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INTRODUCTION



THIS STORY DOESN’T START with a disappearing truck, but it certainly fucking feels like it.


In 1989, two things happened at once that would deeply impact my career. The first was that I began recording what would become my Leap of Faith album. The second was that Don Ienner became the president of Columbia Records. I’d been with Columbia since the very beginning, through eight Loggins & Messina albums and seven solo ones. I’d sold millions of records and reached the top of the charts—just not that much of late. It had been three years since “Danger Zone” and five years since “Footloose.” Given that I hadn’t had a top-10 album since 1978, company execs were beginning to wonder if I still had it.


Among Ienner’s first orders of business was to figure out the label’s obligations, and when he got around to reviewing my contract, he saw that I was already $500,000 into studio costs (and counting) for Leap of Faith, and not a person on his staff had actually heard the music.


From where I sat, though, that half mil was money well spent. So much music was pouring through me that Leap of Faith had all but written itself, every word and note falling perfectly into place. Melodic ideas scored my dreams so frequently that I kept a tape recorder next to the bed. For the first time in my life, I could imagine complete songs as if they were playing on my stereo. The arc of the album was following the arc of my life, and I was writing it all as it unfolded before me. I innately understood everything I wanted the music to be.


Columbia had recently been acquired by Sony, and the new boss was busy slashing the slumping label’s artist roster, ultimately cutting loose a third of the acts. I had already spent a ton of their money on my new record, and it wasn’t even finished yet. I grew nervous. Would I be the next to go?


The West Coast head of A&R for Columbia, a guy named Ron Oberman, certainly thought so. He lobbied Ienner to drop me from the label as part of the overall house-cleaning efforts. Luckily for me, my old friend Bobby Colomby—the founding drummer of Blood, Sweat & Tears—had recently become the senior VP for creative development, not just for Columbia Records but for all of Sony Music. When Ienner called Bobby to get his take on who he might cut from the label, Bobby convinced him I should stay by promising to personally shepherd my new project.


Apparently, Colomby and Oberman had quite the confrontation over it. The urban legend is that Bobby held Ron out of a second-story window until he reassessed his position. I doubt anything like that actually happened, but Bobby’s a native New Yorker and I wouldn’t put it past him. At the very least, it illustrates the kind of passionate support he gave me.


Before too long, I received word that Don wanted to hear what I’d recorded. He set a meeting for a month out. Trouble was, Leap of Faith was still in bits and pieces at that point—I didn’t even have any rough mixes ready to show him, let alone all the overdubs I had planned. None of the songs even sounded like a record yet. I had a lot of work ahead of me to make it right, and it was increasingly clear that Donnie’s opinion would be the deciding factor when it came to my future with Columbia. Yeah, I was stressed.


As it happened, Ienner’s message arrived just as I was packing up my operation for a move from LA to Santa Barbara. By that point, the basic tracks were in place and I wanted to do the overdubs—my vocals, a ton of percussion, and lots of secondary instrumentation—closer to home. Into the truck went our amps, guitars, microphones, stands, and speakers, along with two Mitsubishi 32-track digital recorders and the big eighteen-inch reels containing the master tapes. I had thirty days to get everything ready for my big meeting, and I needed every minute of them.


Then it all went sideways.


It’s only a ninety-minute drive from LA to Santa Barbara, an easy hop, but after an all-nighter at the studio, the guitar tech driving the van decided to stop at home for a shower and a quick nap. That’s when the truck was stolen.


It was just fucking gone.


Bobby called me at home with the news. I couldn’t have cared less about the instruments or the recorders. Those were replaceable. My master tapes, though, were priceless—the sum of twelve months of steady toil put into the album.


I still had the slave reels, though that was small consolation. In the days before unlimited digital tracking, “slaves” were mixed down from master recordings to leave as much space as possible for overdubs, which could then be transferred back to the original, high-quality master. It’s unfortunate terminology, but it was industry standard back then. The recording quality on the tapes in my possession was unacceptable for an official release, let alone a career-saving preview for Columbia’s new boss. They were good enough for me to take cues from, and not much else.


This is going to sound weird, but when I heard my tapes were missing, I didn’t panic. Not even a little. There’s no logical explanation for it, but despite every upsetting detail, I knew instinctively that things would turn out okay. Really, I had only one decision to make: I could return to LA and rerecord the basic tracks in a hurry, or I could proceed as if nothing had happened and continue to overdub on my slaves, according to the original plan. If the masters failed to emerge, the quality would be far too low for Ienner to approve. Add to that the expense of rerecording everything, and my time with Columbia would almost certainly be over. Leap of Faith would probably never see daylight.


So I took a literal leap of faith.


I knew in my bones that those tapes would return. Not hoped. Knew. And not eventually, but in time for my meeting with Ienner. This was the record I’d been waiting all my life to make, coming to me in waves of inspiration like nothing I’d experienced before. How could all this music be flowing through me only to end up lost and abandoned?


The decision was instantaneous for me, obvious almost as soon as Bobby told me what had happened. In fact, I laid out my plan during that very same phone call. Bobby was too despondent to even offer a pretense of reassurance. “I’m so sorry, dude,” he said. “This is a disaster, really. What are you going to do?”


Somehow I found myself talking him off of the ledge. “It’s going to be okay, Bobby,” I said. He probably thought I’d lost my mind.


“Are you saying you’re going to rerecord the masters?” he asked.


I smiled at what should have been a devastating question. “Nope,” I said. “I’m gonna keep going as if nothing happened, then I’ll mix it all together when the truck shows up.”


Bobby took a long breath. “Can I have some of what you’re taking?” he whispered.


I had no idea how any of this would happen, of course, only that it was a certainty. I kept working away on those slaves, adding a one-of-a-kind performance by synth wizard John Barnes, some vocal harmonies by Mavis Staples, and an amazing David Lindley slide-guitar solo while I waited for the good news.


A week went by, then two. No word. I kept working. Three weeks. Now we were counting days.


Five days before the biggest meeting of my career, it happened: my manager, Shep Gordon, called to tell me the truck had been located just a few blocks from where it was stolen. “There were about a dozen tickets on the windshield,” he said. “Obviously we were the recipients of some expert sleuthing by our local police department.” I’m pretty sure he was joking about that last part. I was thrilled by the news, right up until Shep told me the cargo box had been cleaned out, every instrument gone. Those Mitsubishi recorders were probably already being parted out in Mexico.


Oh shit. What about my master tapes?


I stopped breathing, hoping there was more. There was. The only items left behind, Bobby said, locked up safe in the cab, were my tapes—all four master reels.


The more I thought about it, the more I wondered if somebody connected with the studio, maybe a recording engineer, had been in on the heist. Those instruments were valuable, but the tapes weren’t worth much to anybody but me. Whoever did it clearly knew enough about what was going on to secure them up front. So whoever you are, thanks for that… I guess.


