LEVEN pm., the
Roundhouse,
Chalk Farm. You can
always tell the best
gigs by the expres-
sions on the faces of
the crowd. Filing past
me here, most every-
body is w earing an ex-
hilarated  prin, eves
sparkling.  Lots of
arms are intertwined.

Backstage it’s the same
scene.  Artists  shaking
hands with artists, with
promoters, journalists and
anyone else within grasp-
ing distance.

theres no phoniness or
posing golng on back or
front, nobody has anything
\l’ldl(l:;;“ or malicious 1o
say t  anybody, no-
body’s  depressed  or  dis-
appointed

_In short, it's been a good
raordinarily good
v one of the best
concerts I've ever attended

Right here and now, |
can’t  remember any prr-
formance by any other
singer songwriter that’s
moved me as much as John
Stewart has tonight.

And \le\uns perform.
ance  was  but  one of
innumerable highlights in an
Incredible six hours-plus of
sustained rapport between
musiclany and audience.

Special

Take a bow, John Tobler
and Pete Frame, the organ:
ising enthusiasts dehind this
special  event, put
o celebrate live
years of continved growth
1or Z2ig Zag magazine.

Billed as “The 2ig-Zag
Fifth Birthday Party,” that's
just what this has been —
a great party.

But mostly these party.
goers  haven't been the
typkal Roundhouse people
= that dedicated pocket of
hippy resistance that
generally throngy this one-
time engine sbhed, all clad
in djelledbas and cloaks.

This delightful crowd has
been composed of a wide
cross-section of people from
far flung places, all bouad
in a common love of
something other than the
superficial in reck music.

This triumphant day
began arocnd four, with an
ovation for the bill opencrs,
the very greovy Starry-bEyed
And Laughing, dancing and
bouncing around the stage.

omy of youthful energy,
and fise harmonies Their
delight In singing out thelr
name, loud and proud, as
they jingle-jangled through
Dylan’s “Chimes Of Free-
dom,” was plain for all te
see. Theyll go far, as has
beea writ

Helpless

I'm mach less sure about
A] Webber, a lady with a
guitar and an umexceptional
voice, who capitalises on
belng coy and belpless. The
extremely  [air-minded an-
dience Ilteaed politely, but
this writer breathed a sigh
of reliel wben she made
way for the inimitable
Crilll Willi snd the Red
Hot Peppers In uscal bare-
storming form.

Wi tranmsit.ons
from bluegrass (o Robert
Johnson’s “Walkia® Blues™
and on 0 Garcia-type
improvisation (via Jesse
Winchester songs  and
thirties swing) makes far
more sense in reality than
on paper. Unashamed eclec-
tics, they ©@o everything
with o pgood natured [i-
pese

Al members of the band
played well, with geltarist
Martin  Sione, front  man
and  multi  instrumentalist
Phil Lithman, and drommer
Peter Thomas standmg out

Thomas reiurned 1o the
stage for (he aext set,
moving to the kit (o form
the third part of an under-
rehearsed  tric  with John
Stewart and his bass
player harmony socalist
Arnie Moore

The drummer looked
uneasy  Initiafly. An  bour
later be strode off, haviog
proved himsell to be op
there with the best

What happened in  the
sisty minates in between
way one of those rare, rare
occasions In  rock music,
when an  artist just tran-
scends mere  entertainment
and achieves a degree of
communication that goes
deeper  than  words can
passibly record

Nesmith
shakes

off a
ghost

...but it was John
Stewart who stole the
show at London’s
Roundhouse on Sunday.
Steve Lake was there.

MIKE NESMITH: intimacy

minimum of theatrics. Alter-
nating between an amplified

jumbo and a solid electric out dirty, funky gultar licks

was simply mastertul. \elin
such sparse, stripped-down
accompaniment, the truth
inherent In every line he
sang  just could not be
denled or ignored

No embellishments 1o dis
tract, all attention focusin,
on Stewart’s vividly visual
word - wielding

“Never goin' bu(kL uh, to
Nashville,  anymore, sung
Stewart  and  Moore, over
and over until everything
dissolved In warm, tumbling
chaos.

I felt so  guod, so
ridiculously good. and as
demands  for  an  encore
accelerated  into o cre-
scendo, there was scarcely
a dry eye in the house.

Stewart  bounced b
his fine dark blond h
flopping across  his  cyes,
delivered another brief
rocker  and  was  away,
almost  before  we  coul
catch our breath

Roots

Wow.  What could pos-
sibly follow lhul’ C"lllnI)
not  Help  Yoursell, ble
their  working  cla 100/
Reformed just for this one
low, the original  In.
carnation of the band,
featuring Messrs Ken
Whaley, Dave Charles, Rich-
ar 'I}lmc. and  Malcolm
Morley, opened their seg-

“This Is our favourite
this,” quoth they.
ood 1o see yer.”
, having sald, they
began to play, rather rag.
gedly It has to be noted, as
though the passing of time
had taken the edge off
their compatibility, Whaley,
usually excellent, gave up
totally In  one jamming
wce. Just stopped playing
s8, and the number slid to
a rrlndll\x halt

nter Deke Leonard who
patched up the holes with
commendable imagination,
and from here on
I.b?' were fine.

hythm  section  nlcely

id, nlce  solos, nice
vocals;,  basically  superfor
boogie, resulting in another
ovation. But there's no time
for encores now, much to
the disgust of a small
minority a handfal of un-
fortunates  not  Into  the
spirit of the da

Mich Nesmith
stands  motionless,  stage
centre, hands  around the
machine heads of his acous-
tic, the buft end of which
rests squarely on the floor.
Next to him Red Rhodes,
pedal steel guru. Nesmith
delicately  thin  and  tall,
Rhodes mn;tulnlr solid.

Once again this -mnlnx

audience  roars s en-
thusiasm, Nesmith doesn't
move, his  blinking  face
behind a trim full beard (s
a study of bemused bewil-
derment. All this furore s
for him? Sure is.
. Times are clearly chang-
ing, the ghost of the
Monkees now long shaken
off, a Nesmith renaissance
would seem to be upon us.
Michael almost seems to
object to the reality, quietly
taken aback by the con-
tinued cheers.

He urges that we be civil,
and then cuts off the
monitors  to eliminate a
malcvolent  buzzing  nolse
and in the process renders
his  between song  raps
insudible to those of us at
the back of the stage.

“Never mind,” whispers
Tobler, *you'll hear all the
chat on the record.”

Mobile

Yes indeed, a day cap-
tured for posterity K)' the
Pye moblle,

Nesmith fumbles a couple
of times, has to start a
couple of numbers twice,
but  somehow  that  just
seems (0 add to the intimacy
that he's created, \lmpl) by
being Michael Nesmith

And  Red Rhodes s
being  Red  Rhodes, too,
casually throwing away
Killer pedal steel solos.

Rhodes  dominates much
of the time, due of course,
to the absence of sound on
the stage with the monitors
off. But it's ahsorbed and
cherished out front,

Old  songs, new. songs,
sclections from *“And The
Mits,” and the rest of
Nesmith's rapidly rising re-
pertoire

Two  standing  ovatlons
later, #% all over. Nesmith
was in fine form, certalnly,
I be good to hear the
album, and hopefully a tour
by the whole hﬂmllh band.

But  that John Stewart




