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For Laura, Lucy, and Will, who put up with me while I was working on this book, during which there was no escape; we were all locked down together during the pandemic. Happy hour in my house became known as Leon hour, as after a few sips of a cocktail, I would launch into unsolicited Leon lessons.


This book is also dedicated to the late great Jimmy Karstein.
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Preface



SIR ELTON JOHN INDUCTED HIS most important influence, Leon Russell, into the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame in 2011. “He was my idol,” Elton said before bringing Leon up to the podium to give his acceptance speech. The once-lithe super-hippie rock star ambled to the stage with the help of a cane—heavyset, dark sunglasses contrasting with his pale face, all framed by his long snowy white hair and beard, looking even older than his sixty-nine years.


“About a year ago, Elton came and found me in a ditch by the side of the highway of life,” Leon said, haltingly, humbly, his voice breaking with emotion. “He took me up the high stages with big audiences and treated me like a king. And the only thing I can say is, ‘Bless your heart.’ Also, I want to say thank you very much, I appreciate it and, uh, hallelujah.”


The induction was a satisfying bookend to Leon Russell’s career, but it had been no easy task. It really came down to the intense lobbying efforts of Elton John.


There has been much angst about the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame since its inception. Admission and inclusion in the Hall of Fame are entirely subjective, and the nominating process is mired down in biases and politics. Nevertheless, it has become meaningful to many of the artists inducted and a bone of contention for fans of artists—and some artists themselves—who are excluded.


From the outset, the only criterion was that an artist had to have released a record at least twenty-five years ago. That’s it.


“The criteria were deliberately left open,” said Jon Landau, Bruce Springsteen’s manager and head of the nominating committee. Landau described the factors as “a mix of quality and influence.… We have artists with mass appeal, and artists with a very narrow audience.” Discussing the J. Geils Band, Landau—who started out as one of Rolling Stone’s earliest editors—noted, “I’m still trying to get them into the Hall of Fame, unsuccessfully. Peter [Wolf] is my oldest friend. We go back to 1967.”


I mean, who do you gotta know around here?


Elton John was among a third wave of slam-dunk Hall of Famers. He was inducted in 1994. Around 2008, he started to plead for Leon’s inclusion, which just based on Leon’s career from 1959 to 1975 would seem a pretty obvious case. But he kept going.


If it pleases the court: Leon started in 1959 with Jerry Lee Lewis; moved to LA and became the first-call piano player among the A-list of the so-called Wrecking Crew session musicians, backing the Beach Boys and Frank Sinatra and playing on almost all of Phil Spector’s hits. He was one of the most critical forces for bringing together one of America’s most underappreciated bands, Delaney & Bonnie and Friends—the band that directly changed the career trajectories of George Harrison and Eric Clapton, among others. Leon pulled together Mad Dogs & Englishmen for Joe Cocker; cofounded Shelter Records, a powerhouse independent label that discovered Tom Petty, the Dwight Twilley Band, and Phoebe Snow, signed J. J. Cale, and was crucial in introducing reggae to America; commenced his solo career with an almost flawless run of three solo albums, the first of which featured two Beatles, two Rolling Stones, Clapton, and Steve Winwood; was a top international concert draw during rock’s golden era; helped Harrison organize rock music’s first major all-star charity concert, also a Grammy-winning album; wrote no fewer than three evergreen standards, including a song that topped all of the major commercial charts; racked up six gold records; crossed over from rock to country before that was a popular career move, scoring a number one on the country chart; presented the funk/R&B Gap Band and renegade progressive bluegrass New Grass Revival; spearheaded innovation in recording, music video, and music gear such as the drum machine; helped launch countless music-biz careers; continued a dedicated career long after the spotlight had moved on; and then roared back in his late sixties with a Grammy-nominated hit collaboration with his most celebrated protégé. There really shouldn’t have been much to deliberate.


But he seemingly had vanished from the public eye. What happened? How did this genuine rock star end up in “a ditch by the side of the highway of life”?














Chapter 1


Killer Education


ONE NIGHT IN THE DEAD of winter in Cheyenne, Wyoming, 1960, Russell Bridges stood on the side of the stage watching a riot unfold.


Bridges had just warmed up the crowd of about four hundred with his band, the rest of whom were at that moment blazing onstage with Jerry Lee Lewis now at the piano. The truth is, this crowd had not needed any warming up. Despite the icy conditions outside, these cowboys and cowgirls were primed and pumped to see The Killer, no matter that Lewis was now at the nadir of a career that had taken off like a rocket, only to crash down to earth. Only three years earlier, the news of his marriage—already his third, at the age of twenty-two—to his thirteen-year-old cousin, Myra, daughter of his bandmate and cousin, J. W. Brown, had caused an uproar.


Old Jerry Lee was determined to get back on top, but for now, he would drive his Cadillac to wherever he could collect a few hundred bucks, performing solo or with a local pickup band. Or, as on this cold night in Cheyenne, with whatever musicians he could afford to take along.


Like Russell Bridges, who had been playing the clubs and bars of Tulsa since he was fourteen. Oklahoma was a dry state, with liquor sales prohibited. So, being an “underage” performer at nightclubs was not a pressing issue. In the postwar years, Tulsa was the “Oil Capital of the World,” even weathering the Great Depression pretty well (unlike the rest of the Dust Bowl state), with a flourishing Art Deco building boom through the 1930s. Bridges’s own Will Rogers High School is a prime example of the architectural style. Although ostensibly “dry,” the clubs were filled with beer and illegal hard booze, and young performers had no trouble getting a drink at these gigs.


“I worked a beer joint club from six till eleven and then a private club from midnight to five a.m. I barely had time to sober up for school,” Bridges recalled later. “One club I played at quite a lot paid ten dollars a night and all you could drink, and I drank all of it. By the time I finished high school, I was drinking at least a pint of hard liquor a day.”


It was at a gig at Tulsa’s legendary Cain’s Ballroom where Bridges and his band, the Starlighters, had first met and performed with Jerry Lee Lewis. The place had been put on the map by Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys, who broadcast their unique brand of western swing on KVOO from 1934 to 1942.


The Starlighters were a top band in Tulsa, too. “We were mostly an instrumental band,” sax player Johnny Williams said. And they would back national acts who came through. “Anybody that would come into town, whether it was Frogman Henry or really anybody, it didn’t matter.”


Bridges was already commonly regarded as the best pianist in Tulsa, and the first on the scene to mic his instrument and run it through an amplifier. At some of the clubs the Starlighters played, they would be lucky to show up and the piano was playable, never mind in tune. But Bridges could make an old box sound like a Steinway.


As fans, the band was understandably thrilled to back Jerry Lee Lewis for his Cain’s Ballroom show. By the time he’d reached Tulsa, Jerry Lee was exasperated, battling the bottle, and at his lowest ebb, having done a stretch of about ten shows with ten different bands. When he heard the Starlighters, his mood swung to exuberance.


Bridges had made sure the band knew all of Jerry Lee’s material in the correct keys by showtime. After their first warm-up set, Lewis came up onto the bandstand and, indicating Bridges, declared, “I’m not gonna set down at that piano. He plays a lot better piano than I do!”


The Starlighters had ripped through one song after another that first performance together; when they were done, a sweaty and spent Jerry Lee said, “Well, shit. You guys have got to come on the road with me.” Lewis was not sure how, economically, he’d be able to take the band out. The boys would have gone for nothing, and that’s not much less than what they ultimately got. Bridges had just completed three days of entrance exams for the University of Tulsa but quickly decided college and ROTC were not as compelling as a chance to hit the road with one of his heroes.


Bridges changed the oil in his ’51 Chrysler Imperial limousine, hitched a trailer to it, threw the instruments in, and the Starlighters hit the road. “We didn’t know about cases, drove about fifty miles, looked in back—all our instruments were in pieces,” he said later.


They toured on and off with Lewis over the last half of 1959 into 1960, going out for runs of twenty to thirty days, sometimes just opening the shows and sometimes backing Lewis, who occasionally had with him the rest of his three-piece combo, J. W. Brown and Russell Smith. “We were on the road with him when he was down and out and married the little cousin, you know,” said Williams. “Russell [Bridges], a lot of times, would stay on the bandstand and play.… Lewis was not bashful about having him play. They got along good. I’m not sure that Russell didn’t give him a pointer or two on the piano!” 


But there were times when the young band struggled to get paid by Lewis’s booking agent; once, they had to file charges against his manager to get him to pay up. Several times they slept in the car outside a gas station, out of fuel, waiting for it to open so they could get back on the road. These were sobering lessons in the business of music.


Thus, the Starlighters found themselves in Cheyenne that wintry night in early 1960. After the band finished their set, Bridges watched from the side of the stage as The Killer brought the crowd to a boil. Jerry Lee might have fallen from his pinnacle, but he could still whip an audience into a frenzy, glaring at the crowd like a cornered and wounded wild beast, kicking back the bench and playing with his feet.


The atmosphere was combustible. Cheyenne “turned into a complete riot,” recalled drummer Chuck Blackwell. “It was unbelievable. People just fighting and crashing and breaking bottles across the bar. It looked like something out of the movies. Then they turned on the band and started throwing things at us.” The band kept cooking and Jerry Lee stood on the piano bench singing with a gun in his hand as the melee continued.


“When the fighting started to spill over onto the stage, we thought, ‘Oh shit, we’re not gonna make it out of here alive,’” Blackwell recalled. “Then all of a sudden [bassist] Lucky Clark recognized a guy he’d been in prison with.” Lucky had done time for “some kind of robbery,” Williams recalled. “He was a little wild and was apt to jump on to someone.” Lucky’s jailhouse friend “got us, and our instruments, through that mass riot and out the exit to the parking lot,” said Blackwell. But not before Jerry Lee himself escaped. Instructing his band of teenagers to keep vamping, he slipped off the stage with his gun in hand, snuck out the stage entrance, and split in his Caddy, leaving the kids to fend for themselves.


The tour with Lewis gave Bridges a glimpse of what it felt like to be the star of the show. Before they had left Tulsa, the Starlighters sometimes featured guest vocalists like local legends Jumpin’ Jack Dunham or Jimmy “Junior” Markham. Sometimes Lucky sang. Fellow Tulsa musicians always discouraged Bridges from singing, telling him his voice was “too nasal.” But at a packed Vets Memorial Hall in Kiowa, Kansas, on November 5, 1959, Russell Bridges had changed a few minds, perhaps even his own, about his ability to be a front man. 


The showbill portentously announced:




IN PERSON


The Jerry Lee Lewis Show & Dance


Star of Movies, TV, and Records


With Johnny Williams and the HOLLYWOOD STARLIGHTERS


Featuring Russell Bridges





The Killer had begged off this particular show, claiming appendicitis, though the musicians speculated that it was more likely related to rotgut moonshine and amphetamines. Rightfully fearing another riot, the promoter had a local doctor announce the bad news and offered to return patrons’ money if they decided to leave. “Well, the crowd did not like that,” Blackwell recalled. “So Russell got up and did the whole Jerry Lee show. He just rocked the house, even kicked the piano bench back a couple of times.”


In retrospect, that was the night Russell Bridges began transforming into Leon Russell. Nobody asked for their money back.















Chapter 2



Okies


CLAUDE RUSSELL BRIDGES WAS BORN on April 2, 1942, at Southwestern Hospital in Lawton, Oklahoma. But his family—his mother, Hester; father, John; and brother, Jerry—lived in Apache, about twenty miles away. Hester and John had married in 1935.


Apache, in southwestern Oklahoma, was the last town in the territories settled during the land runs that began in 1889, with white settlers arriving chaotically via wagons, often killing each other and Native Americans who legally owned the land. The discovery of oil under the Oklahoma red dirt fueled bamboozling and bloodbaths. The run on Apache occurred on August 6, 1901, and according to the Oklahoma Historical Society, “within hours there were five lumberyards and six saloons.”