Within twelve hours, my engineer and co-producer, Terry Nelson, was piecing together songs, dubbing new tracks we’d recently recorded onto the master reels. We worked around the clock for four days straight. Our final task involved cutting a special version for my meeting with Ienner—a digital audio tape with all the instrumentation but none of my lead vocals. Bobby had insisted I perform those live. “It’ll be like a personal concert,” he said. “You’ll blow him away.” I’d never heard of anyone doing something like that. It was unorthodox and risky, but hell, so was my album. I agreed. Yeah, the meeting was that important.


On barely any sleep, we wrapped things up with only hours to spare.


The next morning I drove to the Beverly Wilshire Hotel, where Ienner had a cabana in the gardens out back.


First, though, I had a stop to make. Shep was auctioning off a wall from his office for charity. It had been autographed by some of the world’s most prominent performers, and he wanted me to add my name before it was removed from the premises. I ended up signing underneath Raquel Welch and Cher, and wrote one thing more, something Geronimo once said to his warriors before sending them into battle: “It is a good day to die.” If you were going to war, the theory went, fight as if you were already dead, and you’d have nothing to lose. Given my upcoming meeting, it seemed appropriate.


From there I headed to the Beverly Wilshire, where I found Ienner in his cottage. Colomby was already there. Donnie welcomed me in and plopped down on a couch. “I’m really excited to hear this,” he said. Well, so was I.


I put the DAT into the stereo, took a deep breath, and gave my first-ever one-man concert for a two-person audience. As I sang, I kept watching Donnie for clues. He seemed to be enjoying it, but I couldn’t be sure. At one point he said, “Only you would rhyme ‘exist’ with ‘precipice.’” I took that as a good sign.


When the final notes of “Too Early for the Sun” faded from the speakers, I held my breath. Donnie didn’t make me wait long to let me know what he was thinking. He let out a long sigh, rose from the couch, and actually hugged me. “I don’t know if we’ll sell only a few records or millions,” he said. “I’m just proud to have this one on Columbia.”


They probably could have heard my sigh of relief in Santa Barbara.


Ienner backed up his sentiments with Columbia’s checkbook. The label not only devoted a considerable budget to advertising and marketing, but gave me extra money to finish the record. Leap of Faith ended up spending fifty-eight weeks on the Billboard charts. Luckily for me, the adult contemporary radio format was taking off at just that time, and my new stuff was perfect for it. Radio stations played my song “The Real Thing” for so long that my promo guys had to call stations and ask them to stop because it was delaying the release of our next single, “Conviction of the Heart.” Then they played that song forever. After that, they moved on to “Now or Never.”


Through all my years in the industry, I’d never had three singles released from one album.


Thanks to Donnie’s belief in the record, Leap of Faith had five. It continues to be the favorite piece of work I’ve ever done.















CHAPTER 1



CALIFORNIA HERE WE COME


SHORTLY BEFORE I was born, my father, making a Christmas promise I’m pretty sure he never expected to keep, told my oldest brother, Bobby, that if I arrived on his birthday he could name me.


Bobby turned seven on January 7, 1948, and I came into the world just a few hours after he blew out his birthday candles. This is how, for a short while, anyway, Dad paid off his promise and I was known as Clark Kent Loggins.


Thankfully, my father considered the potentially harsh reality of saddling a kid with such a name, and convinced Bobby to change things up. So I became Kenneth Clark Loggins. I guess that kinda makes me a singer-songwriter version of Superman.


That my dad sold my brother on changing my name isn’t too surprising, since he was a salesman by trade. As far as I know, he had always been a salesman, a real-life Willy Loman, selling whatever he could to get by. He possessed an easy charm and relaxed style, akin to his pop idol, Bing Crosby. He always seemed to have a pipe between his teeth and a porkpie hat atop his head. He seems like a good place to start this story.


Robert George Loggins grew up in Butte, Montana, the fourth of Harry and Stasia’s eight children, and in 1940 moved with the family to Seattle. In his twenties, during the Great Depression, when everybody worked the angles in order to survive, my dad and some friends piled into a Star touring car and traveled down the coast, passing themselves off as seminarians working their way through school by selling subscriptions to the Franciscan Herald. They’d stop at Catholic parishes and convince the priests to entreat their Sunday parishioners to support this holy cause. None of it was true, of course, except for the part about the subscriptions—and my dad’s commission.


What Dad really wanted, I think, was to reach Los Angeles and become a movie star. As soon as his group reached Hollywood, my dad jumped ship and moved in with a friend he knew from back in Montana. Years later, I found a photo taken of him during this time. It looks remarkably like a publicity shot: my dad dressed up in a black smoking jacket, lounging casually like John Barrymore in white bucks, smoke curling up lazily from the cigarette in his hand. I asked my father about it late in his life, and he explained it away as a spur of the moment thing he did as kind of a joke. I don’t buy it. I believe the picture tells the story of a young man who was headed to Hollywood all along.


His dream came crashing down when his new wife ran off with his best friend. (Did I mention that he got married? Neither did he. It was a family secret until I was in my thirties. Seems he met a girl in Hollywood and married her—and lost her—within the span of a year.) The breakup left my father so devastated that he developed a nearly fatal case of pneumonia. He couldn’t get out of bed, and refused to eat. His sister Rita had to come down from Seattle and drive him back home. Thus ended Robert Loggins’s Hollywood dream, at least until I came along.


Returning to Seattle, though, wasn’t all bad. That’s where he met my mom, Lina Massie, and raised three children, so it worked out okay for him in the end. It certainly did for me.


My dad’s most successful business venture was with a small costume jewelry company called Sarah Coventry, for which he traveled all over Washington State hosting in-home parties much like Tupperware salespeople would famously do in the 1950s. He was so successful at moving large quantities of inexpensive bracelets and necklaces that management offered to transfer him to the company’s new territory in Southern California.


The plan was for my father to go down ahead of the rest of the family and find us a place to live. I was only six years old, but I vividly remember him asking whether I’d like to join him. I was the only one of us kids he asked along, and boy was I thrilled. Dad had been on the road selling things for most of my young life, and I barely knew him. One rainy Monday morning he pulled me from my first-grade classroom, and we hit the highway. I didn’t know it at the time, but that trip would change my life. (I do wonder what my career would have looked like had I grown up as a Seattle musician. Hard to imagine Loggins & Messina as a proto-grunge band.)


Along the way we stayed in the kind of small, neon-lit 1950s motor lodges that US Route 99 was known for. I don’t recall visiting a single tourist site, but those motels sure captured my imagination. I’d never seen anything like them. It all felt very grown-up and glamorous.


We sang “California Here I Come” as loud as we could while we crossed the Golden Gate Bridge, shouting the chorus as the wind whipped through our open windows. In Los Angeles, Dad bought me a small motorcycle jacket and cap, like what Brando wore in The Wild One. “Welcome to Hollywood,” he said as he handed it to me.


