




















Praise for
S.T.P: A Journey Through America with the Rolling Stones



“The best book ever written about the Stones, if not music in general’—The Independent


“Unsparing in its picture of the calculation and lyrical decadence behind the tour.’—John Rockwell, New York Times


“Their famously excessive 1972 tour: Greenfield had complete access and doesn’t hesitate to reveal Jagger and Co in all their whingeing glory!’—The Guardian


“Exceptionally well written and highly readable.’—LA. Times


“Skip this review and rush right down to your local bookstore and get a copy.... Reads like the best fiction.’—Creem


“A compelling account of the Stones trashing America during 1972.... Greenfield was allowed the kind of access journalists can only dream of today.’—The Times of London


“Greenfield excels in describing the cocoon in which the band existed— whisked from plane to hotel to stage to party.’—Q (four stars)


“Panoramic and rich with impressions.’—Time Out / London


“Filled with finely-rendered detail... Captures the moment when rock debauchery went mainstream.’—Mojo


“One of the greatest rock books ever written.’—Ian Rankin
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For Michael H., who was the child of us all.







This is to thank Jerry in San Francisco, Joel in the Canyon, Mol-lie and Manny in Brooklyn, and Jeff and Sammy in London for letting me live in their homes when I didn’t have one of my own. This is to acknowledge the folks who told the truth when you asked them a question.


Closer to home, I’d like to congratulate the Pacific Grove All-Stars and all their ladies for their on-the-court attitude and Don and Margo in particular, for theirs off. Finally, I’d like to thank Janice for keeping me dry through the wettest winter in eighty-three years.








“Music does not depend on being right, on having good taste and education and all that.”
“Indeed, then what does it depend on?”
“On making music, Herr Haller, on making music as well and as much as possible and with all the intensity of which one is capable. That is the point, Monsieur.”


 




HERMANN HESSE, STEPPENWOLF


















Preface to the 2002 Edition


Having labored for lo these thirty years to see this book in print once more in the U.S. of A., it is with great pride and immense personal pleasure that I hereby introduce the gala 2002 edition of S.T.P: A Journey Through America with the Rolling Stones. Not that they have ever needed my help to sell a ticket, but even as I write, the Stones themselves are about to tour our fair nation yet again in the name of sex and drugs and rock ‘n’ roll, not to mention also the occasional cheeseburger with fries to go. Despite all that has changed in America and the world since this volume first saw the light of day, it would seem that some things in fact never do change. At least not all that much.


As fossilized as the Stones themselves may have now become (and let me say right here and now that as a concept, Sir Mick makes no sense at all), in the year of our Lord nineteen hundred and seventy-two, rock itself was only just becoming a business. On their previous tour of the United States in 1969, the Stones had careened from one gig to another like a band of gypsies in the night, never starting any show on time. Accurately, they reflected the utter chaos then rampant throughout the nation.


It was no accident that the 1969 tour culminated in the disastrous free concert at Altamont. As a rule of thumb, when you hire the Hell’s Angels for security and then pay them with cases of beer, you will almost always get what Bill Graham, rock’s greatest promoter, called the “Pearl Harbor of rock.” Although the Stones left America after that tour with more money than they had ever made before, they spent the next three years explaining just how it was that a young black man named Meredith Hunter was stabbed to death directly in front of the stage, an event recorded in chilling fashion in the documentary Gimme Shelter.


By 1972, the counterculture itself, if not yet conclusively dead, was definitely ailing. While most of those who came to see the Stones were still under the age of twenty-five, the not-so-hidden agenda behind this particular tour was to mend fences everywhere while proving that the boys themselves were not so much despicable outlaws as moneyed exiles on Main Street who could in fact still rock with the best of them. That they did this in superior fashion while also introducing Stevie Wonder to predominantly white audiences throughout the South is, I believe, well documented in what you are about to read.


Strange as it may now seem, S.T.P: A Journey Through America with the Rolling Stones was in fact the very first full-length book ever published about a rock ‘n’ roll tour. Those times being what they were, no one expected those who loved the Stones to rush out to buy this volume. They were too busy getting high and listening to Exile On Main Street. Which is why only fifteen hundred hardback copies and thirty-five hundred trade paperback copies were ever printed.


As the years went by, the book acquired an odd kind of cult status of its own. Hard to find, it became a collector’s item on both sides of the Atlantic. It was not until I went out to publicize Bill Graham Presents: My Life Inside Rock and Out some twenty years later (I’d had my first real conversation with Bill while interviewing him for this book) that I began meeting people who told me how much S.T.P. had meant to them during their teenage years. From what I could gather, no volume without explicit sex scenes on every other page had ever been stolen from more public libraries. For a more sincere tribute, I could not possibly ask. I only wish that some of the friends to whom I gave signed first editions hadn’t lost them in the divorce, when the earthquake struck, or when the commune split up, man.


But then thirty years cannot pass without some significant changes along the way. In terras of the Stones themselves, Mick Taylor and Bill Wyman are no longer in the band. Having left of their own accord, both are still around. Had anyone told me thirty years ago that Ian Stewart, the Stones’ original piano player, whose drugs of choice (in order of preference) were red meat, single malt whiskey, and golf would be long dead while Keith Richard, he of the lifestyle that chal-lengeth human endurance, would not only be alive and well but living much like Uncle Wiggily in Connecticut, I would have laughed myself sick and then gone out looking for yet another party after the show.


I may have just come to my first substantive point.


Since whenever the Rolling Stones’ names come up in conversation these days, it’s only the fact of their surviving that seems to count, perhaps what’s most remarkable is that so few of those portrayed in this book have actually met their maker in the ensuing years. “Live fast, die young, and leave a beautiful shadow” was everyone’s watchword back then. How so many of the actors in this particular melodrama actually made it to what may be loosely referred to as “late middle age” escapes me. If only they’d known they were going to live this long, perhaps they’d have taken better care of themselves. Or maybe not.


Among those who were close to the Stones back then, only Ian Stewart and Nicky Hopkins, a gentle soul who was never all that healthy but whom the Stones regularly brought in to replace Stew on piano in the studio and on tour, are dead. Truman Capote, who came on the tour to write an account of his experiences, has also shuffled off this mortal coil. After partying heartily with the Stones, Capote decided to forsake writing about them. Instead, he discussed his adventures at length with Johnny Carson on The Tonight Show.


Even now, it’s hard to find a more fitting metaphor for what this tour was really all about. Not sex and drugs and rock ‘n’ roll but the initial acceptance of this music by mainstream America, not to mention a large segment of the jet set as well. In terms of celebrities using one another amidst a feeding frenzy of massed media, the 1972 tour marks the beginning of the modern era in rock.


My fondest memories of it remain entirely personal and so did not make their way into this book. Rocking and rolling in the back of the bus and in various hotels until all hours of the night with Gary Stromberg, Chip Monck, and the Pisces Apple Lady herself, Chris O’Dell. The never ending kindness extended to me by Georgia Bergman, Alan Dunn, Peter Rudge, and the late Ian Stewart. Clearly, I remember drinking dark beer with Charlie Watts and photographer Annie Leibovitz in some very collegiate pizza parlor in Dallas where all anyone on the tour really wanted to see was Dealey Plaza and the grassy knoll from which the shots were supposedly fired that really killed JFK .


Just as clearly, I also remember sitting before a show in Houston in the boxy little house trailer used to whisk the Stones out of arenas after every gig. At a fold-up dining table, I was wailing away like Art Tatum on an acoustic typewriter (a writing device not attached to any serial port) to make my deadline. I looked up to see a bemused Charlie Watts peering at me through one of the trailer’s open windows. “Doin’ yer homework then, are ya?” he asked, drumsticks spinning like helicopter rotors in his hands as he went on to play.


Once the final show of the tour was over, I embarked on a personal odyssey, going from L.A. to San Francisco to New York to London and then Kingston, Jamaica, where the Stones were recording Goat’s Head Soup, in order to interview all the principals before returning to California to write this book. Taking up residence in a two-room cabin with a cellar full of water and a front window that overlooked the sea, I wrote S.T.P. in about three months. A chapter a week was my usual routine, which meant that on Friday night, I always had a reason to celebrate.


In terms of my relationship with the Stones themselves, it is to their great credit that I never heard a single discouraging word from them about the book. Not that I spent much time hanging out with them once the tour was over. After the book was done, I had no more business with them, nor they with me. Quite possibly, this is one of the reasons I am still around to write this introduction.


In any event, thirty years after it first saw the light of day, S.T.P: A Journey Through America with the Rolling Stones is coming at you once again much like the Stones themselves. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did putting it together. For as Sir Mick himself once wrote, “It’s only rock ‘n’ roll/But I like it.” And I do. Still. For that more than anything else, with the exception of my family, I truly am grateful.


Enjoy.




