
audience were enthusiastic but not fanatic, as at Bloomsbury. The first
half was a little weak, with harmonies and arrangements somewhat
lack-lustre, but this could be put down to either nerves or lack of
rehearsal. The second half was very, very good with Mike singing well,
Robin displaying his vocal and instrumental prowess, Clive playing a
solid banjo, guitar and pipes, Lawson somehow holding it all together
on keyboards, piano, washboard etc, and Bina adding a necessary—if
occasionally a little shaky—vocal. What of the future, then?

It seems to me that the String Band contain an abundance of talent
waiting to burst forth. Mike Heron is a brilliant songwriter who can
produce the basis of the necessary material for a new album. Robin, as
we all know, can write a mean song, but his wonderful talent lies in his
multi-instrumental musicianship, Clive adds an American and vaude-
villean banjo as well as promising pipes, which could enhance any new
songs with the aid of new technology. Lawson provides the solid piano
arrangements and production and Bina produces a mystic vocal essen-
tial for any ISB work.

We await new material with bated breath. My sister really enjoyed the
concert, especially Mike Heron’s permanent grin, and I went away
totally satisfied at having seen my all-time favourite band for the
second time within six months.

My lasting memory was that, on the way out of the auditorium, an
official from the theatre, chatting to the dispersing audience, asked us
whether we had enjoyed the show, c ing that he bered the
ISB for Hedgehog's Song, which they didn’t sing.

So the question remains: should they do Hedgehog's Song? The
answer: YES!

Postscript

Haying spent the night at my sister’s, I returned home to Shropshire via
the M40 at about 7 am, joining the ludicrous cut-throat traffic. I left the
chaos behind at Bromsgrove thinking one thing: “Thank you,
Incredible String Band...” ;c'm
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IT JUST GETS BETTER AND BETTER

el

They just get better and better. I'd heard lhnl

Cardiff had gone down very well, “..and
SOme surprises, one or two new tunes” So
expectations were up.

Front row seat! Oh wow! Then [ started to spot
people I know, from the list and from Hazelwood
House, just before the lights went down.

The band walk on, to the now accustomed
rapturous welcome, as usual swelling a bit as
Mike appears—he’s still something of a novelty;
or maybe, rather, it's Mike's presence that makes
this the Incredible String Band.

No messing about, it’s Chinese White, and a
good, comp if kable rendition.
They've taken up their usual positions, Robin to
stage left, then Bina, Mike behind his keyboard
in the middle, slightly set back so they're arrayed
in an arc, then Clive seated with his banjo, and Lawson out to the right
and sideways on.

Ducks On A Pond, after a bit of tuning, gets off to a false start: Robin
calls a halt within a line or two, he’s not quite in tune. And while he
sorts himself out, Mike dives into the carrier bag he’s got next to him.
Presumably for his harmonica. After that, D On A P is a workmanlike
performance, but they’re still warming up. Later I was to compare it
rather unfavourably with Waltz Of The New Moon.

Queen Of All The Gypsies is something of a showcase for Clive
Palmer, and it seemed proper that each of the three original members
had taken the lead on a song by now. Clive’s banjo playing was a strong
foundation, in this and most of the numbers tonight. But Robin was
beginning to fly now, his sung and spoken parts, his voice working
together with Clive’s, made this the first high of the evening for me.

Nothing remarkable so far. Nothing remarkable! How quickly we get
used to the fantastic! Here was the Incredible String Band performing
some of their great songs, and it's “nothing remarkable”. But nothing
we hadn't seen last year, at Bloomsbury and the RFH for my part.

But now there was a surprise: a song familiar both to those who saw
the band in the late Sixties (or have heard the tapes, particularly of the
radio concerts) and those who who've heard Robin's fairly recent Ring
Dance album: for this was the eponymous Ring Dance, done more as it
was way back when, rather than the more experimental and arguably
over-produced version on the album. It was rawer and more exciting,

-and eamredhwmphmhskethﬂmahmwhmdmg.

Steve Pilley
finds joy in
the front row

Mmé \ ﬁ

Clm. gave one of his hnllmml) 1:unblmg
intros and then started playing. if 1 heard right,
Waltz Pathetique, solo on the banjo, a chance to
show why his banjo playing is so celebrated.
Then Robin performed a solo piece, On No
Work Of Words, from the seed-ar-zero, and a
performance that did the song justice, without
adding significantly to the rendition on that
sublime and mysterious album.

Now came a selection of pipe and fiddle tunes.
Since it was taking a while 1o tune up, Robin
told us a bit about the tunes: Neil Gow’s Wife,
which he explained referred in fact to Neil
Gow’s fiddle, and before that (I'm sure Robin
said “before that...”—but there's consequently a
little confusion in my mind as to which title goes
with which tune) The Rowan Tree, and then I'll
Gang Nae Mair Tae somewhere or other. [Yon
Toon—knowledgable Ed] But once they started playing—ah, this was
how I remember the ISB live, with their own extraordinary tunes and
individualism interspersed with virtuoso performances of traditional
material. The set started with Clive on his self-made Northumbrian
pipes (complete with dog bane ivory, we were reminded) and Robin on
the fiddle. As it moved into the second tune Lawson joined in with
sampled strings. Neil Gow's Wife turned out to be a familiar, beautiful,
wistful tune—I"m sure I've heard words sung to this, by the Dubliners
perhaps? (The Dubs got a mention later tonight, as we learned that an
extra last minute Glasgow gig has been scheduled, because the Dublin-
ers had to pull out of a Glasgow concert and the Incredibles are to stand
in for them. I wonder if they'll try the Octopus Jig?) By the time the
third tune came in Bina joined in with her tambourine.

Bina seems a lot more confident and comfortable on the stage now
than she did a year ago, and the audience seemed a great deal warmer
towards her than on certain previous occasions. She's completely and
undeniably an important part of the ISB now, and rightly so.

The traditional medley achieved my first gasp of the evening—I seem
to have used the word “wicked” in my notes, so apologies to over-
thirties for that.

Next, Clive told us that the following song was a collage of images
from the middle east, and it turned out to be a new song, Land Of No
Return (I think he said that was an Arabic or Persian name for heaven)
Clive and Bina sang lead, Robin played lhe mandolin (perhaps just a
touch u‘)o eumuumally and
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{ TOUR...THE JANUARY TOUR,..

SUBSTANTIALLY THE SAME SHOW AS SiX

HOMHS AGD, BUT ENRANCED, PERFECTED..

NOCTURNAL INTERMISSION TIME, and a chance to meet up
with fellow Hazelwood House alumni and list-members. There
were eleven of us there, if I counted correct: as someone remarked,
about a third of the class, and the transcendental evening was made to
sparkle so much more by the wonderful and all too brief reunions.
Indeed I felt a momentary regret when the lights in the bar dimmed to
call us away from our reminiscences and signal the approach of the
second half. Then I remembered where I was and went back to take my
seat with enthusiasm.

This Moment opened the second half, and the ecstatic grins on faces
round the auditorium were in evidence—and indeed on Mike's face—
as he told “each and every one” of us that...

1'd been watching the interaction between the band, and particularly
Robin and Lawson. A glance, a watching for the other to look up, a
catching of the eye, an unspoken “OK. now let's ..." and a thythmic nod
of the head as they change. Lawson, after some initial resistance
amongst fans, has proven hunself to be a vital member of the 21st
Century String Band. His ob ] 11 which some had
described as clinical or too smooth, is @ vital foundation on which the
others can securely base their flights of virtuosity. Anyway, Lawson's
clearly unabashed: he’s been making more use of sumpled sounds in his
contributions (not squelches and bleeps of course—there’s no sign of
the Acid Techno String Band on the horizon—but samples of real
instruments, such as strings, harp and harpsichord). After the show he
was telling us with great enthusiasm how he felt they added more to the
music than the straightforward piano sounds he'd used previously.

Waltz Of The New Moon. I finally got the message that the pan pipe
victories are no longer floating, only the palaces, so apologies for refer-
ring to that as a “mistake” in previous writings. The thing with Waltz
2001. as opposed to the current Ducks On A Pond, is that Robin sounds
as if he means it, now, whereas with Ducks it’s just a revisit to an old
song, fondly remembered but no longer “on message”. perhaps.

Big City Blues. Robin borrowed Bina's seat, put on his specs, and
took up a pose to allow maximum concentration on his slide guitar
playing: one foot on the chair, guitar on knee, head bowed over the
instrument. He might almost have had his tongue hanging out in the
intensity of his concentration. I don't recall secing Robin playing
bottleneck before: maybe it’s a new skill for him? I recently watched a
Stefan Grossman tutorial video on bottleneck techniques, in which
Grossman d ates a method of holding the slide which he had
devised for himself; and I noticed Robin had adopted the same method.
Hmm, I wonder.... Anyway. new skill or not, his playing was note-
perfect, even more accurate than his fiddling. BCB was yet another
masterful performance by our heroes.

OU SEE THE WAY THIS IS GOING? Substantially the same

show as six months ago (and why mess with a successful
formula?) but enhanced, perfected. with a few new numbers and some
new revivals. It was bound to keep everyone happy.

Now Robin and Bina ductted on The Storm s On The Ocean, while
the others sat back and enjoyed. I suppose some of the numbers which
are obviously important to the band, but which didn’t go down so well
at Edinburgh, are gradually being reintroduced, and nobody has any
problem with it. During this, Mike and Lawson were nodding and
swaying, each in time with the music, but out of syne, each unaware of
the other. Then when I looked up after making a quick note about it,
they were still swaying, but now grinning at ¢ach other.

Air next. Mike seemed to be having some trouble with the swell pedal
on his keyboard, and the oh-so-dreamy intro—led vocally by Clive as
always now-—was interrupted once or twice by too-loud notes from the
organ. Robin seemed to wince momentarily at that. Air is one of Mike's

obin told us, amused and bemused, how the stories of anupalhy
between him and Mike in the Sixties can’t have been true: he cited in
evidence the time when they'd had 1o share a hotel room. and indeed a
rather decrepit double bed, “me with my feet up alongside Mike's head,
and he with his feet alongside my head.” He recalled the landlady of
this hotel, one you wouldn’t dare argue with, who served up breakfast
of slabs of bacon swimming in tinned tomatoes, humming a tuneless
supposedly traditional tune, which he later tumed into the song his
daughter Vashti insists on calling Isaac Fate, but we know better s The
Eyes Of Fate. And another flawless rendition of a reheated classic.

Then a tune on the whistle, known both as Paddy On The Turnpike
and Frosty Moming. I admit my attention was wandering a little by
now, not through boredom, oh no, but rather a surfeit of ecstasy. That
doesn’t mean I'd double-dropped, by the way—this was a more
natural high, but it was all too much for me for a few minutes.

My full attention was recaptured by Strings In The Earth And Air.
Mike had gotten the hang of that swell pedal, and another delicate
atmosphere was gorgeously created. A magic moment, a scene so beau-
tiful it seems to belong to the otherworld, captured in a sound painting.
This was perhaps the tigh ber of the ing.

Maker Of Islands followed without much ado, and maintained the
perfection and created a different, cosier mood. M Of T was never one
of my favourites. On Thursday [ listened to a recording from 1974 (the
final Radio One concert) and, John Gilston’s tasteful percussion
notwithstanding, I thought how much better the song is with the full
ISB 2001 contributing. (While I'm on the subject of that recording, 1'd
like to put in a vote for Jack Straw’s Wishes to be released—after all,
we've got Ithkos and Log Cabin Home, and the previously unheard
1968, (4 “twee' number if ever there was one), so why not this great-
est of the tunes of that gig?)

Maker Of Islands was “great”. according 1o the note I scribbled down
as I prepared to listen to the “final” song, You Know What You Could
Be. I made no notes about this one, and my memory's already letting
me down—as: in the ab of any note to the contrary that this
one was just perfect.

UT OF COURSE IT WASN'T THE FINAL NUMBER: the band

barely got off the stage before they returned, in response to the
irresistible cries of “more!™ Empty Pocket Blues ensued, after Robin
asked us to join in with handclaps on the downbeat. This time we got
an uptempo rendition, a la Log Cabin Home, with Robin playing fiddle
rather than the whistle. Lawson doubled on washboard and keyboard,
while Bina rattled her tambourine on the upbeat in counterpoint to our
handclaps. This was the only audience participation encouraged tonight
(s0 no Smoke Shovelling Song with bells and whistles—properly I
think: the joke had been made and enjoyed, no need to labour it). But
in between my sad scribblings, necessary if I'm going to bring this
report to the deprived amongst you, I looked up to see Robin mischie-
vously catching Clive’s eye as the latter warbled, “My pocket's empty,
baby”, and turning out his waistcoat pocket to show it empty.

Then straight into You've Been A Friend To Me. As it progressed,
Mike sought his harmonica, and tentatively started to blow on it. I'm
told that Robin was taken by (pleasant) surprise, but my eyes were on
Mike, as he came in with a single note, grinned boyishly, received &
ripple of delighted applause and then got on with blowing on that harp.

AND THAT WAS IT. No second encore! I think we were too quick
0 give up, once the lights went up. But then again, it was twenty
to eleven, an unusually late finish by recent standards; and when 1
counted up they'd given us no fewer than 21 pieces! Six Herons; 13
from the band's Sixties and Seventies repertoire; at least one com-
pletely new: six or so that we haven't heard from the current incama-
tion; and at least one complete reworking—Empty Pocket Blues—
since last summer.

What words can bring you the sense of transcendence that these

great pieces, but its effect is gly dependant on the phere it

der? These are perfect evenings. Just hearing and watch-

creates—it really needs to be perfect, this one, and maybe the band
should leave it alone (give us a studio version!) for now if they can't do
it full justice. Never mind, once the intro was through and Mike settled
down (sheepish grin in place), they climbed back to the heights they'd
been achieving so far.

ing the band on stage, so obviously enjoying themselves, is a magical
experience. Add (0 that the reunions with so many like-minded friends,
and hanging around and chatting to band members after, and that’s
more pure joy than I have a right to hope for. I do hope for more
nonetheless, and joy of joys, I'll almost certainly get more! a@
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OACHED THE CONCERT WITH

Isome worries. The night before in the
Fruitmarket, the band—especially Mike
and Robin—had been suffering with colds and
sore throats. Also, Celtic Connections had
decided to refund everybody with tickets for
the Dubliners and so it was mayhem in the
foyer as I tried to get mine. Impatient to get in,
I did something I hadn't done since I was a
child getting into a football match—I
approached a stranger near the front of the
queue and asked him to buy me a ticket as
close to the stage as possible,

Moments later 1 was in possession of my
ticket and inside the rather large auditorium.
Again the worry set in: will it be empty, given
the short notice? Will it be full of Dubliners
fans looking for drinking songs? Will the band
be in any shape to perform? I know I take it
personally, but these are musicians [ love and
you worry about those you love.

Brian McNeill (ex of the Battlefield Band) opened proceedings
playing fiddle, electric cello (I jest not), mandolin and guitar. He played
a fine version of The Lads Of The Fair, which I had first heard done by
Dick Gaughan and Andy Irvine in 1982, and produced a good response
from the crowd—even the menacing guy in the front row who had
taken a dislike to my ISB cap. To say he was not a great fan of Charles
Stuart (Bonny Prince Charlie) would be an understatement. Enjoyable
first set.

o
o .,

FTER A BRIEF INTERVAL, the ISB came on. At this stage the

downstairs of the concert hall was full, approximately 1,000, The
opening bars of Chinese White showed that Mike's voice was on the
mend and we were away.

Into Ducks On A Pond, after a brief interlude by Robin, who pointed
out that over the years he had developed a reputation for writing lyrics
which were oblique and open to many meanings. He noted that much
of this air of mystery was due to the fact that the lyrics printed on the
albums were often incorrect. He then pointed out that Ducks On A Pond
had little to do with ducks or ponds, and in fact was more a reflection
on the human condition. Well, the version served up certainly improved
this human's condition. Robin’s yodel and Mike'’s harmonica playing
left one praying that those angels would long have a home in this world,
and Lawson’s frenetic honky-tonk playing at the end turned it into a
celebration of the human condition.

Surprisingly, as in the Fruitmarket, neither This Moment nor Queen
Of All The Gypsies was played. nor anything from seed-at-zero. Robin
introduced Clive’s solo banjo piece, Waltz Pathetique. Interestingly, for
the first time Robin put Clive's approach to banjo playing into context.
According to Robin, *...even by 1962 Clive had gained a reputation as
the foremost expert in Victorian banjo playing—a very different style,
much more polite than the standard tenor banjo and effectively the
parlour room banjo style™. This introduction helped me, and it was
interesting to hear Robin’s heartfelt admiration of Clive's knowledge of
this particular style,

Clive’s Northumbrian pipes had been a victim of an “accident” the
day before, so the Neil Gow/Rowan Tree/I'll Gang Nae Mair set
wasn't a possibility. Painting Box has been helped by Robin's rework-
ing of the fiddle accompaniment, but the highlights of the first half of
the show were the new song Land Of No Return, and Big City Blues.
Land Of No Return is based on the Persian mythological underworld
from whence one can never return, unless, as Clive explained, you can
trick someone else into taking your place. My impression from his
introduction both in Cardiff and tonight was that the basic song was
written by Clive in the past few months with the arrangement having
been put together by the band in rehearsals the week before. Bina has
found her place in the band—track one on the album of new songs.

Big City Blues was a joy, especially Robin's slide guitar. In Cardiff
and at both shows in Glasgow, it was great to see that as well as
playing fabulous technical slide he felt confident enough to “play the
guitar by trying interesting shapes which might be chords”,

Mick Fitzgerald

sees the ISB deputising
for The Dubliners...