Our destination was Alhambra, about fifteen miles east of Hollywood, past Chavez Ravine and through Chinatown, where a bunch of my father’s family lived. While Dad looked for a place I stayed with my spinster aunts, Didi and Lizzie, and then later with my Uncle Frank, Aunt Helen, and their three kids, all of whom were older than me. Frank was a pretty religious guy and put me in second grade at the same grammar school, All Souls, that his youngest daughter, Peggy, attended.


Dad eventually found a place for our family to live just a couple of blocks away, and thanked Frank for his hospitality by enrolling all of us kids in local Catholic schools. I stayed on at All Souls, where I was joined by my middle brother, Danny, while the eldest, Bob, went to San Gabriel Mission High School. Up to that moment in our young lives, none of us had any religious training, and it was like being thrown into a tub of ice water. The first time Sister Mary Elizabeth ordered my class to kneel I had no clue what she was talking about—I’d never prayed before. I found myself trapped inside a school full of nuns with an insistence on discipline like nothing I’d seen. Having my knuckles rapped with a ruler during class was old-school schooling, and completely disorienting. For Danny, who didn’t take orders well (he was more like James Dean than Saint James the Apostle), it was especially difficult. His relationship with religion got off to a bad start and never really improved.


I, on the other hand, was too young to know any better, and quickly adapted to my new environment. I liked learning and was a pretty good student. It was the best way I found to stay in the nuns’ good graces and avoid that ruler.


Music and Catholic school first intersected in seventh grade, when the nuns selected me to be the primary altar boy for their monthly Solemn High Mass. I was beginning to develop an interest in music, and was eager to participate… up until they told me the role involved singing. That stopped me in my tracks. Sing? In front of the entire school? No fuckin’ way. I turned them down. My music career would have to wait a few more years.


MY DAD’S HOLLYWOOD fascination was rekindled in 1956, when the Queen for a Day show made the jump from radio to TV, and he arranged to get Sarah Coventry jewelry featured on it. That was a big deal: the show’s models would wear the jewelry and contestants would get a chance to win it. Even as a kid, I could tell he was excited by the prospects.


Unfortunately, the good times didn’t last. Seattle had a small-town quality to it back then, and the house-party approach that had worked so well there did not translate to the sprawl of Southern California. LA was also on the vanguard of fashion in a way that Seattle wasn’t, and maybe people just weren’t as interested in costume jewelry. Even with the TV exposure, Sarah Coventry didn’t catch hold, and as the company’s fortunes flagged my dad was unexpectedly let go. He soon developed insomnia so severe that he had to nap during the day, which effectively made him unemployable. For reasons I never understood, he became his own worst enemy.


At first, my dad tried starting his own jewelry company, called Cathé, but his salespeople stole his sample cases, which left him with no product and depleted our savings. After that, he picked up whatever sales gigs he could: life insurance, real estate, used cars. He got a job sorting mail at the post office, which I think was mostly to get my mom off of his back, but his insomnia made keeping regular hours impossible. He even tried selling home saunas—anything he could do on his own hours. Nothing stuck. I think his insomnia was at the core of some sort of emotional disintegration that science didn’t yet understand. Today they might call it manic-depression and put you on SSRIs.


It was heartbreaking for me to watch this once unstoppable force come apart before my eyes. I found out later that my dad was so ashamed of his failures that he sometimes pretended to go to work in the mornings to a job he didn’t have, so his kids wouldn’t see anything but the illusion of a working father. I occasionally came home from school to find him asleep on the couch in a coat and tie, having given up early on that day’s charade.


By that point, my mother had stepped in to support the family with a sales job at McKay’s Drug Store in Alhambra. My father’s inability to carry his share of the financial burden became a wedge between them. Neither of them understood why he couldn’t sleep or hold a job. Mom came to resent him deeply, even giving up at one point while I was in high school and returning to Seattle for a few months, leaving me and Dad alone in our apartment. I knew he was having a hard time, and I did my best to keep him company through the night, frequently staying up with him to watch the late-late show.


The best solution doctors gave him was a sleeping medication called Miltown. Because it caused drowsiness, they also gave him Dexedrine, the upper of the era, to pop in the mornings. Later, pharmacists mixed them together in a green-and-white capsule called Dexamyl, which is what my dad took in the 1960s. He got hooked, and had to work two or three doctors to accumulate sufficient quantities. In my later teenage years I took to sneaking some of those pills from his sock drawer, especially when I needed to study for finals. I remember my geology teacher looking at me sideways during one field trip in particular, wondering why I’d suddenly become so interested in rock formations.


MY MOTHER WAS more difficult. I loved her dearly, of course, but I never felt as close to her as I think either of us would have liked. She was attentive to the physical needs of us kids, getting up to make breakfast and send us off to school, but our emotional needs were different. She was not a nurturer, and hugs were in short supply. Later in life she told me, “I wasn’t the kind of mother who would get down on her knees to play with my children.”


Lina Massie (shortened somewhere along the way from Massemiani) was the third of Luigi and Cecilia’s four children. They’d made their way from Avezzano, Italy, to Washington State, but their life in the United States didn’t seem much easier than it had been in the old world. Neither of her parents ever learned to speak English, and it wasn’t long before their lack of prosperity led my grandfather to the bottle. He’d come home in such drunken rages that on many nights the neighbors would sneak his children from the house before he could hurt them. Later on, my mom’s mother was so emotionally distant that, even though we all lived near Seattle when I was young, we almost never saw her.


Luigi’s abuse could be why my mom ended up having issues with men later in life, particularly the four of us who lived in her house. My mom never hid the fact that she’d desperately wanted a daughter, somebody to offer the type of compassion that seemed to be in short supply with us boys. It left us all constantly trying to prove our love to her, and not understanding why it never seemed to be enough. Now I know that we had no hope of filling her emotional void. I have a specific memory of a Mother’s Day in Seattle when I was about five years old. I figured we’d celebrate at dinner, just like we did with birthdays, but midway through the morning my mom blew up, screaming that we were all selfish for not acknowledging her first thing. As an extremely sensitive kid being accused of insensitivity, my mom’s anger and tears affected me deeply. It was a formative lesson that doing nothing can upset people just as much as doing the wrong thing.


Incidents like that weren’t much fun for a kid like me, but the kind of sensitivity it inspired would become handy as I got older and began to channel it into songs.


ONE BENEFIT OF my father’s ongoing joblessness was that it gave him time to spend with his kids, particularly me. I’m not sure why, but of Robert Loggins’s three sons, I was the one he poured his energy into. He taught me how to play baseball and golf. When I was nine or ten, my dad and I worked out a bunch of basketball plays and would go two-on-two with Danny and his pals. My dad was my best friend, and it was thrilling for me when we beat the big kids.


I loved sports. Early on I played baseball, even throwing a no-hitter as a fourteen-year-old. (It was covered by the local paper, which called me “lanky,” leading to the inevitable nickname “Lanky Loggins.”) At San Gabriel Mission High School, I focused on basketball and track. My dad had been a high-hurdler back in Butte in the 1930s, and taught me the craft. He was so good at it that when the Mission High track coach had a stroke during my sophomore year, my dad took over the program. That it was a volunteer job became another bone of contention between him and my mom, but it was good for him and he loved it. Out on that field he became the father I remembered from my childhood. My teammates liked him, too. He was a mellow guy and a great coach. Most of all, I could tell he was happy. That was probably the job he should have been doing all along.