Robert Greenfield   




Carmel, California  




June 2002                


















Tales from Rock and Roll Heaven



MY MAN ERNIE





Maybe my man Ernie has nothing to do with any of this. But I can still see that bus pulling out from the corner in Brooklyn with the bank and the clock on it on a murky November day in 1963, with Ernie sitting where he always sits, last seat on the right, all the way in the back, high up over the engine so he can lean out and spit at passersby when the bus gets slowed in traffic and there’s not much flowing by on the streets.


As the bus pulls out, green and whalelike from the corner, spouting white fumes from the exhaust, Ernie has his head stuck out the window, and he’s hunched up and squinting forward. With the palm of one hand he is pounding out this rhythm against the side of the bus . . . “Hey . . . you . . . getawf ... a ... my cloud” and again, “Hey . . . you . . . getawf ... a ... my cloud” and kicking it out in time with his black, high-top Converse sneakers on the green, poured-plastic seat in front of him. Slap, bang, pam, wow . . . “Getawf ... a ... my-cloud. . . .” so that the whole bus is vibrating slightly from side to side and the old ladies are beginning to peer from around their brown-paper shopping bags at this newest outrage on a system of public transport regularly ridden by madmen.


For some reason Ernie suddenly looks back, toward the corner with the bank and the clock on it, and sees me coming to the stop. I’m loaded with books and late for classes, a miserable freshman at a municipal college, and Ernie is the first dropout, from everything, but he digs me and wants to explain so out the bus window he sticks his right hand in which a tiny Japanese transistor blares. I catch one faint “getawf” and know it is the Stones and then Ernie laughs his deep crazy belly laugh and points to the radio as if to say . . . you don’t need to know more . . . here! this is it!


And as the bus picks up speed and disappears into traffic, Ernie sits with his hand out the window, holding an imitation Sony aloft to a gray and threatening November sky, as some kind of final offering, as if to say, “Don’t rain on it Lord, it’s only rock and roll.”


It is possible that Ernie might even have gone to see the Rolling Stones on one of their early tours across America, but I doubt it. The Apollo Theater on Wednesday nights was where he saw his music—James Brown, Wilson Pickett and Otis, B. B., Spoon, and T-Bone, the Temptations, the Orlons, and Major Lance —with a bottle of Thunderbird in his coat pocket, if he could afford it.


I am sure he did not see them in 1969 because he spent that year and a good part of the next in a federal prison for draft evasion, a crime which fit those times, and that tour, far better than the one in 1972.


It is now five or six years since I have seen Ernie but I can say with a fair degree of accuracy that he was not among the 500 thousand people who sent postcards to Madison Square Garden asking to attend one of the four Rolling Stones’ concerts there in July 1972. Postcards were never part of his style.


So maybe all of this is irrelevant. Ernie is married now, someone tells me, and he paints houses for a living. He still lives in Brooklyn but rarely plays the mouth harp on basketball courts at three in the morning anymore. It seems he’s developed this whole new way of speaking, too, so that you can hardly tell that he came from the projects and the schoolyard and the night center.


And all this is completely understandable to me. In a few years Ernie will be thirty. We all will. And congratulations are not necessarily in order.


















Prologue
MAY


During the final week in May 1972 the weather in Los Angeles was unseasonably warm. In a place where there are no seasons and the days pass in neat succession, one late-night weather report being exactly like the six that preceded it, extremes in temperature are always welcome. The blazing desert heat of a selected week in July gives Angelenos a chance to complain about summer and run to the beach. The no-breathing-possible hours when the Santa Ana blows in late August and September are a prelude to autumn. The cloudy, temperate days that pass for the rainy season in January are an attempt to portray winter in a town where there is no winter. The fluctuations in the fever chart of L.A/s temperatures are like old friends, come round to remind you of the passing of time, of another piece of a year gone away somewhere, unnoticed.


So the week of ninety-five-degree days that ended May, days that piled the brown gray smog layer upon layer over Beverly Hills and Hollywood, and crowded the white sand at State Beach with browned bodies, that had the cars parked three deep and at angles on the coast at Sunset and Chatauqua boulevards, brought the message that it was about to be summer again.


America, a country that Los Angeles is sometimes said to be part of, was entering its one hundred and ninety-sixth year of Constitution. In Vietnam, there was a war going on, and we were losing. Four hundred miles up the California coast from L.A. a black woman named Angela Davis was on trial for her life. The charges were murder and conspiracy and we (the citizens of California, as represented by the state’s attorney) were losing. Ronald Reagan had been the governor of California for over six years. Richard Nixon had been president of America for nearly four years. No one knew if they were winning or losing. It took too much effort to find out.


Few, if any, of these things, however, concerned one entire segment of the L.A. catalogue of subcultures: genus, music business; species, rock and roll; hereinafter referred to as the rockbiz. That week, rockbiz people had more important things on their minds, hearts, and checking accounts.


In England, where some tradition still exists, a royal coronation is a signal event, a moment in time that people date their own lives around. They bundle up their children in scarves and woolies and take them out to see the parade so they may tell their children about it. They buy plates and cups and silver spoons with the date and portraits of the royal family on them to commemorate an event they know will not soon come again.


No one thought to merchandise china with the faces of the Rolling Stones on it as they toured America during the summer of 1972. It was one of the few business oversights made.


For, in the rockbiz, bands spring full blown from hypester’s heads, do one tour and an album and return to the obscurity from which they came. Unlike the Broadway stage, the rockbiz does not bestow commercial favor on revivals of great old bands. Comebacks are usually unsuccessful and no band that has ever been number one has slipped and then made it all the way back to the top. The rockbiz is perfectly L.A., totally American, transitory, hard, cruel, full of paranoia, with all of it going on in the monstrous present only, the great now, and with such extreme rewards for those willing to accept its challenge and go out on the edge to make it.


No, what the rockbiz cared about in May was not Angela Davis or the state of the nation or the blazing sunshine on the Strip, but a tour that was about to become the event of the season, and of the decade. And what the rockbiz buzzed about today, the youth of America would be listening to in four weeks, buying in five, and growing sick of in seven.


But the Rolling Stones' 1972 tour was bigger even than the youth of America, if such a market can be transcended in the space of a single sentence. After ten years of playing together, the Stones had somehow become the number one attraction in the world. Absolutely. The only great band of the sixties still around in original form playing original rock and roll. Finally at the top of the sickening heap of hype and promotion that makes the music industry rank right up there with politics and used cars as a future career for your child to avoid.


The Stones had been together for ten years. In the rockbiz, this is unheard of. Completely. They were royalty. No, even better, they were kings. Undeniably. By acclamation.


And it was to America they came to receive their crowns.


Each previous time the Rolling Stones had gone on the road in America for money, and to spread the gospel of good ole rock’n’roll, they had managed to crystallize whatever rampant energy was about in the country at the time. So it was that in 1969, their tour was a mad, chaotic adventure run by show-business hustlers and out-and-out grifters, with planes leaving empty in the middle of the night and landing at strange airports, and concerts getting underway five and six hours late. Still, throughout the chaos ran a motif of celebration, celebration for a counterculture that was finally getting to see a band they had long revered as heroes, fabulous cats who pissed where and when they wanted, who smoked dope and got busted but managed to always get their bail, who didn’t accept medals from the Queen of England like the Beatles but went to Morocco and hung out in the hills with tribesmen. Because of all their changes, the Stones had not worked regularly for more than two years, so in 1969 they came back to find a new America, where people didn’t scream or throw jelly babies at concerts, but smoked dope, listened, and got off on what they heard.


In the end, though, the chaos won out and what that tour is remembered for is Altamont, more by other people than by the Stones themselves, who were around for all the celebration too. But, with Altamont in mind, and with the knowledge that the 1972 tour would be twice as long as the previous one (two full months) in thirty major cities, with a tour party twice as large as that of 1969, the intent was to make this tour professional. A key word. And respectable. No more late concerts or multithousand-dollar unpaid tabs run up by the boys at the Plaza. This time everything, but everything, down to the smallest detail, would be done right.


Beginning with the sale of tickets. Tickets will cost six dollars and fifty cents each. A reasonable price. They will go on sale by mail in some cities and in California by Ticketron, an L.A.-based computer firm. There will be a limit of two per customer. In theory, therefore, anyone who wants to go will be able to both afford a ticket and obtain one. In theory. No theory yet evolved has ever managed to stand up to Rolling Stones’ Action Karma.


Jeffrey is from Encino. If you know Encino you already know a lot about Jeffrey. Encino is in the San Fernando Valley, on the other side of the Santa Monica Mountains from the sea.


There’s always lots of smog in the valley and kids grow up straight and tall from drinking all that vitamin C-enriched O.J. and high-in-calcium milk. A lot of times life here is like a TV series. The kids drive Porsches and Peugeots because their fathers hold down executive jobs or own stereo distributorships, and a lot of ‘em are Jewish and a lot of ‘em are not, and they hang out at the Copper Penny and walk out on the check and throw lettuce around. They drop reds now and then and smoke dope but essentially they are just L.A. kids, full of the naivete a New Yorker might call dumbness, but they are kind clear through, and sweet. Anyway, Encino is a better place to be from than a lot of places in the valley because the kids there are for sure a little sharper than the ones from Chatsworth or San Fernando, which are places no one ever goes to.