Apache’s population in 1940 was only around 1,100, about a quarter of which was Native American. John Bridges had registered for the draft at age twenty-seven, listing “Farmer’s Union Coop” as his occupation. Two years later, John and Hester’s second son, Claude, was born. They called him by his middle name, Russell, after one of his mother’s brothers, Russell Claude Whaley. (For clarity, we will refer to him henceforth by his stage name, Leon.)


John Bridges’s father was Irish with some Cherokee blood. A DNA test on Leon’s brother’s family indicated that Leon and his brother, Jerry, were one-sixteenth Cherokee, and the balance of their lineage was primarily Irish.


Hester said Leon didn’t speak for his first few years, starting later than most kids. Years later, she told Leon’s wife, Jan Bridges, that the first thing he said was, “What’s the matter, little birdie, you cry?” Jan recalled the conversation with her mother-in-law: “He was watching the birds, and something was going on with the birds. And she [Hester] said she was just shocked because he never spoke.”


At around four years old, Leon started to show interest in the family piano. Both of his parents played. “My dad and mom had a duo,” Leon told filmmaker Denny Tedesco. “He played the bass on the piano, she played the top end, and so I saw that from an early age. All my aunts, actually I think on both sides of the family, played piano. One, in particular, Aunt Bertha, I stole a lot of stuff from her. She was great.” Hester was amazed to hear four-year-old Leon picking out the melody of “Trust and Obey,” a hymn he had heard in church. Hester, noting that neither she nor John pushed the piano on either of their sons, said she thought Leon was a prodigy. “He just sat down one day and started playing by ear,” Hester said. She drove him to nearby Anadarko, to the best piano teacher in the area, Dora Popejoy. “I don’t want many four-year-olds, but I want Leon,” Popejoy had said to Leon’s mother.


One of Leon’s first memories was a scarring and formative one. “I have always experienced severe stage fright, not only on stages, but in crowded rooms, lines for movies, and just about any place there’s a lot of people who can be, by any stretch of the imagination, considered an audience,” he recalled. “The psychologists call this ‘agoraphobia.’… I have to give credit for this paralyzing condition to one of my aunts on my father’s side. At the age of four, I had discovered my sexual organs, and shortly thereafter, discovered that my female cousin had a completely different set.”


At a family gathering in Duncan, just to the east of Lawton, Leon found the opportunity to explore this discovery in greater depth with his cousin in a secluded playhouse. His “rather severe Aries aunt” arrived just as Leon was taking off his cousin’s underwear. “She promptly paraded me in front of each individual adult family member and disclosed the nature of my research with scorching charges and descriptions.


“That incident has affected me for my entire life. It has had an immeasurable detrimental effect on my career in show business in that I tend to freeze up around any situation that involves people watching me, even in an audition or interview. I’ve always harbored the suspicion that my audiences come to watch me deal with my secret phobia onstage.”


When Leon was five, the family moved to Maysville for about a year, and he continued lessons with two more teachers. When they settled in Tulsa, he was around twelve, and Leon started lessons with Margaret Freeze.


Hester observed that he was favoring his left hand, as he would all his life. She had discovered when he was around eighteen months old what Leon would later describe as a birth injury that had damaged his second and third vertebrae, causing a slight paralysis on his right side. “I was born with spastic paralysis,” he said, “now called cerebral palsy.” He suspected the doctor delivered him with forceps, causing the injury. This paralysis to his right side resulted in “very limited neurological connections. I had to devise ways to play that I could sort of get around that limitation. I kind of play a little bit of a thing with my left hand… like Chet Atkins or Merle Travis, just an octave thing. But the way I use it is some sort of bass things on my left hand and more of a rhythmic horn-like parts [on the right]. I am a left-handed piano player for sure.” 


The condition made him “very aware of the duality involved in our plane of existence here.” He later explained, with his hallmark self-deprecation, “My chops have always been sort of weak, because the right side of my body was paralyzed a little bit. I have damaged nerve endings on the right side, so my piano style comes from designing stuff I can play with my right hand.” 


“I know that sounds like an excuse,” he said. “But you play the hand that you got. I know I sound like Mahatma Gandhi. I don’t mean to.” 


Leon had the drive to overcome any limitations, imagining himself strapped to the front of a train that would run straight into the face of a cliff if he made a mistake during practicing. Playing the piano “helped his three fingers on his right hand,” Hester said. Fairly early on, he developed the ability to identify the notes as he heard them—a skill that was at least relative pitch, but not perfect pitch. “They had this one tuner who meant to be doing something good,” he said. “It was an upright, an old upright piano, so he tuned the piano down one step because he said it would stay in tune better, and I suppose it would stay in tune better except it was one step flat. So my pitch has always been off plus or minus one step for my whole life. Otherwise, I would have had perfect pitch, but you can’t have everything, I guess.”


He admitted that his unique style “effectively mimicked classical stuff.” Leon said he “studied classical music, and thought some of those guys were incredible. I also thought Harpo Marx was pretty great—that comedy versus great harp playing going on.” And he was struck early by religious music. He recalled being at his grandmother’s house. “She was a very elegant lady, and she was doing her hair in the bathroom,” he said. “It came down and hit the floor and went over about six or seven feet, and she wore it in a bun. So while she was messing with her hair, I went into her bedroom, and she had a little phonograph record by her bed, and it had a little record on there called ‘Blood on Your Hands.’ I said, ‘Lord, Grandma’s listening to murder songs?’ I played that record… that was my first knowledge of what the family music background was.”


Don Copeland, a classmate, remembered young Leon as bright, quiet, introspective, and well liked. Leon found out that Don sang, and they bonded over music. Don recalled that the Bridges, like most in Maysville, lived in a small house, but he was struck by the presence of a piano on his first visit when he and Leon were both around nine or ten years old. Leon performed Debussy’s masterpiece, “Clair de Lune,” for his friend. Leon’s mother would hear the two boys singing together and showed them how to harmonize.


Leon also played the cornet in the elementary school band, then picked up the alto sax and became good enough to gain membership in the high school marching band when he was nine. The town’s music director, Joe Reed, a tremendous influence on Leon, promoted him.


But Leon had a chip on his shoulder, feeling more than challenged by his paralysis, which resulted in a lifelong limp, mistaken by most of his friends as an aftereffect of polio. “I felt like the world cheated me big time,” he said. “I took piano lessons for ten years and there’s girls taking piano lessons for three years and they were playing at Carnegie Hall. And I was still trying to figure out how to play.”


He added: “If I hadn’t had the problem, I probably wouldn’t have gotten into music at all and would have been an ex-football player today, selling insurance in Des Moines.”















Chapter 3



Tulsa Time


AFTER LEON’S SIXTH-GRADE YEAR, IN August 1953, the Russell family relocated to Tulsa, following his father John’s career move to the Texas Company, soon to be known as Texaco. But John Bridges had been having an affair, and four years later, when Leon was fifteen, his parents started a divorce that took several years to complete. “It went on, and apparently that house, I think, must have been just a powder keg,” said Leon’s first child, his daughter Baby Blueagle Bridges-Fox, who goes by Blue. “And, you know, those are pretty formative years. I don’t think my grandpa really had much to do with the boys at that time.” Hester would remarry in 1963 to Eugene Fulbright. By then, Leon was well established in California.


“I’ve never had a great deal of family involvement,” Leon said. “The deep involvements I’ve had with people have been through musical relationships rather than blood.” We see this in action later in his life when he formed musical “families” in communal situations at his home studio and on the road, with Mad Dogs & Englishmen and his own Shelter People band.


His widow, Jan Bridges, said that Leon always liked going to other people’s houses as a kid because his was too quiet. His parents were on the stern side. “When we got together,” Jan said, talking about 1979 or so, “first he took me to meet his mom, and then he took me to meet his dad, who had remarried. I only saw his father one more time before he passed, when I had taken our daughter, Sugaree, to meet him. But they weren’t close. He really wasn’t close to either of his parents.” 


Leon’s brother, Jerry, was seven years older. “They weren’t close at all,” Jan said. Later in life, when Leon was successful, “I think [Jerry] really wanted to be a part of Leon’s life. But I think it was the same as anybody who might be a fan. But Leon didn’t have fond memories of his brother. He really didn’t have any love for him because evidently, he did mean things to Leon when Leon was a kid… [Jerry] sort of picked on him.” Jerry joined the Air Force out of high school and went to work for a prosthetics company in Texas.


In Tulsa, the Bridges settled into a two-bedroom ranch home at 1958 North Marion Avenue, on the city’s northeast side, but soon it was Leon and Hester alone there after his father left and Jerry moved on. “The first night we moved to Tulsa, I laid in my lonely bed, and I heard all those sirens going by outside, and it just chilled me to the bone,” Leon said. “I thought, ‘I’m in the big city!’” And like most rock ’n’ rollers, he had lain in bed listening to the radio. Specifically, he recalled R&B disc jockey Frank Berry on KAKC, which later became Tulsa’s first full-time rock ’n’ roll radio station. “I was probably about twelve or thirteen, and his show was like from midnight till six,” he recalled. “He played blues all night. It was an unusual show. Of course, in the South, there were a lot of stations that had that blues format, but it was kind of a bonus in Tulsa.”


The music of Tulsa would have a profound impact on the trajectory of Leon Russell’s life. The city had been home to Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys, the leader of western swing, since the 1930s. Wills married jazz and blues with country music, adding dashes of the mariachi music that was filtering over the border and polka that was popular with Czech settlers in Texas. He was one of the first country artists to bring a drummer into his band. The resulting music was almost always ebullient, even when the lyric was melancholy.


“Bob Wills was on the radio… every day on KVOO,” recalled future star J. J. Cale, who was part of Leon’s scene of high school musicians. “And you know, I don’t think I liked it or disliked it. It was just what you heard. The only thing that raised my attention span was when rock ’n’ roll started coming in.”


Western swing was waning in popularity as rock ’n’ roll gained traction. Texas Playboy Leon McAuliffe went on to open his own club, the Cimarron Ballroom, and form his Cimarron Boys. The Cimarron would later play host to rock ’n’ roll acts, including Ronnie Hawkins and the Hawks, which included a teenaged Levon Helm.


“Tulsa has always had that energy for me that has come from the ground,” said Jim Halsey, who booked McAuliffe, his first promotion, in 1949, on his way to becoming the biggest agent in country music. Halsey started booking Leon Russell in the 1970s. “And a lot of that comes from native people who were here and are still here and the sacred earth we live on. Now, that produces a certain energy.” Tulsa sits geographically, psychologically, and spiritually at the crossroads of the South, the West, and the Midwest. Route 66, “America’s Highway,” ran through it.


When he entered Will Rogers High School, Leon was still intimidated by Tulsa’s “big city” aspects. “This was just about the time that Blackboard Jungle came out, and I used to slide along the lockers and keep ’em all shined up trying to get out of the way of all those boys with those motorcycles and chains and switchblades. It was really terrifying.” His fellow students at Will Rogers High included musician David Gates and singer Anita Bryant, Miss Oklahoma 1958—probably not quite the hoodlums Leon described. Leon and Gates, who was two years older, played together in the Accents, mostly playing high school hops. Gates had formed the Accents with drummer Don Kimmel, bassist Gerald Goodwin, and Leon. Their first publicity photo from 1957 (Leon at fifteen or sixteen) shows them dressed in white tuxes sporting crew cuts, except for Leon, whose proud pompadour soars above his horn-rim-bespectacled smiling face.


Leon played in a few different bands. Some played high school parties and dances, and some played clubs. “I got a little bit of an education playing those joints,” said Leon’s bandmate Starlighters drummer Chuck Blackwell. “I remember them being packed. People packed into a booth, and the women would be carrying on. Ah, smoke. Fights.”


“Even though we were not famous,” Johnny Williams, another bandmate in the Starlighters, said, “we were stars of the bars.”