I was a pretty good hurdler myself. Being six feet tall allowed me to step the high hurdles better than most of my teammates. My problem was the spaces between them. My feet flicked out when I ran, which made it kind of like running with flippers on. I managed to win a few races, but ours was a small league and competition wasn’t exactly fierce.


The sport I loved most was basketball. Those were the days when a six-footer like me was considered tall enough to play center. (That was true on our team, anyway. I was the shortest center in the league.) My oldest brother, Bob, who’d played at the same high school for the same coach—Coach Crowe—inspired me to go out for the team. Coach Crowe remembered Bob’s work ethic, and thought I might bring something similar to the roster. Well, I worked as hard as anybody, but I also had outside interests like music and theater, and Coach Crowe never forgave me for that. He came to think of me as a showboat, which I most definitely was not. Not yet, anyway. Even when I had the game of my life, hitting nearly every shot I put up, Coach found a way to criticize me. My culmination came on a play in which I inadvertently jumped past the basket and still managed to reach backward and tip in a teammate’s errant shot. Coach Crowe was so upset with the unorthodoxy of it—basketball was played very differently back then—that even though I was leading the team in scoring, he pulled me from the game. Go figure.


It reminds me of an old joke. This guy, Bill, has everything go wrong for him at once. He loses his job, his car breaks down on the way home, and when he finally gets there he finds that his wife and kids have left him. “Why me?” he cries to the heavens. Just then, the clouds part and a voice booms down from above. “I don’t know, Bill,” says God. “Something about you just pisses me off.”


BOBBY WAS THE first person I knew who tried to write a song. He was fourteen, I was seven. At first, he tried to enlist eleven-year-old Danny to help him, but Dan’s attention span got in the way after an hour or two. Bobby was all about tenacity and patience, and took the better part of a week to file the edges and hone his masterpiece—which went something like, “Oh baby, baby, I’m so in love with you…” Watching my brothers try to write that tune made an impression on me. Until then I thought songs only came out of the radio. I’d never thought of writing one myself.


Despite that early seminal moment, it was Danny who held the biggest sway over me. Bobby had already left home by the time I reached sixth grade, leaving Danny, three years younger than Bob and four years older than me, as my primary influence precisely when being cool began to matter. While I followed Bob into the Catholic, gender-segregated San Gabriel Mission High, Danny opted for the public high school down the street. It had two primary benefits over Mission High: lots of girls and no nuns.


Dan loved to sing. Back in Seattle, when I was maybe four or five, he taught me the counterpart to the barbershop classic “Down by the Old Mill Stream.”


Dan: “Down by the old mill stream…”


Me: “Not the river but the stream.”


Dan: “Where I first met you…”


Me: “Not me but you.”


Ours was the comedic version made popular by a fellow named Jerry Colonna in the early 1950s, and it earned me my first-ever applause when we performed it after a business dinner my dad hosted at the house. Before long, it became a family tradition for Dad to trot us out for our little musical numbers whenever company was over. That was my introduction to how much fun performing could be.


I loved to sing with Dan, but more than that I wanted to be just like him. Anything he liked had to be cool. Luckily for me, it actually was. By the time Danny was a teenager, he’d become the rock rebel of the family. His love for rock ’n’ roll and early R&B turned me on to groups like the Coasters, the Del-Vikings, and Danny & the Juniors. He showed me Fats Domino and Little Richard and Eddie Cochran. We were watching American Bandstand together, he and I, when Jerry Lee Lewis stood up and played the piano with his foot. That was rock ’n’ roll. It was the beginning of my musical awakening, and became a major part of my DNA. It still occasionally shows up in my own music, like the line in “I’m Alright”—“Get it up and get you a job, dip, dip, dip, dip,” which is, of course, borrowed from the Silhouettes’ “Get a Job.”


A couple of years after we moved to California, I discovered Elvis Presley’s “Hound Dog” in Danny’s record collection. I hadn’t yet seen Elvis on TV; for me it was all about the sound. I played that 45 over and over again—an obsession that came with no small amount of risk, since Danny had barred me from his bedroom. That didn’t stop me, of course. His record collection was my holy grail, and I had to get to it. My school day ended earlier than his, so I would race home and binge-listen on the little box turntable in his room before he arrived. My worries about getting caught had less to do with Danny walking in than with making sure I put things back exactly how he’d left them. My brother kept his 45s in special binders, in such perfect order that he’d notice if anything was amiss. One time, he even spotted a disturbance in the dust on the spine of a book. He burst in on me, shouting, “You were in my room!” leaving me to scratch my head and try to figure out how he knew. Clearly, Danny missed his calling; he should have become a detective. Thanks to his unending scrutiny, I could have become a master thief.


I was so taken with all the music Danny fed me that in the fourth grade I tried to start my own rock band. I didn’t even play an instrument, and neither did my friends, but that didn’t stop us. The only music we could make, of course, was from Danny’s portable record player, so we mostly just sat around listening to his 45s. Those kids didn’t know any of the songs because they didn’t have big brothers like Danny.


The other item I borrowed from Danny was the guitar he’d hung on the wall, an old Kay nylon-string acoustic. It was mostly there as decoration; he never really learned how to play it. I thought that guitar was so beautiful. I didn’t know what to do with it, so I’d sneak it down and just hold it. That was the first step toward making my own music. It also led to a full-blown fascination with guitars. I started hanging out at Pedrini’s Music in downtown Alhambra, just to ogle the merchandise. Some guys cut out magazine pictures of girls or cars to hang on their bedroom walls. I cut out pictures of guitars.


Noting this, my parents signed me up for guitar lessons at Pedrini’s. I had high hopes until I learned that my new teacher didn’t know any rock music, or even folk tunes. It turned out he was a guitarist for the Lawrence Welk Orchestra. Lawrence Welk? It was 1960; I wanted to play “If I Had a Hammer,” not the “Pennsylvania Polka.” Ultimately, it didn’t even matter—we never got to the music itself because this fella was all about theory. He kept trying to teach me scales when I wanted only to play and sing. I quit almost immediately, and that pretty much ended the guitar for me until high school, when a guy named Rodney Ruggles showed me a better path.


Rod was twenty-five years old, and the big brother of my friend Marty. He was a struggling professional folksinger who was happy to teach me what he knew—and he knew a lot. The funky back room in his parents’ house was his personal folk cave, dimly lit, moody as hell, and home to a half dozen gorgeous acoustic guitars. He collected sheet music and folk-focused magazines like Sing Out!, which was the scene’s bible back in those days. Rod taught me songs by acts like Gordon Lightfoot, Ian & Sylvia, and Peter, Paul and Mary. The best, though, was Bob Dylan. When I heard “Blowin’ in the Wind”—Rod’s version, not Dylan’s record—I was so moved that I learned to play it that night, straight from the pages of Sing Out!. That was only the beginning.