Jeffrey, then, is from Encino and he knows he is being ripped off. Has to be. He has spent the night sleeping out in the Topanga Plaza shopping center along with about two hundred other kids, bundled in sleeping bags and blankets, with an occasional wine bottle rolling away on the concrete toward one of the cement, potted-tree boxes. Now with the sun climbing to a point high above the Century-Broadway, a mammoth Southern California department store, and beating down on the white concrete, he has a half hour before the doors open. It is still so early that the day’s smog layer hasn’t begun to collect. Jeffrey changes into a white shirt he’s brought along for the purpose and smooths out the wrinkles in his pants and puts on a tie he hasn’t worn since he dropped out of junior college and went to work at the Ford place. He smooths back his hair on both sides, and marches through a door on the side of the building marked “Employees.” “I’m in personnel,” he airily informs the guard there and he’s actually three steps into the store before some pinched-face old biddy at a desk whimpers, “Young man, I am in personnel and I’ve never seen you before.” The guard puts the collar on Jeffrey and shows him the door. The crowd outside is rattling around in its sleeping bags and newspapers, wondering how long before the doors open and tickets go on sale, and they see a fellow Stones fan being pushed out a door by a guard. “Bitchin,” someone yells out. “Way to go, man.” A few girls cheer.


“Mao? Mao! You are yes . . . the Mao Tse-tung of rock and roll. Sure you are. The people’s promoter. Only now you’re a film star too . . . like Jackie Gleason or Bob Eubanks. Only you’re different, Bill . . . you made your million before you won your Oscar.”


Peter Rudge, manager of the Rolling Stones’ 1972 tour of America is on the phone to Bill Graham, the grand old man of rock promoters, who founded the Fillmores, East and West, and will be responsible for the concerts in San Francisco, Los Angeles, San Diego, and Tucson. Rudge is in a room in the Beverly Rodeo (pronounce it Ro-day-o) Hotel in Beverly Hills with a phone receiver tucked into the ridge of his shoulder and a cigarette burning down between the second and third fingers of his right hand.


Both fingers are stained yellow with nicotine. Hot sun outside the windows is ignored. Lamp by the bed switched on. Ashtrays full of butts. Cigarette to mouth, puff-puff. Snap-snap go the fingers, plumes of smoke Jetstream out of the nostrils, punctuating the sentences, “Just checkin is all, Bill,” Rudge says, in this way he has of saying completely offensive things to people that make them smile. “Just checking you remember the dates. The Rolling Stones? Yes ... I know you’re busy linin up your concessions for the night, but can I have a minute of your time?”


Rudge is a beefy, hawk-nosed, twenty-five-year-old Englishman with hair nearly down to his shoulders who spins off sentences like a rugby player breaking away from the field for the far touch line. Over the phone he has perfected this lethal, rapid-fire, David Frost-type delivery. Both he and Frost attended Fitzwilliam College at Cambridge. Rudge played rugby there, but an injury to his left leg ended his sports career and led him to find his true place, in the arts.


“The thing is, Bill, we’ve got to find out why they’re charging the kids seven dollars a ticket at Long Beach. Naughty that is, Naugh’y. Where’s that extra half-dollar going?”


Everything that concerns the Stones on this tour concerns Peter Rudge. It pains him that the demand for tickets is so great at Ticketron outlets that the computer overloads and it takes twenty minutes to punch in a request. People who have waited up all night for tickets are told to go home, because teletype operators, unused to this kind of pressure, are in a state of battle fatigue and shock.


Peter Rudge does not want any fuckups on this tour. He does not want anyone killed at any time. He does not want anyone to call the Stones capitalist rip-off pigs. Goddamnit, and right now, he wants to know why they’re daring to charge fifty cents extra at the arena in Long Beach.


“You’ve got it now, have you, Bill? The thing is, Bill, you’re like an old man . . . no, it’s nothing personal. It’s just that you’ll be booking Lawrence Welk soon.”


As luck would have it, Jeffrey sees Tod and Lee, two other guys from Encino in the crowd. He’s down but not out. Out but not through. The three of them go around the far side of the building and Tod and Lee pull up this heavy iron grating, heave and grunt until they get it far enough off the floor for Jeffrey to wiggle under. He gets inside and pushes it up and they both slip underneath it. They go down a back stairway and it looks like they’ve got it made this time, until the stairway brings them out right by the desk where the same old biddy from Personnel is sitting. She sees Jeffrey and whimpers for a guard who throws them all out the same door.


“Hey, it’s that dude again,” someone in the crowd shouts. “Far out, brother.” There are more cheers.


Jo Bergman, a lady with a small, white, fine-boned face that looks almost pinched beneath her great corona of frizzy black hair is afloat on a bed covered with crew manifests, flight plans, promoter’s schedules, and tour itineraries. She has the room a few doors down from Rudge in the Rodeo but all the doors on their floor have been thrown open and all the rooms have become one carpeted, air-conditioned asylum populated by wired, babbling Rolling Stones’ tour planners.


Miss Bergman is biting a pencil and looking desolate. She has misplaced something. For the past five years of her life she has been finding misplaced items for various Rolling Stones, Mick Jagger in particular, arranging for their cars, their weddings, their nannies, finding flights when there are no flights, doing things no civilized person should ever call upon another to do. Before that she worked for a firm called Nems, which handled the Beatles.


“SMERSH,” Jo says suddenly, giggling away like the wicked witch in the Wizard of Oz. “The SMERSH passes. That’s what I’m looking for.” She burrows through two mounds of paper and emerges with a handful of red laminated passes with black letters on them and room for a photo, beneath a printed version of Peter Rudge’s name and a line for his countersignature. “His countersignature,” Jo says. “Do you understand? No one goes anywhere without these.”


“What’s the S. T. P. stand for?” she is asked.


“Well, Chip Monck says it’s ‘Stop Teasing Polacks.’ Somebody else says ‘Start Tripping Please’ or an advertisement for the drug of the same name. Or that stuff you put in your engine to go faster? Vroom-vrooom? It started out as ‘Stones Touring Party.’ “


“What did?” Alan Dunn asks, coming through a side door to the room no one has noticed as yet. Dunn is an island of calm in a sea of crazies. Born almost within the sound of Bow Bells in Streatham, London, and therefore an official Cockney, he began with the Stones as a driver. He holds a pilot’s license, was a road-cycling champion, rode horses as an extra in Ned Kelly, has permits to drive London Transport tube trains and double-decker buses, and earth-moving vehicles. Logically enough, he is in charge of transportation.


“I’ve just remembered I haven’t had my breakfast today yet, Jo,” he says quietly. “What is it, four o’clock? I called down to room service hours ago for some Eggs Benedict.”


Peter Rudge sticks his head in the room. A room service waiter bustles in past him and begins setting up a table. “Hello Alan,” Rudge grins. “What’s this? Champagne dinners in the middle of the afternoon? Burning up the per diem, boy? Throwing caution to the winds, eh?”


Dunn laughs and says, “How we doing?”


“Pre’ey bad,” Rudge says. “Right now we’re walkin to Vancouver. After workin on it since January, it’s a bit worryin not havin a plane to the first gig.”


Rudge exits and Chris O’Dell sweeps in. She is a straw-thin lady with wide surprised eyes and blond, stuck-out Orphan Annie hair who is secretary to Marshall Chess, president of Rolling Stones Records. In actual practice she does all the things Jo Bergman used to do for the Stones in London while they are in L.A. “Oh,” she says to Alan, who is smiling the contented smile of a man about to finally dig into a long overdue meal. “What are all those black things on your eggs?”


“Benedicts,” he says, calmly slopping brown sauce over a good-sized portion of his plate.





Jeffrey knows that somebody is in there already, cutting a corner, and waiting on line for tickets ahead of him. Even as he stands outside the store, he is being ripped off. Hot already and it’s only nine-thirty. The un-smogged sunshine makes everything look dead and worn, glints off the great fountain-type things that pass for sculpture on the second-floor mall that is replete with overhanging lights for night strolling and shopping. The plaza is truly one of the valley’s architectural wonders. Jeffrey, Lee, and Tod leave the crowd and keep walking, casually, up the mall steps, around to the building’s other side where they locate another entrance with a moveable grating. Up it goes and Jeffrey’s in and under and down a back stairway that opens out into the Boy’s Department.


The Boy’s Department. Jeffrey ducks into a dressing room to think this one out for a second. No telling what that heat-crazed biddy downstairs will do if she gets him this time. But they aren’t selling tickets in the dressing room. He walks on to the floor, and over to a pile of Levis where he straightens his tie and makes like one of those floorwalkers you see in Macy’s or Burdine’s, who are all the time straightening up piles of things to make themselves look official. Farther down the counter is a cash register next to which lays —and right here it is bonus time, without a doubt —the nameplate of some poor salesman or clerk who left it there at closing time, figuring to pick it up in the morning. Jeffrey clips the nameplate onto his pocket and takes the escalator down to the Ticketron booth. For the first time all day, he is legal.