A
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kicked on from there. A shimmering

HALF OF THE SHO
version of Waltz Of The New Moon left me
grinning from ear o ear with my eyes shut,
thinking this magic can't be found elsewhere.
As the fire king’s daughter echoed off, I saw a
row of bemused Dubliners fans head for the
door. As someone raised on The Black Velvet
Band, | found this strangely comforting,
because it’s their loss...

Maker Of Islands saw Mike's voice soar out
over the audience, This brings me to one of the
highlights of this current batch of concerts.
Robin and Mike were bouncing off each other
vocally right through this and the other songs.
Robin’s harmony “All right,” on Maker Of
Islands was so full of warmth and togetherness
as it wrapped around Mike’s voice. No wonder
he felt able to dismiss “myths™ of bitter rivalry
in the past. As he said, “It’s not the way |
remember it".

Again, Eyes of Fate was full-on Robin, allowing for a false start as
he threatened to leave this world in a fit of coughing. I loved the line
“As you can see, we've just got back from six weeks in a casino in Las
Vegas. You can't expect slick.” Perish the thought—give me soul any
day.

Lawson has added some beautiful harp synth to Strings In The Earth
And Air, which is a thing of beauty. The show ended with You Know
What You Could Be, and the last of the Dubliners’ fans left, missing the
delightful twin fiddles of Robin and Brian McNeill on Empty Pocket
Blues. Echoes of the Hot Club de Paris mixed with Log Cabin mixed
with the Carter Family and Brian McNeill's grin of childlike delight
were a joy to behold, How do 1 get to Bergen was my thought as the
band left the stage...

To paraphrase (plagiarise) Karl Dallas’ review of the Dead, the
January night doesn’t seem so harsh, the city doesn’t seem so lonely,
after two hours plugged into the ISB’s life support machine. o

J upap Aq opoyd

Who was that Scotsman I saw you with

last night...” Brian McNeill cosies up to
Bina for a chorus of Empty Pocket Blues
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HARK THE HERALD

N THE RUN-UP to the ISB’s Celtic Connections concert in

Glasgow last January, Scotland's Sunday Herald newspaper ran a
piece on the band by reporter David Keenan, which incorporated an
interview with Mike. Worth reprinting in full, we thought...

“The seven albums that The Incredible String Band cut for Elektra
between 1966 and 1970 still stand as some of the most unimpeachably
out-there sides ever funded by a major label. Based around the duo of
Mike Heron and Robin Williamson, the band's back catalogue spans
good-time jugband reeling, sad folk laments cut up with boisterous
shout-a-longs and extended communal droning. all shot through with
an almost palpable taste of acid.

“It wasn’t that psychedelic,” Mike Heron protests, conveniently
overlooking a mountain of evidence that includes the kaleidoscopic
eye-popping cover of their second album The 5000 Spirits—a freak
flag classic—and the fact that his A Very Cellular Song was once
covered by Neil from The Young Ones. “Well, perhaps psychedelic
drugs blurred the edges of it,” he concedes. Yet there's so much more
to the music of The Incredible String Band than a warped looking
glass reflecting the technicolour excess of the 1960s. In Heron and
Williamson they boasted two of the most idiosyncratic and sweetly
optimistic singer-songwriters of any decade.

“Their roots go back to the folk boom of the mid-1960s when
venues such as Edinburgh’s Crown Bar and Glasgow’s Incredible Folk
Club rang out with the newly invigorated folk forms, and musicians
such as Bert Jansch and Anne Briggs sang the lives of a forgotten
underclass. Two of the key musicians on the circuit, Clive Palmer and
Robin Williamson (at that point imaginatively dubbing themselves
Robin and Clive) were casting about for a guitarist,

“I was a real fan of theirs,” Heron explains. ‘I used to go to the
Crown Bar (o watch them play and they decided they'd do better as a
trio so they got me in. They were multi-instrumentalists and they
needed me to just strum along. At that time the folk scene was pretty
crazy—ihey ran The Incredible Folk Club from & venue above a shoe
shop in Sauchichall Street and it was open all night. There were no
other clubs open all night at that time so it just became absolutely
wild—you'd attract all sorts of characters. from thugs with swords
down their trousers to people that just wanted to be somewhere in the
middle of the night. Billy Connolly has some great ancedotes about
that place.’

Oniy a streetlight—Mr Heron
looks back...aond forward

Strinng d@p%f world szrm

“The band were still playing fairly traditional folk material when leg-
endary producer and A&R man Joe Boyd (also responsible for the
likes of Fairport Convention and Nick Drake) travelled up to Glasgow
to catch them live. He already knew their folk repertoire inside out and
was keen for the band to develop their own voice.

“*He really wanted original writing and not just cover versions,”
Heron remembers. *I'd been in rock bands before then and I had a pile
of songs I'd written, and so did Robin, so the emphasis was very much
on song-writing and that’s where | came to the fore ‘cause I never was
much of a multi-instrumentalist. Although, as it turns out, the first
album was still fairly traditional sounding.’

The band cut their first self-titled album for Elektra in 1966 and
promptly split, with Palmer heading for India and Williamson to
Morocco. ‘Robin was intending to stay in Morocco permanently,”
Heron recalls. ‘He'd rented his flat and was intending to live on the
money but they passed some law that wouldn't allow the money out of
the country so he had to come back. While he was out there he'd been
learning to play the Oud and had really immersed himself in the
atmosphere. Back then Morocco was amazing—a totally medieval
atmosphere and he came back with a series of songs that were the basis
for the first record we made as a duo, The 5000 Spirits, and [ think of
that album as more influenced by Morocco and pot than psychedelia,
Back home I was involved in the fringes of the British psychedelic
scene 50 we got lumped in with that whole Carnaby Street thing, but
we were really more beatnik. Robin and Clive had been living a beat-
nik life in Edinburgh well before acid came along.’

“Any links they might have had with their psychedelic peers—or
even consensus reality—were effectively severed by the time of their
next full-length outing—1968's flawless The Hangman's Beautiful
Daughter. From the timeless never-never land of the cover shot—the
duo crouched among a raggle-taggle collection of gypsy children, lost
somewhere in the woods—through the sparse, dislocated beauty of
tracks such as Waltz Of The New Moon and Koceoaddi There, this was
a record of such profoundly affecting melancholy and idiosyncratic
charm that it could have been recorded at almost any time during the
last century.

“‘By that time we had a pretty good idea of what we wanted to do,’
Heron states. “Something like world music really but incorporating it
inta songs with some kind of meaning. The thing that helped us was in
those psychedelic days you could get away
with anything. You'd go to the UFO Club in
London’s Tottenham Court Road and see a bill
with Third Ear Band playing ritualistic early
music then The Move—total pop—then Ravi
Shankar. We just did what we wanted to do and
it 50 happened it was ac ble at the time.
Nowadays it might be a bit harder. 1 think
things are a lot less open-minded now.'

“In one of the more bizarre twists in a truly
singular career, August 1968 saw The Incredi-
ble String Band in upstate New York as part of
the Woodstock festival, “The weather at Wood-
stock was so bad,” Heron recalls, *We were
meant 10 play on the Friday when people like
Melanie were playing but it was pouring and
the equipment was really wet so we said—
bugger this. We thought we would die if we
played. We played on the Saturday and it was a
disaster—we went down so badly. It really did
feel significant, though. Such a gathering—
people genuinely thought that after this there
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would be no more money systems, that it'd all be barter.

““But I do think it did change some things long term—the modern
women'’s movement came out of the counter-culture, for one. Also the
thing we tend to forget was that the draft was in place for American
kids, they were expected to go and die for their country in Vietnam so
for them Woodstock was a whole different thing—they were burning
their draft cards there. For British people it was just a concert.’

“As the 1970s dawned and the gross power of the record industry
gradually reasserted itself, it became obvious that there was [ittle room
for the Incredible String Band’s quirky world view. They recorded
Changing Horses. a record that documented both theit conversion to
Scientology (long since abandoned) and electricity

“'I think we were being pushed towards that new electric sound,”
Heron admits. “You could see the end of the band coming—we were
second on the bill to Three Dog Night and they had their drums set up
on a huge scaffolding. It wus the beginning of stadium rock and we just
couldn’t survive that. By that time we had a drummer and a bass player
and they wanted stff written for them and the stff Robin writes is
hard to accompany, So he left in 1974, right after the Three Dog Night
gig.’

“Fast forward to Hogmanay 2000 and St Mary’s Cathedral in
Edinburgh is: the scene of an emotional reunion for all three original
members (even the mythic Clive) and a host of their musical friends,
including Bert Jansch and Billy Connolly. ‘It was certainly fun to be
back.” Heron nods, "but we knew it wasn't going to satisfy the fans.
That night we mostly just did old folk and Jjugband stuff like we did
when we first started and I didn’t really enjoy that music so much. This
tme round it’s going to be more like a greatest hits package, playing
stuff’ from the first five albums but with an extra element in having
Clive back. It's 50 nice because he would probably have sung the songs
if he had still been in the band. Who would have thought we'd be
playing concerts in 2001?" he bursts. ‘Pretty good isn't it?"™

We agree, Mike, we agree!

FORGET THE FACTS—YE WANT THE TRUTE!

OST-MODERNIST MUSIC MAG The Wire ran a feature on the

ISB in its August 2000 issue. The writer, one Ed Baxter,
despite his novelist-manqué prose style, and despite raising
factual inaccuracy to the status of an art form, unpicked our
heroes’ career with considerable insight. His portentous style
goes straight into fourth gear in the opening paragraph (we
counted six factual errors in this short passage):

“The snapshot, taken in 1968, shows them wild and unwashed,
gathered under the branches of some trees, and they seem to form
a family. Mike Heron is holding a blue and orange mask, the ears
of which protrude like his own. Robin Williamson holds a red
pencil, Christina *Liquorice’ McKenna's face is half hidden by
her hair, The children's faces are staring into time: some of them
are grown now, some are most likely dead. Trees, kids, the hang-
ers on. the skinny looking dog: all part of the same weird tribe
The watch on one girl’s wrist shows a little after three. It looks
like rain. She looks at the camera, concentrates, aware of the
figures behind her holding still, and can hear in the distance the
sound of footsteps on wet leaves

We at beGLAD teckon the watch says a quarter past twelve: as
the photo was taken on Christmas Day (1967, actually), it would
have been getting dark at Balmore by three o’clock. Elsewhere in
the piece, Baxter mentions a late photo of Likky, taken shortly
before her Stateside disappearance: “Someone claims to have 4
picture, like 4 Mexican photo of Jesus taken at the One True
Cross, She’s leaning against a bamn door that swings heavily in
the wind, but her face is still hidden by her hair and the shadows.
1o way she'll be lured back into the daylight.” Does anyone know
anything about this photo? Has anyone seen it? Answers (o the
editorial address, please.

The ISB tumed up again in The Wire in the December issue. as
part of a “Primer” on Folk Music. The prose has a steely Marx-
ist/Structuralist stiffness o it, but makes some telling points
about the folk revival and about the String Band’s relationship to

their “sources™. Discussing Hangman's, the writer observes: “But
though original in terms of concept and execution, traces [remain] of
their roots... The guest appearance of Dolly Collins on harpsichord
[sic] obscures the pattern of influence, and... suggests that the
transformation of shared material, that originality resides in interpre-
tation—a key motif in discussions of folk and World musics.

“Part bricolage, part borrowing, part theft, such a methodology side-
steps ethical considerations and often speaks of & naivety which
unconsciously expresses a lack of regard for the work of others, even
as it defines a shared background, a tradition. The fate of folk music
across the world has been to be dismantled, if not entirely destroyed,
onically often at the hands of enthusiasts and by those eager to
preserve it. It's necessary, then, (o state that what the Incredible String
Band configures is a new kind of music. The digressive pattern of rein-
terpretation which we might imagine warping and refining folk song
over the centuries is greatly acceleruted, so that the individual songs
shift rapidly through various (even contradictory) modes, their ends by
1o means bemng predicted by their beginnings.

“It is characteristic of the ISB at their best that their S0Ngs move not
through repetition or logical progression, but through ruminative
reinteration and unexpected developments that one is tempted (0 link
1o notions of stream of consciousness. Certainly, for all its faux naif
charm and amateurish gloss. this is highly sophisticated music, which
nods as much to Dylan Thomas and Flann O’ Brien as Robbie Burns or
Jeannie Robertson. The ne plus ultra of this method is exemplified by
Ducks On A Pond, which over a very few minutes drifts from nursery
thyme 1o Bukka White without any sense of melodic dissonance,
while Williamson's outlandish vocal exertions provide the gestural
template for singers as diverse as Robert Plant, Mark E. Smith and
Euros Childs,”

Ruminative reiteration, ch? Unfortunately, the Wire hack blots his
copybook slightly by suggesting that Robin owed much of his vocal
style to Anne Briggs (only someone with a tin ear for stylistic nuance
would make such a remark), and hinting strongly that the tune for
Waltz Of The New Moon had been half-inched from Briggs’ Living
By The Water. We think not... But let it pass: a gold star for divining
the wellsprings of the String Band’s originality.




LET US PRAY

T'S WELL-KNOWN IN STRING CIRCLES that Mike sourced his

Smiling Men With Bad Reputations title to Timothy's Leary's
Psychedelic Prayers. But who among you are familiar enough with
that esoteric tome to identify the reference? Steve Hanrahan of
Portland, Oregon to the rescue. As Steve points out, the Smiling Men
appear in Psychedelic Prayers VI—17 (based on Tao Te Ching
chapter 19)

Walk Carefully When You Are Among...

“Haly men" and
“Righteous deeds”
Distract from the internal

“Learned men"

Distract from natural wisdom
“Professiobnal know-how'

Addicts people to the contrived and external

Be respectful and compassionate
But walk carefully when you are among
learned men
holy men
doctors
government officials
reporters
publishers
professors
religious leaders
psychologists
rich people
social scientists
women with beautiful faces
artists and writers
people who charge fees
city men
movie makers
people who want to help you
people who want you to help them
Christians and Jews

For such as these, however well meaning,
Place you on their chessboard

Addict you to their externals

Distract you from

The Tao within

The lesson of the Tao is more likely
10 be found among
gardeners
hermits
eceentrics
people wha build their own homes
children
parents who learn from their children
amateur musicians
serene psychotics
animals
those whao look at sunsets
those who walk in the woods
beautiful women
cooks
people who sit by the fire
wanderers
bakers of bread
couples who have been in love for years
smiling men with bad reputations

And while we're on the subject, Psychedelic Prayers is also the
likely source of Robin’s line “Gate of the soft mystery” in Three Is A
Green Crown...

Psychedelic Prayers ITI—11 (based on Tao Te Ching chapter 6)
Gate of the Soft Mystery

Valley of Life

Gate of the Soft Mystery
Beginings in the lowest place
Gate of the Soft Mystery
Gate of the Dark Woman
Gate of the Soft Mystery
Seed of all living

Gate of the Soft Mystery
Constantly enduring
Gate of the Soft Mystery
Enter

Gently...

After you, Claude...

TRE VISION THING

F YOU'RE IN THE HABIT OF BROWSING through the Popular

Music section of your local Waterstone's or Borders, check out an
intriguing tome entitled Urban Spacemen And Wayfaring Strangers:
Overlooked Innovarors And Eccentric Visionaries Of '60s Rock.
Author Richie Unterberger turns the critical spotlight on a splendidly
rag-tag collection of whackos and misfits ranging from The Fugs to
The Crazy World Of Arthur Brown. Sounds like the sort of book in
which the ISB would find a welcome. but they’re conspicuous by their
absence. Maybe they weren’t sufficiently overlooked... Unterberger, in
any case, is not a String Band fan, to judge by his writings elsewhere.

He does, however, devote a substantial essay to Kaleidoscope, who
were the ISB’s American doppelganger in their i perate enthusi-
asm for pan-global influences and ethnic instruments. (Their third
album was even called The Incredible Kaleidoscope!) We're planning
a feature on the band in an upcoming beGLAD: they're definitely
someone you should know about.

Unterberger’s piece on raggy-arsed poetic terrorists The Fugs is
worthy of your interest. too. As we mentioned in our piece on the Holy
Modal Rounders in issue 15, founder-Rounders Peter Stampfel and
Steve Weber were Fugs personnel at the time of the band’s début
album in 1965, but left shortly after the album’s release. Unterberger
quotes Fugs head-honcho Ed Sanders on the subject of Stampfel’s and
Weber's departure: “[If Stampfel and Weber had stayed] I think we
might have evolved into more of what our original intention was: more
of a string-and-fiddle-based Incredible String Band-type group.” The
vacancy for an “ISB-type group” was of course filled the following
year by Mike, Robin and Clive.

The “Incredible”
Kaleidoscope—

(top row) David
Lindiey, John Vidican,
Chester Crill

(botiom row) Solomon
Feldthouse, Chrix
Darrow

13




14

E ALL HAVE OUR GUILTY PLEASURES, do we not?

One of mine (the others we'll save for another time, I

think) is word games. Puns, acronyms, palindromes,
acrostics: anyone who spends a portion of their time exploring the uses
of language will inevitably be drawn to such diversions. But the brain
plays word games even when we're not aware of it. Take the case of
“mondegreens”.

