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      This book is dedicated to my generation,


      To my fellow travelers from the tour,


      And with love to my family,


      Shannon, Gabriel, and Lucas.


   

   	TOUR DATES
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      November 7, 1969


      Colorado State University, Fort Collins, CO

      


      November 8, 1969


      Inglewood Forum, Los Angeles, CA

      


      November 9, 1969


      Alameda County Coliseum, Oakland, CA

      


      November 10, 1969


      Sports Arena, San Diego, CA

      


      November 11, 1969


      Coliseum, Phoenix, AZ

      


      November 13, 1969


      Moody Coliseum, Dallas, TX

      


      November 14, 1969


      University of Alabama Coliseum, Auburn, AL

      


      November 15, 1969


      Assembly Hall, University of Illinois, Champaign, IL

      


      November 16, 1969


      International Amphitheatre, Chicago, IL

      


      November 24, 1969


      Olympia Stadium, Detroit, MI

      


      November 25, 1969


      Spectrum Sports Arena, Philadelphia, PA

      


      November 26, 1969


      Baltimore Civic Center, Baltimore, MD

      


      November 27, 1969


      Madison Square Garden, New York, NY

      


      November 28, 1969


      Madison Square Garden, New York, NY

      


      November 29, 1969


      Boston Garden, Boston, MA

      


      November 30, 1969


      International Raceway, West Palm Beach, FL

      


      December 6, 1969


      Altamont Speedway, Livermore, CA

      


   

      Cast of Characters
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      Mick Jagger Singer/Performer (English)


      

      The son of a physical education instructor, Mick Jagger was born on July 26, 1943, in Dartford, Kent, England. The 1969 US

         tour was his—and the Stones’—first in three years. A Rolling Stone since 1962, Jagger and the Stones played Rio de Janeiro

         in 2006 before a million and a half people.
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      Keith Richards Guitarist (English)


      

      Keith Richards, an only child, was born in Dartford, Kent, December 18, 1943. Keith—with Mick Jagger—joined Ian Stewart and

         Brian Jones to form the Rolling Stones. Ronnie Schneider: “I could give you a million stories about Keith being a man’s man.

         I remember a guy comes up and bothers Charlie’s wife and Keith smashes him over the head with a beer bottle, while holding

         a baby, as he pushes the guy down the stairs.”
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      Bill Wyman Bass Guitarist (English)




      

      Born in 1936, Bill Wyman joined the original Rolling Stones in 1962. He played with them until 1993. He is famous for his

         expressionless immobility onstage. (“I’ve never met anyone who moved less than Bill, but he added to the act tremendously,”

         says Chip Monck. Bill demurs, “I used to sweat a little bit under me arms.”) Since his departure in 1993, Bill has published

         several books and still performs and records. He has three young daughters and a fully grown son, Stephen.
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      Charlie Watts Drummer (English)




      

      The thing about Charlie Watts, a remarkable legacy, is how everyone feels motivated to offer such kind observations about

         him: “The only one, a staunch friend over the years.” “There’s such a serene, calm goodness about Charlie.” “Charlie was very

         down-to-earth.” He was not playing “I am a great Rolling Stone, rock star.” I once heard somebody say, “You’re on the road

         the whole time. God, it must be hard.” Charlie replied, “Jesus, musicians have been doing this since the dawn of time. We’ve

         got it easy.” Charlie Watts was born in Islington on June 2, 1941.
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      Mick Taylor Guitarist (English)




      

      Born January 17, 1949, in Welwyn Garden City, Hertfordshire, England. In 1969 Mick Taylor was recruited to replace Brian Jones,

         and his addition allowed the Stones to tour again. Bill Wyman: “Mick Taylor became the most musical person in the band, more

         technically clever than all the rest of us. We were just musicians, basically, and he was way above us in his technique. But

         he fitted very well.” Mick Taylor left the Stones in 1974. He lives in England, still performs and records.
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      Ian Stewart Pianist (Scots)




      

      Brian Jones placed the ad, and Ian Stewart answered it. That was the beginning of the Rolling Stones. Born in Pittenweem in

         the East Neuk, Scotland, in 1938, Stu was asked to leave the band by their then manager, Andrew Loog Oldham. He did not look

         the part, though that was not the reason given. But Stu stayed with them for the rest of his life. He died in England in 1985.