Armed with Danny’s guitar and Rod’s classic folk songs, I began joining in on local hootenannies—sing-alongs with other wannabe folkies. I worked up an act with a friend from the girls’ wing of my high school, Mikele Parisi. She was only about four foot ten, and for the novelty of it I gave her a friend’s stand-up bass fiddle to play. It was almost twice as big as her, but so was I. We were both good singers, and our Smothers Brothers–style routine was full of quips and skits. It played well at the frat parties and college halls where most of our gigs took place, though it played less well at the first talent show we entered. I thought our act was solid, but we ended up losing to a guy imitating Bob Dylan—and not even the new electric Dylan, but the older folkie Dylan. I should have taken it as a sign that my repertoire, which consisted entirely of the songs I’d only just learned from Rod, already needed updating.


The loss didn’t deter me. Talent shows were kind of a big deal back then, and I kept at it, occasionally with Mikele, but mostly solo. My next one was much bigger, featuring young performers from across the county. I actually had to audition, then make it through several rounds of judging to qualify for the public performance. People had to buy tickets to get in. The competition was serious: amazing bluegrass bands, classical pianists, trained vocalists, and a smattering of pop groups. Somehow, we all lost to a trio of cute high school girls in cellophane grass skirts doing the hula under a black light. Man, the audience went crazy for that. Those girls were oozing with… talent. I learned that night that showmanship really does matter. Also that sex sells, and to use black light whenever possible.


In addition to playing with Mikele, I started a group with a couple of guys from the basketball team, Pete Hermes and Mark Stafford, dedicated specifically to old-school folk songs like “If I Had a Hammer” and “Michael Row the Boat Ashore.” We called ourselves the Yeomen. We were all still learning how to play our instruments, and our lone live performance (at yet another talent show) ended with an early exit. Our act was outdated, and we didn’t look good in grass skirts. I realized then that my material was stuck in a genre that had lost its vibrancy. The times they were a-changin’, and boy did I need it. Luckily, change was right around the corner.


What unstuck me was the Beatles.


ONE MORNING NOT LONG AFTER that woebegone Yeomen show, my mother called me into the living room just before leaving for work.


“There’s a new band on Ed Sullivan tonight that everyone is talking about,” she said. “You might want to check them out.”


I wasn’t used to taking pop-culture cues from my mother, but for some reason I listened to her, and boy was I glad I did.


I’d never heard of the Beatles, but that night I sat on the floor in front of our black-and-white Sylvania, transfixed. Like so many future rockers, the arc of my life changed dramatically over the course of that hour. I stopped playing folk music then and there… and so did Dylan. It wasn’t long before he released a record with a full band and a bunch of rock songs. As it happened, he also met with the Beatles in their New York City hotel. Talk about my worlds colliding.


Dylan’s new electrified rocker was called Bringing It All Back Home, and I first encountered it, where else, in Rod Ruggles’s back room. I didn’t even hear the album—just saw the cover—but the title struck me as poetic. When I learned he didn’t actually have a song by that name, I went home that very night and wrote it myself. I didn’t even know what the song was about when I started, but it poured out of me, words and music all at once. It was my first glimpse into the hypnotism of songwriting. I never recorded it, but I still remember some of the verses. The main character makes big decisions based on his experiences, and by the end realizes that some of those decisions might not have been the right ones.




I started building pyramids


Just to see how great it was


And suddenly I realized


How little one man does


And it’ll only cause me pain


So I’m bringing it all back home


You profit from experience


To be a wiser man


You learn as you travel


As you roam


But it might be just an echo


That you caught inside your hand


And you’re bringing it all back home


And I’m bringing it all back home





I was seventeen years old, and with my very first song was already writing introspectively. I had almost no life experience on which to draw, but my imagination filled in the gaps. It came naturally to me to write about imaginary experiences in the first person, as if I’d actually lived them. I’m guessing it’s similar to how a novelist invents worlds in a book. One thing that’s held true over the years is that my songs communicate to me as if I’m someone other than the guy writing them. Hell, my songs still teach me things to this day. (It took me twenty years to fully understand what 1991’s “Conviction of the Heart” was trying to tell me, but that’s a story for later.)


I lost all interest in the Yeomen and began gravitating toward other Dylan and Beatles fans at my high school. Before long I’d formed my first rock band, called Five Downing Street. (We were experiencing the first wave of the British Invasion, 10 Downing Street was where the British prime minister lived, and there were five guys in the band. Sometimes you don’t need much more than that.) That group was especially fun for me because my brother Danny was in it… sort of, sometimes. He was attending Cal State LA by that point, and even though he lived at his fraternity house he still showed up at home often enough to rock with us… sort of, sometimes. Every time we practiced, he always seemed to have something else to do.


When Danny did show up for rehearsal it was like the old days. We sang great harmonies together, which wasn’t surprising given that we’d been doing it since we were kids. With the Vietnam draft growing hot underneath him, however, Danny decided to place an increased emphasis on schoolwork (the better to maintain deferment) and less on the band he was in with a bunch of high school kids. The rest of the guys grew tired of working up arrangements with his parts missing. I’m not sure Danny even noticed when we broke up.


I quickly formed another band without Danny called the Second Helping. It was my senior year of high school, and that group inspired me to break out the extremely cheap electric six-string with a homemade pickup I’d found at Pedrini’s. That thing looked like it was made from a Formica tabletop, felt like it weighed a hundred pounds, and had about thirty-seven switches and dials on it, though the volume knob was the only one that worked. It was a uniquely horrible guitar, but the salesman said it was good for the money, and I believed him. Anyway, it could get loud, and that was enough for me.


I soon upgraded to a slightly better, much lighter guitar, which I set to work customizing. I cut a hole into the bottom edge and sunk in a cowbell that stuck out the back like an exhaust pipe. I secured it with wood putty and pieces from an old Erector set. On stage, I wore a holster with a drumstick in it, and banged on the bell during my bandmates’ solos. That guitar lasted until the final show the Second Helping ever played, when I decided to channel Pete Townsend and threw it into the air, mostly so I could hear what it sounded like when it crashed to the floor. The neck broke clean off. It was strangely cathartic. I highly recommend the experience.


The Second Helping was actually a pretty good group: Larry Williams on guitar, Joe Middleton on bass, Mike Vernola on drums, and a keyboard player named Bill Hansen. We covered a bunch of songs by bands like the Byrds and Buffalo Springfield, and of course the Beatles and the Stones, and figured since those guys wrote their own stuff, we should, too. Being the only guy who had ever written a song, I was tagged for the role, and over the course of a year came up with about twenty numbers. That really set us apart from most of the other groups in the area, and we gained a bit of a following.


It was at about that time that a guitarist I sometimes played with, a kid named Scotty, introduced me to pot. My parents would have said we were “experimenting,” which I guess was true, though what we were really experimenting with was consciousness. That was when I first understood there were more ways of seeing things than I’d been taught in school, and it opened up a free-flowing creativity for me.