Some of these clubs were in or near the Greenwood Avenue district, which historically had been an economic powerhouse in North Tulsa. Once known as Black Wall Street, so named by Booker T. Washington, the area is now remembered for one of the worst race massacres in the country’s history. Credible estimates range from fifty to three hundred Black people died in the massacre in 1921. 


Despite the massacre and subsequent efforts of white people to forcibly relocate the survivors, many of them remained and rebuilt. By the 1930s, the neighborhood was hopping again. Cain’s Ballroom was only a few blocks away from the border of Greenwood and remains today, though the neighborhood has long since been divided by the I-244 expressway. In his country standard “Take Me Back to Tulsa,” Wills gives a shout-out to Greenwood: “Would I like to go to Tulsa, boy I sure would / Let me off at Archer and I’ll walk down to Greenwood.” The Gap Band, whom Leon later signed to his Shelter Records label, named themselves in tribute to their hometown neighborhood, with “Gap” standing for Greenwood, Archer, and Pine Streets.


Growing up, Leon probably knew nothing of the Tulsa Massacre. That appalling chapter in history was erased for decades and not taught in the city’s segregated schools. But he was drawn to the Greenwood neighborhood by the music. “There was a club on Greenwood Avenue in Tulsa called the Flamingo,” Leon explained. “It was the local version of many Black music halls that proliferated throughout America before all the commotion about civil rights. In those days, the ghetto was invisible and nonexistent to the white power structure. The philosophy was, ‘If they stay on their side of town, they can do anything they want,’ and that’s exactly what ‘they’ did.”


As drummer Jim Karstein, a few years younger than Leon and who later played and recorded, and even lived with him in Los Angeles, recalled, “It was before liquor was illegal, and no closing hours. Places could just go around the clock, especially once you’d go over to the north side.”


But once the white musicians stepped out of the clubs after hanging out and jamming with Black musicians, bigotry was never far away. “I didn’t understand Southern Bible Belt Protestant racism, in terms of brotherhood, which they preached simultaneously,” Leon said in 1970. “That was perhaps the first indication I had that something was amiss.” As for his family’s reaction at the time, he described them as “the normal, average, Christian Midwestern bag… and racism as well.” Leon’s wife and daughters said his mother, Hester, was racist, as were her two husbands.


At about age sixteen, Leon and his more adventurous buddies stayed out at the Flamingo watching full-blown R&B revues that lasted until dawn. He recalled, “The place was a gold mine of influence for a young musician.” He saw shows like the Lloyd Price Show of Stars, with Price’s twenty-five-piece band, revues that featured other stars like Ruth Brown, Chuck Berry, and Fats Domino. He was also exposed to some of the titans of R&B at the Big Ten Ballroom, on the north side of the city, including Bobby “Blue” Bland with Junior Parker, Ray Charles, and Jackie Wilson. In 1971, Leon called Charles “one of the great innovators”: “He was so unique in his early days before everybody started being influenced by him, so I always went and saw him as often as I could. I suppose I listened to his early records and Elvis Presley’s more than anybody else’s.”


Elvis broke nationwide in 1956 with “Heartbreak Hotel,” his first single for RCA, and played the Tulsa Fairgrounds in April the same year. But a few guys in Tulsa were already hip to Elvis’s Sun Records sides before ’56. Leon first saw Cale, who lived in the same part of town, on local television playing with the Valentines, led by Bobby Taylor, an Elvis impersonator. “I thought he was quite spectacular,” Leon said. He and Cale did not play much together before they both ended up in LA years later. 


Elvis, as a white performer translating the blues and merging it with country to form rockabilly while mixing in gospel and Tin Pan Alley–type popular ballads, was a revelation for the young white musicians of Tulsa. But as a pianist, Leon had two foundational pillars: Jerry Lee Lewis and Little Richard. Not very well known was another influence, Esquerita, the stage name of Eskew Reeder, from whom Little Richard took a great deal of his sound and image, including the hair piled high in a pompadour. “He made Little Richard look like a choirboy,” Leon recalled. “Esquerita’s standard wardrobe consisted of toreador pants that looked as though they were painted on and a see-through blouse covered with sequins, along with high-heeled pumps, jewelry, mascara, and false eyelashes that would make even Tammy Faye Bakker blush.… He came up to me one night and said, ‘Honey, come up to my room at the Small Hotel, and if I can’t make you scream in thirty seconds, I’ll give you my TV.’”


Leon’s expanding record collection represented his broadening interests. And he had opinions. “Back when I was a kid, I got mad at Nat King Cole because he didn’t sound Black enough to me, you know what I mean? But then later on, when I matured and grew up somewhat, I heard the Nat King Cole Trio, which is some of the most astonishing piano playing on the face of the earth, which was piano, drums, and guitar. And you know, same thing with Lou Rawls. I played on a lot of his records. And I don’t know, I mean, I was racially prejudiced in sort of a backward way. I didn’t much care for Black singers that sang like white people.” 


Tulsa was a small city, but one with a thriving music scene. Around age fourteen, Leon was also playing with some of the wilder groups at clubs “where people could go and drink twenty-four hours a day,” Leon explained. “The police didn’t pay any attention, and there weren’t any kind of rules.… When something like that happens, when people don’t get caught up in that political morality, it creates kind of a hotbed of musical experience.”


Oklahoma was not a completely dry state. Some nightclubs were allowed to serve beer with 3.2 percent alcohol by volume, but nothing stronger. Enforcement was weak, leaving the doors open for bootleggers and patrons to sneak in their own bottles. Many bootleggers owned some of the nightspots, so the whole scene was sketchy. Gambling and territorial disputes led to shootings—even bombings.


“Another club I played all the time exploded one night, quite unexpectedly and completely,” Leon recalled. “One minute it was there, and the next minute it covered about three square blocks.… After that initial explosion, there were six bombings and five fires in a ten-week period. Each and every club owner was convinced that his club was destroyed by a neighbor down the street to eliminate competition.”


Another explosion took place at the Casa Del in the Glenhaven neighborhood along Route 66. Leon discussed it with a “famous Arkansas rocker” (Levon Helm of The Band) who’d once told him about one night while drumming for Ronnie Hawkins: “Yeah, I worked at that fucking joint,” Helm said. “They wouldn’t pay me, so I put thirty-five sticks of dynamite in there and blew up their fucking joint.” Helm described the same event with similar details in his memoir.


David Gates, who went to Leon’s high school, is described by many as the most business-minded and ambitious of the young Tulsa rock ’n’ rollers. Gates’s music was meticulous and polished. Leon learned a great amount from their collaboration, when they recorded a couple of locally released singles as the Accents, likely the earliest recordings that feature Leon, and they would continue their collaborative efforts in Los Angeles into the mid-1960s. In the meantime, Gates graduated in 1958 and went off to the University of Oklahoma, and Leon met drummer Chuck Blackwell. “One night while I was playing on a flatbed trailer in downtown Tulsa,” Blackwell said, “a young guy by the name of Russell Bridges came by and asked me if I’d be interested in joining a small group he was putting together.” They referred to this group as the second version of the Accents, which Gates would continue to use for gigs between classes and semesters at college. “We played jazz standards at the Momar Supper Club east of Peoria on 51st Street.”


Leon also recalled the Momar, which held jam sessions on the weekends that started about midnight and went well into the following mornings, with many of the jazz-loving musicians who played the earlier country music shows around town letting loose after hours. “Of course, they [the musicians] couldn’t get jobs playing jazz. So they played hillbilly music. And so they’d go out to the Momar club and played jazz for eight or ten hours. I learned a lot listening to those guys.” 


Leon also enlisted Blackwell in the newly formed Starlighters, the band that would go on tour with Jerry Lee Lewis. Lucky Clark was on bass and, though Leon seemed to have forgotten it, Johnny (later known as J. J.) Cale was on guitar. Later, Leo Feathers, a teenage Cherokee rodeo cowboy who happened to be a hotshot guitar picker, replaced Cale. And there was the man later billed on show posters as “Hollywood” Johnny Williams on sax. (“I don’t know where the ‘Hollywood’ came from,” Williams said with a laugh.)


By the time Leon was in ninth grade, the Starlighters and other combos of the same pool of musicians were playing every night. “We were playing the Birdcage, the Paradise, and we had the Club A-Go-Go, the Fondalite,” Johnny Williams said. There was an impressive number of evocative midcentury club names like the Peppermint Lounge, the Continental, the Orbit, the House of Blue Lights, the Morocco, and Club Sahara.


And then there was the Tropicana Club, where one of the most famous photos in Tulsa music history was taken. From left to right: Leo Feathers, jacket and tie, his Cherokee features in profile. On the drums, in shirt and tie, is Blackwell, dirty blond hair swept back. Behind him is Ron Ryles on bass, sitting in that night for Lucky Clark. Johnny Williams stands at the ready, holding his sax, in a dark plaid jacket and tie. And there, on a folding wooden chair—with an upside-down crate as a booster—sits Russell Bridges, soon to be known as Leon Russell, looking kind of like Dave Brubeck: horn-rimmed glasses, French cuffs peeking from his jacket sleeves, hunched over the upright piano opened to the soundboard.


In the photo, Leon appears to be listening intently to the two men who share a single microphone, Jumpin’ Jack Dunham and Jimmy “Junior” Markham, two of the early rock ’n’ roll singers in Tulsa, who sat in with the Starlighters that night. 


Drummer Jim Karstein recalled the first time he met Leon, at Griff’s Supper Club, where Leon was playing with the Starlighters. “They were such accomplished musicians. I was just completely flabbergasted. They were playing a few of the hits of the day, but they would also dip into the old standards. They weren’t playing what you would call hard rock ’n’ roll.”


Unless you stuck around until after dinner. “Russell was especially good at playing Erroll Garner–style jazz during dinner,” said Blackwell. “But then, after everybody got through eating, he’d break into Jerry Lee Lewis.”


Nineteen fifty-nine was the big year for Leon and the Starlighters. Leon graduated high school at seventeen, and that’s the summer they played the gig at Cain’s, opening for and backing Jerry Lee Lewis.


Hitting the road with Jerry Lee Lewis sure beat going to college for Leon. Leon “had about a 144 IQ,” Williams said. “I talked him out of going to college.”


But the tour ended abruptly after the Kiowa, Kansas, show, when The Killer really did have appendicitis that required surgery. The two remaining shows of roughly two months of touring were canceled and the Starlighters returned to Tulsa. In an attempt to capitalize on the band’s momentum, their manager, Jack Shaw, tried to get the Starlighters traction nationally. A booking agent heard them perform and suggested the band should make a record.


The band booked Gene Sullivan’s Hi-Fi Studio in Oklahoma City, where they recorded Leon’s “Creepin’,” backed with “Hot Licks,” penned by Feathers. The bluesy “Creepin’” sounds like a striptease in a haunted house. Leon launches the track with a tongue-in-cheek ersatz classical two-chord intro. The band sounds taken by surprise at the way Leon ends the track. “Hot Licks” sounds like early Duane Eddy.


An even better recording was “All Right” backed with “Swanee River,” with Leon tearing it up very much like his mentor Jerry Lee, with a twist of Ray Charles. This was recorded for the WKY label. Leon wrote “All Right,” and the act was billed as “Russell Bridges and the Starlighters.” It was not released widely until many years later, after Leon was famous, on the Chess label. Leon sounds fully confident taking the vocals for the first time on record. Both tracks display a Jerry Lee Lewis influence, not only on the breathtaking piano work but also in the arrangement, production, and Leon’s vocals. “All Right” is a screamer, and Leon wails on the keys while howling like The Killer had on “Great Balls of Fire.”


Released in 1959, “Creepin’”/“Hot Licks” charted locally, got a notice in Billboard magazine, and resulted in a tour of Oklahoma and Louisiana. But after that, “We had broke up the band because I got married in March of 1960,” said Williams.