A mondegreen usually arises when a listener mishears a part of a
song lyric (or, less frequently, a passage of spoken verse or prose), and
substitutes in their mind a comically surreal or incongruous phrase for
the original trope. This is such a common phenomenon in modemn
popular music, where clarity of enunciation is rarely regarded as a
virtue, that there exists a website dedicated to the accumulation of the
more memorable examples. The address is www.kissthisguy.com after
the locus classicus of the form: for who has not heard Jimi Hendrix's

Purple Haze and interpreted the line *'Scuse me while I kiss the sky,”
as a frank declaration of homoerotic intent? Similarly, there are those
amongst us who are convinced that Paul McCartney and Wings had a
monster single smash in 1977 with Mulligan’s Tyres; and that "90s
popsters Pulp were singing not “We won't use guns, we won't use
bombs™ but the more aptly hedonistic, “We want cheese buns, we want
cheese scones™. Phew! Rock'n’roll, eh? Similarly, when Bob Dylan’s
adenoidal Minnesota drawl reached English ears. is it surprising that
his most famous refrain came out as, “The ants are my friends, they're
blowing in the wind™?

But why “mondegreen”, you rcasonably ask. Well, this sort of thing
happens in trad folk circles too. In the Jacobite ballad The Bonnie Earl
Of Moray there occur the lines “They have slain the Earl Of
Moray/And laid him on the green”. Generations of listeners have
instinctively heard that second line as “And Lady Mondegreen”, even
though the unfortunate Lady M is otherwise unmentioned by the
balladeer. Given that traditional songs were by definition transmitted
orally, it was inevitable that mishearings would affect the texts over
time. Usually such changes would be focused on short phrases,
especially where personal or place names were present. Hence Earl
William becomes Erwillian in The Royal Forester, and “By Norham”
is reinvented as “Binnorie” in the ballad of that name. Occasionally,
however, whole lines would be transmuted into something rich and
strange. The opening line of an old folk carol, “Christ gave us ransom,
died for you,"” takes on a mysterious poetry when it re-emerges as
“Christ made a trance on Friday view™.

All very interesting. but what has this to do with the Incredible String
Band? It’s no coincidence that, on ISB albums that came unaccompa-
nied by a lyric sheet, mondegreens are as plentiful as swallows in
summer. Several have been enshrined in the first ISB songbook. For
example, transcriber Happy Traum was clearly working without a crib
of the lyrics to The Mad Hatter’s Song when he came up with, “O
Perithian fat¢ be kind..." There must have been many of us String
devotees who immediately wanted to know more about the mythical
state of Perithia, its history and customs. But we looked in vain to our
classical reference books: what Robin actually sung (I'd guess) was
“O Prithee and fate be Kind..." Other than that, however, none of
Happy's howlers achieve the surrcal extravagance essential to the true
mondegreen: “laughing at the wind” in Painting Box becomes

Raymond Greenoaken goes hunting for Mondegreens

“laughing at their whim”, if daffodils can be said to entertain a collec-
tive whim; “and my pearls are clay” in Gently Tender becomes “...my
pearls are clear”, which makes sense of a sort without raising the ghost
of a chortle. In Blues For The Muse, he renders “It’s just my face you
see here talking” as “...my fear you see here...”, and acts as an uncon-
scious bowdleriser when he alters the mildly raunchy “She’s a noted
rider” to the thoroughly prissy “...noted writer”,

E SHOULDN'T BE TOO HARD on Mr Traum for this; given

the often opaque utterances to be found in Williamson songs in
particular, he made a pretty good stab at it on the whole. And
“Perithian” is sufficiently evocative, I contend, to be classed as a
“Happy accident™ (sic). For String mondegreens of sublime and even
transcendental silliness, the place to visit is another songbook,
produced in the mid “70s somewhere in Europe (The Netherlands, we

think) and comprising the collected ISB lyrics from the first album
through to Hard Rope And Silken Twine. It’s clear from the outset that:
(1) the compilers referred for the first album and 5000 Spirits to
Happy T's transcriptions; (2) they did not have access to the U lyric
sheet; and (3) English was not their first language. As with “Christ
made a trance...”, which comes from the Traveller tradition, it seems
to help a lot to have a non-English linguistic background when
confecting d out of English-1 ge lyrics.

CGantle spring raine will pave Jou fare of wweet water,
the winde will Sear your trude,

the morning larde will @ing yoor song,
the earth will 22l yrwr smame,

the atars wili be your canopy,

the wup your candls fiame,

the greeny—ocoat whwst your instamt aweet,
Ay kaart your window patn.

0 cona with me, o come with me,
J w1l come vith tbee,




Where the compilers were following a published text, their tran-
scriptions are exemplary. Where no lyric sheet was available, however,
their linguistic skills had to meet a sterner challenge. The results, while
occasionally fairly remote from Robin’s and Mike's intentions, have a
delicious, almost Beefheartian poetry of their own, Here follow the
more entertaining examples, arranged chronologically. For newer
String devotees, I've included the Williamson and Heron original text
for comparison.

Big Ted
Ted may be a moo cow
Ted may be a mooncow

The sows are busy with their piglets fine
The sows are busy with their piglets pie

Dust Be Diamonds
When I lay claim to nothing
When 1 lay claim to love-land

So look in the index, see my secret crime
So look in the index, see my secret poem

Mr & Mrs

Once-bitten apples of jealous dispassion
Twice-eaten hopes with the crust and the crumb
Once it turned apples of jealous dispassion

Twice we turned home with the crust and the crumb

...Of sugar-gilt nothing
-..Shark that hills nothing

The Letter
Thought that the letter might be for Rose
Thought of a letter before I rose

The pilot was your Orpheus
The pilot was your courier

Pictures In A Mirror
His heart like a cat drowns in a well
His heart like a cat stroves in a wall

Blue lightning spikes the hills
Delightning spikes the hills

Two fingers thick, each link of coiled ore
Too big the pegs which linked the coiled door
(A frequent problem in medieval architecture...)

The bleeding image of her loss
The bleeding it is of her last

The priest intones
the priest stepped hones

The pain is boiling cold
The pain is boiling, ooh!

Foresters bumn branches
Fire-stones burned brushes

When You Find Out Who You Are

It’s awful strange in furious times when men did seek to stray
Along the road of discontent to gods of gold and clay

Some did seck security among the seas of change

Some did seek dear life to wound, a furious time and strange
It’s awful strange at furious times when men did speed too great
Along the road of this continent to gods of gold and play

Some did seck security among the seas of change

Some did see their life to wound., a furious time and strain

Each moment born for you innocently
Each moment boils for you, innocent me

Further obscures the ancient trail
Brother explores the ancient trail

Tat vam asi
You are my zeal

How many shining hearts with love have guided me
How many shining hearts with love have died at ease
(Swooningly Keatsian, that one...)

It’s better now to ask a friend what makes his world so grey
1t'’s better now to ask a friend what makes his world a grave
(Arguably an improvement on the original...)

Bad Sadie Lee
I'm wanted in Texas and Tennessee
A warrant in Texas, San Antana say

1 can shot better than Annie Oakley
I can shoot beiter than any old day

I fired a shot at a buzzard on a limb

Killed him stone dead but it went through him

And shot a buffalo down in Mexico

Shot a blasted Jim Crow in a bar I never had been

I fired a shot at a buzzard on the land

Killed him stone dead by the winter wind

And shot a buffalo down in Mexico

I shot a passenger crow in a bar I never had a beer

He left me for a ginger-haired omery raccoon
He left me for a ginger-haired ordinary raccoon
(Certainly more poignant...)

Queen Of Love
The men at arms do seek to mark me and the monks raise hue and cry
The men at arms deceive to mark me and the monks raise hunan crv

Perfectingness or flaws
Perfectingness or applause

Fangs to the grey sheep
Thanks to the grey sheep
(cf fangs for the memory...)

I will play dreamweaver
1 will play dream-weeper

Hirem Pawnitoff

(The numerous historical references and place names in this song are
guaranteed to fox any foreign auditor...)

In Bread Street he did dwell

In Fren'’s Heath he did dwell

From Leeds to Carter Bar
From Leed to Catabar

Throughout the land his motley band in many a song did star

But with Biceps dead and Pretty Boy fled and Boot Hill claimed Bill
Scar

Throughout the land his motley band and many a songed star

There by such stand as pretty boy clan whooptail claim with a scar
(There seems to be the beginnings of an entirely new language in that
second line.)

The last good swag to pad his bag was forty years ago
He last did swag a pennies bag was forty vears ago
(On the U lyric sheet, this line appears as *...to pad his lag..”)
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Weedy and few, his motley crew
We that are few, his motley crew

There you are, look you boy bach
There you are, look your way back

The strangers waved the band goodbye
The strangers wait abandoned by

His troop were drooping, wearily stooping, men of no fixed abode
His troop were trooping wearily, stooping men I will fix the mug!

Invocation
I make yield league to you
I make huge leave to you

You that move the heart in fur and scale
You that move the heart in fervent scale

With your green blood, my red blood let it be mingled
With your green bload, my red blood let it be wrinkled

I make reverence to you, round wakefulness we call the earth
And the fowl still you round with the rest, go calm the earth

Puppet Song
Bound to make some havoe with that violin smile
Bound 10 make some havoc with that violent smile

Cutting The Strings
T dug the footfalls in my path
1 dug the footfolds in my pipe

Come With Me

The shouting mountains (O speak answer)

The shouting mountains must be conserved
(Environmentally sound if linguistically flaky...)

The secret land that love does see
The secret land that loves the sea
(A notable improvement on the original!)

The gentle spring rains will lave your face (o sweet water)
The gentle spring rains will pave vou fare of sweet water

The winds will bear your train
The winds will bear your trade
(Just as good...)

The green mossed peat your incense sweet
The greeny-coat wheat your instant sweer

All Writ Down
I cursed you to your face when you turned to go
I cursed you to your face when you turned to gold

And I bow to you low
And I bow to your cow
(A traditional Dutch custom, no doubt...)

Waiting For You

The breeze is blowing and my hair is growing
Forgotten everything my mother knew

The breeze is blowing and my hair is growing
For God and everything my mother knew

I'm a ?7? farmer

I'm a quagga farmer

(I always used to think this was “I'm a co-op farmer”, but “quagga”
may be a better bet. Any other suggestions?)

First time in captivity, folks!
First time in captivity poops!

That well-known bricklayer's labourer from Pilton, Mr Jack
McMarker
That well-known bricklayer's labourer, palpiting Mr Jack McMarker

And perhaps we just have time to devastate your synaesthesia
with one more searing chorus from Black Jack Davy

on the steam organ

And perhaps we just have time to de your synth
with one more cheering chorus from Black Jack Davy

on the seamorgan

ORE THAN A FEW OF THOSE EXAMPLES could take their

place alongmde“’l‘heants aremy friends...”, I think you'll
agree. In the 1 of bal .nmusxbesaldthatour
compilers did a pretty good job with several phrases that have proved
impenetrable to even the most dedicated students of String. I think
they're quite correct about Mike's yokel-like interjection on Big Ted:
“Oh scrub that tub” certainly sounds more plausible than my own
initial interpretation, “Oh stroke that thing”... By the same token, I
reckon they've correctly rendered the enigmatic twelfth line of Mr &
Mrs as “Magistrate’s customer and the grieved air”. I know I'm not
alone in having heard that as “..and the three bears”! As has been
remarked upon elsewhere (see beGLAD 10), the Vedic aphorism “Tat
vam asi” in When You Find Out Who You Are has attracted a variety
of valiant readings by listeners unaware that they're hearing Sanskrit.
“Tide upon my sea”, “Try to farm my sea”, “Tighter pharmacy":
ingenuity has usually outstripped good sense. Our compilers’ version,
“You are my zeal” is arguably the most intelligent stab at it of any I've
COME ACToss.

Subscribers to the ISB chatsite (groups.yahoo.com/group/ISB) will
be aware that a lengthy and passionate discussion raged last year over
the line “Big Ted's solid gone”. This was variously interpreted as
*...sold and gone”, *...soul is gone” and even “...soul ain f gone”, with
compelling reasons adduced for each variant. Eventually, the author-
ity of the author himself had to be invoked (via Pig's Whisker's Mark
Anstey) to settle the issue in favour of the “solid gone” reading.

Speaking of whom.., A few years back, I attempted to transcribe the
words of Robin’s then-unreleased Ring Dance, working from a low-fi
Sounds Of The Seventies radio bootleg, but was hopelessly stumped
by the line that Robin nowadays sings as “They ride blindfold down
the hill”. As Mr W was due to appear locally around that time, I took
a portable tape recorder along to the gig, and at the interval quizzed
him about the mystery line. As anticipated, he couldn't recall it (he
hadn’t heard the song in 25 years), so I slipped the tape into the
machine and handed him the earphones. He dutifully listened to it a
couple of times. “That’s a nice arrangement,” he remarked with
heguiling i desty, Of the offending line, he furrowed his brows
and announced with a chuckle, "It sounds like ‘They ride their bisons
down the hill’,"—perhaps the first i of a writer confecting a
mondegreen from his own lyric! (By the time he came to record the
song for the Ring Dance CD, he'd clearly remembered the original
wording, or something close enough in sense for his own satisfaction.)

Of course, just because a song lyric is included on a lyrics sheet, that
doesn’t mean it's an accurate account of the writer's intentions. As we
all know, ISB lyric sheets have often been unreliable. The U sheet in
particular is frequently at variance with what is actually being sung.
Lines are transposed, words mistranscribed (eg. “frozen snows” in
Cutting The Strings instead of “fallen stones”. and “buttercup’s pale
clear light" for “...bright soft touch™ in Walking Along With You), and
on one occasion a completely new verse is inserted—in Light In Time
Of Darkness, where the verse “Formless bliss..." is expanded to two
verses:

Oh timeless closeness springing
Between our paths in time
Oh crystal bell of truth ringing




Formless bliss comes flying
On wings of laughter free
Oh road of beauty crying

It seems likely that this represents an earlier version of the lyric. which
Mike has obviously compressed at the time of recording. This may
also be true of the “buttercup” line, and of “frozen snows”, though the
latter sounds to me more like a mishearing.

“And 1 bow to your cow..."

COMPETITION ALERT!

ND NOW, CONFESSION TIME. I have to admit responsibility

for a few String-related leg myself, though happily
they didn’t see the light of day. 1 was deputed by Pig's Whisker in
1998 to transcribe the lyrics of Robin's Ring Dance album for the CD
booklet. Fortunately, my efforts passed before the eyes of Mr W
before they were committed to print, and he was quick to amend “She
drove men from the glens away/To Australia’s modern farms” to
“Sheep drove men... to Australia’s mutton farms” (At Waverley
Station): and “walking the streets of gospel” to **...Gosport” (Gaol For
Sure). My version of the Waverley Station line “Chapel’s lock,
Whiskey’s clock, mind of the government man” similarly exposed my
ignorance of Edinburgh landmarks: try finding Charles Rock or
Whitty’s Clock among the purlicus of Auld Reckic! One mistran-
scription escaped the author’s eye. however, and found its way into
print: a modest String-type prize to the first person to spot it and
confirm the sighting to beGLAD.

In fact, while we're in Competition mode, I'd like to ask beGLAD's
fervid readership for any ISB mondegreens they've been carrying
around with them since they were first introduced to the recordings of
the band. For my own part, I believed “sick sad moming" in First Girl
I Loved to be “thick-set morning” until Happy Traum put me right.
I'm sure you can do better than that. Deadline for entries is the Ist of
November; the prize will be a copy of the second ISB songbook
(Smiling Men 10 No Ruij Feud: a degi free zone, unfi
nately: Robin, Mike and Malcolm had obviously cleared the text
before publication), The best entries will be published in issue 19.
Points will be awarded for ingenious homophones (words that sound
the same but are spelled differently), poetic turns of phrase and sheer
stupidity.

It seemed to me as I was preparing this piece that the best monde-
greens psulate a sort of oblique, paradoxical wisdom that makes
them akin to Zen koans (*...the sound of one hand clapping” etc—you
know the sort of thing). And at that point I noticed that my name can
be anagrammatised as “Ray Mondegreen Koan”, which brings us
neatly round to my opening remarks about word games. Another
anagram of my name is Any Kangaroo Merde. but we won’t go into
that now...

Thanks to Paul Bryant for his help in compiling the above, Paul has
given me the addresses of two mondegreen websites: the kissthisguy
site referred to carlier, and www.thechicagoloop.net/tyrics/ Of the
former, he says: “This site kept me laughing out loud for a full hour.
After that you just can’t take it any more.”

You have been warned.

How did we get
in here?

Though teenyboppers of the Sixties and early Seventies
proved largely resistant to the rugged charms of the
ISB, the band nevertheless found themselves, on one
memorable occasion, in the pages of the teen weekly

Jackie. You don’t believe us? Here’s the proof...
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BULL
Qua Man

Out
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' M ann remembers the Worli Music pionéer

N MONDAY, APRIL 16TH. I was sorry to hear about the death
of Jocy Ramone. Later that day, it turned into a double bummer
when, after enjoying a piece called Gotta Be Juicy Or It Ain't Love
from his Demolition LP on Vi 1, I learned that one of the most
important people to introduce what we now know as “world music™
into the folk realm, Sandy Bull, was gone from this mortal coil.
Sandy made me love Pop Staples’ bluesy vibrato-drenched guitar
playing. Roebuck “Pop" Staples went to his reward earlier this year, or
the end of the year 2000. Sandy bought an oud sometime back some-
where in Europe or the Middle East during his travels. It was quite
early in the "60s, I think before '64. He used it on records before the
ISB did, I'm quite sure; certainly by "67 Robin Williamson, Sandy
Bull and the American (Californian) band Kaleidoscope with David
Lindley and Chris Darrow all played the oud. I believe Solomon Feldt-
house also played it with Kaleidoscope: maybe they all did alternately.
In "74, I was 20 years old. I stayed at a place where I was supposed
to “get it together”, a self-help Kind of program 1o help me get a job.
an apartment and eventually perhaps a split level house, car, kids and
all and become a “grown-up male stranger”, but that was a little
strange to me. Sandy was there to get off heroin, which he did. The
first week, he suggested I ask for permission to go out for the day with
him. We went to Central Park and listened to a veena player. The
veena is a sitar-like musical instrument which Stringheads will be
familiar with from Mike Heron's Spirit Beautiful, where it’s played by
two musicians from the London Asian community.
“This guy's out of tune; I can’t stand out of tune music.” Sandy said,

after we had listened 1o him for a while. Similar to Mike Heron’s
“pinching” the chorus melody for White Bird from an Indian tune,
Sandy picked up a Pakistani tune from a juke box in a Pakistani restau-
rant! He must have carried it in his head until he finally played it. How
par for the course for a man who could tell me the veena was out of
tune!