         On the 1969 tour Stu did what he always did: helped get the band on the stage, performed with them, and was, as Stanley Booth

         puts it, “the only grown-up.” When I saw Stu on stage at Altamont, it was the first time I had ever seen him worried. I knew

         then we were in trouble.
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      Ronnie Schneider Tour Manager (American)




      

      Born in New Jersey in 1943, Ronnie Schneider grew up in Miami. (“With that ‘let’s party’ mentality. You have good weather.

         You go to the beach. You get a suntan. You pick up girls. I loved it.”) He was on the road with the Stones in 1966. In 1969

         Mick Jagger called and asked him to do the tour without involving Ronnie’s uncle, Allen Klein.
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      Sam Cutler Personal Tour Manager (English)




      

      Born in London’s East End, Sam lost his parents in the Second World War. He was placed in an orphanage but was later adopted.

         “At fifteen I left home, school, and England, having already suffered three mothers and four fathers.” As much as any individual,

         Sam took the fall for Altamont, about which he’s still angry. Ronnie Schneider: “Sam had to disappear—he went into hiding

         for quite a long time. He was the most hardworking guy that I’ve ever met. He was definitely driven—I think he was absolutely

         fantastic at what he did.” The interviews with Sam began in 2000 and were completed in 2006. He’s a central figure, with interesting

         facets to his story. Sam is married with two children and lives in Australia.
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      Georgia “Jo” Bergman Assistant/Office Manager (American)




      

      Born in Oakland in 1945, Jo Bergman ran the Rolling Stones office in London and went on the road with them on multiple tours

         from 1968 through 1972. During those years little that had anything to do with the Rolling Stones was outside her purview.

         She left to go to Warner Bros. Records, becoming its only female vice president by the time she retired. She lives in Altadena,

         California.
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      Astrid Lundstrom (Swedish)




      

      Born in a small village in northern Sweden in 1947, Astrid traveled by boat to England in 1966. Within her first month there

         she was to meet George Harrison, Paul McCartney, Jimi Hendrix, and Bill Wyman. She and Bill were together for seventeen years,

         and she accompanied him on every tour. “Other than them [the Rolling Stones] I was the only one who was there the whole time.”

         Today Astrid lives in Tucson, Arizona.
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      Stanley Booth Writer (American)




      

      In 1969 Stanley Booth received from the Rolling Stones “their exclusive cooperation in putting together a book about the Rolling

         Stones.” He devoted fifteen years of his life to writing it. The True Adventures of the Rolling Stones has been called by Peter Guralnick “the one authentic masterpiece of rock ’n’ roll writing.” About it Keith Richards says,

         “Stanley’s book is the only one I can read and say, yeah, that’s how it was.” Born in Georgia in 1942, Stanley first met the

         Rolling Stones in 1968. Still writing, Stanley lives in Brunswick, Georgia, with his wife, Diann.
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      Ethan Russell Photographer (American)




      

      Born in New York in 1945, Ethan grew up in San Francisco. He went to London in 1967 as part of a European summer vacation.

         He stayed, working initially as a volunteer with autistic children while trying to be a writer. He had taken a few photos

         in college. Seen by a young journalist writing for a new magazine called Rolling Stone, he was asked if he wanted to photograph Mick Jagger. He photographed the Rolling Stones during the years 1968–1972. He also

         photographed the Beatles, the Who, and many others. Today he lives in Marin County with his wife, stepson, and five-year-old

         son.
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      Michael Lydon Writer (American)




      

      Michael Lydon was the second writer on the tour. Michael’s physical appearance and lifestyle (over-the-shoulder hair, jeans,

         living in Mendocino) all said “hippie.” His demeanor was so unassuming that it totally obscured the fact, which I found out

         during our interview, that he was a reporter for the New York Times, for Newsweek, for Esquire—and was a graduate of Yale. Michael was delightful then and is now. He is a working musician and music teacher in New York

         City.
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      Chip Monck Stage and Lighting Designer (American)




      

      Chip Monck had a certain degree of personal notoriety before he joined the 1969 tour; among other things, he was the “voice

         of Woodstock” due to his multiple appearances in the movie Woodstock speaking to the crowd, warning them, among other things, of “bad acid.” His interview reveals that lighting and staging were,

         more or less, everything to him before and after the Stones 1969 Tour. He now lives in Australia.
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      Tony Funches “Security” (American)




      