And already eight people are in line there. Bitchin. All suspicions confirmed. The company’s got the fix in for its own employees. All these poor kids who have been outside for anywhere from ten to sixteen hours, on the pavement, with nothing but a bottle of Boone’s Farm apple wine and an unlimited supply of grass to keep them going are being . . . ripped off. Precisely. It’s got to where you have to be a criminal in America these days just to stay even.


“Who is that?” the lady in front of Jeffrey says suddenly to the lady in front of her, pointing. “I’ve never seen him before.” Two old darlings standing in line for tickets for their grandnieces or something and Jeffrey can feel the bust coming. “Oh,” he says, charming as you please, lying through his teeth, “I work in the Boy’s Department. I started last week.”


Well, the ladies are hemming and hawing over that one and about to go for the guard when a longhair in front of them says, “Hey. He’s okay. I know the guy. He works in shirts.” The two ladies relax, the bust is postponed and Jeffrey smiles gratefully to the fellow freak who pulled him out.





Ian Stewart comes into the room at the Rodeo where Dunn is trying to eat. Stew is a short square Scot with black hair and a prognathous jaw who has been with the Rolling Stones longer than anyone. He is a Rolling Stone, having been their original piano player when Jagger, Keith Richard, and Brian Jones were looking for a drummer who could find the offbeat and a bass player who would show up for gigs. When Andrew Oldham took over managing the band, it was decided that Stew, who had always looked solidly respectable, did not fit the image. Since he had been driving them to gigs anyway, he kept on doing it. He still does this now, ten years later, driving gig to gig to check out the amps and the stage set, sitting down on stage occasionally to play piano on “Brown Sugar” or “Honky Tonk Women.”


“Brown sauce on Eggs Benedict?” he says to no one in particular. “How disgustin.”


“How we doin on the plane to Vancouver?,” he asks Rudge. The plane to Vancouver is nonexistent. Rudge has just hung up after a ten-minute phone conversation in which he battered a man from the company contracted to supply the Stones with their own Lockheed-Electra. Rudge explained to the man that the jet must be ready by nine Friday night, so that the band can do a sound test in the hall because the Vancouver police have required them to open the doors to the hall at three on Saturday afternoon to prevent trouble on the streets. In the conversation, Rudge has used the word “need” in every other sentence, interspersed with an occasional “Yes, I understand,” then immediately following it again with another sentence of “need.”


“We’re walkin is all,” he says now, rapid fire and double quick. “Nothin serious though.”


“Well,” Stew says, “we can always do Vancouver on July 17 ... between Toronto and Montreal.” Both Rudge and Dunn blanch visibly at the thought. “Serve the bloody Canadian government right.”


“We own it, don’t we?” Rudge says, meaning Canada, “ ‘E says we do.” He points to Dunn. “If we own it, we don’t have to go through Customs.”


“Rhubarb,” Stew scowls. “It was all a lot simpler when they were being driven to gigs in the transit. Just get in and go. None of this international foolishness.” He gets up and leaves the room. After he’s gone, Rudge says, “How’s he going to Canada?”


“With the crew,” Dunn says, from around his eggs, “Western Airlines.”


“Does he approve of that airline?”


“No,” Dunn says, without changing expression or breaking the rhythm of the fork to his mouth. “He might drive his old red transit up yet. Across Lake Erie. Like the old days.”


“Did he tell you that?” Rudge says, pretending to be worried. “Did he? You’re his friend, Alan, I know. He wouldn’t be caught dead telling young Rudge his plans, that’s for sure.”





As soon as it’s ten o’clock the Century-Broadway opens officially. Buzzers go off and the doors pop open and Jeffrey feels it as much as hears it. Thundering . . . from across the building . . . toward him and the Ticketron counter. Then he sees them. The horde of freaks who will not be denied, hauling ass through the furniture department, pounding past shelves of cut-glass decanters and wooden salad bowls, running up the down escalators, tearing away the rope from in front of the Ticketron booth and obliterating the line. For the first time all day, Jeffrey feels fear.


Dunn and Rudge go off to confer about the plane-to-Vancouver crisis. They’re in a room for a very long time with the doors locked. They must be hammering out something in there. Some kind of deal. Jo Bergman is stapling away at the itineraries when she hears a scream from the roof of the building next door. She looks up and there is Dunn, with one leg hooked over the pipe railing and both hands waving free, crying, “I’ve got it. Fve got it. We’ll fly the Playboy plane to Seattle, then bring them around through some logging port by boat and there’ll be no Customs. None.”


“Things are getting a little weird around here,” Jo giggles, squeezing down hard on the word “weird” and stapling everything on the left side of the bed together.





By the time the thundering stops and the crowd starts milling around and shouting at the Ticketron lady, Jeffrey has the situation in hand. In his palm to be exact. Four tickets for the Stones at the Los Angeles Forum. Two of the tickets he sells immediately for thirty dollars apiece. The other two he pockets. He pulls off his tie, throws away the nameplate and gets back to the Ford place where he works in time to clock in a full day.


Everyone who wants a ticket is not as resourceful as Encino Jeffrey. In the San Francisco area, for instance, eighteen thousand tickets are available at two hundred Ticketron outlets, with a limit of four per customer. Roughly this breaks down to the first twenty-two and a half people on line at each place getting satisfaction. And so concert promoters begin receiving letters.




    Dear Sir,
    My son stood in line for many hours on Monday in hopes of buying tickets to see the Rolling Stones but they sold out before he could get to the window. He wanted to take his only sister to this great performance. My daughter, who lost her leg last year from bone cancer, now has lung cancer. There is no cure. She does not know this. If you can find it in your hearts to send us tickets . . . with the help of God she will be able to attend. It is just a matter of time before she will leave us and go to Heaven. Please help me give her some pleasure. . . .





In Detroit, 30 thousand letters are received, with 120 thousand requests for the 12 thousand available seats. In Chicago, 34 thousand tickets sell out in five and a half hours. In Los Angeles, when a second show is added at the Forum, 50 thousand pieces of mail arrive, pleading for a chance to watch. That week in L.A., a ticket to a Stones’ concert was better than a negotiable bond. You could get anything you needed for it.


Seven grams of hash and a twenty-dollar lid was not considered an unreasonable asking price. Nor were offers of fifty dollars and over. With the Stones playing three places in the L. A. area, the Forum, the Long Beach Arena, and the Hollywood Palladium, the Palladium immediately became the hottest ticket, the Panama Red of admission slips. One kid spent a day on the phone looking for a way into the Palladium, making offers, raising and raising the ante with each call until he finally got one ... in exchange for two tickets to Jethro Tull and Led Zeppelin at the Forum and the Grateful Dead at the Hollywood Bowl and twelve new albums. All he had to do then was wait in line outside the Palladium for eight hours and he was home free.




    They couldn’t sell the 1969 tour to the media. Life, Look, the Saturday Evening Post, they all turned it down. Why all the interest now? It could have been Mick that got it at Altamont . . . and that’s why they all want to be around this time.


Ethan Russell, the Stones’ photographer





A few months before the tour begins, in late spring, Michael Philip Jagger, called Mick, and Keith Richard, nee Richards (Andrew Oldham suggested he drop the final “s” of his given name to make it more sibilant or more teeny-market acceptable or something) are on their way to the L.A. studio where the final mix on an album to be called “Exile on Main Street” is going on. Both Jagger and Richard have been in Los Angeles since just after Christmas, doing this one thing—mixing, that is, arranging the separately recorded tracks so as to give each song its peak overall sound and feel.


Like most music work, mixing goes on at night. It’s early evening as the two roll down the Strip in Mick’s car. Word has just got out in the music papers that there will be a Stones’ tour in the summer. Jagger pulls into a parking lot across from the studio and they sit there for a moment, with the car radio on, talking and listening to the music. Four young girls come up to the car and Mick rolls his window down. The girls recognize him and giggle. One, braver than the rest, a fifteen-year-old California hardbelly, with nothing more on her mind than tomorrow’s surf conditions and the exciting presence of Jagger, comes forward and breathes, “Oh, Mick. We heard today you’re gonna tour. That’s . . . great!”


“Yeah,” Mick says.


She takes another step forward and leans toward the car. “Mick,” she says, all twinkling and breathy, “aren’t you afraid of being shot?”


Jagger has to look twice and very carefully at the»girl’s face to make sure he’s not being put on. But she is just looking at him innocently, sincerely interested, having asked the first natural question that popped into her head when she heard her favorite band and rock’s greatest superstar were going to take it out on the road again.


“Yeah,” Jagger says slowly, “yeah. I am.”