He studied oud with the great Nubian oud master Hamza El Din and
produced a 1964 Vanguard LP of Hamza El Din on which Sandy
played bongoes and tar drum, and yes, Sandy was very ahead of the
ISB. His 1964 Vanguard LP Inventions features oud on the Brazilian
guitarist Luis Bonfa's Manha De Carnival. The great jazz drummer
Billy Higgins played with him on Blend Il on /nventions and Blend on
Fantasias For Guitar And Banjo, Sandy’s first LP for Vanguard. He
incorporated the Pakistani tune learned from the jukebox in Blend I1.
Higgins later appeared on Sandy’s 1989 CD, Jukebox School Of
Musie, on his own(?) Timeless label. In Blend IT he mixes an Ali
Akbar Khan melody, the folk song Pretty Polly and Ornette Coleman’s
Lovely Woman (so-called on the LP notes—I think it is actually called
Lonely Woman). The Pakistani tune is in there too and at one point he
plays Wabash Cannonball on the guitar.

Sandy helped me to appreciate country music. It was at a live
concert | heard him call George Jones the greatest country singer
alive! For me, there was always this dichotomy between the music |
related 1o, ie the country rock of the Byrds, Grateful Dead, ISB doing
Dolly Parton’s My Blue Tears, Flying Burrito Bros and Dylan, and the
carlier gencration of country musicians whose music they clearly
revered. Merle Haggard was a redneck honky; today he’s cool and has
a whole new audience of punk rockers and intellectual city folk. Many
rock-related people including Sandy helped me love the music, but
there was a dichotomy between my generation, including the people
10-15 years older who influenced us, and the shit-kicker country
artists, Just like America was polarized between the anti-Vietnam
people and the ones who were for the war. Haggard was covered by
the Grateful Dead, yet he also proclaimed, “When yer running down
my country, hoss [corruption of horse, a shit-kicker expression for guy
or dude], yer walking on the fightin® side of me.” Certainly not
masters of war! How could I buy records by these people? I can see
now that Sandy and all these people performed and/or recorded these
“all American” artists’ songs because they were deeper than the super-
ficial jingoistic anthems they also wrote implied.

Well, I shed a few tears for Sandy Bull, and in a voice stained with
sadness [ said to myself, I hope yer jamming in heaven now with Pop
Staples, Sandy.

I last saw him two years ago atan NYC club called the Cooler where
Robin Williamson has played. He remembered me; he had with him
hing-year-old d playing tamboura (an Indian
drone mstrument) with lim. I don’t know if he had been diagnosed
yet, but he died of cancer. He was about sixty when he died, about a
week before I'm writing this, It's a real shame. ?

his twenty

REHEA

This 1975 James Archibald documentary features the
Scots Guards, the Royal Opera, a boys’ choir—and the
ISB rehearsing and performing Ithkos! There are ONLY
A FEW copies left (on VHS video with box & sleeve).
First come first served! If sold out, all cheques will be
returned.

To order, send a cheque for £15 with your name and address
to—

Adrian Whittaker, 71A Colvestone Crescent, Dalston,
London E8 2LJ

This includes EEC postage costs—for other countries add on
a pound, though note that the format probably won't be
compatible.
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A SHORT APPRECIATION OF THE
DIFFICULT LIFE AND CURIOUS
PERSONALITY OF JOHN FAHEY

(1939-2001), GUITARIST

Paul Bryant

pated acoustic guitar in a style he called “American Primitive”

which he borrowed from the black and white players of the 1920s
and 1930s and developed into something uniquely uplifting, rare, and
strange. He did this for over forty years and over forty albums,
beginning in 1959 with the legendary Blind Joe Death, “the most
famous obscure record ever made™, as it was called.

Fahey was the living embodiment of Nik Cohn's advice to aspiring
artists; “Gel obsessed and stay obsessed.” The obsession was with the
acoustic guitar, and what adventures could be had with it. He grew up
in the mild pastures of Takoma Park. a suburb of Washington DC, first
becoming interested in bluegrass and classical music, and then
experiencing a kind of road-to-Damascus conversion to black gospel
and blues on hearing Praise God I'm Satisfied by Blind Willic
Johnson. That was the beginning. But the kind of guitar-playing Fahey
had in mind was going to get him nowhere. He wasn't going to rock
and roll, he wasn't going anywhere near Andres Segovia, didn’t want
10 join a folk group either, and he wasn't a hot bluegrass stylist. “He
wasn’t doing any of those things people made a living at on that instru-
ment in those days.” said Dick Spottswood, baffled friend.

Using ignorance as a weapon, the 20-year-old Fahey borrowed $300
and issued his first album himself, in 1959. A hundred copies were
printed. He didn't know how he could get a real record company to
take any interest in him, and he couldn’t be bothered anyway. so he did
it himself. (This was in the days when forming your own record
company was “like making your own car” , as E D Denson said later).
The record was called Blind Joe Death and it became, as one reviewer
put it, “the most famous obscure record ever issued”.

Blind Joe Death wasn't just a remarkable precociously original state-
ment of great power and grace, it was also a ridiculous in-joke. One
side of the white label said “John Fahey” and the other bluesier side
said “Blind Joe Death”, Some early listeners fell for the hoax and
assumed there really was an old bluesman called Blind Joe Death.
Traces of this legend can still be detected lingering amongst the more
senior folklorists of America.

Four years later, under one of his various pseudonyms, Fahey
himself described the music on the record:
“From listening to these selections it is apparent that by April 1959
Fahey had absorbed direct influence from the works of Elizabeth

JOHN FAHEY PLAYED STEEL STRING open-tuned synco-

Cotton, Two Poor Boys, Sam McGee, Barbecue Bob, Charlie Patton,
Sylvester Weaver and Walter Beasley, Mississippi John Hurt or Frank
Hutchison, and the Carter Family; not to mention the Episcopal
Hymnal. His amazing capacity for assimilation and synthesis thus
became evident early in his recording career. It is all the more
amazing for the obscurity of the work of those artists before the incep-
tion of the Origin Jazz Library. It is clear that John owes a debt to the
Harry Smith Anthology”. [The seminal Anthology Of American Folk
Music, released by the Library Of Congress in four volumes in the
Fifties and an important String source. We'll have a lingering look at
it one day—Ed]

H YES, THE MUSIC OF JOHN FAHEY—what was he actually
laying? It's a dizzying blend of the dissonance of Bela Bartok
and the syncopation of Mississippi John Hurt. He borrows, adapts,
twists and bends melodic ideas. phrases and passages from black and
white folk traditions, and from Western classical music (such as
Sibelius and Saint-Saens) with an insouciant, reckless freedom. He
buries tunes inside other tunes and hammers them into different
shapes. He plays with tempo and tension. Not so much an original
composer, he’s more of an alchemist, and completes his transforma-
tions with intriguing or bizarre titles: The Downfall Of The Adelphi
Rolling Grist Mill, When The Catfish Is In Bloom, The Transcenden-
tal Waterfall, The Dance Of The Inhabitants Of The Palace Of King
Philip XIV Of Spain, Orinda-Moraga, The Death Of The Clayton
Peacock...

It ook three years for Blind Joe Death 1o sell out, and Fahey, by now
a theology student, decided that he should record a follow-up. With a
very straight face, he described it as follows:

“In 1963, John recorded his second LP, saddened that Death was not
there to share in a triumph that was as much his as anyone's. The
extent of that triumph may be seen in the fact that our Directors,
without hesitation, issued (in part) the following statement in a June
press conference: ‘It is a measure not only of the tremendous gain in
maturity, stature, and international reputation of Mr. Fahey, but of the
vital and expanding folk market in this nation and across the seas, that
we have, without precedent, decided to issue an initial pressing of 300
copies of Death Chants, Breakdowns, & Military Waitzes. The
elaborate sleeve notes which accompanied Volume Two set the p‘qmm
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for the rest of the 1960s: they wove a bizarre mythology around the
lives and characters of Fahey and his friends, and they mercilessly
lampooned the earnest folklore of the day. Here he is having fun with
a track from the next album, The Dance Of Death And Other
Plantation Favorites:
“Give Me Corn Bread When I'm Hungry is a children’s skip rope song
from Afghanistan. Many Afghans moved to California following the
merciless suppression of their nation by the evil red forces of Great
Britain in the 19th century. Shortly after their arrival, they taught the
miners in Plumas county how to ski and thus introduced the sport 1o
this nation. John learned the song from a group of children whose
P were ding the National Afghan Liberation Day festivities.
Believing the San Francisco Bay Bridge (o be an entrapped goddess
which will retum them to their native land, the entire Afghan
population solemnly gathers together on May 22 and, standing on the
span, they pelt the shore with rotten eggs so that it may wish to release
the bridge.” 3

Fahey moved forward through the "60s on 1 fronts at once,
He resented being pigeonholed with folk/blues artists (“I'm not a folk,
I was never a folk, I come from the suburbs.”) and living as he was in
Berkeley, California, he disliked hippies, which was tough because
they were they only people who listened to him. So he had agressively
short hair and wore suits throughout the '60s. Speaking in 1985, he
said “There was only one good thing about the "60s—they were 20
years closer to the *30s than the *80s."

With fellow blueshounds Bill Barth and E D Denson, he rediscov-
ered the spectral Skip James and the carthy Bukka White, both of
whom had recorded in the *20s and *30s and were missing, presumed
dead. (Skip James! a true legend! Pulling no punches Fahey later
commented, “T hated him and he hated me.”)

In his music Fahey continued to experiment with anything that came
his way. He knew a flute player, so flute/guitar improvisations would
appear occasionally; he made friends with Al Wilson (of Canned Heat
fame) who owned a veena, so a gorgeous veena/guitar duet, Sail Away
Ladies, appeared in 1966 (which wasn't Fahey’s first excursion into
Eastern music—that came in 1964 when he adapted Ravi Shankar’s
theme from the Apu trilogy and turned it into a mesmerising tune
called On The Banks Of The Owchita). He also made a series of
found-sound collages involving gamelan orchestras, Tibetan monks,
singing bridges and the like, and issued them with titles like A Raga
Called Pat Parts 1-1V. He was esoteric and he played snappy two-
minute versions of Bicycle Built For Two as well. He was a serious
man with a great sense of humour. The joy you can hear in his
exuberant genre-bending experimentation can only be compared with
the Incredible String Band.

His eccentricity was nowhere more evident than in live perform-
ances. In fact, he didn’t play for a paying audience until 1964, perhaps
conscious of the fact that he didn't sing. In the mid-"60s, if you played
acoustic guitar, it was because you were a singer. Fahey did not sing.
He also was never really convinced that playing to an audience was
such a great thing either. He would regularly transgress the conven-
tions of what performers were supposed to do, as, for instance, when
he brought live turtles on to the stage, explaining that their habitat was
being destroyed in California; or when he asked the audience on
another occasion for a wife. Sometimes when it was time for the
intermission he would stay on stage. smoke a cigarette and stare at the
crowd. On another (bootlegged) evening he seemed to become
depressed during the performance, and began a rambling monologue
about how disgusting his own life was and that maybe he and the
audience should commit group suicide (this was before Jonestown).

Oh yes—he had a thing about trtles, He just liked them... a lot...

THE RECORD LABEL FAHEY INVENTED for his first two
albums became a real one when he issued new LPs by Skip James
and Bukka White, and then 4 string of other less obvious artists. such
as Charlie Nothing and his Psychedelic Suxophone and One String
Sam. (Finally Takoma got lucky when Leo Kottke sent in 4 demo tape.
That one was a hit.)

So the "70s lumbered on—more records, most of them brilliant. and
some by John Fahey and his Orchestra (another experiment, this time
with some Dixicland jazzmen). Takoma Records was sold 10

Chrysalis. Fahey got a drink problem, then in the 1980s his health
started to deteriorate. Fewer records, some not so good now, and bad
live performances. By 1987 he could say “I'm making more money
losing weight than T am playing guitar. My father-in-law pays me $100
for every pound I lose.” He was only half joking. Divorce followed,
and at the end of the *80s Fahey hit the skids, and wound up living in
cheap motels in Salem. Oregon, and, when the money really ran out,
in men's hostels. When the Salvation Army hostel objected to some of
his personal habits and threw him out he lived in his car. In & poor-
taste reprise of the lives of his revered bluesmen, he pawned his
guitar several times.

And then history repeated itself. As when he and his college kid pals
discovered Skip James in a hospital, guitarless, ill and broke in 1963,
50 in 1994 Byron Coley, a young reporter from Spin magazine, tracked
him down, and self-consciously re-discovered John Fahey. And it
worked. The double-CD Best Of issued by Rhino, also in 1994, called
Return Of The Repressed, and Coley’s article in a national rock mag
(“The Persecutions and Resurrections of Blind Joe Death™) kick-
started Fahey's career—suddenly a whole lot of people wanted to hear
those dancing, mesmerising “stabilised improvisations”, those spark-
ling fandangos and two-steps and flang dangs.

Fahey however had other ideas. Just as he got his audience back, he
decided that ALL his old music was bogus. “Most of it was kind of
cosmic sentimentalism,” he growled, calling it “pretentious” and
“dishonest”. In quick succession he issued three CDs (Ciry Of Refuge,
Wombiife and The Epiphany Of Glenn Jones) which were nothing like
the previous 35 alb Melody, syncop and harmony were
Jettisoned, relics of a previous life. The reviews ranged from:
“...sounds like what you might get if you gave a six-year-old an
acoustic guitar and a white noise generator—except there would be in
the six-year-old’s work a genuinely positive and creative exuberance
that is conspicuous in its absence here.”
to:

“The guitarist’s warm, seemingly haphazard strumming is filmic in
sound, like a silent movie whose characters’ voices you have to
imagine slipping in between and on top of his impassioned playing...”

If that wasn't enough for fans to take in, he announced that he was
through with the acoustic guitar and at the age of 59 was going
electric. Oh, and he formed another record label, called Revenant,
which specialised in re-issuing “raw” music, Fahey was up and
running, and it was like he had a premonition that his time wasn’t long,

He died unexpectedly on February 22nd this year. People only tell
you what they really thought of you when you're dead, and just as
well, really. We have leamed a whole lot about the irascible, cranky,
curmudgeonly, warm, aloof, arrogant, truth-telling, myth-making,

inclusive, obsti demanding, g garrulous, friendly, vision-

ary and very peculiar old American primitive since 22nd February.
But we knew the only important thing already. It’s the first thirty
seconds of The Yellow Princess, of course.

o
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The formal part of the evening

finished with Robin playing us a harp tune. He called it A Pity That
Youth Doesn’t Last, but confessed that that was just a convenient name
for it, as he didn’t know its real title. Robin left, and most of us
congregated in the lounge and made tunes with harp, mandolin, guitar
and voice till past midnight.

OBIN HAD ASKED US each to gather four stones, or pine

cones, or something similar, before the morning session started,
50 I'm out in the early morning sun trying to get bits of tree. There was
an attractive Monterey (I think) Cypress tantalisingly close, with its
ping-pong-ball-sized spherical green-brown cones, but I could reach
neither the ground to scavenge for fallers nor the branches to surrep-
titiously steal one, pre-empting its fall.

So I ended up with four stones. Hans had the bright idea of bringing
cushions into the room, so 1 discarded my chair. The sun was stream-
ing in through the picture windows that lined the east wall, and I was
facing that way. gazing out over the tree-hidden meadow and river to
the far side of the valley, coated with trees bare of leaf but with many-
coloured twigs in the sun, blotched green with conifer plantations, and
the blue cloud-raced sky.

Last evening had set the scene for the whole of Saturday, which after
an introduction was arranged into four “sessions”, each one containing
an introduction from Robin around the legends of the Celts and their
symbolism and significance.

After the last aftenoon session we sat around in the lounge awaiting

dinner. Ollic was playing on my mandolin when Robin came by and
queried it, taking it for a small guitar, no, a twelve-string?
Oh, it’s a mandolin, and he had a play on it and we chat-
ted for a while about it. Then Brent came by with his
dobro and eclipsed me again, but Robin was very inter-
ested in the way I'd got it strung and the tone of it,

After dinner we all pottered about, Robin went off
after a while and the session intensified. I offered my
poem about the Man Who Invented The Hat, which
went down very well, but fortunately only a few of the
company were present at the time. And I jammed
along with the mandolin, drank half a bottle of wine,
and later in the evening gave a raucous impromptu
and probably gruelling-to-listen-to rendition of
Cunla, a bawdy song T know from the Dubliners,
the tune of which the others had been playing
while France was hesitantly suggesting the
words. That was fun. We got to play plenty of
ISB numbers too—Log Cabin Home amongst
others—and Tom and Diana suddenly produced
fiddles. I limited myself quite properly 1o
playing the mandolin during these.