Chapter 4



Oklahoma’s Lonesome Cowboys Are Turned On in Tinseltown


BACK IN TULSA AFTER THE tour with Jerry Lee Lewis, Chuck Blackwell said, “We heard that there were some Tulsa musicians who had gone to California. Leon and I decided to also go out to California to find out what was going on.”


As the fifties flipped into the sixties, Hollywood was on the cusp of becoming a hotbed for rock ’n’ roll’s second wave. Leon went out to Los Angeles in June 1960. A singer and guitarist, Bill Pair, had gone out first, immediately after graduating from Will Rogers High. Jimmy “Junior” Markham, who went to LA in 1961, said there was enough work in nightclubs there and in Orange County to keep any capable musician booked every night of the week. Pair helped fellow migrant musicians get gigs and a place to stay. Musicians went back to Tulsa and spread the word. “Our style went over real good out there,” recalled Pair.


“I loaned him forty dollars,” Johnny Williams said, “him [Leon] and a guitar player, Lee Weir, to go to California, put them on a bus. He never did pay me back the forty dollars! He owes me a lot of interest.” Williams laughed.


“It’s amazing that I didn’t end up in jail, or dead, or both after I arrived in California for the first time,” Leon wrote in a memoir he started (but never completed). “Except for the Jerry Lee Lewis tour, I had never been away from home for any length of time and was completely inexperienced and naïve about the ways of the world.” His promised job at the Golden Arms in Torrance lasted only one night, and he did not find work again for months. He crashed on people’s floors, including Bill Pair’s.


Leon went out to LA and back three times over eighteen months before staying permanently. Chuck Blackwell and Johnny Williams joined him. They worked as the Starlighters at the Dollhouse in North Hollywood and other area nightclubs their first summer of 1960. Leon was drinking heavily by the time he reached California, up to a pint of whiskey a day. “I don’t know how many nights I took him home because he’d be drunk out of his little old mind,” Williams said. “He was the nastiest drunk.”


With his relocation came his transition into the Leon Russell name. “My ID card that I borrowed to play when I was underage was from a Cajun man, Lionel Debreaux,” he said. Debreaux was a friend who would cook for Russell and his friends and help them haul their gear to gigs. When Leon told the story in The Union—Cameron Crowe’s documentary about making the album of the same name—he pronounced it “Leon-el.” “But people called me Russell, cuz my real name is Russell Bridges, and I wanted to make it look like that was part of my name.”


Leon would make connections at various after-hours jam sessions on Friday and Saturday nights around LA. Top session guitarist James Burton was the most pivotal. Burton first met Leon in Louisiana, and then again at a club in the San Fernando Valley.


“He was working at Sun Valley Rancho out there in the Valley,” Burton said. “I went out one night to sit in, and Leon was playing piano.… We got to be the best of friends.… I’d go out and set in and play, and I’d drive him back to his apartment over there and in the Valley.… He didn’t even have a car at that time.”


Leon recalled it differently, that they met at jam sessions at the Palomino in North Hollywood, a legendary venue famous for country and western and, later, country rock. Tommy Allsup, another Okie, hooked Leon up with a weekly gig there. Allsup would also soon connect Leon with his earliest studio session work. “That’s where I met James,” Leon said. “James played for a month or two and then got a job with Bob Luman in Vegas.”


Burton knew rockabilly singer Luman from adolescence in Louisiana. Burton was fifteen when he wrote the classic riff to “Suzie Q,” a hit for Dale Hawkins. He was sixteen when he accompanied Luman out to Hollywood to appear in the 1957 movie Carnival Rock, directed by the king of low-budget teen films Roger Corman. While in town, they played a show that teen heartthrob Ricky Nelson, star of The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet, attended. Nelson had already had a hit record and hired Burton to stay in Hollywood in Nelson’s band. Every week, Ozzie and Harriet signed off with Nelson performing a song. His appearances on national television made Burton an early guitar hero for kids across the country, and he would go on to become one of the most legendary sidemen and session players in rock ’n’ roll and country music.


Though still a very young man himself, Burton was three years older than Leon when he befriended the young Tulsan. Leon said, “James’d come pick me up the next day and take me down to see Ricky Nelson, take me out to eat, take care of me.” Burton got Leon on some of the Nelson sessions.


Leon also credited Burton with teaching him guitar, perhaps indirectly. When he’d first arrived in LA, Leon took up guitar, playing along endlessly to a Freddie King record. The paralysis on his right side meant it took a year to learn how to hold a pick properly. “He watched me a lot,” Burton acknowledged. “But he would always ask me, ‘How do you do this? How’d you do that?’ And I would sit down with him and show him stuff.… He just really locked into it, man.” Leon would sit in with Burton on club dates playing guitar.


The Palomino was fruitful ground for Leon. The house band was made up of guys who gigged at night while working sessions during the day, including Gene Davis (guitar, vocals), Red Rhodes (steel guitar), Delaney Bramlett (bass, vocals), Mel Taylor (drums), and Glen D. Hardin (piano). Bramlett and Hardin would soon be members of the Shindogs, the house band on Shindig!, the 1964 show that Leon was part of as well. And Hardin went on to play with the Crickets (years after Buddy Holly’s death) and in 1970 joined Burton in Elvis Presley’s TCB band. 


In these early days in LA, Leon also became close friends with Sonny Curtis of the Crickets, who had collaborated with and played alongside Holly. “There was a kind of a movement from Tulsa out to California and Leon sort of headed that movement,” Curtis said. “And we of course—J. I. [Allison] and Glen Hardin, another piano player, and I—lived in California to pursue our record career. And Leon and those guys like J. J. Cale and Jimmy Karstein, and Chuck Blackwell, they all lived around there, so it was kind of inevitable that we ran into each other because we’re from roughly the same part of the country, us being from West Texas.”


Via the Valley connections, Leon appeared on a local television show during this period. “He was on Cal’s Corral,” said composer/singer-songwriter Randy Newman, who got to know Leon in his early days in LA. “He was on television. That was of some significance.” Leon played on the show with permutations of the ever-evolving Palomino house bands.


Like most of the Tulsans, Leon was back and forth between LA and Tulsa as the little drips of money came and went, as they chased gigs and popped Benzedrine to keep themselves alert.


Eventually, Leon and Chuck settled in LA together and had steady work in the Downey and Norwalk area. David Gates and Jim Karstein soon followed, having hatched the plan to motor west over the summer of 1961. Karstein recalled, “Gates was really an instigator. Gates was a man with a plan. He knew exactly what he was going to do.” After a period when Chuck and Leon rented a room next to a laundromat at a trailer park, the two and Tulsa bassist Carl Radle eventually moved to the downstairs rooms in a house that Gates leased when he’d arrived in Hollywood with his wife and child.


The Tulsa guys were networking at jam sessions. Over the autumn of 1961, Leon and David Gates fell in with a crew of musicians at the Crossbow out in the Valley, including Glen Campbell, Tommy Allsup, and Jim Seals and Dash Crofts, who later became a soft rock duo. During these early days in California, Leon met a guitarist with whom he would collaborate through his peak as a rock star, Don Preston, who sat in for J. J. Cale one night. One of Leon’s first (and relatively few) road gigs took him on the road with Paul Revere and the Raiders. In late 1960, the Boise, Idaho, band had recorded an instrumental called “Like, Long Hair,” a boogie-woogie sendup of Rachmaninoff’s “Prelude in C-sharp minor.” By early ’61, the record was a Top 40 hit, leading to the Raiders’ first appearance on American Bandstand. But just as they were getting this early taste of success, their leader Paul Revere Dick was drafted, which took him out of the group for about two years while his partner Mark Lindsay held the band together. On one tour, Lindsay had Leon filling in for Paul Revere.


But they were still relatively inexperienced, and Lindsay was a nervous wreck. He got a big lesson from Leon, whose experience sitting in for Jerry Lee Lewis was still fresh. “I’m dying up there,” Lindsay recalled. “At intermission, I said, ‘Man, this is a tough crowd.’ Leon says, ‘Look, when we get back out there, if you get in trouble, just kick it to me. I’ll show you.’ So I sang a couple of songs, and it was just dead. So I went, ‘Okay, Leon.’ So he jumps up and shouts, ‘Hey! What the fuck’s goin’ on? Didn’t you come here to have a good time?’ The audience answers, ‘Yeah!’ So he goes, ‘Yeeoww!’ kicks over the stool, throws up the lid to the piano, and goes into ‘Great Balls of Fire.’ I said, ‘I get it.’”


Leon and crew were back in Tulsa for the holidays at the end of 1961. Don Nix and his band the Mar-Keys—the Memphis group that included Donald “Duck” Dunn and Steve Cropper of the classic Stax Records house band Booker T. & the MG’s—first met Leon and the Tulsa guys when the Mar-Keys had a weeklong stint at the Fondalite Hotel for New Year’s week 1961–1962. Though the Mar-Keys had already enjoyed a hit single, “Last Night,” Nix felt a kinship with the Oklahomans, “playing the same music at local clubs and dances in Tulsa, a town not all that different from Memphis.” It was the beginning of some meaningful friendships; Nix and Leon would become especially close by the late sixties.


Leon soon returned to LA, and word of his talent got around the studio scene there. He began getting hired for recording sessions. Between gigs, he and Gates were also starting to make inroads recording demos for songwriters, thanks partly to connections like James Burton and session bassist and producer Joe Osborn.


Another key figure from the Palomino was Tommy Allsup, about ten years older than Leon, who had played with Bob Wills and His Texas Playboys. Allsup played guitar on “It’s So Easy” for Buddy Holly and was on the tour that ended Holly’s life in the plane crash on February 3, 1959. Allsup and Waylon Jennings played in the band, backing Holly and the others, and had gotten bus seats instead of a coveted spot on the plane. Legend has it that Allsup lost a coin toss to Ritchie Valens for the last seat on the plane. Allsup had gone out to LA in 1960 to become an A&R rep for Liberty Records, which had a publishing company called Metric Music. Liberty was founded by violinist Simon “Si” Waronker and became one of the most successful independent record labels of the fifties and sixties.


Leon started doing demos for Metric’s songwriters at the company’s modest studio in Hollywood, above a Carolina Pines restaurant, a late-night hangout on the corner of Sunset and LaBrea. By 1962–1963, as he worked his way into big-time recording sessions with the group of musicians later nicknamed (by top drummer Hal Blaine) the Wrecking Crew, Leon brought Jim Karstein and other Tulsa buddies into the Metric demo sessions. Karstein explained, “We probably averaged five or six songs a week that he would demo. I would give anything to hear some of those tapes again because Carl [Radle] and I were on bass and drums. Leon a lot of the time on piano, but by the time Leon Russell was in Wrecking Crew, he couldn’t always make it, so sometimes it was Gates on piano. If Gates couldn’t make it, it was Randy Newman. Glen Campbell or James Burton on guitar, and Jackie DeShannon, who sang a lot of them.” Newman recalled, “I was down there and Leon was there. Jimmy Smith, who was P. J. Proby, changed his name and became a star in England. Glen Campbell played on those demos. Fanita [Jones] and those girls [the Blossoms] who became the Crystals, Darlene Love.”


Starting out in Chicago, DeShannon had a hit record and was promoting it when she met Eddie Cochran. Cochran was signed to Liberty and gave that label some of its biggest hits. “Jackie’s best girlfriend was Sharon Sheeley, who, just as a sidenote, was Eddie Cochran’s girlfriend,” Karstein said. “In fact, I think she was in the cab when he got killed.” Sheeley was a songwriter, penning Ricky Nelson’s “Poor Little Fool,” the first ever Billboard Hot 100 number one song in 1958. She was eighteen at the time, which made her the youngest woman to write a number one hit in America, but it was a long time coming; she had written the song around age fifteen, encouraged by none other than The King. She’d met Elvis Presley as a fan, and he said she should write her own songs.