Pot also affected how I heard music. The Beatles—Sgt. Pepper’s in particular—took on a new degree of importance, and I strove to write songs that accessed a similar kind of awareness. They were doing backwards stuff and looping sounds, creating mind-expanding auditory experiences, and I wanted to try some of that myself. I guess that’s why I called one of my compositions “Floating Downstream on an Inflatable Rubber Raft.” What can I say? It was the ’60s.


The Second Helping played mostly high school and college fraternity dances. Once, we played at a bowling alley, and the owner of the place told me afterward that we should get a new drummer. Everybody had an opinion. What we became known for, however, were battles of the bands. Somebody figured out that if you staged a contest you only had to pay the winner. Soon, that format had cropped up across the southland, with bills filled by volunteer rock ’n’ roll wannabes. We must have competed in ten of those things over the course of a year, and I vaguely recall even getting paid a few times.


Before long, we actually got a manager, a local deputy sheriff named Scott Macquarrie, whose dreams of becoming a big-time rock ’n’ roll producer seemed to begin with us. He was a stocky guy with a cocky attitude, who was rumored to have once shot a hole in his television with his police-issue Colt .38 because he was annoyed by whatever he’d been watching. His first act as our manager was to accompany us to a high school dance in East LA during the Watts riots. During our first break, a bunch of drunken kids jumped onstage, grabbed our instruments, and tried to take the show into their own hands. I watched from the dance floor, growing very nervous as I tried to figure out what we could do to stop this pending riot of our own. Then Macquarrie calmly walked up to the stage, and from a place that only those assholes could see, opened his jacket and pointed at the pistol on his waist. “He’s got a gat!” one of the kids shouted. Those guys spilled off the front of the stage and ran for the door. It left quite an impression on me and the band. Scott had passed the audition.


Scott owned his own reel-to-reel recorder and a half-dozen mics, and very much wanted to get us on tape, hoping to cash in when we hit it big. Because he was an unrepentant old folkie, he had us work up a comedy routine as part of our act, not unlike the groups that headlined local nightclubs. One of the punch lines had to do with a breath mint that was actually a suppository—a rectal joke I barely remember yet is still incredibly embarrassing. Then again, Scott was also the guy who booked us at the place where we drew some of our best crowds, a folk haunt in Glendale called the Ice House, where we opened for acts like the Knack, the Dillards, and the Good Time Singers. I guess that kind of shtick was expected in that kind of place. I don’t remember anybody booing us off of the stage, anyway.


The Second Helping’s big break (if you can call it that) came in July 1966, just after my senior year of high school, when Scott entered us into yet another battle of the bands competition. This one was different, though. It was put on by a Hollywood AM radio station, KFWB, and the grand prize was a Standel amplifier and a recording contract with a local label called Viva Records. Instead of having the acts perform live, KFWB solicited cassettes that they played on the air. The winner was decided by popular vote, which in those days was tallied by postcards people sent in to the station. This is where Scott really paid off for us. He bought a mimeograph machine and printed off postcards by the hundreds. We actually threw postcard-signing parties where friends from high school drank sodas and filled up box after box. Even with that we barely won. Seems some other LA band had a mimeograph machine, too.


Viva Records, the label whose contract we won, was a little outfit on Gower Street in Hollywood that had just been launched by Snuff Garrett, the impresario behind the likes of Bobby Vee, Del Shannon, and Gary Lewis and the Playboys. For us Alhambra kids, this was the big time. As it turned out, the record deal wasn’t all we’d thought. We were given only a small window of studio time, just a few hours, that wasn’t nearly enough to get anything done. When I didn’t like what I was hearing through the monitors, I tried to rearrange things on the fly without any real idea about what I was doing. Snuff made Scott the engineer on the project as part of some side deal, and he mostly just tried to rush us along. I completely buckled under the pressure. The guys in the band weren’t digging my direction, and things grew tense. At some point, I mumbled that Scott didn’t know what the fuck he was doing. I was smart enough to wait until he left the room to say it, but I meant every word. The guy was into folk music, not the Beatles. Problem was, the studio mics were hot, and Scotty heard my sentiments loud and clear in the control room. All of a sudden, I heard his voice boom over the talk-back speakers: “Oh, really?”


To this day I’m careful about what I say in a studio, because there’s always an open mic someplace.


We accomplished so little in the time we’d been given that Viva ended up putting out some homemade recordings we’d done at Scott’s place (one of which we’d used to win the battle of the bands). To gussy them up a bit, Snuff turned to a brooding, long-haired keyboardist from Oklahoma he’d recently taken on as a junior partner, which is how Leon Russell gave Larry his fuzz-tone guitar effect for our song “Let Me In.” I’d never heard of Leon at that point, but it wasn’t long before he was cranking out his own gold records. When we ran into each other years later (something that would eventually happen with regularity), he didn’t remember that first encounter, but I sure did.


Even if we had managed to lay down a professional-sounding track or two, I still don’t think it would have helped our long-term prospects. I hadn’t found my voice yet, and got by mostly by imitating John Lennon and Eric Burdon. It would be a few more years before I found a style of my own.


Nothing really came of that Viva contract, save for the fact that you can now find four Second Helping songs on the internet. What our battle of the bands victory really earned us was a gig as the opening act for the Association at the Pasadena Civic Auditorium. That was a big deal for us. The Association had a No. 1 hit with “Cherish,” and although I didn’t feel ready for that kind of billing, Scott insisted we were up to the challenge. For the date, Mike the drummer stole a couple of altar-boy cassocks from his Catholic school, which he and I altered to look like Sgt. Pepper’s coats, complete with epaulets and the like. We wore them as stage costumes.


Upon arriving at the gig, we learned that the Association’s management had actually booked them for two nearly simultaneous shows—the one we were playing in Pasadena and another across town, in Hollywood. A few hours before the doors opened, we were given the alarming news that to accommodate their doubleheader, the Association would go on first in Pasadena, and close the Hollywood gig. This meant that instead of us opening for them, the band at the top of the charts would now be opening for us. I immediately got nauseous. Like, seriously ill. I began to fear-vomit into whatever trash can I could find, and didn’t stop until we took the stage. Thinking back on it, plenty of Association fans must have cleared out once the band they had come to see wrapped up, but in my mind there were still thousands of people in the room when we went on. I was scared stiff, yet when I hit the stage something automatically arose in me that I would come to know well over the years. I felt centered and in the zone. I don’t remember much about the show, except, unfortunately, for that horrible comedy routine. Still, the exhilaration that came from performing in front of a large crowd was addictive. I was hooked.


That was the last high-profile show the Second Helping ever played. I’d been at Pasadena City College for about a year by that point, and while we tried to keep the band together for some weekend gigs, it eventually got to be too much, especially after my old Chevy station wagon, which I’d used to haul our PA system around, died. As I recall, there wasn’t even an official breakup. We all just went our separate ways.