Several of the gathered assembly did their
party pieces too: there were some great skills
and art amongst us. A video or even audio
recording of the evening would have been a
great memento—but I'm probably glad there
wasn't one. I remember Karmanie singing about
an adventure she'd had Friday morning with a
local landowner. I remember Noel performing,
but I can’t remember what. I think it was Don

That evenih® J
promised m)scll'. d

himself on account of his accent, but had Robin twisting his arm and
suggesting the story) told of how he had bought lapis lazuli in—where
was it? Morocco?—for colour for painting. I think I was the only one
sad enough to do something I'd already done during the weekend: The
Man Who Invented The Hat. I apologised for that, but it is my proud-
est piece. People told jokes, recounted little anecdotes or adventures,
sang songs, made speeches, told stories—so much talent, so much
good feeling.

A last lunch, then packing the car, standing around for a photograph
(...ah, you know the rest. Hmm. A whole group of (largely) middle
aged persons indeed, but expressions not dwarfish and conversation by
no means tinned), saying goodbye, leaving contact details, replacing
the stones, and we're off into the sunshine that soon turned to dark,
back to Hans’ where they kindly gave me another delicious meal (and
let me do yet another performance of the Hat—Cesca hadn't seen it,
after all!) And so home.

What Robin had given us, I guess, was the key to some of the
symbols we find repeated in Celtic myth—and a series of meditations
based around them designed to provoke inspired thought. And a
bibliography, so we could review and dig deeper. But he also gave us
a deeply relaxing, incredibly exhilarating weekend in a magical
location, and a number of new friends with a mutual interest.

(left) In the departure
lounge: your astral
plane will depart in
one hour..

(below) Jamming in

P on mandolin and

mandolin

Annwn, including Steve

Brent Young on dobro-
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Yowellers' Yales

Jenny Bolders assembled the following testimonials from many of
those present at Hazelwood House

S

“This weekend has opened a box of magic that was closed
100 long. May the next one be soon.”

S

“Delightful and inspiring. Motivating and enchanting. A weekend
to make Abred almost as wonderful as Annwn.”

“It was a rare and wonderful privilege to spend a weekend with
such an array of talented and magically vocal individuals.
Robin conducted the whole event with a warm, gentle, deftly

o

“An experience beyond expectation and price! What a privilege b
to participate in such a journey, not to mention the first(?) rehearsal
of the Incredible Stribute Band! I hope this becomes a regular kind
of conventicle.”

\

“In the fortnight leading up to this weekend I've lost my job, had my car wrecked and

%

“This was really quite good. Really nice. Let’s do it again.
Hazelwood House is pretty fine t00.”

.

““I have a cat called Tiddles. She flies!’
‘Oh. has she got wings?”
‘No, I fling her!”
And if we didn’t manage to fly (into the realms of Bardic
imagination), we were flung—by Robin’s wicked humour. What
Qnmmining and educative good time... and good food too!™

“lunlwaysnpmnlegemspendﬁmamkobmscompany 0 N

enjoy his warmth, vm.mdwmlwn. and to partake of his
encyclopedic knowledge.nol only of all things Celtic, but of
jmabwtevuyﬂmgelaeuwe!l"

L

)

separated from my wife. Before coming I thought, *Bardic bollocks! What will this have |
5 to do with the REAL WORLD?!"

“The birds of Rhiannon twittering
about my head, may it ever be so.”

N

“Scratching the surface of the Celtic Mysteries.
Looking forward to the next one.”

X
“I nearly didn’t come—too stressed, too far to drive, just one
more thing to do—in fact, it’s the one thing I needed to do to kick
me into taking the steps I need to de-stress my life—for the shining
brow of Taliesyn I have journeyed far, and yet gone nowhere at all.”

.
“1 learnt a lot about the magical power created by bringing together
a group of open-minded people. Such creativity and expressiveness

flowed in this group.”

Fortunately, I came anyway (good move...). Being at Hazelwood with Robin and the others
has reminded me that the realworld'emxsonafardeeperkvellhantbeone I'm used to
operating on, and that I'm powerless over life's circumstances.”

“After this weekend, I will listen to the songs and stories with

new ears—there is so much in them that T had never really heard
before. And what a treat it was to be able to share this with such a
lovely group of interesting and sympathetic people.”

N

“I'm looking forward to my next visit to Annwn in the company
of Robin and this wonderful group of *Bardic weekenders'.”

“Simply inspirational!”

“,
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STEVE ASHLEY

Everyday Lives
Topic TSCD.526

Back in the wildly unpredictable "70s, everywhere
you tumed there were singer-songwriters (some
unbelievably bad), so sheer weight of numbers
meant that not all could achieve an appropriate
measure of appreciative recognition. In Steve
Ashley's case, although his talent was feted fairly
widely around mid-decade, he later spent quite a
time without a record deal. Even diehard String
devotees might not recall Steve's name buried in
the chorus credits for Shirley and Dolly Collins
1969 album Anthems in Eden (which happened to
include what was until the release of Chelsea
Sessions the only available recording of that “lost
Williamson song God Dog). Steve went on to build
up a healthy folk-rock pedigree, first as a founder

ber of Ashley Hutchings® influential Albion
Country Band and then with his own band Ragged
Robin (which among other things backed Anne
Briggs). He went solo (ostensibly, albeit backed by
the Fairport Nine band) for the rightly acclaimed
Stroll On album (1974), which convincingly
demonstrated his credentials within the context of
the still-evolving folk-rock scene (Fire And Wine
still raises the hairs on the back of the neck). There
was a follow-up album (Speedy Return), then the
inevitable years of hectic touring in the manner of
the times, but despite continuing to write prolifi-
cally it was not until 1982 that Steve was able to
release the fine Family Album, a concepl work in all
but title. Thereafter, though given moral and practi-
cal support from the Fairport/Woodworm crowd,
Steve struggled through the '80s, producing two
Demo Tapes for the peace movement and another
album, Mysterious Ways, before calling it a day in
1992 and taking a break from music. The release of
a retrospective compilation The Test Of Time, then
an expanded CD reissue of Stoll On, by the
Market Square label back in 1999, together with a
well-received cameo appearance with Fairport at
that year’s Cropredy, seems to have acted as

teve Ashley—strolling
ck on

catalyst for Steve to get a new album together.
And pretty excellent it is too; sadly 1 don’t have
space for a track-by-track breakdown, however...

Before you're driven to despair by the relative
tenuousness of the String connection so far (after
all, Steve didn’t even sing on God Dog!)—and
there's an even more tenuous thread in that
Steve's producer for Stroll On, Austin John
Marshall, co-produced the Be Glad film—note
that Steve himself explained (in the compila-
tion’s liner notes) that his early songs had
reflected “two strong influences—the style and
strength of composition which I found in
traditional English songs and the freedom of
expression which I heard in the early albums of
the Incredible String Band”. The circle is indeed
unbroken, for on his new album Steve has
enlisted Robin to play harp on one track (the
episodic Gog And Magog). Sure, he’s also
brought in Simon Nicol, Danny Thompson,
Chris Leslie, Dave Pegg and Gerry Conway
(among others), but not to generate a full-steam-
ahead folk-and-roll sound. Instead the impact is
more folk than rock, with a wonderfully light
touch, the musicians carefully selected on each
individual track to provide a gently complex
backdrop for Steve's thoughtful songs; these
confirm his status as an acutely observant (albeit
an often deceptively laid-back) commentator on
English life. in which respect some critics justifi-
ably view Steve’s songwriting as on a par with
that of Richard Thompson and John Tams. Like
these songwriters, Steve uses his hard-won
freedom of expression to present a distinctive
and not always comfortable view of English life
that doesn’t shy away from political comment
yet steers clear of empty polemic,

An integral and recurring element in Steve's
worldview 1s his ritualistic interpretation of the
changing seasons, whereby love, death and
resurrection form part of a larger pattern. Steve
expresses this through his mature and canny
cognisance of English tradition in the widest
sense, allied to a true respect for traditional
values. Having said that, there’s also a distinctly
childlike playfulness in the way he knowingly

David Kidman and Jonas Dalrymple
sift through the latest String-related
stuff...

Eit & Limo—not
“in that order

introduces and manipulates familiar ref¢ s and
peoples his creations with characters from myth and
song; the method is simultaneously obvious and
oblique, yet the result is delightful and irresistible.
Down Among The Hop Poles, in transcending
affectionate nostalgia (and, like Over There In
Paradise, paying tribute to Peter Bellamy), manages
10 be both moving and uplifting. Steve's vocal style
is most attractive too, embodying an appealing
fragility in its delivery; for example, Dance With
You has an almost tearful tendemess offsetting the
frustration and depth of feeling in the words.
Occasionally I hear uncanny shades of Bert Jansch
in Steve's vocal phrasing (perhaps most evident on
Catch Him If You Can), but it's impossible to
mistake Steve's singing for anyone ¢lse’s and, as
I"ve already hinted, his songs have a combination of
forthrightness and delicacy that's highly individual,
We should indeed be grawful that Steve has
survived. and the inspired Everyday Lives is worth
your serious and detailed attention.

David Kidman

FIT & LIMO
As Above So Below

September Gurls SGDCD26/LP31

“Trancelike tribalistic dances... Tibetan bowls and
trumpet announce acid chamber songs of upsetting
beauty... Bell-tinkling and mooing... Inspiration
taken from Jerry Garcia, Stan Owsley, the sound of
wind, grasshoppers and blackbirds,” Yes, Fit &
Limo walk amongst us again, scattering their
intricate and lovingly-woven nosegays of pastoral
nostalgia. Ax Above So Below is another of their
soundtracks for & summer’s aftemoon among the
leazes of Elfland.

We're gravely informed by the accompanying
press-release that F&L's “acid/traditional/medieval
folk-rooted sound takes on new hues by transferring
the emphasis to extended jam-like improvisations
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[and] playful freeform mantras”, and the opening
track, Owsley Blues, seems to confirm the thesis,
consisting s it does of a three-minute song with a
seven-minute intro and four-minute coda. But in
fact the majority of tracks are of more modest
length, with only a handful breaking the five-
minute barrier,

Nor are these mere unstructured doodles; there's
more than enough going on to hook the attention
throughout. F&L turn their talents to virtually every
instrument the ISB ever took on stage, and a few
more besides, including the now deeply-unfashion-
able Appalachian dulcimer and the fashionable-
again sitar. Not forgetting those signature sounds of
psychedelia, the Farfisa organ and the backwards

itar,

Vocally they sound as fey and winsome as ever,
replicating perfect Home Counties vowels for the
exclusively English lyncs. As you might expect,
their lyrical concerns are of a piece with their
delicate sound world. There’s no place here for the
cynical or world-weary. When a voice warbles
camestly, “In the music of the seasons/I cun hear
my sweetheart's voice,” you have to either surren-
der to its sweet-natured sincerity or swiftly
subscribe to the nearest anarcho-syndicalist
collective.

Me, | love it. Music for remembered summers,
September Gurls Records, Sigmundstr. 92,
90431 Niirnberg, Germany
septembergurls @compuserve.com
limomusic@web.de

Jonas Dalrymple

SILVERHAND

Laughing Raven

Scottish trad tunes and Chris's original songs; the
tunes (seven sets in all) are certainly well enough
played, with plenty of what the band’s press release
calls Chris’s characteristic left-hand ornamenta-
tions, but in the end there’s not a lot of variation in
either instrumentation or technique between tune-
sets, and I tended to lose interest at times as |
yearned to hear another melody instrument. To the
band’s credit, though, their arrangements aren’t
unduly thrashy, and the thythms are handled with
sufficient restraint to allow the picking intricacies to
percolate through, but more of a lift is needed at
times. The four songs are clearly strongly inspired
by traditional forms and subjects, but tend to be
melodically repetitive and outstay their welcome;
Chris’s singing style doesn’t always convince,
either. But at least the band don't resort 10 washy
keyboards and the like, for which they are 10 be
commended. So, while the music here doesn’t
exactly disappoint, neither does it exactly catch fire
enough to sustain continuous interest,
www.laughingraven.com

David Kidman

M ) COOPER
Off The Rails

Mick’s another of those beGLAD subscribers to
release a CD of his own. But sad to say, this collec-
tion of his own music doesn’t make a lasting
impression, Most of the 20 pieces are instrumentals;
the snag is that even though each individual piece is
attractive enough, and very capably arranged with
dominant keyboard and programming texturing,
many of the pieces sound pretty similar so there's
not much to stimulate further investigation. It's like
a classy contemporary film score (that's meant as &
campli I might add!) rather than demanding

A well-filled CD of unp i ic-based
folk-rock with a Celtic tag that’s as obvious as the
band’s name. That probably tells you most of what
you need to know to decide whether to read any
further, but actually I could think of many worse
ways of spending an hour. Silverhand was formed
in 1996 by Chris and Lisa Burbick, natives of
Southern Oregon, the band name taken from a
legend of an ancient Irish king. It's a four-piece,
with Chris’s mandolin, bouzouki, electric guitar and
Lisa’s acoustic guitar being augmemed by Doug
Heydon’s basses and Mike Fitch’s drums. A couple
of mates help out occasionally with fiddle and extra
percussion. The material is a mixture of Irish and

and challenging home listening. The last five tracks
are non-instrumentals; they can't really be termed
songs, more recitations to Mike's characteristically
keyboardy backings—My Pet Coelacanth is bizarre
and deadpan, Whalesong more ani d. for
instance. The verses do have something (o say, even
within the metric straitjacket discipline embraced,
but I'm not sure that the accompaniments do an
awful lot for them (the guitar textures used for The
Ragged Musk Ox come as a welcome relief).
Proceeds from the sale of this CD go to the Interna-
tional Red Cross. (Contact 01704 534790)

David Kidman

VARIOUS ARTISTS
Sounds Like Freedom: Songs And Poems
Of Geoff Parry, Volume 4

GMP 4

This CD gathers together assorted musicians and
singers from the North-West on a collection of
settings of the words of Geoff Parry (some more
obviously songs than others), most of which share
laudable pacifist themes and sentiments but do so
simply and unaffectedly. Though all tracks are
worth a listen, the performances are (inevitably)
variable. The opener That’s Africa To Me is an
inauspicious start—Alison Younger's peerless
singing is let down by a predictable, cod-cthnic and
twee synthy arangement. One or two of the other
vocal performances also seem either too precious or
striving for emotive effect. I much preferred the
more subtle responses and gentler, more considered
approach of Scold's Bridle (Circumstances Alter
Cases) and Pete, Mandy and Brian (the tender Let's
Not Say Sometime). Five tracks comprise Geoff's
poems recited rather than sung, two of these by
Geoff himself. I would have liked some information
on the artists—I know surprisingly few of them,
even though I'm not totally unfamiliar with the
local folk scene.

In aid of Amnesty International. (Contact 0207 814
6200)

David Kidman

RUFUS BIGGS
Swimming Against The Tide

You may remember Rufus by his tasty cover of
Turquoise Blue on The Hangman's Beautiful
Grand-Daughier. The promise demonstrated there
is amply fulfilled on this albom. It's a home-
produced affair, but the production values are very
creditable; you'll have heard worse recordings
come from serious studios. The packaging, how-
ever, takes the art of self-effacement to the point of
invisibility. You won't find Rufus' name anywhere
on the album, nor any image of the lad. The cover
shot seems to be an artfully-blurred photo of an
armehair, blazoned over with the title and nothing
clse. On the tray insert, the only instrumental credit
is for the semi-anonymous Annette, who con-
tributes cello and piano to two tracks; Rufus is
unnecessarily reticent about his own instrumental
prowess, which seems to include Spanish, electric
and slide guitars, mandolin, drums, bass, keyboards
and sitar, Plus he sings in a pleasing light tenor.
Rufus has assembled twelve songs here. In the
absence of writing credits, I think we can safely
assume they're his own compositions. He's got a
sure ear for a good tune, though his melodies tend
to drift like elusive gossameres rather than whack-
ing you across the head. Lyrically, we're in recog-
nisable introspective-singer-songwriter terntory;
the words act together to convey a mood and perco-
late into your consciousness almost subliminally.
There’s nothing much here that you could pin
down as an identifiable ISB influence. You might be
put in mind of Syd Barratt. Tim Buckley, Arthur
Lee and Mike Oldficld at various points on the
album, but these would be more accurately
described as echoes than as influences. If you've a
taste for the works of any of those gentlemen,
there’s a good chance you'll find plenty here to
please you. It really is rather good.
Contact Rufus at 19 Hurst Road, Ringwood,
Hants BH24 1AX

Jonas Dalrymple
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ROBIN WILLIAMSON
Nettlebed Song Club, Oxfordshire
5 February 2001

Eight people who met at Robin's Bardic Tradition
weekend in Devon last December had a reunion at
Nettlebed a couple of months later when we gathered
to see Robin in concert, and also to hear one of our
number, France Ellul, performing on the same bill.
France was taught to play the harp by Robin, and is a
member of the roots band Vitae, and of an ensemble
of harps and other instruments who are just about to
bring out a CD entitled The Seven Harps Of Avalon.

Robin had been ill the previous week: he had only
just recovered his voice and nearly did not make the
gig at all. No-one would ever have guessed. Robin
gave us a non-stop stream of words and music with
all his usual energy and enthusiasm.

He began at the harp with North Sea Beaches, The
Road The Gypsies Go and some harp tunes, and
continued with I Have Seen Old Ships, a poem
written by the American James Elroy Flecker in the
1890s and set to music by Robin for his new album
for ECM. Other songs during the first half included
Skull And Nettlework, Deep And Dark Are My True
Love's Eyes by Archie Fisher and Hold Hard These
Ancient Minutes by Dylan Thomas, Then he got us
all singing along to John Barleycorn and Good Ale
You Are My Darling, with a funny story woven in,

The second half was opened by France Ellul on the
harp, accompanied by the superb tabla player Tarsem
Kalyan, who plays with the Banghra band Alaap D C,
as well as with The Harps Of Avalon.France began
with a haunting slow air, Y Pur, then the tempo
changed as the tabla joined in to give this lovely
melody an infectious rhythm.