DeShannon, following Cochran’s advice, went to LA and signed with Liberty Records. But they were more interested in her songwriting: Metric Music needed writers to build up their catalog as a prime revenue source. Aside from a memorable tour supporting the Beatles on their first trip through America, DeShannon mostly stayed in LA to churn out songs.


In 1962, Leon, Karstein, Gates, and bassist Carl Radle got a steady gig for about a month as DeShannon’s band at Pandora’s Box on the Sunset Strip. “Jackie was dating Leon, and Sharon Sheeley was dating Jimmy O’Neill,” Karstein explained. “Jimmy O’Neill was the number one disc jockey in LA on the number one station, KRLA. They decided to commandeer Pandora’s Box and have a big promo deal.… It was a big success. I mean, there were lines down Sunset to get in that place.” Around the same time, O’Neill hosted Leon, Radle, and Blackwell on a local television show, Stepping Out. The tracks they performed were prerecorded at Liberty’s studios. In a couple of years, O’Neill would host Shindig!, which would also feature Leon and members of his circle.


Tommy LiPuma, who became a hugely successful record producer—he would work with Leon on his final album Life Journey in 2014—recalled being taken to the club on his first night in LA by Liberty Records promo man Bud Dain to see DeShannon. But, LiPuma wrote, “I was immediately taken by the band, especially the acoustic piano player who was razor thin and was wearing a blue seersucker suit with a burgundy tie and a pompadour hairdo, with a very serious expression on his face. It was Leon.”


Karstein said that the Pandora’s Box run of shows was supposed to be an ongoing showcase for DeShannon. “It was going swimmingly till Jackie remembered that she had set up a surgery to get her nose job and forgot to tell everyone about it.” But the show went on. Instead of DeShannon being featured every night, different singers rotated in, including Jan and Dean and Bobby Rydell. This run of shows became the place to be in LA and was lousy with movie stars, including Clint Eastwood (who would remain friendly with Leon for decades), Sal Mineo, and Shelley Fabares. On this unnamed house band’s nights off, a nascent act called the Beach Boys filled in. In fact, the venue has a place in Beach Boys lore. Brian Wilson said the song “All Summer Long” was inspired by his wife, Marilyn, after he spilled a Coke all over her at Pandora’s Box.


Karstein said the Beach Boys performed like such an amateurish garage band that Leon and Carl Radle would snicker to each other while watching them. “I came home for Christmas, ’62, and I was listening to the radio, in January or February,” Karstein recalled. “One day I call up Leon, I say, ‘Hey, Leon! You know that band that used to come in there [Pandora’s Box]? What’s the deal with those guys? They’ve had two number one hit records!’ He said, ‘Yeah, I know. But that piano player’s [Brian Wilson] a genius.’”


Leon and Jackie dated for several months after the run of shows, according to Karstein. “Jackie was wonderful, and I was excited with the knowledge that I was going to be working with her,” LiPuma said. “But I couldn’t get Leon out of my mind. He had a style that even then was very unique and I made it my business to find out his whereabouts.”


LiPuma got to know Leon better while the pair hung around the Liberty offices with producer Snuff Garrett, Leon playing piano on most of the song demos. Many of these recordings can be heard on a collection of Sheeley songs released later by RPM Records. Roughly half of them were cowritten by Sheeley and DeShannon. The band on most of the tracks consists of Leon, Gates on bass, Hal Blaine on drums, and Glen Campbell on guitar. And the vocalists include Mac Davis, Herb Alpert, P. J. Proby, Campbell, and Delaney Bramlett. Even Jeff Beck and Jimmy Page show up. LiPuma got to see Leon and these other future stars at work. “When I started to make demos with some of the staff songwriters myself, I hired Leon to help me as I didn’t know my ass from the sound console at the time,” LiPuma wrote.


Tommy “Snuff” Garrett would become Leon’s most valuable connection at Liberty. Starting in Dallas as a DJ, he’d struck up a friendship with Buddy Holly. After Holly died in 1959, Garrett needed a change and looked to get into the record business. Al Bennett, president of Liberty, gave him a job as an A&R rep and producer. Garrett quickly started producing hits. In 1960, “You’re Sixteen” and “Dreamin’” for Johnny Burnette and “Devil or Angel” for Bobby Vee, whom he styled after Holly. Garrett and Vee hit again the following year with “Rubber Ball.”


In Vee’s touring band was a young saxophonist named Bobby Keys, from the Lubbock, Texas, area, who grew up idolizing his neighbor, Holly. Keys hung out in Tulsa between Vee tour dates and became friends with the musicians in Leon’s orbit, eventually making his way to LA and a friendship and multiple collaborations with Leon before heading to England to work with George Harrison, John Lennon, and the Rolling Stones.


The first track Snuff Garrett hired Leon to play on was a 1961 demo of “Old Rivers,” pitched to Tommy Allsup by friend Cliff Crofford. “I’d sent it to everybody—Johnny Cash, [Tennessee] Ernie Ford—everybody turned the fucking song down,” Garrett said. “Finally I cut it myself in kind of a classy way.” Actor Walter Brennan did the vocal, a recitation. Allsup had Leon demo it. “That was Leon’s piano work,” Garrett noted of the final recording. “I fell in love with his playing.” It was released in 1962.


As with producers who followed, Garrett could just tell Leon a direction, and he would run with it. They didn’t have to give him charts (basic sheet music with arrangements). On “Old Rivers,” Leon shows a distinct Floyd Cramer, Nashville influence. Leon, though, was not credited on the track—he was nineteen and still too young to join the American Federation of Musicians (AFM) Union, Local No. 47, which required members to be twenty-one or older. Though Garrett implied Leon is playing piano, Leon had likely formulated the part and demoed it for Gene Garf to execute, per the AFM contract. Or it is possible they just wrote in Garf’s name. Union credits were commonly inaccurate, and musicians often swapped credits as favors.


“I had to borrow IDs to get in clubs, borrow union cards and all that stuff,” Leon said. “The union was real rough, they called that ‘homesteading.’ The guy who used to be president was Liberace’s bass player.… I kind of yelled at him pretty bad and called him a ‘Nazi.’”


The demo sessions kept Leon working most days of the week. “We would go in,” said Don Randi, “both of us, he and I would do two for twenty-five, or ‘twofers,’ to help out songwriters.” Randi was a fellow pianist who was already working sessions and who would sometimes have Leon sub in for him at live gigs on the Strip. “We would do that in the other studio, like Gold Star [Studio] B. Sometimes on Saturday, we would do—God, I don’t know how many writers and songwriters. We’d have to figure out the chord changes, and we were jumping all over it.”


Leon had the phony “Lionel Debreaux” ID to gig at nightclubs in the LA area. He soon obtained more convincing identification, with his actual name on it, which he took to the Tulsa local of the AFM on one of his trips back home. That allowed him to join the union via a back door, so when Leon returned to LA, he could receive credit on sessions under his actual name, Russell Bridges. With this, he graduated from the minor to the major league. His talent was too great to keep hacking out demos. By the autumn of 1962, he was working almost every day on AFM-contracted sessions, sometimes two or more a day, a pace that would only grow more intense and that he would maintain for about five years solid.


In addition to playing on others’ demos, Randy Newman was himself a young songwriter at Metric. He benefited from having Leon play on demos of his first copyrighted songs. “Leon would play on them, and Gates would arrange them,” Newman said. “Sometimes there would be a couple of horns or more. They were kind of elaborate demos.” He was impressed by Leon’s ability. “I was meek and mild, a kid at the time, and deferred to him on my own songs because he was just great. The octaves he could play was something that was beyond me and still are.”


When pianists talk about the ability to play octaves, they mean playing the same notes in two octaves with one hand, and maybe two more with the other, and playing chords or melodic runs in parallel. “And he had a good left hand, as I recall,” Newman said. “But it was the gospel sort of right hand that I had not heard a great deal of—some. I don’t remember the first time I heard Ray Charles; it was ’59, I think. But this was seven years from when rock ’n’ roll started for white America. I mean, it had just started in a lot of ways, but it was all there pretty quick. And his gospel playing was kind of a revelation to me. And octaves are hard. You’ve got to practice and do a lot of playing to do it, and I don’t know how he did it.”


In 1998, Leon told Musician magazine that the octaves playing was influenced by composer Edvard Grieg. “I worked real hard on certain things because I didn’t have other things, and that’s one example. I felt that they could work as a melodic tool. I used to practice lines and octaves on both hands,” simultaneously as well as alternately. He also explained that he would approach the piano beyond the perspective of a typical pianist. “I tried harmonica-like solos in my right hand on the piano because the harmonica has certain built-in limitations. You really have to have an overview of some kind to make that work because not all the notes are there, so there’s just a few acceptable licks you can do.… Floyd Cramer was playing pedal steel licks. Blues is different; that’s what I was doing.”


“You see those hands, which are enormous,” said Leon’s most famous protégé, Elton John, calling Leon’s “the biggest hands I’ve seen apart from [Bruce] Hornsby and Keith Jarrett. They’re the largest fingers I’ve ever seen. You know he’s got a pretty big span. I, of course, have little sausage fingers. I’m happy if I’ve got an octave.”


Randy Newman noted that rock ’n’ roll “hit the public like a square white-sounding kind of thing” after the movie Blackboard Jungle. Plus, it was turning into big business and Los Angeles was emerging as serious competition to New York City as a powerhouse in music and television, adding to the thriving Hollywood movie industry. And though Liberty/Metric’s first hit was Julie London’s torch ballad “Cry Me a River,” the label had 1958 rock ’n’ roll hits with Eddie Cochran’s “Summertime Blues” and “C’mon Everybody,” making it as good a place as any to be in the early-sixties rock ’n’ roll biz.


Musicians were flocking to Hollywood from places like Texas, Oklahoma, Chicago, and New Orleans. Newman, who grew up visiting his mother’s hometown of New Orleans, said he wasn’t sure how much music he consciously picked up there. “But I love Fats Domino. And I loved the way Leon played. I think the whole world did eventually.” Newman said Leon had it all, including the sense of time. “Leon had time like a rock.” The famously self-deprecating Newman contrasted himself with Leon in the matter of keeping steady time. When asked if he had played with drummer Jim Gordon during those days, he replied, “Yep. You bet—quite a bit. I’ve played with him or against him. I’m sorry to say it was my time. Ask [Jim] Keltner about it. Every step I’ve taken, I was pulled and dragged or pushed. I didn’t feel confident about playing on my own records until Leon said, ‘You know, you should play on your own, you’re fine.’”


Also pushing Newman early on was Lenny Waronker, son of Liberty/Metric’s owner Simon Waronker. Lenny and Randy had been hanging around music since they were children, first on Twentieth Century–Fox movie sets, where Newman’s uncle, Al, was a composer and conductor (he composed the famous Twentieth Century–Fox fanfare) and Si Waronker, an instrumentalist, and then later at Liberty and Metric. “Randy and I met Leon and Dave Gates, I guess, when they just got here,” Waronker said. “They were young.” They were young—Leon was about the same age as both Newman and Waronker—but Leon and Gates seemed much further developed to Newman, who said, “I was still living at home. [Leon] seemed like a grown-up, he and Gates both.… They were a different kind of people, it seems, even then. Gates was foursquare, and Leon was on the hip side.… Look at the both of them; radically different paths they took.”


Lenny Waronker started as a promo man at Liberty but quickly changed into A&R and publishing at Metric. He became a successful producer and eventual head of Warner Bros. Records through the label’s prolific growth period of the 1970s and 1980s. “I thought I needed to learn some stuff, so I tried promotion, which was awful,” he said. “Then the publishing thing opened up.”