      A Vietnam vet and the son of two religious parents, Tony was the president of the West Los Angeles College when someone asked

         him if he wanted to help look out for the Rolling Stones while they were in LA. “My job was to sit in my Volkswagen down by

         the gate.” It didn’t last. Once they got to know Tony, the Stones asked him to come on the tour. At Altamont he broke two

         bones in his hand knocking out Hells Angels. “That I lived is still a surprise to me.” I interviewed Tony in Hendersonville,

         Nevada, in 2006.
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      Jon Jaymes “Transportation” (American)




      

      Jon Jaymes, aka John Ellsworth, materialized at the beginning of the tour claiming to be from the Chrysler Corporation. To

         Chrysler he said he was working with the Stones. Newspaper accounts described him as a promoter of allegedly bogus businesses

         from eucalyptus plantations to European hamburger joints. His exploits were extraordinary, including appearing at the Carter

         White House as Santa Claus while attempting to defraud a children’s charity.
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      Introduction


      There were only sixteen of us, including the five Rolling Stones, and our average age was twenty-six. We were from Sweden,

            London’s East End, Boston, the Okefenokee Swamp, East LA, San Francisco, Miami. We were English, American, Scots, Swedish,

            and middle-class, privileged, poor, black, idealistic, and criminal. We flew—can you imagine today?—commercial airlines.


      The Rolling Stones 1969 US Tour was a remarkable tour at a remarkable time. (“The last music tour,” I call it.) The 1960s

         were a unique era, the likes of which we shall not see again. Some say Altamont—the free concert tacked on to the end of the

         tour—ended the sixties. Not everyone shares that perception nor has the same sense of how we did as a generation, but that

         story is still being lived.

      


      Since I was the photographer for the tour I had an inside view of the sometimes-almost-ecstatic experience of the sixteen

         scheduled shows and the nightmare that was Altamont. “It was the best of times. It was the worst of times” is a tempting quote.

      


      I am an American, a person who was swept up by the music and came to believe in what it meant to my generation. Altamont brought

         most of that crashing to the ground. Many Americans of that era express this sentiment, but most often the English do not.

         It is interesting, this divide along national lines (and predictable, if we knew then what we know now). To speak perhaps

         too broadly, the Americans were crushed and the English didn’t get it. The net result was we faded away.

      


      Like every generation, you move on. What are your choices? But I was never comfortable with this feeling of collapse. I was

         not alone. The Eagles, in the tradition of that era, would write, “You call someplace paradise / Kiss it good-bye.”

      


      Let It Bleed began as a fairly straightforward re-creation of a remarkable tour. As I assembled the book, it grew to be more. Reviewing

         the photographs, and reading and talking about it with my colleagues, I soon came to understand that the project couldn’t

         avoid the unanswered question: “What went wrong?” That question lingered because it was never examined but instead had been

         met with either minimization, denial, or blame.

      


      If you think you know the story, you don’t. Many of the people speaking here are talking for the first time, and they are

         speaking across a broad span of years with a perspective that would have never been possible immediately, or even a decade,

         after the fact.

      


      As I was conducting the interviews for this book I discovered how little I really knew about the people who shared this extraordinary

         experience with me, some of whom had been my friends for forty years. I also learned how that one fateful day, December 6,

         1969, affected us all. People had their memories from the tour, although they were diffuse, as seen through the fog of time.

         But when the conversation turned to Altamont, everyone remembered it as if it were yesterday.

      


      Bill Wyman was the oldest, born in London’s East End in 1936, and Mick Taylor the youngest, born just north of London in 1949.

         As a young boy, Stanley Booth (born in 1942 near the Okefenokee Swamp, in Georgia) lay in bed listening to the sound of the

         wind in the Turpentine Woods. And Astrid Lundstrom spent her summers on an idyllic family farm in the north of Sweden. You

         could easily imagine that lives as disparate as ours, as geographically separate, would never cross. What could bring us together,

         what could we possibly have in common? As was so often the case in the sixties, it was—at the beginning and in the end—the

         music.

      


      Bill Wyman was in the Royal Air Force, stationed in Germany, when he first heard rock ’n’ roll on American Armed Forces Radio,

         but it was seeing Chuck Berry in the movie Rock, Rock, Rock that sealed his fate. “The hair stood up on the back of my head, and I got shivers all over. I’d never been affected like

         that. I think Keith [Richards] saw that movie about sixteen times!” And Mick Jagger was carrying Rockin’ at the Hops, a Chuck Berry record, under his arm when he and Keith bumped into each other at the Dartford train station and decided to

         get together.