Justine Moile from Vitae played guitar and sang her
own gentle composition Treasure, accompanied by
Tarsen on tabla, then France returned to give us a
Breton theme followed by Carolan's Maire Dhall
(Blind Mary) in which the ethereal harp and the tabla
blended perfectly.

For his second set, Robin began with some excel-

Y lent harp tunes including South Wind and Planxty
Irwin, and then sang the Hillaire Belloc poem Do You
Remember An Inn, Miranda? from the new ECM
album, which promises to be in quite a different style

| from the sublime seed-at-zero. Waltz Of The New
Moon followed. which was just as stunning in this
solo version as it was at the recent String Band
concerts. The remainder of the second set featured
Take A Heed Of Me Sometimes, The Flying Cloud, a
cautionary tale about a young man leaving his home
in Waterford to sail first on a ship transporting slaves
and lfater on a pirate ship, then Seventeen Come Sun-
day which was followed by The Herring Song, with
which we joined in, and finally the Carter Family
song The Day Will Soon Be Over.

Someone commented that he had not heard Robin

] sing so sweetly and melodically in a long time, and
the songs were enriched by some wonderful guitar

| work.

| This was a thoroughly enjoyable evening, rounded
of perfectly by Robin, who always has time to stop

for a friendly chat. ‘

Jenny Bolders
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...and then some

Mick Fitzgerald

makes that long, strange trip

KNEY BY THE TIME LICORICE

VHISPERED “"AMOEBAS ARE
VERY SMELL™ THAT THERE
VAS NO GOING BACK. ..

| %

times it's essential. The Incredible String Band played in my

home venue, the Savoy Theatre in Cork, on their last tour, I was
100 young to know them and anyway confused them with that other
“string band”, String Driven Thing. Besides, all my concert money (as
much as a thirteen-year-old could have in those less affluent days) was
put aside to see my Celtic heroes Horslips as often as humanly
possible without leaving Cork. Later that year I discovered the
Grateful Dead and the realisation that there was music out there which
couldn't be captured in record reviews or other people’s opinions—you
just had to hear it and feel your soul swell, Radio Caroline was still
floating around the Dutch coast, and I'd curl up with my Roberts Radio
waiting to hear the odd track by the Dead and enjoying the randomness
of my introduction to the music that my age group was too cool to hear.

On a late night show on Radio Telifis Eireann in 1975 1 put up with
Joni Mitchell hissing on summer lawns in the knowledge that Truckin®
lay around the comer, when suddenly along came this magical
amalgam of sounds which captivated my ears but puzzled me. Here
was a song that was obviously romantic and a love song (frowned upon
for someone as cool as me) and yet insidiously different—a whole new
Painting Box of sound. Definitely worth investigating. Off like Ali
Baba I headed to my personal treasure house—Uneeda Records, the
best and most offbeat bargain bin record shop in town. Amidst the
collection of Blue Hawaii and Fruuup records 1 found Hangman's
Beautiful Daughter. The group scene was reminiscent of the back cover
of my beloved Aoxomoxoa, so at £2.50 it was worth a punt—even if the
track I was looking for wasn't on it.

Home I headed to undress my new love. There is something incredi-
bly sensuous about an LP. The joy of reading the cover and discovering
links with other albums is rather like finding something in common
with a girl you fancy—so it’s not just lust, you convince yourself, and
proceed (o take the record out the sleeve and wait for that familiar
crackle (growing up on second-hand records, there was always a
crackle). Then that moment of possibility as you wait for the sound to
make its entrance. And what an entrance—Koeeoaddi There—drawing
you in, lulling you into thinking this is an album of folk wailing, and
then Robin opens the world of childhood to you and you feel yourself
silting on the wall waiting for the postman.

L don't remember much else about the first hearing, but I knew by the
time Licorice whispered, “Amoebas are very small.” that there was no
going back. Excited, I rang Chin Ho Leary, who, because he had an
older brother with his own collection, was my personal rock ency-
lopaedia. “Conor”, to give him his correct name, “Have you heard of
the Incredible String Band? They're amazing." “Broke up last year—
my brother said good riddance—poncey music.”

Crestfallen, T pursued my solitary interest. gradually filling my
collection with any albums available—Wee Tam, The Big Huge, 5,000
Spirits, . Then seven years later I hear that Robin Williamson has an
album out on Claddagh Records and is playing a gig in Dublin. Now, a
super cool 22-year-old immersed in the twin joys of the Dead and
traditional Irish music, I know nothing can stop me—it's not the
Incredible Strifig Band and T prefer Mike Heron but at last I'm going to
see one of my heroes.

Then life plays one of its many great tricks. There’s nothing worse for
a manic-depressive than choice. As a crap but fanatical soccer player
I'm shocked to find myself picked for my university’s senior team in a
cup game the same day as the concert. [ couldn't say no to the first step
towards World Cup glory, so played my first and last senior game—put
in a performance worthy of Celine Dion—and missed the concert, My
girlfriend and Likki look-alike buys me Songs Of Love And Parting as
a consolation and also to encourage me o buy her a harp. Funnily, the
cover with Robin on the rocks summed up the state of the relationship
but, God, what a final present. Here at last was something current and
yet age-old. The door to heaven had been re-opened for me.

Soon the Merry Band albums were added to my collection. | wrote
off to Robin’s address on one of the album covers and found that he
was playing at the Edinburgh festival, My heavily pregnant wife and 1
planned our trip—nothing could stop me now, Funny thing, pregnancy:
it quite often leads on to babies and, while one can talk leamedly about
the imminent child, nothing prepares you for the reality and the
realisation that everything else comes second. So when Rabin played
his festival date I was watching my darling Aoife being christened. I'd
catch up with Robin later.

SOMET'IMES IT’S NOT NECESSARY to be there and other




IFTEEN YEARS LATER AND MUCH CHASTENED by what

life and my part in it had thrown at me and those around me, I
found myself with time on my hands. Iliness and the rapid approach of
my fortieth birthday had led me to set up my own business with no
greater motivation than “There must be more~—I'm sure I remember
there being more”. Waiting for business to come in, I sat in front of my
PC and listened to CDs, browsing the Internet looking for lost and new
treasures. Then on a random search I find an announcement of a
reunion concert by THE INCREDIBLE STRING BAND. Nothing was
going to stop me—rang my children Aoife (14), Fionnuala (12) and
Aodhrua (8)—to see if they fancied a magical mystery tour to Scotland
to see the Incredible String Band. They agreed, largely on the basis that
Aoife loved the cover of Songs For Children Of All Ages painted by the
master grinder of lapis lazuli, Hans Diebschlag; and, besides, magical
mystery tours had produced many moments of magic for their Dad and
themselves. So the adventure began.

Despite all the cynicism built up over the years, I placed unrealistic
expectations on the New Year's gig in Edinburgh. But what a magical
mystery tour it was—ice-skating in Prince’s Street Gardens, the joy on
my little boy’s face as he ordered room service at two in the moming
and then the introduction to that thing of beauty, the String Band
audience, smiling and benevolent: quite an achievement with your balls
frozen off in December. Also the first hint of a discovery waiting to
happen—Robin sang a song purely on the basis that his mother loved
it. Much criticism was heaped upon it, but I could hear my mother
singing it as well, and the circle seemed unbroken again as my smiling
son fought off sleep, still smiling, and the three generations melted into
one. I went away without the songs I came to hear but feeling that, if
not well, at least [ was reconnected to life support.

As we caught the late train to Glasgow, Aoife whispered “Do you
have Paris on record?” and Fionnuala wondered when the next gig
would be. “I'll come too,” said smallie, “and I'll stay awake all the way
through it ‘cause I'll be nine."

Over the next few months I discovered with the aid of those on the
ISB discussion list that many of my missing albums were available—
soon Changing Horses and Be Glad were in my possession but not for
long. Then a real gem—Conflict Of Emotions—Mike Heron's muse
stripped bare, the floorboards and chairs creaking in the recording: as
the standout track stated, it took my breath away yet. It's a life-
affirming pleasure to discover new joy and feel the years open up in
front of you rather than have then looming behind. Then came news of
more gigs: rumblings of discontent from many who wanted the (partly
mythical) past unsullied but excitement amongst those young enough
1o have enough sense. So off we headed again: first stop St Donat’s.
This was the business. We got totally lost in the Llanwit Major
Trangle, speni two gorgeous days idling around Cardiff, visited
Bridgend during a power-cut—makes Des Moines look second rate as
Bob Weir would say—and then sidled up the gig. My little boy wanted
10 do some videoing so headed out into the garden. To his and his even
more childish father’s surprise, the band appeared for a photo session
50 Aodhrua managed to video the band messing about in the garden.
When Robin and Mike noticed him and waved you could see Aodhrua
swell with pride.

The concert was a delight—tears were flowing down my face as
Mike’s Maker Of Islands shimmered like the polished gem that it is—
crowned for a little boy when he 2ot to play penny whistle during
Smoke Shovelling Song. Onwards to Cropredy, despite the addition of
petrol (0 a diesel engine—my heart may have been somewhat restored
but my ailing brain continues to misfire. A great introduction 1o the joys
and pitfalls of festivals followed, but the band were excellent. High-
light of the festival was realising that my daughter was now a young
woman and waiching her plan in her head what she'd do differently
when she went to a festival on her own. Then back to Liverpool to see
Parma hammered by the Reds—football after the String Band: should
have thought of that in 1982.

The kids went back to their mother and the final stage of the tour was
a solo effort. Their parting shot of “You're too hairy to be a groupie,”
seemed even more apt when I discovered that I had inadvertently
booked myself into the same hotel as the band in London, Over the next
couple of days I spent half the time trying to avoid harassing the band
members, and the other half trying to thwart the nobler aspirations in
the early part of this sentence. Happily I was more successful in the
latter than the former.

O THE TRIP WAS OVER: 4 marvellous gigs to look back on and

confirmation that magic still existed. Time to go back into the box
' had come from and await the onset of winter. On the way back to my
home in the Isle of Man 1 glanced at adverts for Carmina in Cardiff and
“A Bardic Weekend” in Devon. Probably give them a skip, I thought,
but thankfully T didn’t. Steve Pilley has described Carmina beautifully
in the previous edition of beGLAD. However, as this is a personal
odyssey, I will add a few words of my own. | was raised a Catholic and
caught the tail end of the Latin mass before the influence of Vatican II
moved towards vernacular devotion. As Robin’s voice echoed
subversively around Llandaff Cathedral in sonorous Latin, I felt my
grandfather standing beside me with his booming voice and was in the
company of the giant of my childhood and one of the giants of my
adulthood—I'm getting quite fond of feeling happy. I had burnt my
hand in a Chinese restaurant a half an hour before the performance and
had it wrapped in ice; unfortunately, the combination of the melting ice
and my transfixed face must have given the impression that I found the
music very very very moving. Wet dreams aside it was a special
evening.

The Bardic Weekend in Devon was an exercise in faith. No one who
attended knew what to expect but whatever we may have expected we
got more. Not only was the weekend itself an eye-opener, it also
introduced me to many fellow travellers who had remained invisible
brethren until that time. Spending time with good people is a very
underestimated pleasure and an antidote to life’s troubles. Robin gave
generously of his time and feelings and I came away freer and more
ready for that voyage to the always island.

God, it’s been a good year, and I haven’t even mentioned listening to
Captain Williamson’s Mandolin in Cephalonia during an earthquake
(well, tremor, but what's life without a little bit of hyperbole?). If you
haven’t got seed-at-zero, get it. Shine On.

The Home of
the Fiddle and
the Banjo

Makers
Dealers
Repairers
of stringed musical
instruments since 1985
Eyam Hall Craft Centre

Main Road, Eyam,
Derbyshire 532 5QW
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words by Robin Williamson pictures by Glen Tomney
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editor Andy Roberts organised a “Favourite ISB song” survey.

Readers were invited (o vote for their top String song, and the
results were presented as a list: the song with the most yotes took first
place, and the songs with fewest or no votes brought up the rear. One
of those songs to attract no votes 4t all was the infamous Williamson
composition Circus Girl, on No Ruinous Feud. Although Andy’s
survey made no attempt to discover Stringfandom'’s least favourite
song, the chances are Circus Girl would have strolled away with that
unwelcome accolade.

Even today, Circus Girl is a byword for cheesiness, a sort of
plimsoll line for how low the late-period String Band could sink. As
far as I know, no-one has ever said a good word about the song. and
at first glance it's not hard to see why. No Ruinous Feud is universally
regarded as our heroes’ least durable slab of vinyl. (David Kidman
points out that NRF could equally stand for No Redeeming Features.)
Just about every song on it is tainted to some degree by the oppro-
brium attached to the album—which is certainly unjust in the case of
Mike’s three contributions. Explorer, Turquoise Blue and Little Girl
could all have punched their weight amongst the band’s golden age
repertoire. Malcolm's brace of compositions. though without hinting
at any great substance, at least showed a talent for hooklines. But
Robin's four songs, it was widely felt, were well below the standard
we expected from the man who wrote Maya, October Song and First
Girl I Loved.

“Where's the magic gone? Where is the enchantment? The joy?”
snorted Allan Frewin in his Feud reappraisal piece back in beGLAD
3. “Take Saturday Maybe, Old Buccaneer and Circus Girl, and you've
got someone who'd lost the plot and and who ought to take himself off
somewhere... and come back after a good rest and dazzle us again.”
(The fourth Williamson song, Weather The Storm, didn’t quite fit the
thesis, since it had been rattling round the String Band repertoire since
early 1970.) Robin, our man Frewin suggested pertly, was clearly
bored shitless with String duties at this point. And we can giean from
what Robin himself has said that he was singularly unenthusiastic
with the direction the band was then travelling in.

Nevertheless, it's clear from Sawrday Maybe that he wasn’t content
Just to mark time, that he felt a need to take his songwriting into areas
fe’d not previously explored. This is the probably the bleakest song
he’s ever writlen, @ grey, joyless tableau of adulterous love among the
smokestacks of some drizzly Northern town. The fact that it’s written
with breathtaking economy and instinet for detail (as well as beauti-
fully understated compassion) counted for little at the time: we still
wanted the Williamson who “dreamed the world all al

But be hadn’t entirely washed his hands of earlier lyrical concerns.
Although few people seemed to notice, Old Buccaneer and Circus
Garl, far from being mere ennui-induced doodles scratched out in an
mteliectual vaccoum, returned (o a theme that Robin had earlier made
mely his own: the child e view of the world. His take on this
estingly different. In songs like
The Mountain Of God childhood
mediated by “adult™ intellection: an
ies the child 1o take the world at face
d. antroubled by Keats” “mere touch of
holy innocence was more vividly and
e music of the Incredible String Band than in
1s one of the qualites that antracted John

t e Donovan. who was exploring similar
rermitory with no Iittle skill and insaght, the ISB were able to deal with
the subject without sentimentality. Children’s experience is given its

IN THE EARLY DAYS OF beGLAD, the mag's founder and first

however, was now

Water Song

a

Raymond
Greenoaken
discovers hidden depths in
Circus Girl and
Old Buccaneer




own space and validity: “Certainly the children have seen them...”
That “certainly™ is rich with poetic intelligence.

But that was then, In Buccaneer and Circus Girl, Robin deals with
the child’s-eye view in a new and different way. Both songs take s
their subject the uncomfortable transition between the state of simply
being and that of understanding. Buccaneer shows Cissy and her
friend becoming aware of mortality. “Cissy dear, don't let's go near
the church today/The big bell’s tolling and the hearse goes rolling..."
They know that, despite the jaunty assertion in the coda that the old
man’s gone off buccaneering into South Sea retirement, his “old
bones™ are actually in that hearse. (This is made more obvious in the
earlier version of the song on the In Concert CD, where the children
peer through the buccaneer’s window and see him by lamplight
writing out his will.) And accompanying that knowledge is the un-
spoken realisation that his tales of derring-do on the high seas were
Just a pack of colourful lies. They can't take things at face value any
longer. They're growing up...

It may be that the lack of 4 memorable tune has deflected attention
from the fact that Old Buccaneer is a key song in the ISB’s canon. It
marks a significant shift of focus in the band’s world view. For the
first time, they were singing about innocence lost, rather than retained
or regained. From this perspective, the song can be interpreted as
being. in a sense, about the ISB's own loss of innocence, their coming
of age.

Since Joe Boyd's departure in 1971, they'd pretty much looked after
their own affairs and probably learned a lot about the rapacity and
exploitation of the music industry. Artistically, to, they were
beginning to see the need for a degree of compromise. We know that
this was not a process with which Robin felt comfortable. It's likely
that these thoughts were loitering somewhere in his mind at the time
he wrote Old Buccaneer. It may be reading too much into the song to
see it as a conscious distillation of such thoughts. But, hey, the muse
Works in mysterious ways...

HE INCLUSION OF CIRCUS GIRL on No Ruinous Feud

mikes it something of a companion piece to Buccaneer, in that it
also deals with this loss of childhood innocence. The theme is
addressed here, however, in a much more affirmative and playful
fashion. Maybe that was Robin’s way of balancing things out.

One of the problems with Circus Girl is that it’s presented on the
album without any clues to its context. You'd be forgiven for hearing
it as the mildly off-colour reverie of some testosterone-troubled young
adult male—the staple subject-matter of rock’n’roll, in fact. But
Robin made it clear in concert that this was not the case. On a live
bootleg recorded at Dublin State Cinema in March 1973, he
wntroduced the song thus: “This 1s a song called Circus Girl and it's
about a little boy at the circus looking at a lady acrobat, and thinking
how fantastic she is...” It's plain from this that Circus Girl actually
concerns the earliest stirrings of the male libido.