A well-regarded songwriter, still obscure as a performer, named Willie Nelson was signed to Liberty Records as a recording artist in 1961. Though Leon and Willie would not meet for another nine or ten years, Leon played piano on Willie’s … And Then I Wrote, recorded September 11–12, 1961, at Radio Recorders, with Joe Allison producing. Allison had started the record in Nashville the previous month but was unhappy with the results, so he brought the sessions to LA, where Glen Campbell, Red Callender, Billy Strange, and others contributed. The album includes songs that have become standards, like “Hello Walls,” “Funny How Time Slips Away,” and “Crazy.” Leon shines on “Mr. Record Man,” reintroducing the track with that slip-note style that Floyd Cramer pioneered, slipping quickly from a note below the target note in a way that makes the piano approximate the bends of a guitar.


As with many of the sessions he would do over the years, Leon had no idea which artist would be singing over the rhythm tracks he recorded. At Nelson’s house in the 1970s, he heard this album and half-jokingly protested that whoever played piano on the record was stealing his riffs—until the two friends figured out it was Leon himself.


One of if not the first session Leon got union credit for was a Snuff Garrett–produced Johnny Burnette recording of “Just Out of Reach,” on December 11, 1961, at Liberty’s Custom Recorders. Leon provides a relaxed sixteenth-note cadence in the higher register of the loping arrangement. Tommy Allsup and Dick Glasser are the guitarists; the great Earl Palmer is on drums. Palmer had already cemented his legacy with his early work on classics by Little Richard, Fats Domino, and Lloyd Price. His backbeat on Domino’s 1949 boogie “The Fat Man” is one of rock ’n’ roll’s foundational underpinnings.


There are also a couple of well-known jazz players on the Burnette recording. Bassist Red Callender had played with a couple of Leon’s influences, Erroll Garner and Nat King Cole. There’s also the jazz luminary Barney Kessel—who grew up in Muskogee, Oklahoma—on guitar. Among other highlights, Kessel had played the smooth accompaniment to Julie London’s hit “Cry Me a River,” a song Leon would later feature in the Mad Dogs & Englishmen set with a markedly different arrangement.


Leon was high on the experience of his first “real sessions” with the “main guys” at the studio where he had been working almost every day. “Many nights I had stood outside one studio or another and watched people like Earl Palmer, who would arrive in his new Cadillac,” Leon remembered. “Now here I was on the ‘inside,’ with Earl playing drums and Barney Kessel on guitar.”


Leon’s session work had just started, but his star rose quickly, and he became one of three or four top LA pianists always in demand. His calendar would have few openings until the 1970s. He was not only technically impressive but also brought an earthy personality to his playing. First-call Wrecking Crew guitarist Tommy Tedesco recalled an early session with Glen Campbell and Leon Russell. “They brought Leon in and, I’ll never forget, Leon panicked and was sitting there, and Glen said, ‘Leon, just play that shit you did in Oklahoma. They don’t know nothing here.’ So Leon played Leon Russell, and all of a sudden, they don’t know nothing, that was his style, that’s what they loved, and that’s what he did from there on in.”


Keith Allison—a young guitarist who migrated out from Texas and later joined Paul Revere & the Raiders—said Leon was hanging out over at producer Gary Paxton’s studio in Hollywood around the time Leon took that gig as a substitute Paul Revere. “It was an old Craftsman house that they turned into a studio. There was a bunch of hits coming out of that little funky studio on a side street in Hollywood.”


Paxton hired Leon for some sessions. “He was known for hiring the down-and-out and was a big supporter of musicians in general,” Leon said. “The first Paxton session I played on was for Bobby ‘Boris’ Pickett of ‘Monster Mash’ fame, for the album that followed Pickett’s hit single.” (Contrary to some reports, Leon is not on the “Monster Mash” single itself.) “Those days came well before [Paxton’s] resurgence as a religious recording artist, and he was drinking a lot of whiskey then, as well as taking the odd Benzedrine tablet,” Leon wrote.


Paxton was the first producer to give David Gates and Leon a shot as recording artists, releasing the Paxton-penned “Sad September” backed with (b/w) “Tryin’ to Be Someone” in October 1962, credited to “David and Lee” (Lee being Leon). “They had a house band,” Allison said. “It was guys crashing there. You came in with a song, and for a few bucks, [Paxton] would cut there. If it was good enough, he would release it.” “Sad September” is a moody number that sounds like a transition from the Everly Brothers’ tight-harmony sound into something new. David and Leon’s duet is surrounded by reverb-soaked strings, which ebb and flow while Leon teases out piano accents. It is a link to the chamber pop of the mid-1960s: the Walker Brothers, the Left Banke, and the Association, the latter group produced by Paxton.


The B-side “Tryin’ to Be Someone” features James Burton pulling twangy licks from his Telecaster, while Gates and Russell sound a little like the Everly Brothers fronting Buck Owens’s Buckaroos. The song was written by Gates, and he and Leon formed a music publishing company called Dragonwyck in 1962.


In October, instrumental surf masters the Ventures were in town and recorded The Ventures Play Telstar and the Lonely Bull, with Leon playing organ on the soaring Joe Meek–penned earworm “Telstar.” His melody jumps out on the recording. Gates played bass on the record, which became the biggest seller for the Ventures, selling over five million copies worldwide.


Leon’s work accelerated as 1962 rolled on. He wrote a letter to Jimmy Markham that November 19 on Dragonwyck Music Company letterhead, in part:


Carl probably told you about our new house. It really is kind of a gas but still mainly an experiment and how to live above your means.


David and I are in the process of signing a production deal with a Walt Disney subsidiary called Colosseum Records. We would have a pretty gassey position if we get the percentage we are trying for.


I played a gig Saturday night in Pismo Beach with perhaps the heaviest group I have ever played with. Glenn [sic] Campbell was on guitar, Steve Douglas was on saxophone (he is the West Coast representative for Leiber and Stoller Productions), David played bass and a fellow named Hal Blaine played drums. He works with Patty Page and Tammy Sands. It was a pretty wild group. All the guys are studio cats and hardly ever take regular gigs, but we all decided that it would be fun and Glenn had the gig as the “Champs” so we took it and had a ball.


The letter must have been enough of a siren song, for soon, Leon and Markham were renting a one-bedroom house off of La Cienega Boulevard together.


Other notable 1962 sessions included the Everly Brothers’ “Little Hollywood Girl” and Jackie DeShannon’s “Breakaway.” On November 5, Leon recorded “Everybody but Me” with Johnny Rivers, a songwriter who was soon a star in his own right.


Leon and David Gates finished off the year with a session for Liberty’s producer, Dick Glasser. They put together an instrumental band of the Tulsa fellows billed as the Fencemen, with Chuck Blackwell, Gates, and Leon. The first single was a Gates cowrite, “Swingin’ Gates,” backed with Leon’s “Bach n’ Roll,” which features overdubs of organ trading off with a tack piano (thumbtacks fastened to the hammers in an upright piano for a more percussive sound). Leon played both parts.


The Fencemen was one of dozens of studio-only “bands” made up of session musicians, with Leon, Tommy Tedesco, Billy Strange, and Glen Campbell often contributing. Other records made by different combinations of these musicians included the De-Fenders, the Routers, the Deuce Coups, and other surf/hot rod–inspired releases. There was even a “band” led by drummer Hal Blaine called Hal Blaine & the Young Cougars. Almost every track on the resulting album, Deuces, “T’s,” Roadsters & Drums, opens with the revving of engines and peeling of tires of drag strips. Leon recalled, “It was a lot of fun doing those stupid records.”















Chapter 5



The Wall of Sound


AS THE SOUNDS OF PEELING tires and revving engines from drag races fade in your mind, cue in the famous Hal Blaine boom, boom, boom, BANG! Boom, boom, boom, BANG! beat that kicks off the Ronettes’ 1963 smash “Be My Baby” and settle into that lush Wall of Sound. This is one of the Phil Spector sessions that Leon played on in July 1963.


There’s an argument to be made that the most significant American bands were not really bands at all; they were the now-legendary studio session players who formed core groups in Detroit, Muscle Shoals, Memphis, Nashville, New York, Chicago, and Hollywood. Even the Byrds and Beach Boys, two of the most innovative and successful American bands, had the regular session musicians later referred to as the Wrecking Crew play on their biggest records.


Session musicians were technically independent and interchangeable. But the nicknamed house bands—the Funk Brothers at Motown, the Swampers in Muscle Shoals, the Wrecking Crew in Hollywood—did have core members. These A-listers played together with a measurable chemistry. Songwriter Jeff Barry explained that Hal Blaine “was the nucleus of some guys who just all thought the same time. I mean, time is more than a metronome.”


Leon worked his way into this burgeoning group of elite players-for-hire in Hollywood, variously described as the Regulars, the Clique, the Guys, or early on with Phil Spector, the Wall of Sound. When Blaine published his book Hal Blaine and the Wrecking Crew in 1990, they started being referred to as the Wrecking Crew. Though Leon received his official membership in the AFM Local 47 musicians union on July 3, 1963, he had already established a reputation. Musicians like Leon were slowly replacing “the Suits,” as the younger musicians called them—that buttoned-up bunch who had little patience for rock ’n’ roll, for improvisation, and for the looseness that the younger breed displayed. The old group felt the new louche bunch was going to “wreck the business,” hence the nickname.


But Dean Torrence explained that a regular group of the people known as the Wrecking Crew started by playing on the records by his duo, Jan and Dean. That duo began in high school by forming doo-wop groups with future actor James Brolin and future Beach Boy Bruce Johnston. “Jan [Berry] kind of handpicked the guys. Originally, we used to use a lot of Black guys that were normally doing jazz records, the Ernie Freeman Band. They were good—really, really good. And then somewhere along the line, we ran into Hal [Blaine] and then, once we ran into Hal, it was all over. We started from scratch and just built people, we handpicked people around Hal or would use—if he had suggestions—if Hal said, ‘Well, I’ve worked with this guy, this guy, and this guy,’ we’d say, ‘Okay, let’s try to form some sort of chemistry,’ which we did. Quite honestly, the Wrecking Crew—and this was 1962—I give Jan credit for putting most of the Wrecking Crew together. A lot of those guys had sometimes played with one another. But there wasn’t a cohesive unit, and we were the first ones to pick out a core bunch of maybe six guys, seven guys, and those were the only guys we would use until they didn’t want to play anymore.”


The basic unit grew, fully coalesced, and came to prominence under the irreverent humor and calculated chaos of Spector, a rising Midas in the record biz. “Phil Spector had a comedic style similar to Don Rickles, using it in sessions at the expense of the players,” Leon said. No producer had harnessed the full power of this young group of studio musicians like Spector would. It led to more than twenty consecutive hit records. The quietly wry, wildly talented, and increasingly outré-looking Leon quickly found his place with this new crew. “Everybody fell in love with him too, because he was a real character,” Lenny Waronker recalled. “Interesting guy; scary in a way.… He was very cool and reserved—smart as hell.”


Jack Nitzsche took credit for landing Leon on Planet Spector. They’d met via Jackie DeShannon at Pandora’s Box. Nitzsche was at the beginning of an illustrious career, contributing to hundreds of records by the likes of the Rolling Stones, Neil Young, the Monkees, Graham Parker, and Tom Petty. “[Leon] was an innovative piano player,” Nitzsche said. “In those days, it was real hard to find rock ’n’ roll piano players who didn’t play too much.”


In 1963, Nitzsche got a deal with Frank Sinatra’s Reprise label to record his own LP, The Lonely Surfer. The band included Leon, David Gates on bass, Hal Blaine on drums, and Tommy Tedesco and Ray Pohlman on guitars. Influenced by “The Lonely Bull,” Herb Alpert’s instrumental smash from the year before, it was surf guitar by way of Ennio Morricone, an immense-sounding production, leagues above the disposable fizz that Leon had largely been recording.