All during May, as the tour gets closer and George Wallace gets gunned down in a suburban Maryland shopping center, Mick’s out-of-the-business friends somehow manage to subtly bring the sobering subject into conversation, without actually getting down to saying it, but hinting that perhaps it is ... ah, unwise to ... cross such a dangerous place as America, in the summertime too, and perhaps ... ah but surely Mick, there is no real need for you to go out again, what with movie offers and your own album so long overdue?


Each time, Jagger would inevitably drop the mask of bored inattention and quiet politeness he uses to get through most social situations, and bring forth that total schoolboy sincerity and honesty which is such a contrast that it can be heartrending and say, “Well . . . ai mean . . . it’s more or less wha ai do, inn’t it? So I’ve got to do it. Ai mean, either I do it or ... I don’t do it. If I don’t do it ... wha am I going to do? Do ya know wha ai mean? I’m not going to do it forever anyway . . . so. . . .”


Each person who heard him say it would say oh yes, well, if you feel that way, certainly, I can understand that, and go away realizing what a hero Mick really was, what a true champion, and how brave.


As he himself would say after the tour, ‘’Don’t say I wasn’t scared, man. I was scared shitless.”


On this tour, security was to be of the essence. Two black security guards would be along, one (Stan Moore) to oversee general hall and backstage operations, the other (Leroy Leonard) to bodyguard Mick and Keith, to be in the room next to them in hotels and Holiday Inns, to sit on stage and hand Jagger the silver bowl of rose petals that get strewn in the air during “Street Fighting Man,” to watch out for their asses in all danger-possible circumstances.


Still Rudge worried. He worried like a campaign manager with a candidate to protect. He worried like a Secret Service man, assigned to guard the president. The week before the tour, his worries centered on the Palladium gig in L.A. The Hollywood Palladium is the home of Lawrence Welk and his Champagne Music Makers, a-one and a-two, a low, conventional-looking, L.A. stucco building that accommodates about forty-five hundred people for a rock concert. Over fifteen thousand letters requesting sixty thousand tickets to the Palladium concert were received. The Stones specified they wanted to play the hall because it is a smaller place, with some feeling to it, a welcome break from the antiseptic hockey arenas and sports stadiums they would be playing in most cities.


But the Palladium has a history of easy access, of broken-in doors for Alice Cooper concerts, and bikers cruising on the street. It is a place kids can get next to and hang out around, and even a little girl I pick up hitchhiking on Ventura Boulevard tells me, “The Palladium, man? I know there’s going to be a riot there. That’s a walk-in concert. Everyone’s goin to that one, ticket or no ticket.”


So, with the tour five days away, Peter Rudge has the full-blown Palladium horrors. He knows what is going to happen there. Every kid in L.A. with nothing to do on Friday night will come down to check out the action and then they’ll start grabbing bricks from the construction site across the street and the windows will go and every biker-Hell’s-Angel-brute-greaser from Sepulveda Boulevard and San Berdoo will roar up in a cloud of Harley smoke and it will be on. A full-scale riot. In his mind, Peter Rudge can see how the newspapers will treat it, the headlines, big and black, and the tour he has worked on nonstop for the past six months will go poof and vanish quietly in a puff of smoke.


So he calls a meeting to talk about security. The Palladium promoter, his second, and the hall manager attend. Rudge brings along his second, Stan Moore, a powerfully built black man who is on leave from his job as a government security officer to do the same for the Stones. Moore is in his forties, has spent twelve years as a policeman and detective in Baltimore, and worked for Bill Graham in the early days of the original Fillmore. Rudge arrives at the meeting very late and is ushered up a stairway, through a suite of offices to a polished wooden table strewn with maps, diagrams, and blueprints. A starburst lamp and a burnt orange carpet and a secretary scurrying for Cokes. A Japanese-American policeman sits at the head of the table. He has sergeant’s stripes on his sleeve and a tired look on his face. “Can we begin?” he asks. “They left two bombs today at the Lebanese Embassy. No one knows who. They’re blaming everyone. Even the Japanese.”


The promoter begins to detail his plan of action. Two men at the gate and one at the back door, the marquee with no indication that the Stones are inside, merely a “Sorry, Sold Out” notice. Five of his men on the street in the morning, ten in the afternoon, twenty as darkness approaches. “And,” he says, concluding triumphantly, “at 4:30, the L.A.P.D. come on.” He stops and smiles. “And they’re crack.”


The Japanese-American sergeant accepts the compliment with a weary smile. “And there’ll be no parking on El Centro, none at all,” the promoter goes on.


“How about on Sunset?” Peter asks nervously, puff-puffing another cigarette into extinction.


“Well, you’ve got to understand, the normal flow of traffic out there on a Friday night is unbelievable anyway....”


“What if say, one hundred motorcycles come down Sunset in the normal flow of traffic,” Peter says, “and choose to stop in front of the Palladium with their motors running? ...”


“Nothing stops on Sunset,” the sergeant says quietly. “If one hundred motorcycles come down that block, they go back up it. If they stop, we give ‘em tickets. The city can use the money.”


“Ex-cellent, sergeant, ex-cellent,” Peter says, talking to him as though he were a small child showing off some new toy. “But what about this perimeter?” His finger darts to a place on one of the maps on the table. Smoke streams out into the lamplight. Heads crane to see what he is referring to. “I’ll have ten bikes,” the sergeant says quietly, “forty men on foot . . . and if I need ‘em, five thousand men to back me up.”


“Don’t mess with the L.A.P.D.,” the promoter says proudly.


“We’ll be okay,” his partner says. “We’ve got our vents wired, our windows boarded up, and three men on the roof. All the trash cans are gone and our men will be out in the street, attacking the kids, asking for tickets. Now what I wanna know is what happens when the Rolling Stones don’t show up on time?”


Rudge is being challenged. “The Rolling Stones will be there,” he says, not bothering to even acknowledge the question with a look.


“That’s what you say now but when that night comes around and it’s time for them to go on, all the security in the world isn’t gonna do us a bit a good, if they aren’t here.”


“The Stones will be there/’ Peter repeats. “Now what about this catch basin out in the parking lot. I hear kids are planning to sneak in through the drainpipe.”


Drainpipe. What drainpipe? Who is this crazy Englishman? How does he know about drainpipes in the parking lot of the Hollywood Palladium? The hall manager scurries for the blueprints. Rustling of paper and clearing of throats. Confusion.


“Here. . . .”


“Ah, no ... there, no, gimme a minute.” Hands in the lamplight. Blueprints. “A minute. I’ll find it.”


“There . . . here it is. ... No, no way, Peter. It’s a one-inch pipe. Rest assured no one will get in that way. . . . Peter, trust us, we’ll even have dog handlers out there. . . .”


The meeting goes on for another fiteen minutes, then the sergeant leaves. He forgets his hat and has to come back for it, then leaves again. As the meeting breaks up, there’s another flurry of reassurances. “Look, Peter, it’s gonna be taken care of. . . .”


“The L.A.P.D. regard this place as a sacred house. They police the shit out of it.”


“Peter, just leave it to us. We’ll do it right, you’ll see.”


“Yes, well/’ Rudge says, “Stan? We’ll be goin now.” They come down the staircase into a crowded Palladium ballroom. Cocktails sparkling and dance music lilting in the air. Women with blue-rinsed hair in washed-out taffeta gowns and men who look like they play a lot of tennis to keep their gray muscular sideburns in trim. Rudge looks across the room at a great banner that’s strung across the stage and it says “YORTY FOR PRESIDENT” in large letters. “Mayor Sam?” Rudge says wonderingly to himself, “Mayor Sam?”


For a second he stands there and just stares, this longhaired, English freak businessman from working-class Wolverhampton, in a black velvet jacket and jeans, the quintessential rockbiz outfit, glamour and poverty all at the same time, accompanied by a very together-looking black man with a definite Afro. Why, they are everything Mayor Sam stands foursquare against, they’re the soft white underbelly that undermines America, they’re crazies, and they’ve just come from a meeting that would delight the heart and win the vote of every manjack and silly old dear in the place who are convinced that law and order is the eleventh commandment, right up there with “Thou shalt not kill.”


Rudge and Stan Moore leave the hall and get into one of the boatlike air-conditioned limousines they’re using to get around. Rudge sinks exhaustedly into the front seat while Stan gets behind the wheel and eases her out of the lot.


“All this just to put that band on stage,” Peter sighs. “Dog handlers, cops, wired vents . . . it’s not exactly what rock and roll’s all about, is it Stan?”


“Sure are proud of their cops, ain’t they?” Stan says.


“Too proud,” Rudge says, sitting suddenly bolt upright, “too confident. I don’t trust them. They sound like they wouldn’t mind a few kids getting their heads broken. We’ll just have to get here early that night and go through it all again, by ourselves.” And so saying he sinks back in his seat and relaxes, a totally paranoid man at home in a business where there’s no one he can trust.