MY RELATIONSHIP WITH Danny is complicated. He’s the guy who taught me about music, the brother I loved to harmonize with. Before long, though, it became a different story. Early on it was mostly a matter of age—what high school freshman wants his ten-year-old brother following him around like a puppy dog? Danny was trying to find his way around his own teenage world, and I consistently seemed to be in his way. I had buck teeth and, according to him, dressed wrong and acted wrong and never said the right things around his friends. I became the butt of their jokes, and couldn’t shake the feeling that I was an embarrassment. So I tried to be like him, hoping he might lighten up on me if I got it right. I tried to stand like Danny stood, talk like Danny talked. Sometimes I even wore his shirts, despite them being too big for me. I was constantly asking myself, How do I become more like Danny?


It didn’t work—I never became Danny—but the process was instrumental in creating a cooler version of myself. Once girls came into the picture, my motivation became all the more urgent. No matter how groovy I tried to act, I was still tall and skinny, with big ears and very short hair, thanks to Mission High’s dress code. Add in my four years at an all-boys school—where I rarely saw girls my age, let alone learned how to talk to them—and I was not exactly Mr. Confidence when it came to the opposite sex.


The guitar came to my rescue. (As did long hair. And my orthodontist.)


The girls’ wing of my high school (where boys were never allowed) had a competition each year in which each class created and performed a musical. Thanks to my friendship with Mikele, the girls of the senior class asked if I’d help them, and I ended up writing all of the songs in their play. In so doing, I became the first boy to ever participate in that event. Even though I had to hide in the projectionist’s booth to watch the performance, it felt like a coup. I was becoming cool.


That was my first step toward using music to meet girls. I soon figured out that bringing my guitar to parties lent me some gravitas, no matter how much I actually possessed. Once I started to sing my own songs, I became more confident in social situations. All it took was a couple of well-picked numbers and the walls came tumblin’ down.


DANNY HAD MOVED OUT by the time I was a senior in high school, heading from Cal State LA to Lyndon Johnson’s VISTA program—Volunteers in Service to America. It was effectively a domestic Peace Corps, and, importantly to Danny, a viable alternative to the draft. He was sent to Danville, Illinois, where he did tutoring in poor communities, helped build a reading center, and even drove a school bus. He returned after his one-year term, moving back not only to our parents’ place in the Villa Roma apartments in Alhambra, but into my bedroom, where I still slept while I attended community college.


One of the reasons Danny came home when he did was that our oldest brother, Bob, was getting married. The week of his arrival was a whirlwind of pre-wedding activity—tuxedo rentals and reunions and parties. As if that wasn’t enough of a family-oriented event, about a week later Danny got a phone call from Sheila, a VISTA volunteer he dated in Illinois. She was pregnant. He’d already been considering a move to Berkeley, to be in closer proximity to the Summer of Love, so with that the two of them—soon to be three, with baby Colin—moved up north.


I’m not sure why, but Danny didn’t tell me about his impending fatherhood until after he’d gone. He did it via a letter in which he shared his excitement about the situation, and his trepidation over what was to come. What I would give to still have that letter. I remember pretty much exactly what was in it, though, because it moved me to grab an acoustic guitar and write a song. I pulled some of the lyrics directly from Danny’s note, like “Pisces, Virgo rising is a very good sign, strong and kind.”


I must have done something right, because to this day “Danny’s Song” remains one of my most popular tunes, known by the refrain: “Even though we ain’t got money / I’m so in love with you, honey.” I still lean on it as a trademark number, my quintessential Kenny Loggins folk thing. That song helped me realize that when I wrote about things close to my heart, those songs would matter to other people too. I also write pop tunes, of course, but the ones with lasting impact are the songs with meaning. The songwriters who influenced me most were introspective, like Tim Hardin, Paul Simon, Cat Stevens, and, of course, Lennon and McCartney. For me, James Taylor was America’s poet laureate, the most important of the inward-looking songwriters. Their tunes resonate with a deeper kind of seeing that, as a teenager, I was desperate to learn.


That said, I should probably clear up a couple of things about “Danny’s Song.” It came out directly, with no editing. There are lines I might not have kept later in my career, but at seventeen years old I never expected millions of people to hear my music.


The first part of the song contains some lines about Danny’s anticipation for his new child: “He will be like she and me / As free as a dove / Conceived in love / Sun is gonna shine above.”


That’s not bad English. Danny’s wife was (and still is) Sheila, and his nickname for her was “Shi.” That’s who the baby was going to be like: “Shi and me.”


Much, much later—during the process of writing this book, in fact—my old friend Doug Ingoldsby pulled out some notes he’d kept over the years. Doug and I became close shortly after high school, when we would go into the mountains outside of Pasadena to get high and strum guitars. I taught him a bunch of my early songs so we could sing them as duets at parties. This included “Danny’s Song,” for which I scribbled down the lyrics back in 1968, long before it was ever recorded. Doug kept them folded up in his guitar case, and fished them out years later, after the song became a hit. Back then, I wrote the last part of that same verse with the word “son” instead of “sun”: “Son is gonna shine above”—a nifty double-entendre. I can’t believe I forgot about that for fifty years.


That was the beginning of an early fertile period. Not many musicians are blessed with such an extensive career, and of those, fewer still get requests for songs they wrote as teenagers. Somehow, I have two of those songs. The other one is about a bear.


It came about not long after “Danny’s Song,” during my final days of high school. One night, instead of studying for finals, I went into my folks’ bedroom and wrote a tune about Winnie the Pooh. I was only days away from graduating, and was conscious of the fact that my life was about to change in unknown ways. I was only seventeen, but already feeling nostalgic for a childhood I hadn’t yet left. I kept thinking back to A. A. Milne’s The House at Pooh Corner. That was the first real book I ever read, and it captured my imagination like no other, especially the last chapter where Christopher Robin leaves Winnie-the-Pooh and the Hundred Acre Wood. I simply wrote myself into the story.


That nostalgia, bordering on heartache, comes through in the song without ever being explicitly stated. I think it’s a big part of why “House at Pooh Corner” has endured for all these years.















CHAPTER 2



OUT AND ABOUT IN LA


AFTER HIGH SCHOOL I attended Pasadena City College. Really, I didn’t have many options. I hadn’t taken the SATs because even though my friends all took them, nobody told me I should, too. San Gabriel Mission High didn’t have guidance counselors, and my parents—neither of whom went to college themselves—were hardly guardians of that particular flame. That said, I did want to go to college, if only because I needed something to do and I really didn’t want to get drafted. With my lack of foresight, Pasadena City College was pretty much my only option.