“I had heard about Phil for a long time,” said Nitzsche in 1988. “I put the band together for the session, a lot of the same guys I had been working with for years. Phil didn’t know a lot of these people; he had been in New York in 1960 to 1962. Leon Russell, Harold Battiste, Earl Palmer, Don Randi, Hal Blaine, Glen Campbell: a lot of the players came out of my phone book.” Randi also recalled hiring Leon for Spector sessions. “During the Spector sessions, a lot of the time we had two or three piano players going at once,” Nitzsche said. “I played piano as well. Phil knew the way he wanted the keyboards played. It wasn’t much of a problem who played. Leon was there for the solos and the fancy stuff, rolling pianos. The pianos were interlocking and things would sound cohesive. I knew Leon would emerge as a band leader.”


In August 1962, Leon played on his first session for Spector: “Zip-a-Dee-Doo-Dah,” from Walt Disney’s 1946 film Song of the South, remade as a funky dirge. Leon said, “Phil came up to me and made some sort of hand sign, as if he might be warding off a vampire, and said, ‘Dumb. Play dumb.’” The song was a top ten hit. “From that time forward, I played on almost every record he made.”


The Spector sessions were recorded at Gold Star Studios, a cozy storefront on Santa Monica Boulevard that was once a dentist’s office but that soon became the magic room where everyone wanted to record. Leon noted that Gold Star’s Studio A was designed to hold “about five musicians, six at the most. Phil managed to get in twenty-five, with almost enough room left over for someone to walk.” Spector envisioned pop symphonies and therefore required a rock ’n’ roll orchestra. On their breaks, musicians had to tiptoe over cables, duck under microphones, and limbo under boom stands. Because this was before multitracking enabled the extensive overdubbing that came later in the decade, mammoth productions like Spector’s required as many musicians playing together, cheek by jowl. If anyone made a glaring error, the take would be halted, and they’d restart the performance. In more traditional recording sessions, classic singers like Sinatra would appear and sing live, with the expectation that the master recording would be done in one, maybe two takes, so musicians had little margin for error. But Spector’s tracking sessions could result in dozens of takes, sometimes over a hundred before the producer was satisfied and the vocalists could be overdubbed. His principal engineer, Larry Levine, theorized that wearing down the musicians was part of Spector’s MO. As the takes and hours accumulated, instrumentalists would play less as individuals and more as a team, a system, the Wall.


Spector’s controlled-chaos approach extended to sound leakage. Drums were picked up by piano mics, while guitar and bass amps washed into the overhead drum mics. All of it was fed into the famous Gold Star echo chamber, two rooms with walls coated in a highly reflective cement-and-plaster mixture, located behind Studio A. This wondrous chamber was never seen by anyone aside from the members of the studio crew. “Not even Phil,” said studio cofounder David Gold. That’s how it remained until the final session at the studio: Maurice Gibb begged Gold to see the chamber. “He told me that in their early days back in England when he and his brothers used to listen to Phil’s music, they’d lie in bed and wonder what the chambers looked like. So I allowed him to be the first and only other person to ever see the inside.”


Spector also dialed in tape echo (think early Elvis/Sun Studios “slap-back” effect). The echo and reverb would be mixed with that lush Wall of Sound. Often, a mix would be bounced down to a track or two to open up one for overdubs, degrading the tape signal on each generation. The vocals, particularly the lead, would be up front in the mix, popping from the speakers, while all else receded to the background, a comfortable fuzzy bed for tales of teenage lust, love, and heartache.


“The hardest part was convincing people it could be done,” Spector said. “The hardest part in life is people who don’t get it.… About anything. I would explain what I was doing to people and they just didn’t get it. If I wanted three pianos, I couldn’t get three pianos in the studio, so I’d get three piano players sitting at one piano, fighting to get their hands on it. Leon Russell, Brian Wilson sometimes.”


Playing sessions with Spector and others, Leon became so busy that he faded out of the club gigs at night. “Once he got on that train, it was nonstop,” said Karstein. “It was at least six days a week, maybe sometimes seven.… He would probably average at least three sessions a day.” Studio musicians were accustomed to producers trying to get them to do extra takes and overtime under the table. But Spector paid well and made sure to adhere to union rules. “We were union men, so that later on in our lives, we get residuals,” Randi said. “There’s no greater thing for me now, me being this old, I go to the post office box, and there’s a check. You can’t make a living from it, but it sure as hell helps your income out.”


A full list of sessions Leon worked from his arrival in LA until around 1968 would itself take up a hefty book. His schedule in 1963 shows an unrelenting pace that resulted in hundreds of released recordings: the Everly Brothers, Nino Tempo & April Stevens, Dean Martin, Bobby “Blue” Bland, and Sam Cooke. Cooke and Bland were heroes of Leon as a teenager. Now, the twenty-year-old young man was on the piano for Bland’s great Call on Me/That’s the Way Love Is LP, a February 7 session. The album’s final track, “Queen for a Day,” features young Leon burning up the keys with confident ad-libs, slipped in perfectly alongside Bland’s gorgeous vocal, sounding like a pianist who had been accompanying Bland for years.


Few stars impressed Leon more than Aretha Franklin on her fourth album, before she left Columbia for Atlantic and blossomed into the Queen of Soul, on her breathtaking “Say It Isn’t So.” “I worked with Aretha at Columbia, there was one session when she cut with a big string section, and at the end of the song, they all tapped their bows on the music stand,” he marveled. “I wasn’t used to seeing that much excitement from a string section.”


Spector provided more work for Leon than any other producer in 1963. Recorded in March and released the next month, “Da Doo Ron Ron (When He Walked Me Home)” blasted from radios across the country that summer, hitting number three in June. The Crystals’ Dolores “LaLa” Brooks sang the lead and, right from the top, hammering right-hand piano figures pop to the front of the Wall of Sound mix. “I was one of the piano players of ‘Da Doo Ron Ron,’” said Ellie Greenwich, also one of the songwriters. “We had to play this part over and over and over again of constant triplets. The constant repetition without any breaks made it really difficult. Your arm got very tired and your fingers started cramping.” Leon’s piano might not sound complicated, but seek out the instrumental master take of “Da Doo Ron Ron” to appreciate the demanding part that he sustains flawlessly through the song.


“There’s a picture, somebody’s got it, of how intense it was,” Don Randi said. “Leon was playing my piano, and at the same time, I was playing his piano. He put his left hand over onto mine, and I’d put my right hand over onto his while the session was going on. You’ve got to realize the cacophony of sound with four pianos. That makes the wall of sound.”


The singers and players for the productions were essentially interchangeable. Still, the theme of longing—for sex, marriage, liberty, and control—was a constant and would continue to dominate Spector’s records. Atlantic Records icon Ahmet Ertegun was awestruck that Spector was “the only producer who could create a hit record without a hit artist.”


It is easy to see where Leon was learning to be a brilliant arranger, pinballing from sessions with Jimmie Haskell (Sam Cooke and Wayne Newton) and Robert Mersey (Aretha Franklin) to Jack Nitzsche and Phil Spector. “They liked me because they didn’t have to write the piano parts out,” Leon said. “They just wrote chord sheets and said, ‘Play classical,’ ‘Play country,’ ‘Play rock ’n’ roll.’”


Though he was getting an increasing amount of work on the Spector sessions, Leon’s calendar filled up with sessions for other star producers, including Lou Adler, who coproduced Jan and Dean with Jan Berry. The same month as the “Da Doo Ron Ron” session, Leon worked on tracks for the duo’s Surf City LP, including the title track, cowritten by Brian Wilson, a number one record.


“Brian gave us ‘Surf City’ half-finished,” Torrence said. “And just said, ‘If you want to finish it, be my guests.’ We took it and finished it… and Jan recorded the track that was one of the best tracks we ever cut. And so we took the track and called Brian and said, ‘If you want to come in and help us with some vocals, we’d love to have ya.’ Brian heard it and he was almost speechless, because he couldn’t believe—it was such a good track.” Brian asked, “So, how’d you do that?” Jan said, “Brian, these are studio guys; they’re the best in the world. They’re two hundred bucks, and you’ll have the best players in the United States, if not the world.” As Randi put it, “We were the studio musicians that you’d better get because we were making hit records.”


June brought sessions for the Ventures’ Let’s Go! and the Everly Brothers’ The Everly Brothers Sing Great Country Hits LP. Leon is prominently featured on the latter. The arrangements are sparse, allowing him to shine through the open spaces on the album. His licks are never hurried; he settles himself right in the pocket. This delightful and overlooked album was a blueprint for the Flying Burrito Brothers and Gram Parsons solo records that came at the decade’s end.


Randi said that he and Leon, seated next to each other for hours at a time, shared a sense of humor that helped them cope with Spector. That July, Randi said, “It might have been ‘Be My Baby.’ We had been in there seven and a half hours or eight hours or something, doing that same song over and over and over again.… We went in and listened. As we’re listening back, it was a stone-cold hit. We were sitting in the booth, and everybody’s packing up, ready to go home. I think Larry Levine was the engineer, and he left the record button on. It erased the tape! We had to go back in for another two hours.” 


“Be My Baby” was recorded in July 1963 and took thirty-five hours. Michael Spenser was one of the four keyboardists, each on a different instrument. “On my left was this fellow in a three-piece suit and a DA [ducktail] hairstyle,” he said. “That was Leon Russell before he took acid.” What makes it one of the most distinguished records of sixties rock ’n’ roll is Phil Spector’s production, which features Leon playing eighth-note chords to propel the verses, the piano parts popping from the mix. “I figured out early on that if I wanted to be heard on a record I had to play high,” Leon said, referring to the upper octaves. “If you don’t do that, you’d get lost in the Wall [of Sound] so to speak.”


Hal Blaine launches the song on the finished version with one of the most famous beats in rock ’n’ roll, a pattern that has been lifted for countless recordings. But he laughed about how he faked his way into that one. “The beat I used on the Ronettes’ ‘Be My Baby’ was actually a mistake,” Blaine said. “I was supposed to play more of a boom-chicky-boom beat, but my stick got stuck and it came out boom, boom-boom chick. I just made sure to make the same mistake every few bars.” When it was finished, Spector did what he would always do, checked the mix on tiny and tinny speakers to approximate the sound through a car radio before blasting everyone’s ears out on the big speakers in the control room.


As July flipped to August, as the weather got even hotter, the room more crowded and sweltering, Spector, a twenty-three-year-old Jew who loved Christmas (and was born on Christmas Day 1940), decided it was time to make a Christmas album. He had booked Gold Star twenty-four hours a day. Ronnie Spector of the Ronettes said, “Phil started recording in the summer and he didn’t leave the studio for about two months. We’d start recording early in the evening, and we’d work until late in the night, sometimes even into the next morning.”


A Christmas Gift for You from Phil Spector is one of the only long-playing albums Spector made during this era. Brian Wilson claimed it’s his favorite record. It didn’t perform very well when it went on sale on November 22, 1963, the day that President John F. Kennedy was assassinated. But the album has become a standard over the intervening decades, particularly the one original song, Darlene Love’s “Christmas (Baby Please Come Home).” Written by Ellie Greenwich, Jeff Barry, and Phil Spector, the track is glorious, peak Spector, with Love singing to beat the band. 


It is also the apex of Leon’s contributions to Spector records. Starting around the 2:00 mark, the man goes off at the end. The arrangement pauses, building tension, before hitting that heavenly release, Leon climbing higher and higher on the keyboard. “Everybody had this feeling of grandeur,” Love remembered. “We called it Leon’s little concerto. He just went wild on the piano and, when he was finished, he fell right off the stool.” Spector himself was so excited with the piano climax that he whipped off a bonus check and presented it to Leon as soon as the take was over.


“He really did a lot on those Spector records,” said Randy Newman. “He did the top, and he did the bottom with a fast tremolando.”