While all this went on in their name, the Rolling Stones themselves were to be found in a small back-room rehearsal hall on Santa Monica Boulevard. On the door to the room hung a small sign that said “Extra-Terrestrial Funk 4-11 p.m.” and outside it sat blond Chris O’Dell and a stunning-looking coffee-colored girl with eyes like blue jade. “We’re security here,” Chris giggled. “How do you like us?” In actual fact the precise location of the hall was an absolute secret, so tightly kept that when you inquired after the band’s whereabouts in the instrument store out front, people would look through you blankly and say, “Stones? What are you talking about?”


Rehearsals for the tour had begun some weeks earlier in Montreux, Switzerland, near Keith Richard’s residence of the month. Since leaving England for tax purposes, Keith and his lady, the actress Anita Pallenberg, had been involved in a European odyssey. Since Anita had just given birth to their first daughter, Belle Starr, the rehearsals came to him in Montreux, at a cost of about ten thousand dollars. Playing from six at night until six in the morning in a small movie house, the Stones roughed out a list of about thirty-five songs from which they would choose the basic set for the tour. Once the show was set, they would be playing it night after night with virtually no changes.


From 1963 until 1966, the Stones were a touring band, working almost nonstop, constantly gigging. They rarely rehearsed for a live performance. If a promoter offered them the use of a hall on the morning of a gig to do a sound test they’d as likely as not get mad, curse into the phone, and go back to sleep. Now that they had become the premier band of an era, with a lead singer who represented as much and more than Frank Sinatra ever did to millions of people, they felt the need to make totally sure of what they did. The band itself was no longer as close as it once had been, with all of its members around the age of thirty, each having his own home and family, and separate world. So rehearsals served to bring the group feeling back again.


Walking into a small room to hear the Stones playing at full tilt is somewhat like going into a friend’s house, only to discover eight of the greatest pool hustlers in the world hunkered over a table you’ve played a million times and never beaten, and they’re running balls by the hundred. Maybe you’ve seen these guys on TV somewhere but for the very first time you realize how really good they are. So, too, with the Stones. Seeing them in huge sweat-smoked arenas is to view them through an ordinary focus. When you see them in a plain old back room playing through tiny amps that let you hear every note, you realize they haven’t made it as far as they have solely on their personalities.


But they have become personalities, in their ten years of kicking around near the top, where the real madness is. On vocals, Mr. Mick Jagger, who always seems smaller and quieter at first meeting than he really is. On lead and rhythm guitars, Mr. Keith Richard, a person you would look twice at in any crowd, once described by a lady who seemed quite taken with him as “absolutely the most physically foreboding person I have ever seen.” Keith has added a golden rooster track of frosting to one side of his thatched artichoke-cut hair, and around his neck he wears a turquoise necklace. On lead and rhythm guitars, Mr. Mick Taylor, the youngest in the band, still nearly a kid, a beautiful soloist and pure blues musician. On drums, twirling the sticks in his hands forever, Mr. Charlie Watts, with a pile of empty beer cans growing around his feet. On bass, Mr. Bill Wyman, who is the oldest person in the band but not in rock and roll, and, along with Watts, the possessor of one of the great Buster Keaton stonefaces. Supporting the Stones, on piano, Mr. Nicky Hopkins, a gaunt lad, for a long time the most prolific and talented session man in England. Mr. Bobby Keys on sax, from the great state of Texas, girls; he makes every stereotype about musicians on the road true. On trumpet, Mr. Jim Price, also from Texas; he smokes cigars and likes to laugh. Ladies and gentlemen . . . the band.


It is Jagger’s theory that if the band is going to play in large halls once on tour they should rehearse in one. So after a few sessions in the back room, they move to an awesomely empty sound stage at Warner Brothers’ studio in Burbank which is designed to give the band the feel of an auditorium. The stage also allows the Stones’ production manager, Edward Herbert Beresford Monck, called Chip by his friends, to begin assembling the theatrical environment that will surround the Stones during two months of concerts.


Paint and wrenches and ratchets and resin dust and tape (gaffer’s and double edged, and Three-M double hazard for the edges of the steps that lead on stage), sockets and screwdrivers and rubber cement —the real world of things that Chip Monck operates in. These are his considerations, the tools that allow him to construct the environment necessary for the principal, that is Michael Philip Jagger, to distort himself on stage nightly.


The actual stage the Stones will play on lays on one side of the airplane hangar-sized sound stage. It is made of six plywood pieces that have been painted white and coated with Duralon. Two great, painted, fire-breathing sea serpents intertwine on a sea of white, a representation of a drawing in a Donald Duck comic book that Mr. Monck bought as a child in 1945 and still carries around in his briefcase. The deck is washed in warm water and Seven-Up to make it danceable.


Two huge theatrical transfer vans, which will cart the environment from city to city, traveling some fifteen thousand miles before the tour is over, are parked in the center of the hall. Out of the trucks come two hydraulic tractorlike forklifts, each with a platform holding six speakers. Both of the forklifts crank up to a height of eighteen feet from where it is hoped the sound will spread evenly in big arenas from both sides of the stage. Behind and above the Stones’ amps rides a forty-foot-long metal bridge that supports fifty lamps with different-colored gels on them. The truss cranks up and down, too. Ten yellow shipping carts with numbers and letters stenciled on the sides stand scattered on the hangar floor. Each carries the cable that links the lights to the two dimmer boards that control their intensity.


Up by the ceiling is Chip Monck’s crowning achievement for the tour, his pride and joy, a mirror, sixteen-feet wide by forty-feet long, made up of ten lightweight Mylar-covered panels. Monck got the idea for the mirror from a very bright college student who wrote him a letter suggesting that the spotlights, in this case, six 1500-watt Super-Troopers, be placed in back of the band and aimed up and into the mirror. The angle of incidence, as it always did in high-school physics, equalling the angle of reflection, and presto the Stones are backlit as well as frontlit, with great intensity and sharpness.


Monck has gone to these extremes because Michael Philip Jagger is the only performer he’s ever worked with who overshadows the technical stuff around him. Whatever Chip gives Mick to play with, he uses to its fullest extent and makes his own. Chip can see it, night after night. Mick digests things, and the weirder the stage stuff you can find for him, the more amazing his performance will be. Anyway, that’s how Monck feels. There are rumors in the rockbiz that Chip Monck has finally blown it this time, gone too far and extravagant and expensive and the mirror will last three shows and be discarded, a seven thousand-dollar folly.


As Monck directs the unloading operations, the Stones begin rehearsing. Outside, the sun has sunk behind the mountains and the freeway into the Pacific and a slight breeze is beginning to eddy around the taco stand down the street. Inside, people are starting to eddy around the sides of the sound stage.





No way to keep it a secret anymore. The Stones are in town. Gram Parsons of the Byrds and the Flying Burrito Brothers is about, as is Dallas Taylor, Crosby, Stills and Nash’s original drummer. Also present are people who hold music business jobs, but only as some sort of excuse, since most of their time seems to be spent introducing famous musicians to one another, scoring good coke for them, and hanging out. Someone comes in with a metal box with locks and hinges all over it and the warning “Desiccated— Do Not Open Except for Use and Inspection.’


“It’s a gift,” someone explains, in a hushed and reverent tone, going on to name the San Francisco band that sent it.


“If it’s a gift from them,” Mick Taylor smiles, “it must be some evil, mind-expanding drug.”


Keith Richard is called over to examine the problem. Pausing occasionally to adjust his red-tinted sunglasses and knotted-at-the-neck yellow aviator’s scarf, he finally pries open the box to find a plastic bag that holds at least a kilo of green plant matter and cigarette papers to roll it up in. The gift is passed around for inspection and everyone looks at it approvingly. Then it is given to Keith for safekeeping. “Why me?” he asks plaintively. “Why am I always the bagman?”


With the rehearsals in a semipublic place and the days to countdown growing fewer, the pressure increases. People are talking about the Stones’ tour, wondering if it’s too late to get tickets anymore, reading about it in Rolling Stone. “Exile on Main Street” is out and everywhere at once. You can’t turn on the radio without being swept under by a tidal wave of Rolling Stones’ records, old and new. One of the prime movers behind the earthquake is Wolfman Jack.


Wolf man Jack is more than a mere disk jockey. He is the last of the great AM radio screamers, a man whose voice became the voice of the American night on “XERB, outta Tiajuana, Mexico, bay-beee,” a station with God knows how many watts of power, that could be heard with equal clarity in Big Sur, Kansas, the entire South, and, on a good night, all points north. The Wolfman left XERB for KDAY, a Los Angeles AM station that is probably the most progressive in the country. In L. A. he could do no wrong.


When you ask someone in Los Angeles how far one place is from another, they are likely to say, “Oh, by the freeway, twenty minutes.” Yes, but the question was, how far? You can go twenty-five miles on a freeway in twenty minutes if the wind is right. So one of the first lessons one learns in Los Angeles is that everything is ... very . . . far away . . . from everything else. You are constantly in your car. But always. With the radio on to break the dull rhythm of flowing asphalt and pebbled green-and-white exit signs. In such a situation, it is only normal to develop an intimate relationship with that voice coming out of your dashboard. It is symptom one of the L.A. syndrome to chuckle quietly and feel warm all over when a favorite disk jockey comes on. It’s like seeing an old lover. Hell, most people in L.A. spend more time in their cars than they do with their lovers, new or old.