The two great realities in this vale of tears are sex and death, and
awareness of both tends to emerge in the run-up to puberty. It's a
moving between states, between worlds, and just as Old Buccaneer
focuses on death, so Circus Girl homes in on sex.

It takes only a few seconds’ reflection to confirm that the lyrical
perspective is a child’s rather than an adult’s, or even an adolescent’s.
Consider: “How could you love me, you're so far above me..”
Literally so, of course, but also “above me" in the sense of being much
older. Or consider: “You fly through the air, you've got princess hair,
I'm really impressed..." You can hear there the authentically earnest
voice of a child. (The “princess™ reference is surely a nod to fairy tale
convention rather than to any member of the British Royal Family—
Princess Di. remember, was only thirteen at the time.) Or: “Your
picture cheers hospital wards..." That could be a nicely subtle hint that
our lad has recently been through that childhood rite of passage. the
tonsilectomy. Or: “The ringmaster’s hat is as black as a wellington
boot...” Of this line, Allan Frewin wrote: “What? Did Robin
Williamson, the cunming, crafty word-spinner and dream-catcher
really write that? Why?" Because, when placed in its true context,
that's precisely the sort of simile a child would come up with: the
wellington boot is arguably the closest thing in a child’s world to a
sleek top hat—black, shiny and tbular, no? Or consider: “You smoke
long cigars and you don’t get sick...” Which, as most of us know, is
the effect that the first illicit drag most often has on the curious child.
Seen from this angle, even the “grown-up” observation “You've got
beautiful legs, and you sparkle and flir/And I don't mind lipstick all
over my shirt” sounds like a child trying to imagine himself into the
skin of a sophisticated young adult.

The discovery of sexual feelings can be an unnerving episode in a
young child’s development; especially in Judeao-Christian culture,
with its often queasy ambivalence towards sex, But it's really only
since the “manufacture” of childhood in the 18th and 19th centuries
that sex has been seen as some sort of pollutant to a child's sense of
itself. Circus Girl, I'd suggest, is a simple, guilt-free celebration of
burgeoning sexual awareness: not the death of childhood, but the
entry into a whole new realm of intense and cherishable experience.
This makes it both a contrast and a complement to the darker
perspectives of Old Buccaneer.

So much for the surface texture of the song. We should never forget
that Robin is not just a songwriter, but a poet, This invariably means
that even his most apparently superficial lyrics often work on more
than one level. In the case of Circus Girl, he seems to be drawing on
powerful imagery to illumine that sense of moving between worlds.
Jugglers, dancers, acrobats—the whole panoply of the circus: these
are images that Robin draws upon repeatedly in his work to adumbrate
spiritual intimations. The acrobat is a particularly potent symbol in
this context. He/she is a creature of glamour (in both its current sense
and its old sense of otherworldly enchantment) who moves with
apparently preternatural skill in the space between the upper world

Getting into the Black Jack David
groove at the Eternal Variety Show

39



and the lower: birdlike, both more and less than human, almost
shamanistic. In Circus Girl, if you want to get Jungian about it, you
could argue that the acrobat is a sort of spirit guide leading the boy
into a new level of reality; at the same time, of course, she’s a
scantily-clad bit of crumpet preening herself in the male gaze. As ever,
the opposite is also true.

Even if you accept all this, does it make Circus Girl a good song?
Not necessarily: after all, it does lack a good substantial melody; and,
more to the point, you can't easily divorce a song from its perform-
ance. and its cause is certainly not aided by the version enshrined on
No Ruinous Feud. Robin's voice has never sounded so weedy and
enervated, and the accompaniment is further from the sound of String
than anything else in their oeuvre. Gerard Dott tinkles fussily in the
upper registers of his piano, an irritating snare prattles away from first
to last, and though the brass section effectively evokes the vertiginous
sweep of the trapeze through the spotlights, it's anchored to—nothing.
No rhythm section, no “bottom™. The sound is thin, tinny and toppy.
Do we know the sort of sound Robin was after? On the Dublin boot-
leg, he observed: “T always reckoned that the kind of band that should
play this song is one of these bands that you get in Cubist pictures
where you get figures with square heads and eight fingers on one hand
and nine on the other, and there’s feet coming out of their cars.”

Quite! Maybe this was the kind of effect they were striving for in
the studio; but, instead of importing brass sections and snare
drummers, they should have placed greater trust in their own instru-
mental resources. For proof of this; you have to go to that Dublin
bootleg, or to the notorious Concert For Scientology LP. recorded at
the Rainbow Theatre in May 1974, where they shared a bill with
fellow Scientologists Chick Corea. Mike Garson and Woody
Woodmansey, The ISB contribution to this album consists of a work-
manlike Black Jack David, a chaotic jam around the Long Time
Sunshine coda to A Very Cellular Song, and a version of Circus Girl
that is everything the album version is not: funny, energetic, joyful
and sung with conviction. The arrangement is given body by Robin’s
guitar, Mike reworks the brass parts on keyboard, and the song motors
out at double-speed with a kazoo-led Entry Of The Gladiators. The
message—funambulism is fun!

Maybe this proves that Circus Girl was essentially a live number, an
opportunity for musical larks and a respite from matters of greater
significance. To transfer it to vinyl is arguably to take it out of its
natural element, and to lose that sense of musical horseplay that was
always central to String Band concerts. As a live number, it certainly
had legs. as they say: it remained in the ISB concert repertoire for well
over a year—from the February 1973 tour at least until the Chichester
Festival Theatre gig in July 1974 (see set list, below). So somebody at
String Central (other than Robin) must have felt it had merit.

Okay, it was no great shakes. Silly, yes, but not charmless. Nor was
it. I'd contend, an aberration. As I"ve argued here, it's part of the weft
and woof of Stringness, part of the singular way Robin views the
world. Check out the Scientology album, or one of the several ‘73/'74
bootlegs going the rounds, before you consign it to that dog-eared box
that contains Country Pie, Rocky Raccoon and The Revealing Science
Of God. It has 1ts place in the ISB canon: their accumulated wis't\lom
would be a wee bit less without it.

Meeting
The Public

There comes a time when even the loftiest
rock’n’roll godlings must emerge from their
superstar bubbles and press the flesh of their
panting public. We present a selection of shots
depicting Mike, Robin and Bina mixing with
us mere mortals.
Photos by Alan Mawdesley, Snapper Green and unknown other!

with Jane Vervill,
Glen Row 1972

with Mark att,
Bethlehem PA, 1998

with Wee Jack
and the Lord
Mayor, Barnard
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b with Bill Allison,
2000

with Kieron Stanley, Milton Keynes 200]




have discovered the above website—the first Official Website
for The Incredible String Band.

The site went live on May 14th and all content has the Incredible
String Band imprimatur. A lot of work has gone on over the past few
months to turn a notion into a reality, and over the next few months the
site will continue to be upgraded with more functionality being added.
1 thought it might be useful to mark the launch of the site with a brief
article for the beGLAD readership on the background to the site and
our hopes for it.

Over the past year when bumping into Mark Anstey at gigs or
ordering stuff from Pig's Whisker the conversation invariably turned
to future delights—some of which have happened, some of which are
currently unfolding and some of which may never happen. A recurring
theme was the lack of an official website as a natural focus for the
band’s current and future fan base. This was not to decry the many
sites created by enthusiasts in different countries—such as Martin
Payne's Be Glad site in the UK. However, it was felt that a central site
could aid the spreading of the ISB message and give a natural focus to
the many Stringheads out there. It might also give Mark Anstey a
break from dealing with my many phone queries on latest develop-
ments and provide a method of distributing more specialist recordings
and publications. The idea bounced around in my brain for a few
months as I rescheduled my business commitments around getting to
as many gigs as possible. For those of a Dilbert Disposition the
mission statement had become, “To meet our clients” needs within the
ever-expanding demands of seeking out real pleasure in the form of
musical heaven”.

Then I thought, “Why let your clients choose you—why not choose
your clients?” One of the joys of being your own employer is that no
matier how mad the idea you get to run with it. Suffice to say that one
enthusiastic phone call later I had committed Marshotel Limited and
myself to providing the ISB with an official website. Now all I needed
was a design and a development team. Soon my music-mad (but not
ISB-friendly) brother was roped in along with his colleagues and we
were off.

H OPEFULLY BY THE TIME you read this article you should

ARK'S BRIEF TO US WAS VERY SIMPLE—*"Tt should look

like an ISB site and we'll know what that looks like when we
see it”. My brother was stunned but I explained to him that I knew
what this meant, and soon the three of us met up in Manchester
Airport and agreed the detailed design p Much of what you
now can see was agreed at that first meeting. However. much is yet to
be added and we intend to build the site significantly and add many
new features with regular des and changes of

rE!

limited-life excerpts of rarities such as the seed-ar-zero interview disc
which was featured at launch.

® a Press Room that will feature short background articles on the band
and the ability to download more detailed information. It currently
features an excellent article written by Raymond Greenoaken. The
temptation was not to credit Raymond and see how quickly the word
“pellucid” jumped out at readers to confirm the source of the wisdom.
However we stuck with the more conventional crediting. [We suspect
this to be an Anstey-inspired jibe at your Editor's sesquipedelian
tendencies—indignant Ed]

¥ a Contact section which will enable people to register on the Pig’s
Whisker mailing list and eventually will enable people register their
full details on line to take advantage of special offers and early notice
of events.

The next stage of development will see the addition of a secure  on-
line store enabling people (o order a much expanded catalogue of
Incredible String Band related material. This store will be certified to
the highest security standards.

I hope that you agree that the site has a definite ISB feel to it,
but I know we are only at the genesis of this project so would welcome
any input from the invisible brethren in developing the site to its
fullest potcnual Please feel free to inundate me with suggestions at

hotel.co.uk

@mar

OFFICIAL SITE DOES ALLOW one to link to another
project site which T am currently developing, namely the anno-
tated ISB lyric site—www.isblyrics.co.uk This site provides footnotes
and lyrics for Incredible String Band songs. The standard procedure
will be to provide links for words or phrases that might benefit from
some elucidation, without pting to give definitive “interpreta-
tions,” since that's a very personal endeavour. The approach adopted
(and much of the style and even wording) initially mirrors that used by
David Dodd for his groundbreaking Annotated Grateful Dead lyrics
site. Over time the styles of the sites are bound to diverge but I as
editor thought it only right to reflect the inspiration behind the creation
of this site,
One of the problems faced by mysclf as editor and the contributors
in preparing the site is that the d for Incredible String

Band Lyrics—The Songbooks I and II and the lyrics supplied on the
original albums and CDs—have proved to be at variance with those
actually recorded. Therefore some readers may find that they disagree
fundamentally with the texts. As appropriate, some lyrics will include
an analysis section, which will provide technical information on the
Iyric’s construction, and some polenual ayenues for mlerpn.lauon I
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couldn’t get it right. We were on the NY Thruway on the way

from Woodstock to Buffalo, where Toby ran a concert series.
Incidentally, as we were loading out from Robin’s afternoon show at
the theater in Woodstock, the band playing that night was loading in.
It was The Average White Band, a group of Scots who had a hit in the
"70s called Pick Up The Pieces. The guys were awestruck at meeting
a founding member of the legendary Incredible String Band, and it
was one of those episodes that made me realize that Robin, besides
being my own personal hero, really was a big deal.

But back to the Thruway. Every once in a while, we'd stop to use
the rest rooms, or grab a snack, or fill up the van, and Robin would
say “Why don't you give Sachsenheimer a call to let her know when
we'll be arriving.” He'd never get it right, no matter how many times
I'd correet him. At some point on that particular drive, Robin got
something in his head about the roots of Western Religion, and gave
a very involved lecture, entirely off-the-cuff, touching on various
aspects of history, mythology, theology ete, with long quotes from
various sources: Robert Graves, Geoffrey of Monmouth, Allen
Ginsberg, concluding with “We should try Sachsenheimer again.”
“SachsenMAIER, Robin, MAIER!" But then that became a joke in
itself. He'd bungle the name more and more every time, till it became
a surreal echo of the actual thing. Tippy Waxenburger, Nippy Pickle-
gruber, Bobby Smaxenwiper.

As a young hero-worshipping wannabe I had met Robin a number
of times in the early "80s, but for some reason he took a shine to me,
and we became sort of friends in that “touring musician” kind of way;
he'd be happy to see me at gigs. and we'd send postcards occasion-
ally, and 1 visited him at his house in Los Angeles on a trip out there
once. During 2 particularly grueling tour in 1988, Robin and I were
talking between sets at a club called Godfrey Damel’s in Bethlehem
PA [see the top right photo on page 40: the same venue len years
on—Ed], about how exhausted he and partcularly Bina were. but
some day we should find a time to play some music. “In fact.” he said,
brightening up, “What are you doing for the next three weeks? Do you
want to drive me for the rest of the tour?” This seemed such a bizarre
proposal that | had 1o accept. | was able to clear my schedule, and two
days later Robin, Bina and | were on our way to somewhere in upstate
New York. After teaching me the ropes (the job also involved being in
charge of the money), Bina went for some much deserved rest at her
sister’s, and Robin and | were off.

HER NAME WAS TOBY SACHSENMAIER, and Robin

OBIN WILLIAMSON DOESN'T DRIVE. He never learned. So
e needs someone to drive him to gigs. But I think part of the
idea is to keep from getting too bored and lonely. Robin and 1 have
proved to be great traveling companions. We always have plenty to
talk about and usually have amazing conversations. I always joke that
the main thing we have in common is an extremely high regard for
Robin Williamson. But Robin says that we have become so close that
we are on “insulting terms™; we've become so familiar that we can say
practically anything, and to the uninitiated we might be accused of
being brutal toward each other. Occasionally I need to remind him that
it is a long walk to the next gig.

As Robin’s traveling companion, 1 have had the fascinating oppor-
tunity to observe how Robin approaches concerts in a wide variety of
settings; I've seen him play big concert halls, intimate folk clubs.
completely non-intimate, cavernous rock clubs, school assemblies, a
few glorified bar gigs. a house concert, one surreal showcase in a hotel
room in Toronto to a group of puzzled corporate presenters who had
no idea what to make of Scotland Yet. There is also the occasional
poorly publicized, sparcely attended debacle. (One time, we spent a
whole day trying to track down a promoter near Albany NY, who
turned out to be basically homeless and unable to pay the fee... Robin
played to-about fifteen people in a huge old-fashioned music hall.)

One of the things that is so interesting about these shows is how
committed Robin is to the performance. He consistently puts on a
great show, which always perfectly fits the situation. It's also fasci-
nating to see the shows evolve: to see how Robin tries things and fits
them into the shows. Occasionally, one of our jokes from the van will
find its way on stage. (“Repetition is the soul of wit... you can say that
again”—that one’s mine.)

One time we were on our way from Boston to a club called The Left
Bank in Blue Hill, Maine. The club, by the way, is also a bakery and
a restaurant, run by an eccentric genius named Amold Greenberg. Our
first time there, Robin and T stayed in rooms on the upper floor, where
Ameld and his wife live. They also have a vicious-looking German
Shepherd, and one day Robin asked me to run upstairs to get some-
thing out of his room, but the dog growled at me and [ was too scared
10 2o past the first few steps. After Robin teased me for being such a
coward, he went upstairs to get it himself, but only got about as far as
I did. Our next trip there, we got hotel rooms!

During that particular trip, I brought a cassette of a Mick Hanly
record to listen 1o in the van, and there was one song on the tape that



Robin liked called The Unfortunate Miss Bailey. He asked to hear the
song several times during the drive, and at one point, shortly before
the concert, he started thinking about the song, but couldn’t remember
one particular line, and would I mind running out to the car (in sub-
zero temperatures) and listening to the tape to get that line, it was
driving him crazy. Robin performed the entire song that night—
perfectly, of course—and every night for the rest of the tour.

In Copake Falls NY there is a church called St Bridget's where
Robin has played several times for a concert series put on by a close
friend named Melinda Gardiner. (I've played a few concerts there
myself.) The church has a decent sized parking lot, which has been the
scene of some of the funniest and most terrifying times of my life.
This is where I've traditionally allowed Robin to have a go at driving
the van, It's not that he goes fast, he doesn’t. He goes very slowly and
takes great care, and yel, it's hard not to get the feeling that he's going
1o destroy the van, or drive over the sign in front of the building, or
through the stained glass windows, across the sanctuary, into the
Rector's office. Robin acts like a giddy little kid and I think a good
part of his enjoyment has to do with the way I grab the armrest and
grit my teeth in sheer panic.

Often the routing of the tours makes little geographical sense. The
agent who books the tours, although he claims to have grown up on
the East Coast, lives three thousand miles away and seems to have
forgotten that it takes a while to make some of these drives. Robin and
I joke that we should take some of the money from the tour and buy
the agent 4 map of the Eastern US. Every tour has at least one outra-
geous drive: Toronto to Manhattan (including a stop at customs at 2am
with one UK citizen, one US citizen and a van full of musical instru-
ments, CDs and books.), Pawling NY to Washington VA (which Robin
incorrectly informed me was Washington DC) where we were forced
to miss an afternoon storytelling workshop.

A
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But the van is like our own personal Tonesco play, our private
Theatre of the Absurd; where just the constant mispronunciation of
poor Toby Sachsenmaier’s name can be as entertaining as Shake-
speare. We have our own Vaudeville act: Braxton and Hicks (pregnant
women should get the reference) and we spend hours translating
popular song lyrics into the King’s English (for example: Elvis
Presley’s big hit You, Sir, Are Simply A Hunting Canine) and where |
get to enjoy one of the most unusual and valuable friendships of my
life.