I figured I would become a music major, but learned that in a department deeply focused on classical, if you didn’t play piano you were shit out of luck. I managed to absorb some things about ear training and chordal progressions, but as a long-haired, guitar-picking neo-hippie, I was distinctly not the kind of student those professors wanted. It wasn’t long before the dean of the department called me into his office and informed me he was on the verge of flunking me, but that if I left the program of my own accord, he’d give me a D. It was an offer I couldn’t refuse. So I pivoted to the most seemingly related study area I could find: radio and television announcing. That’s what they called telecommunications back then, and I picked it mostly because I thought I’d be good at it. Classes involved creating copy to read into a microphone. My dad was always telling me I needed something to fall back on, and this seemed like as good a field as any. Still, I never approached it with anything more than half-hearted interest. I think city college was as important for helping me figure out what not to do as anything else.


When I look back at that period, I see that so many pivotal moments happened on a whim. Given the era during which I came of age, it still surprises me to think that my consciousness around the Vietnam War hinged on such a juncture, but that’s exactly what happened.


The story begins in the summer of 1966, just before I started college. I was on a Friday-night triple date, six of us squeezed into somebody’s sedan for dinner and a show out in Hollywood somewhere. I was wearing a suit, because it was that kind of night and my date was that kind of girl. The food and the company were all fine, but as we drove through Pasadena on our way home, it struck me that I was no longer interested in any of it—the scene, the people, the whole pre-collegiate lifestyle. I was finally listening to the voice inside of me, and it was screaming, There’s gotta be something more! Those kids were nice enough, geared toward fraternities and sororities, but I was coming to be… well, I wasn’t sure what, but it wasn’t that. I craved deeper meaning, and I knew I wasn’t going to find it in that car.


As it happened, that thought occurred to me just as we passed a folk-dance club in Pasadena called the Tower, where I’d gone a couple of times with my pal Doug. It had a mellow, counterculture coffeehouse vibe that I liked. I asked the guy who was driving to pull over and clambered out. From the sidewalk I leaned back through the window, told my date I was done, and walked away. I never saw her again.


I went into the club with a new openness toward whatever might come at me, and I didn’t have to wait long. Almost as soon as I arrived, I heard that the club’s owner was about to drive some folks about six hours north to San Francisco to participate in what was shaping up to be a massive peace rally. I didn’t even think about it; still wearing the suit and tie from my date, I invited myself along, jumped in the back of a cargo van alongside five or six other young people, and went along for the ride of my life.


We arrived in the wee hours, and parked on a side street to catch some sleep in the van. The scene we found upon waking up was mind-bending: thousands of people just like me, flooding the streets to protest the war. Okay, they weren’t just like me. I was still wearing my date suit and not quite ready to burn my draft card, but I was feeling it. We chanted “Hell no, we won’t go” as we marched from the Ferry Building to the Haight-Ashbury district.


That weekend was the beginning of the next part of my life. It started with my realization that the people on my date were not my people, and ended with a full immersion into the counterculture movement. Before that point, I hadn’t put much thought into Vietnam, but as I marched it started to sink in that (a) it was actually happening, and (b) I didn’t want any part of it. I realized that I needed to become more educated in the politics of the day. Being enrolled at city college had temporarily shielded me from the draft, but starting at that moment I began to consider more deeply what would happen once college ended, and how I should respond.


That would come later, though. More pressing was where I was going to stay that night. The folks I’d driven up with had scattered during the march, with a plan to meet back at the van the following afternoon. I hadn’t even brought a toothbrush, let alone considered a roof over my head. Of course, Danny was living in Berkeley at that point, and I figured I could always just hitchhike across the Bay Bridge to find him.


It was hardly a solid plan; I hadn’t even told him I was coming. It wasn’t difficult to catch a ride, but by the time I finally reached Danny’s apartment, it was late and he wasn’t there. I hadn’t considered the possibility that he might not even be in town. I didn’t know anybody else in Berkeley, and, with no money for a hotel room, or even food, I just wandered around the neighborhood for a while. I thought about what to do if he and Sheila still weren’t home when I returned. I could knock on doors, asking Danny’s neighbors if they knew where he was. At the very least, some kind soul might offer to let me sleep on their couch. In those days, that wasn’t such a wild thought, especially in Berkeley. If that didn’t work, maybe the Jefferson Airplane was playing at the Jabberwock on Telegraph Avenue, which would at least give me something to do. Maybe I could sit in, and that would lead to some conversations, and the next thing I knew I’d be crashing at Marty Balin’s place. And sleeping with Grace Slick. As long as I was dreaming, why not take it all the way, right?


Luckily, it never came to that. When I returned to the apartment a couple of hours later, Danny was back from wherever he’d gone. We ended up talking late into the night about my revelations over a joint and a bottle of red wine. Danny explained that if I really didn’t want to go to Vietnam, I had options. I could go to Canada. I could go to jail. I could be a conscientious objector. “If you don’t want to go, then you won’t,” he said. He was trying to prepare me for the consequences should I choose to resist, but all I really heard was, “You won’t go.”


With the clock ticking on my college exemption, there was a lot to think about. From that moment on, however, I knew I wouldn’t be going to war. I didn’t know how it would happen, but it was a certainty.


LA WAS A GREAT PLACE for an aspiring musician in the late 1960s. There was rock ’n’ roll everywhere. I saw Arthur Lee & Love at the Whiskey a Go Go, but what I remember most from that night was the house band that opened up. I knew nothing about the Doors—almost nobody did—but Jim Morrison was pure charisma and his songs were otherworldly, like nothing else I’d heard. When he sang, he did this thing where he wrapped himself around the mic stand like he was making love to it, and let loose with total, mindless abandon. He was so involved, so honest. I knew immediately that he was a star. I want to do that, I thought. I want to be that guy.


I never became Jim Morrison, of course—never even tried, really—but I did attempt to emulate the honesty he expressed onstage, the way he became totally immersed in his music. I was drawn to Pete Townsend for similar reasons. I saw the Who at the Shrine Auditorium, and when they performed “My Generation” I believed every word of it. As I sat in the back of that room I understood what rock ’n’ roll was meant to be: the truth.


Another seminal moment came at the Hollywood Bowl in 1968, when Doug and I saw Jimi Hendrix. Back then, the Bowl had a big reflecting pond in front of the stage, and at some point a guy in a fringed leather jacket climbed into the water and started splashing. I remember Noel Redding warning him that there was enough electricity onstage to power the entire city, but Jimi didn’t seem to care. His next song, “Fire,” had the lyric “You got a new fool, ha! / I like it like that,” but instead he sang, “The guy in the pool, ha! / I like it like that.” That was all it took; within moments, dozens of fans were in there splashing around for the rest of the show. I think they cemented over the pool shortly thereafter.


The other place I liked to frequent was the Troubadour, a funky little club filled with wooden tables that was far less polished than some of the area’s other music venues. The place held a couple of hundred people, with upstairs seating that offered a great view of the stage. On the floor level you could get elbow to elbow with the performers. I saw Cat Stevens there at the beginning of his run, just him and a bass player, and he all but mingled with the audience, playing songs just a few feet away. It was intimate, like being in his living room, and allowed a tactile sense of what his music was all about. I’ve tried to recreate that atmosphere within my own shows over the years. It’s a great feeling to get that close to the audience.
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