Consider the Wolfman, in Ear City, where they got to dig him all the way down the line, and for the week before the tour, he is a ductless gland, pouring Stones’ adrenalin directly into L.A.’s carbon monoxide bloodstream. He is playing six, eight Stones’ cuts an hour, two solid hours of golden Stones’ oldies at the drop of a forty-five, all of it finally climaxing the night Wolfman gets to be the first jock in America to preview “Exile on Main Street” and have his listeners rate it, cut by cut. Outta sight. Wolfman is on top. He’s heard on fifteen hundred stations around the world, four hundred and twenty of them scattered through forty-two countries in Europe, Asia, and Africa. He’s heard on Armed Forces Radio, on college stations, on tapes, on discs; he’s a commodity. As his agent-manager so aptly puts it, “I got a computer print-out yards long. Look at the demographics. He’s in every market.”


On the day after the Stones begin rehearsing at Warner Brothers, Wolfman Jack is going to lunch just one block down from the number one billboard on the Strip (which this week is advertising “Exile on Main Street,” of course). The Strip is America’s main street of hype and promotion, where Dick Clark and Phil Spector are acros the-street neighbors, and Tower Records, which bills itself as “the largest record store in the known world,” is the closest thing to a true community center L.A. has. Down the Strip a ways stands a tall skinny hotel that is unremarkable save for the fact that its rooms are perpetually occupied by visiting rock stars, their producers and arrangers, saxophone players, showbiz lawyers, and personnel management specialists. Its coffee shop, which stays open 24 hours a day, has people wondering which mirror Fellini is crouched behind with his Arriflex. Drag queens, transvestites, and groupies, too bizarre to handle, hop from table to table at 5:00 a.m. awaiting the arrival of whoever is hot.


The Wolfman, or Jack to those who prefer to be more formal, is being shown to a table in the hotel’s mafia-dark, red-plush dining room-bar. He is a burly goateed man in a fringed shirt, high-heel boots, with a gold bracelet around one wrist and a diamond ring on his pinky finger. He is accompanied by his agent-manager, who carries a briefcase.


“The Stones, bay-bee,” Wolfman says, as a waitress waits to take his order, “I play dem and people rush into de station and wanna kiss my hands. Dey da heaviest act in da bizness. In the world.


“I been through the sixties and part of the fifties and now the seventies and the Stones are heavier than de Beatles ever were. If Jesus Christ came to town, he couldn’t sell more tickets. Do ya understan?


“I’m play in six Stones’ cuts an hour. Dey call me up and ask for more. After three in a row, dey call me up for more. When we got that album in, our station manager said, Track it.’ Somebody said, ‘How bout that song with the word “shit” in it?’ He said T don’t care if they say motherfucker in it. Track that album.’ Do ya understan?”


“Wolfman loves the Stones,” his agent-manager explains, “because his roots are in the blues.”


“Dey bring people together,” Wolfman says, pushing on, “ ‘cause they’re whites makin’ black music. Everybody black digs the Stones. Everybody white. And dey got the Chinese and the Mexicans, too. Do you understan what I’m talkin about?”


“Do you understan” is a Wolfman trademark, a guttural interjection he uses to puncture remarks that flow in machine-gun bursts. He slumps back a little in the booth and cuts into his steak.


“You know what’s funny?” his agent-manager asks. “As long as the Wolfman’s been around, he’s gotten to talk to almost everyone in the business. God, he’s even had six songs written about him. But the one person he wants to meet, he can’t. Mick Jagger.”


“Do you know them, hah?” Wolfman asks me. “What’s Jagger doin?”


“Would you like to come on the air one night and tell us about him?” asks the agent-manager.


“Yeah. Like anythin. What’s he like? What’s he do? Go and buy a paper at night like everyone else? Do ya understan? Their life style . . . dey ain’t gods no more, dey’re immortals. . . . He’s got to want to talk to me. Me and him are the same kind of people.” Wolfman cuts a chunk off his steak and sulks at the thought of all the good work he’s been doing for the Stones without any acknowledgment.


“You tell dem the Wolfman would love to talk to Mick,” he says. “Any time. You tell ‘em what a Stones’ enthusiast I am, and that I been pushin ‘em all the way. They’re the greatest and I’m wit ‘em all the way. So you get him to make that phone call. But gimme a week to promote it first.”


When the band starts playing on the sound stage at Warner’s, the only people who do not tiptoe around and fade into the walls and try to be inconspicuous is the crew. And on this tour even the crew is a production.


Rock and roll shows are traditionally taken out by long-haired, technical geniuses who can wire up entire cities, bang stages together, go for long hours without food or sleep and still score a chick during the show. Freak crews are motivated by one of the logical extensions of the Woodstock spirit which is, “we may have long hair but we are more together than any forty-hour-a-week union man. Right now I may be sitting here smoking this joint, but when I start working I don’t have to stop for coffee breaks.’


This time, they do. Chip Monck has insisted on taking out the first yellow-card rock and roll show in history. Union, all the way, with half the men longhairs holding new union cards they would rather not have.


When Rudge was first looking around for someone to run the tour in January of 1972, his first consideration was the Madison Square Garden Corporation, an organization so staid that it considers the New York Rangers to be authentic longhairs and wonders if the Moody Blues are a man or a woman. The Garden packages Holiday on Ice and what they don’t know about rock and roll is counterbalanced by their connections and resources (read: money). MSG is so conservative, however, that they were unwilling to come up with money in front that would have provided Rudge with operating expenses while the tour was getting underway and so they lost the tour to selected individual promoters throughout the country.


But, because of the Garden’s early interest in the tour, and because of Chip Monck’s desire to have his own men on the lights when they work New York —for him, the most prestigious gig of the tour —the decision was made to take out a union crew.


As the band kicks into “Brown Sugar” with Charlie’s bass drum booming and the horns punching holes in the melody, the mix of people on the sound stage is decidedly strange. Pony-tailed carpenters and bearded electricians working side by side with reasonable looking, positively Midwestern family men. Jack Cassaday, bass player for the Jefferson Airplane, considered by many to be one of the absolute premier musicians in rock, materializes out of an iron pipe, literally from nowhere, then vanishes again. Mick Taylor is snaking leads and Keith is pumping up and down, driving rhythm. The Stones do “You Can’t Always Get What You Want” which unfurls slowly, like a carpet being unrolled, then leap into “Jump-in' Jack Flash.” But the acoustics are terrible. The sound stage is empty and it rings like a bell, and no one can properly hear what they’re playing through the monitors. During a break Keith sits on one of the yellow carts, talking about his new daughter. “She’s back home in Switzerland with Anita, man,” he says, “and they’re gonna stay there. I don’t want to have to be looking after anybody else. Not on this tour.”


“I must be getting old,” sax player Bobby Keys insists, in a Texas accent seventeen years on the road has done nothing to diminish. “I don’t ever remember bein kept awake by the people next door in a hotel.”


“Well,” someone asks, “who’s next door to you?”"


“Everyone,” Keys says sorrowfully. “Everyone in the goddamn hotel. And it’s party all the time.”


Meanwhile, back on the Strip, things are fulminating. Gibson-Stromberg, a public relations firm with a sign in its hallway that says “Twelve Press Agents — No Waiting” is sorting through last-minute letters, hanging up on long-distance callers who insist they’re John Lennon, and being petitioned by legions of writers who have suddenly made the transition and become rock writers . . . and therefore eligible for tickets to the Stones’ concerts.


Mr. Bob Gibson and Mr. Gary Stromberg, two very interesting gentlemen who are birds of distinctly differing plumage, maintain offices on (where else?) Sunset Strip. Kids standing by their front door, across from Tower Records and next to the Old World restaurant, are as likely as not to come over to people going into see them to ask if they’d like to hear a cassette of original songs. One time a guy in a full wetsuit, flippers, snorkel, weighted belt, rubber feet, and goggles on his head, the works, walked in the front door and asked if they knew of any bands looking for underwater drummers. Gibson, who is blond, bearded, and rotund, is reported to have put down his phone long enough to say “Tell the schmuck not this week.”


A year before the Stones’ tour, while Peter Rudge was in America shepherding the Who through a tour, he began making inquiries about rock and roll PR firms. Everywhere he went, he heard the name Gibson-Stromberg. Rock writers in countless cities proudly pulled up their shirts to reveal Gibson-Stromberg t-shirts. Rock moguls like Denny Cordell (Shelter Records), David Geffen (Asylum Records), who at one point was going to handle the tour by himself, and Peter Asher (James Taylor’s manager) sung the praises of Gibson-Stromberg. As did Chris O’Dell. So when Rudge brought the Who to L.A., he decided to check their operation out, something which made both Gibson and Stromberg happy. Far out, they thought, we’re gonna get the Who. Another group to add to their bulging stable of the top seventy rock acts.