O WE FINALLY ARRIVE AT Wimpy Micklesburger’s house in

Buffalo, promising not to say anything that might embarrass our-
selves or each other. 1 ring the doorbell; both of us staring at the
ground with our hands crossed behind our backs like two naughty
schoolboys suppressing giggles, when we hear the door start to open.
I maintain that Robin lost it first, but before the door was fully open,
we were both in uncontrollable hysterics, doubled over, howling. in
tears. Confused but also laughing along, Toby asked what was so
funny. to which Robin, as soon as he could regain composure long
enough to speak, replied: “Just life!™ [ still Jaugh when I think n&mut
that.

Jay Ansill is a musician—main instruments Celtic Harp and
violin—who has released three CDs. Robin wrote the sleeve notes
for the first of them, Origami (Flying Fish). His most recent is a
collection of his settings of poems by Robert Graves. He did the
transcriptions of Robin’s Legacy Of The Scottish Harpers records
for the ac panying book published by Mel Bay. Jay lives in
Bucks County, PA (home turf of Jesse Colin Young and Michael
Hurley, and of Steve Weber and Robin Remailly of the Holy
Modal Rounders: see beGLAD 15) with his wife and daughter.
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some comparisons are merely odd. Barry Shinfield, it

seems, was the popular music critic for some Home Coun-
ties weekly newspaper way back in the 1960s, and, one week in
November 1969, his arts editor sent him out to cover a series of
three concerts, staged on consecutive nights, at the famous Fair-
field Hall in Croydon. Sandwiched between CIiff Richard and The
Shadows on Thursday the 6th and The Blues And Gospel Festival
'69 on Saturday the 8th were the Incredible String Band. Barry
was particularly drawn to the contrasts in the style and repertoire
of CIiff *n’ The Shads and our own ISB. In his eyes, it was a case
of the Old Guard versus the Young Turks, and it was clear which
side he favoured. You can just tell he’d rather be writing for the
International Times than for the Croydon Advertiser... Given our
theme of “Tempus Fugit” in this issue, it’s interesting to view the
reformed 2001-vintage ISB in the light of his remarks about The
Shads’ “advancing years”. This is what he wrote. Where are you
now, Barry?

FROM THE SUPERFICIAL GLOSS and glitter of Cliff
Richard to the eerie musical conglomeration of the Incred-

C()MPARISONS ARE ODIOUS, so the saying goes. But

ible String Band to the pulse of the Blues and Gospel of the
Deep South..,

All this in just four days at Fairfield Hall—a strange
diversity of music, like seeing a Hitchcock, an Eisenstein and Mickey
Mouse on consecutive nights at the cinema.

The most dramatic change, visually and audibly, was between
Thursday and Friday nights last week.

First came the hyper-white smiles, the meticulously-rehearsed and
pretty predictable routines of the Chiff Richard bill, followed less than
24 hours later by the less conventional Incredible String Band.

Take the difference in presentation: two of The Shadows were still
religiously performing the “Shadows Walk™ in time to the music, as
though it were an integral part of a church service,

CIliff was in an expensive black suit and white shirt with ruffles
down the front, jogging across the stage as he sang.

The Incredible String Band were, to say the least, more relaxed, At
the opening, the stage could have been a gipsy encampment: Mike

cron sat barefoot. cross-legged. on the floor, sitar in hand [Which
—pedantic Ed]; Robin Willkamson, hair cascading down to his
nibs, wore trousers with different coloured legs: and the men

X i by the strangely-attired girls, one in a flimsy
ss and the other in floor-length velver
1 should be pointed out, hair is still the great
ows wear theirs “respectably” long—there

0 exemplify the difference. The Shadows seli-
for their advancing years: “When we went to
school—shortly after the Great Fire of London...™ CHff strenuously
demied, with a chuckle. the rumour that he was to become a nun.

Williamson’s humour was more earthy. He had the audience in
stitches with a lengthy diversion on the mating habits of pigs—infor-
mation from observation, apparently—which was totally uninhibited,
delivered without embarrassment and with no four-letter scarcity.

The Incredibles belong to the post-Beatles wave, whereas the peren-
nial appeal of Cliff and the Shadows is locked in a more conventional
pre-Beatles era.

The head-shaking youth of “Livin’ Doll” is now knocking on—with
five gold discs and 20 silver ones in his wake.

The CHiff show, in fact, had much to offer what looked to me like a
predominantly female audience. Hank Marvin only had to walk up to
the microphone and greet the audience and one mum in my vicinity
let out an ecstatic groan and collapsed into delirium.

The good-looking, well-scrubbed syndrome of inoffensive, watered-
down sex-appeal still has its following. The emphasis is on a sort of
respectable sensuality—not explicit, as with the performers of the
Hendrix school.

Musically, Hank Marvin is still very much an accomplished guitarist
by any standards, coaxing as he does those whining, well-sustained
top notes as in “Slaughter on 10th Avenue”, “Wonderful Land" and
“Somewhere”,

The only original Shadow left in the group, Marvin is now well-
supported by Brian Bennett (drums), John Rostill (bass) and Alan
Hawkstraw (organ, piano), all of whom, if they did not already have
it, have quickly acquired the polite, saccharine Shadows persona.

CIiff went smoothly through a representative repertoire including
“Many a Tear Has To Fall”, “Good Times”, “Throw Down A Line”,
“The Day I Met Marie”, “Livin’ Doll", “Bachelor Boy" and so on—
no congratulatio n for “Congratulations™, which still takes the cake for
stultifying banality.

Something new, however, was his commendable if still novice effort
at solo guitar on “A Taste of Honey” and Tim Hardin’s “Lady From
Baltimore”—the latter, for me, was the most enjoyable part of the
evening.

This was the first appearance by Cliff and the Shadows in Croydon
for four years. No doubt they will still be able to pack the hall in
another four years' time.

The Incredible String Band may or may not still be around then.
Their music is basically gentle, like a sequence of ethereal graffiti. It
is often discordant but can be melodic, and when you can hear the
words, poetic, with humourous and intriguing lyrics.

There’s a cheerful optimism and a quality of innocence in what they
play (“By the time you hear this song. your troubles will be gone™; or
“When you find out who you are—beautiful beyond your dreams’’).
As they say in “Ducks on a Pond”, they sing “a magic word, speak of
hopes and [sic] thoughts absurd™

Their music embraces traditional folk (both British and American),
rock, calypso (at which they excel), Indiun ragas, and blues.

But their performances—and this is nothing new to Fairfield—tend
to lack continuity, with tiresome breaks, sometimes of four to five




minutes, between songs while they clump and clatter, re-arranging
their instruments.

In fact the vast range of instruments the four play, too numerous to
mention, create confusion, Tuning up tests the patience of the
audience. The first half was a non-event—the proceedings were
lackadaisical, almost soporific.

The two girls, Rose Simpson and Caroline [sic] McKecknie [sic]
(“Licquorice” they call her), were largely superfluous.

In the second half, however, they took a more positive part and by
the time they reached “Big Ted”, the song about the pig in the risqué
preamble, things had improved.

“Juanita”, a story about a maiden who is pursued by an
octopus, illustrated with screams, heavy drumming and
clashes of cymbal, brought the audience to its feet.

Incredible String Band: sometimes tedious, sometimes
richly rewarding!

They're free, and they’re for you!
Send your small but perfectly formed
appeals and desires to:
beGLAD, 11 Ratcliffe Road,
SHEFFIELD S11 8YA
beglad@taproot.demon.co.uk

It's that man again! Robin's abd Cliff’’s fates
still curiously entwined some 25 years on...

fmwneg Gazma. &

back, The becarme B cull AN BMONG Guys 11d Who L 16 persunos Ls it way

o s 12 5 vonue o 1o still t‘OPS

l i 15 b Mg Dunrved vemus fur
l “Ew Durtam Tows Hall wytiing from Ljvs Tesatdenn) e Dacem
I8

¥
Misteitoe & Wi Tiekeds 125 and £19.50
| * CUIT will be sppering lm’l box effice on

" L Ehutfiedd Aresa ivhe (07423 543456 for detalls

SR ‘ __TimeOff 9

C—

FOR SALE

Robin Williamson The Penny Whistle Book
£4

ISB Rehearsal video £8

Mike Heron's Reputation LP £6

WANTED (or exchange for above)
COB Moyshe McStiff tape (copy)

ISB Rerving The Knor video copy
Robin Williamson Journey's Edge LP
Live tapes or anything of interest.
Jonathon Church, The Dower House,
The Old Rectory, Landbeach, Cambs
CB4 8ED

01223 864274

WANTED

New Morris Dancers!

Both Cardiff Morris Men and Cardiff
Ladies Morris are looking for new recruits.
If you live near Cardiff in South Wales and
would like to give morris

dancing a try, please contact us.

All enquiries please by email to

String Band fan and Morris person

Mark Knott

mark@knott32.fsnet.co.uk

WANTED

LP On Air

LP The Incredible String Band (1st album)
LP Mike Heron—Casablanca (Will pay 50)
CD Mike Heron Smiling Men With Bad
Repurations

CD Mike Heron’s Incredible Acoustic
Band

Tapes The Glen Row Tapes Vol 2 + 3

45s Any ISB and Mike Heron Singles
beGLAD issues | to 7 (Originals)

WILL PAY TOP PRICES

Kieron M Stanley

25 The Brackens, Clayton, Newcastle-
Under-Lyme, Staffordshire, STS 4JL.
kieron_stanley @hotmail.com
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say...

T‘w Vvi(b vf Itﬁwjfﬁvwhm!

Wise words, Bob
Bear leGl A

I found a book on Dylan (59p) last week in
my local charity shop (I have lots of Dylan
stuff) and was speed-reading it when, lo and
behold, I was looking at page 119 and read a
Mike Heron line: the chorus of Puppies, and
the last line of an interview with Dylan dated
1969, Wee Tam is 68, so it could be that it is
a quote. | am aware of Dylan’s approval of
the String Band but have not come across this
mention before. Have you? Perhaps there is a
story here.

I enclose the details for reference,

Kind regards,
Paul Cassedy
West Bridgford,
Nottingham

The book is Bob Dylan: A Retrospective,
and is edited by Craig McGregor for
Angus And Robertson (1972). The inter-
view in questi was conducted by
Michael March, and concludes with
March bearding His Bobness for the lack
of political commitment in his later '60s
work, arguing that his fans have certain
expectations that, as an artist, Dylan is
obliged to acknowledge.
What's political, man? Sorry, I can’t do that
William Zan Zinger [sic] stuff anymore.
Besides, none of them know along the line
what any of it is worth. Everybody wants to
be inside my shoes and I'm married with
three kids. Where the fuck is Nashville in
space?
Q. But as a poet you must realise that people
associate your musical thoughts with their
existence. They want...
A. Did 1 hear product or me? They've
pirated the basement tape, xeroxed Taran-
tula, and make me cut my hair off... Right
now I'm into my existence and it feels good.
Q. Has your voice changed? On Nashville
Skylime it'’s higher and smoother...
A That's because I'm higher and smoother.
Q. I megn_
4. “Masic is so muck less than what you
are.” OK”

Not caly is The Zimm plainly quoting Mr
H. he evidently expects his interlocutor to
recognise the quote.

Wise words, Bob (2)
berr e AP

I wonder if anyone else has noticed the
remarkable resemblance between William
(“Smokey™) Robinson, author of My Girl,
My Guy, Going To A Go-Go, Shop Around,
Tears Of A Clown, Since I Left My Baby,
Get Ready, You've Really Got A Hold On
Me, I Second That Emotion etc and “Amer-
ica's greatest living poet” (R. Zimmerman)
[It's that man again..—Ed], and Robin
Williamson, author of October Song, Eyes
Of Fate, First Girl I Loved, Koeeoaaddi
There, Three Is A Green Crown, Darling
Belle, Job's Tears. Maya, Island Of The
Strong Door, Love Letter To My Wife Bina
elc and indeed “quite good” (R. Zimmer-
man).

Is it mere coincidence that they are not
merely anagrams of each other but spooner-
isms too?

Has anybody ever seen the two of them in
the same place at the same time, or are they
like Clark Kent and Superman, always just
missing each other and yet there is always a
conveniently placed phone booth.

Could they, in fact, be one and the same
person?

I think we should be told.

Jon Collie
London

010 friends’ reunion
bear Gt AD

A friend of mine, Nicholas Downey, now
based in New York, is an old friend of
Lawson’s and came over for the Bloomsbury
g1z, Nicholas got 1o meet up with Lawson on
the Tuesday before the concert. He is now
back in NY and has sent me the attached
letier, which gives a nice insight into the
band’s preparations.

Hi Stuan,

It’s almost superfluous to say | had a great
tme & the concert. What a pleasure just to
see the guys on a stage again. a shining occa-
swon' | could have watched them for hours
and hoars. The whole thing was doubly spe-
cial for me 100, secing my friend Lawson up
there with them. I had a great time with
Laws when 1 was over there, and spent an

afternoon with him in his studio on the Tues-
day before the concert. He's such a fun guy
to be with, a terrific talker, you never need to
ask him questions—he just runs on a mile a
minute. My one regret is that, the day before.
Robin, Bina and Clive were there doing some
last minute things. Robin, it seems, lives
literally just around the comer from the stu-
dio and Laws says he usually loves company.
but felt it was an imposition to just wander
around that day, as he was leaving later that
day. Pity. Laws says that when we come back
next time we can drop in and see him. What
a thought. Laws was very funny. in particular
talking about Clive—seems he was always
getting confused about what song was com-
ing up next, so Laws developed a number of
vaguely hidden signs to clue him up. Appar-
ently, also. he was always eager to get to the
end of their rehearsals so he could “go get a
pint.” There was an almost holy feeling in the
place—Lawson pointing out where Robin
would sit to play his harp, Mike liked to
place his piano here to see the monitors etc.
Lawson also treated us to a run-through of
the programme. God, does he play well! He
also happens to be a great guitarist as well,
as if the one instrument was not enough. So 1
spent an hour or so singing along, as best as
Lam able, to ISB songs with him. Only got
a bit confused on Ducks On A Pond, which
seemed a lot slower to me, with Laws all the
time telling me where the other members
came in with harmony, guitar, banjo etc. Tt
was all quite a thrill, T can tell you. Then to
see the whole thing put together at Blooms-
bury was just extraordinary, You seem to
have somehow read my mind regarding what
were the high points of the gig—to me This
Moment was very special, Mike did a great
job on that one. Also Air was very satisfying.
But the whole thing just flew by so fast it's
almost impossible to focus on high points. It
was all a high point to me, I liked Clive's
little solo piece dedicated to his late father,
simple but effective, I thought.

Clive was the first person I saw when I got
to Bloomsbury, he was standing outside
smoking a cigarette and talking 10 Bina. So |
talked to him for a little while (1o tell you the
truth I didn’t know at the time who Bina was)
particularly praising him for his amazing
banjo playing on Just Like The Ivy on the CD
of the same name, certainly the best I've ever
heard from him. Have you heard that album
yet? Laws gave me a copy of it when I
visited him, and it being the only CD [ had in
the country, I played it over and over again as
we travelled down o Devon and Comwall




Fits perfectly! Also, afterwards did get to
speak (briefly) with Robin, at length with
Mike, mainly about what he’d been up to,
why he didn’t play guitar at all on the Thurs-
day (did he on the Friday?)—he said he’d all
but abandoned it for years, sad. And, of
course, talked to Lawson. Took everybody's
photo, which I've shamefully not had devel-
oped yet, and got to meet Lawson’s wife and
two adopted girls. (You might have met them
too, without knowing it, they were the ones
selling CDs and posters.)

Allin all, I'm still Kinda breathless about
the whole thing. Did get my poster signed by
everybody, by the way, which will get framed
one of these days. Procrastination runs riot
around here. Haven't heard from Lawson
since I got back, which is hardly surprising,
since he's on holiday in the wilds of Scotland
until Saturday, but I'll inundate him with
questions then. I'm glad you got to introduce
yourself to him. It’s thanks to you that much
of the foregoing got to happen. Bless you

Best wishes and fondest regards,
Nicholas

Stuart Godfrey
Risca
Gwent

photo by Jean B

Sufi sunshine

Bear oGt AD>

When | worked at the Bodhi Tree Bookstore
in LA they had (and still have) a plaque by
the front door with “May the long time sun
shine...” etc. written upon it. Whenever
Jimmy Page and Robert Plant would come to
the store (which never coincided with my
being there) they would ask if anyone knew
where those words came from and if anyone
had heard of the ISB. Of course, none of the
staff would know. Later, as | would come in
1o work. “Hey David, have you heard of a
band called the Incredible...?” It was, how-
ever, a Sufi or a Hindu chant first.

All for now

and now for all

David Nigel Lloyd
California Hot Spring CA
USA




— -
The Wt
ued to

GLAD has been through a few cha
not check our past gl i
ards are permanently av: -

4 for issues 13-16), which of

pnce is £4.50 for Europe, £5
(Winter 1992 to Winter 1995) re:
at £3 per issue, worldwide. All from Hl
friends by acquiring the FULL SET!

For newer readers, we ve supplied a roug
issue, below. se are merely selected h
‘than we can tell you about here. Twmeay
beGLAD brings you forty-eight pages pac
analysis, opinion, anecdote and whimsy,
photos and illustrations. Everydnng

1 bout the ISB as well as a
¢y and Clive individually, is y

retrospective. . the life of Clive...
1._ISB and Pentangle. Big Ted"
0 No Ruinois

e e
Y

‘vc. v