      


      Stanley Booth was driving with his parents across Georgia when he first heard Ella Mae Morse on the radio. “It was out of

         the night in South Georgia. It was just as black as the inside of your hat. And I thought, ‘Damn, I don’t know what this is.

         But this is what I want!’ ”

      


      In San Francisco I lay in bed listening to the foghorns out the window and to the soft country music on my brown plastic monaural

         radio—the orange glow of the tubes shining through the cracks in the back. Then Elvis appeared and swept me into rock ’n’

         roll, which introduced me to Little Richard, Chuck Berry, and the Everly Brothers.

      


      I sometimes think of the sixteen of us as passengers boarding separate trains at stations continents apart, but over time

         the train lines converged until we were deposited on top of a hill in Los Angeles in 1969. Then all of us, on the same train,

         embarked across America, until on December 6, 1969, we arrived, with 300,000 others, at a location no one had ever heard of,

         a series of brown hills forty miles east of San Francisco.

      


      As Michael Lydon, a writer from the tour, remembers, it was a time when “the number of ideas were moving around very rapidly,

         and very brilliantly. It was an emerging international conversation about life, and art, and music, and politics. It wasn’t

         directed, but inspired by brilliant statements of all kinds—trenchant, challenging observations. Jerry Garcia was as smart

         as one of your friends from Yale who was a clerk for some Supreme Court judge. No, even smarter. The more I listened to the

         music and the ideas they generated, and the more I got into it, I just felt a personal challenge from it. Bob Dylan sang:

         ‘He not busy being born is busy dying…’ I took that as a challenge. If you’re not really fighting to keep growing, you’re

         going to wither away. So if I don’t want to wither away, I’ve got to keep growing. I wanted to be part of the conversation.

         I wanted to write about it. I wanted to make my own contribution.”

      


      In the sweltering South, Stanley Booth spent an afternoon with the Beatles in the summer of 1966: “It was one thing to hear

         their records and enjoy that, but then you meet them, and they’re four different people—not just some pop phenomenon. Four

         guys who do what they do rather well, and they’re just like us. You realized that something was going on, an international

         phenomenon, and it was going someplace. It appeared that there was a very positive energy that people were participating in;

         that was passing between these characters, whether it was Antonioni or Truffaut, the Stones or Dylan, Joan Baez. There was

         this attitude, and it was a positive attitude; it was a prohuman attitude and an attitude of genuine values. I mean when John

         Lennon asked the mayor of Liverpool, ‘When are you going to get those people some teeth?’ That was just great. It was sensible

         and it gave one hope.”

      


      



      The Rolling Stones tour, about to begin, would be the biggest tour rock music had ever seen. We banded together in Los Angeles

         in September 1969 and started to prepare.

      


    




      IN LONDON, GEORGIA “JO” BERGMAN LENT PAUL MCCARTNEY her makeup and wondered why he needed it for a radio show. Before that she had worked in the theater and witnessed the explosion

         of fashion and ideas, and the emergence of Britain from the Second World War: “It was really exciting, just the best time.

         Nineteen sixty-two was the beginning. In ’63 it really started exploding. Not just the Beatles—that’s when the fashion started

         happening and the films and the art and everything else. In England what had happened in the sixties is an upending of some

         of the expectations of the class system. Talented people—from Liverpool, or the East End, or from anywhere that was working-class

         or lower-middle-class—became photographers, filmmakers, fashion designers, actors, or musicians. They came bursting through

         the door, just threw it open. Suddenly, popular culture, which had been ersatz American, was upended by all of these people

         saying ‘Wait a minute’ and doing it with humor and wit and style, and all of it came together, and that’s what was so exciting

         about being in England in the sixties: just this profusion of surprise in every creative media that you looked at—in every

         form that you looked at. It was just enormously exciting to be there. And we all knew it. It was the beginning of practically

         everything.”

      

OEBPS/images/Art_P0xh.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxii.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxie.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xc.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xb.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xg.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxih.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0ii.jpg
a9
) o /t\@r) L..,)////

|

——

= R P
'?‘“.A





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xf.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxid.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxib.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxig.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xa.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxia.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxic.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xe.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pviii.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780446558334.jpg
{ G MEs
The Rolling Swpes Hamont,and the End of the Sixties

[ | L 7L





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxif.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P0xd.jpg