Rudge got into it with them as only Rudge can — three-hour rap sessions and meetings with the entire staff —and then he disappeared. Far out, thought Gary Stromberg, who is dark, bearded, and wasting away — another English flake. Unbeknown to both Gibson and Stromberg, Rudge was doing CIA-like advance work for the Stones’ tour. Three months later they were contacted and Stromberg was invited to meet Jo Bergman over breakfast.


There is an inevitable pattern for people who want to be sucked into the Stones’ vortex. First, you meet Jo, or someone else in the command squad, and are scrutinized: then, sooner or later, you meet Jagger. Having passed the first test, Stromberg reported to the Beverly Hills mansion where Mick was residing while “Exile” was being mixed. The mansion had once belonged to Marion Davies and the good Gothic touch of Hearst was still all around. Paths choked with vines leading to a mammoth free-form swimming pool where boats used to float but now only dead leaves and broken branches lay. Jagger had just awakened, it being two or three in the afternoon, and what Stromberg remembers about that meeting was how alone he looked, sitting at a great table beneath the huge portraits, how very frail Mick, the number one superstar in the world, was.


Mick, sitting there yawning and trying to make his head work, finally told Gary that all he wanted was for the press to be taken care of properly. But for Gibson-Stromberg, the Stones7 account is an absolute plum, the number one ego-feeding piece of business in the world, one that Gibson would have done for nothing, well virtually nothing, money being the lifeblood of the game, but the Stones . . . the Stones are more than money. To be with the Stones means you are the best.


So Gibson and Stromberg work out a campaign for the Stones7 tour, one that is designed to sustain the publics interest over a two-month period and make it build in every city toward the concerts in New York. They decide to blitz. Now, the best example of a blitz in recent rock and roll publicity is James Taylor on the cover of Time. Sweet Baby James is one honey of a singer and guitar-picker to be sure, but only twenty-two years old, and what the hell is he doing on the cover of Time? The reason he is there is that James7 manager Peter Asher and Gibson-Stromberg have decided to blitz. James is going to disappear into Martha’s Vineyard for a year or so and Asher decides to go for all the marbles. They’re going to have to live off the publicity for a long time . . . so Gibson-Stromberg go to it ... by placing phone calls to editors, to people in the record biz who talk to their friends on newspapers and magazines. By setting up a very high-level circle of people who do not normally talk about rock and roll singers to hype James, they convince Time that they’ve got to jump on this because James Taylor is more than just one person who sings, he is the embodiment of a whole new musical movement which Time dubs “The New Rock: Bittersweet and Low” or something equally hideous. What the hell. It doesn’t matter. Time is not going to get it right anyway. They’re not rock and rollers. What they will do is put James’ face on a million newsstands and help move a lot of albums to people who might not buy them if they saw him on the cover of Rolling Stone. This way everyone will make more money and James can take his year off and get his head together.


Similarly, the Stones do not tour every year. They are five gentlemen who are too complicated to get together more often. Their tours take a long time to organize, and they’ve been around so long this might even be the last one. Might be. Anyway it’s an angle. Plus, there is no need, and no way to hype this band, no way you can oversell them. So ... you blitz.


This means going for features and/or covers in five major magazines — Life, Time, Newsweek, Esquire, and Rolling Stone. If you do that, you’ve done your job. Of course, in doing it, you’ve got to make sure they send writers who aren’t out to make a name for themselves. You want people you can trust. Someone like Albert Goldman of Life (who has written trenchantly about the death of rock several times and come down on individual performers) is someone Gibson might not want along. A Tommy Thompson or Tony Scaduto, who bio’ed Dylan so successfully, is infinitely preferable. Another factor is that the Stones, and Jagger in particular, have been answering questions for ten years. If some writer should insist on a structured interview rather than be content to hang out, and get it and then blow it, it’s a minor disaster, because on this tour no publicity is better than bad publicity.


Bob Gibson gets his publicity machine rolling and lines up his five big ones, Life, Time, Newsweek, Esquire, and Rolling Stone, and the magazine tangos being danced are ferocious. The jockeying is brutal. Writers are suggested, then dropped. Editors are on the phone trying to find out who’s in charge of the tour — Gibson-Stromberg, Rudge, or Marshall Chess. Names are bid on like in a stock auction. Writers who one week find themselves unable to get through to editors they have worked with for years are suddenly called person to person and long distance at home, and flown up for story conferences. And the key word is access. It’s all who do you know, how well do you know them? Can you get a piece of the action? Yeah? If so, then far out, you’re our boy.


It’s a terrible world all right, the rockbiz and the rock PR biz, and the magazine world, and things are going so fast and furiously that when Saturday Review phones wanting to send along William Burroughs, it’s an idea that gasses everybody. With the five major publications taken care of, Gibson figures it’s okay to fuck around a little, and Bill Burroughs is such a crazy sonofabitch anyway. God, he could be great for the film they are going to make of the tour. The whole thing is an upper. When Burroughs drops out and Saturday Review substitutes Terry Southern, well, that’s okay too. At least he’s famous.


Truman Capote’s name is being bandied about for Rolling Stone and even though Jagger’s not so anxious for him, Bob Gibson figures, hell, Truman is atmosphere, theater. Let it happen, he figures. As incongruous and silly as it can get. For, as Gibson would say after it was all over, “I would have liked to have seen Teddy Kennedy come along to write about the Stones. It’s just as ludicrous.”


By now, the stage is pretty well set. Peter Rudge and his boys have done all they can in L.A. All those red passes with the black cryptic letters have photos pasted on them and they’ve been countersigned and distributed. Everything that can be worried about is still being worried about, but there’s no time left anymore.


At a quarter to twelve on Friday night, the very night before the plane leaves for Vancouver and the road begins, Wolfman Jack plays “Sweet Virginia” off the “Exile” album, with its “Got to scrape that shit right off your shoes” chorus. Then in a hushed and reverent voice, he says, “Just a minute. After this record, in a minute . . . we actually gonna be talkin ... to ... Mick Jagga.” And there is a pause to let the name shimmer through the airwaves, and sink in, and then the Wolfman rasps, “Be right back.”


All over L.A., in GTOs and Vettes cruising down Sunset and speeding past White Oaks and Tujunga Wash, and in darkened bedrooms where kids have to keep the radio down so as not to wake their parents, people lean forward and wait, for the Wolfman and Mick Jagger to converse.


In the house up in the Hollywood Hills that belongs to Michael Butler, scion of the Butler Aviation fortune and the man who bankrolled and produced Hair, blond Chris O’Dell has to keep running from one room to the other to tell Mick she’s still working on it. Chris has been trying to get through to the Wolfman for hours, but the station switchboard is jammed and Chris doesn’t know the Wolfman’s private number. She keeps on trying, though, because Wolfman is her favorite disc jockey ever, and more than once she’s told Mick, “Oh Mick, I want to meet the Wolfman so bad. You know what he looks like so introduce me if we see him.” And there are not many people in the business that Chris has not already met, much less have their private number. After working at Apple and for Peter Asher and having been Leon Russel’s Pisces Apple lady, and the subject of the song of the same title, she knows just about everyone.


“I’m still tryin, Mick,” Chris says, sticking her head into the room where Mick, Keith, and a few other people are just lying back, listening to music and watching how the floor relates to the walls.


“Aw, Chris, cawm awn, sit down wi us. . . .”


“Ooh, here he is. I’ve got him. Talk to him, Mick. ...”


A man is about to realize his dream.


“Mick,” the Wolfman says. “Ah Mick . . . everybody here is nervous ‘cause you’re on the phone, bay-bee. I’m nervous, too. Whatta you think a that, hah?”


Mick laughs. Then there is silence.


“How’s it feel to be number one, bay-bee? All this Stones mania, it’s like 1966 all over again, huh?”


“Well, it’s noice,” Mick says ever so politely. “We’ve been at it now for eight years. Nine since our first record. It’s gratifyin.”


“Yeah. Lissen, the vibrations you give off on records are just unreal. Y’know wha I’m talkin about?”


“Tha’s noice, Jack.”More silence.


“And ah’m gonna go on playin’ Stones’ cuts till they pull me off the air. Do you believe me, bay-bee?”


“I believe it, Jack.” Silence a third time.


“It must be nice to be alive and be a creator like you. Lissen, Mick babe, I love you bay-bee, how ‘bout you introduce this next record for me. ...”


And in a small polite voice, doing his best not to laugh out loud, Mick Jagger goes into a short and solemn dedication, as though it were still 1966 and people were walking around with transistors to their ears listening to Murray the K. “From Mick Taylor and Bill and Charlie and Keith, here’s one from all of us ...” as the music from “Sympathy for the Devil,” a song the Stones would almost certainly never play live again in America after Altamont, comes up in the background and Jagger’s voice begins hawking and honking.
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