The Christmas album took six weeks. “I never wanted to work with Phil again after that,” Levine remembers. “My nerves were shattered, and everyone was exhausted.” Although he had been seeing a psychiatrist in New York and would often call him from the studio in LA, Spector’s mental illness had been written off as eccentricity, mitigated by his charisma and sheer vision. Randi explained, “He could be very rude. We put up with it because we realized what a great talent he was. Phil Spector was always eccentric, let’s put it that way.”


There are several stories about Spector the gun nut emptying rounds into the ceiling of a studio on more than one occasion. Eventually, everyone’s patience wore thin, even the taciturn Leon Russell, whose MO was to keep his mouth shut and play. “Leon never said boo to anyone,” Cher said. (She’d sung on several Spector sessions, including “Be My Baby.”) “He would just come in and play his piano.” That is, until one day when he reached his limit. Spector’s recording dates were “interesting at first,” Leon wrote. “But most of the sessions ran seven to eight hours, with the same mundane figures played again and again, except for minor changes or attempted improvements. One day in particular it was starting to drive me crazy! Unfortunately, I followed the lead of my friend and copyist, Roy Caton, who was playing trumpet on the session, and went next door to the liquor store, where I bought a pint of peach-flavored vodka. It was a mistake. About two or three hours and eighty takes later, I was standing on top of the Steinway, doing a pretty good impression of A. A. Allen [one of Leon’s favorite televangelists]. That’s about all I remember, except for an exchange with Phillip, which started when he said through the talkback mic, ‘Leon, don’t you know what teamwork means?’ ‘Phil, do you know what “fuck you” means?’ I returned.”


Cher remembered that the word Spector asked about was respect. “And Leon jumped up on the piano and said, ‘Phil, have you ever heard of the word FUCK YOU?’ And that was it, people were… They couldn’t get it together for a half an hour. People were dying on the floor. I mean, tears rolling in the studio because it was the weirdest thing you ever saw.” He took on the character of a fire-and-brimstone preacher while yelling at Spector.


“The next day, I didn’t recall too much about the whole incident,” Leon confessed, “but Tommy Tedesco… came over to my apartment and offered to finance a religious tour for me in exchange for half the profits. ‘I’m serious about this, now, Leon; I’m not kidding. I’ll put up the money for a big tent and trucks and whatever we need. We’ll make millions.’” It was another significant step in his development into the charismatic preacher-like rock star who arrived fully formed in the early 1970s.


“I think Leon and I stopped working for [Spector] around the same time,” said Don Randi. “Leon was just becoming too big. He was approaching stardom at that point.”


This was around the time that Mac Rebennack, soon to be known as Dr. John the Night Tripper, came from New Orleans and started playing piano parts for Spector. Dr. John and Leon were often compared throughout their careers: both amazingly accomplished pianists with Southern-tinged honks when they sang and funky appearances.


Leon did not make a clean break from Spector. Even into the 1970s, he professed his admiration, noting in a 1970 Rolling Stone interview, “Some of those people I really studied—like with Phil Spector, with Terry Melcher. I studied their style just because it was so amazing. The main thing, I believe, was to act like I knew how to do it. And that’s really true; I was so impressed with his confidence, his apparent awareness of what’s going on.” Leon and Spector would even work together again in 1973 on John Lennon’s Rock ’n’ Roll LP.


Leon continued laying the groundwork for his solo career. Using the handle “C. J. Russell,” he sang lead on a single, “The Girl I Lost in the Rain” b/w “She’s the One That Got Away,” both written by David Gates, which were recorded at the end of 1962 but not released until July 1963 on Mercury. Leon brings a rocking flair to the latter, a typical upbeat pop number of the era. “The Girl I Lost in the Rain” is a moody baroque-pop number, covered, fittingly, by the Walker Brothers on their first album.


In September 1963, Leon was enlisted to play on “Sugar Dumpling” and “I’m Just a Country Boy” with Sam Cooke, one of his earliest idols. Leon provides some basic rhythm stuff on “Sugar Dumpling,” a confection as saccharine as its title. But “I’m Just a Country Boy” is a soulfully sung ballad that features the light touch of Leon’s right hand. The session, held at United Recording in Hollywood, was arranged by Jimmie Haskell, who worked on hits for Ricky Nelson. Al Schmitt was coproducer alongside Cooke. Leon would work with Schmitt throughout the sixties, and the pair were reunited when Schmitt engineered Life Journey. The engineer for the Cooke session, Bones Howe, who produced everyone from the 5th Dimension to Tom Waits, would help Leon set up his Skyhill Drive home studio in the following year.


Leon and Gates were also hustling songs for other artists to record. The infamous Kim Fowley said in a 1972 interview that Gates picked him up hitchhiking one day in ’63 and sang him a new song he’d written called “Popsicles and Icicles.” It seems apocryphal. The two had likely met back at Gary Paxton’s studio. Nevertheless, as Fowley tells it, he found a girl group called the Murmaids—Terry and Carol Fischer and Sally Gordon—to record it. The Fischers’ mother had taken all three girls, who had grown up together, to Chattahoochee Records, which Fowley managed, and he furnished them with the number. It was a smash hit for Metric Music in October 1963.


It was another brick in the wall between Gates and Leon. There was a distrust that went back to their high school days. “Popsicles and Icicles,” a cloying song but a big hit, eventually did in their friendship and partnership. Kim Fowley had called, “looking for songs for a new group he was producing,” Leon said. “David said, ‘I don’t want to have anything to do with that guy.’ So I ended up playing some of the demos we’d done for him.” “Popsicles and Icicles,” recorded by the female trio the Murmaids, hit number three on the Billboard Top 100 in early January ’64. “When David and I were dissolving our fledgling publishing association for the last time, we signed a contract listing all the copyrights we owned together. They included ‘Popsicles and Icicles,’ but David admitted that I didn’t really own half of the song because he had ‘removed’ my copy of the contract and I couldn’t possibly prove my co-ownership.”


“Leon was incensed,” said Jim Karstein. “I wouldn’t even ask Leon about it. I just knew that David took all the money.”


Another collaborator of Gates, who wished to remain anonymous on the matter, offered: “David wouldn’t give Leon his share. They had an agreement that whoever got the first song would put that song with the company, and they were to share it together. Leon was absolutely furious at David. And I do remember Leon’s exact quote: ‘Well, he’s had his third strike with me.’”


Gates went on to found the soft rock mega-selling band Bread, “whose first album cover featured many pictures of money in various denominations,” observed Leon.















Chapter 6



Playboys, Beach Boys, and Byrds


LEON’S CONFIDENCE AS A PLAYER increased as he realized he was bringing a certain mojo to sessions. Yet he continued struggling with insecurities about his limitations, dismissing his dazzling skills as “an illusion” and begging off when some session leader or another wanted something he felt outside his lane. Mel Tormé came to Leon. “He said, ‘I want you to play on this record, it’s gonna be great.’ He’d taken a lot of the stuff that I play and written it down and he wanted me to play it on Hammond organ,” Leon recalled. His previous parts on organ had been limited to primarily garage-band-type stuff, like the Ventures’ version of “Telstar.” “Fucking nightmare. I mean, I don’t play Hammond organ. Billy Preston is who you want, you don’t want me.”


On more than one occasion, Leon felt producers overestimated his skills. Take The Beatles Song Book by the Hollyridge Strings: “I ran into this guy and he said, ‘I’m so glad I saw you; I need you to play this sixty-strings session tomorrow. You play just the right stuff.’ I said, ‘Wait a minute. That’s an illusion. Don’t think you can write a bunch of stuff down, and I can read it; I can’t read it well.… I’m not your guy.’” Because his colleague was insistent, Leon went in anyway and tanked it. “The contractor came in and yelled at me and said, ‘How dare you take a session you can’t play.’ That was the most embarrassing moment of my life.”


We think of Leon as the flamboyant risk-taking bandleader he became in the late sixties. But his fear of embarrassment, which was connected to the stage fright that never left him, would later manifest as stubborn pride, self-defeat, and reticence, if not outright detachment. But Leon began to recognize that his ambition was only restricted by whatever limitations he placed on himself. He wasn’t just a pianist; he could also arrange and produce other artists. He looked around at guys leading his sessions, like Snuff Garrett and Phil Spector, and realized their vision and confidence were what was important. The producers left the nuts and bolts of it all to the team they assembled: the best arrangers, top studio musicians, and ace engineers.


As 1964 began, though, Leon was “making a lot of money” and “you know, doing sometimes four sessions a day for six or eight days in a row, I’d forget to eat, I’d come home and realize I hadn’t eaten all day.… It’s sort of a mindless existence.” But studio work was so lucrative that he was able to buy a Cadillac and a house in the Hollywood Hills.


Saxophonist Jim Horn, a mainstay in the Wrecking Crew, recalled the Caddy: “We were driving along, and I said, ‘Man, that’s a really great car,’ and he said, ‘You want to use my phone there and check in with your answering service, and see if you got any work waiting for you, or any messages?’ And I said, ‘A phone?’ And I looked down and there was the phone between our seats.”


In May 1964, Leon bought 7709 Skyhill Drive, a raised ranch house in North Hollywood, on the San Fernando Valley side of the Hills, near Mulholland Drive and Universal Studios. It quickly became a flophouse for his musician pals, mostly the Tulsa Mafia. “We used to call it the Skyhill Home for Unwed Musicians,” Karstein said. Fellow musician and Tulsa buddy Larry Bell described Skyhill right after Leon moved in. The living room was “furnished with a lawn chair, a huge TV set, and two or three buckets of Kentucky Fried Chicken setting out for us. And that was about all that was in the house.” Within a year, Leon built the home studio there, back in a time when it was still unusual for someone to have a studio in their home, but Leon had been inspired by those who did it before him, including Gary Paxton, Les Paul, Joe Osborn, and Ernie Kovacs.


In the meantime, though, Leon kept the bucks rolling in with session work. He kicked off 1964 with his first session for the Beach Boys, on their cover of the Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers’ “Why Do Fools Fall in Love.” The same month, Brian Wilson, inspired by “Be My Baby” and in the thrall of Phil Spector, recorded the Beach Boys’ “Don’t Worry Baby,” with Leon again contributing.


Leon recorded with the Everly Brothers again on January 16, 1964. Although the Beatles’ game-changing appearance on the Ed Sullivan Show was still a few weeks away, the Fabs had already started to become popular stateside. “I Want to Hold Your Hand” hit number one in January. The Beatles took the Everly Brothers harmonies as a foundational influence and added a harder-driving attack. This sort of edge was folded back into the Everlys’ sound and can be detected on a track Leon contributes to on the Everly Brothers’ Gone, Gone, Gone LP, “The Facts of Life.” Written by Don and Phil, “The Facts of Life” rides in on a martial drum tattoo, with horns blaring and a strumming electric guitar at the forefront of a mix decidedly denser than that of the Sing Great Country Hits LP. Leon uses his usual technique to cut through the din, his right hand climbing the high octaves.


During his session work, Leon’s ambition to become a recording artist himself only increased. He had been gaining valuable lessons in what worked in creating hits, plus the ins and outs of composing, arranging, and producing. Running through hundreds of takes while recording hundreds of backing tracks before any vocals were added gave him space to imagine his own melodies and words to go along with the changes. His first release under the name Leon Russell came in 1964, when he sold two recordings, “Cindy” and “Misty,” to Herb Alpert for $500. Alpert had skyrocketed to success in 1962 on the back of his “Lonely Bull” record and formed A&M Records with his partner Jerry Moss. Leon had started to work on sessions Alpert produced. The tracks were recorded at Gold Star on February 13 with regulars Steve Douglas, Glen Campbell, Hal Blaine, Tommy Tedesco, Billy Strange, and Alpert himself.


“Cindy” is a bluesy rockabilly stomp, an arrangement of a traditional North Carolina folk song that offered an early indication of the direction Leon would take with his first 1970s records. Asked in 1970 about the novel reinvention of the standard “Misty,” Leon said, “That was back in the days of my more obvious satire. I think what moved me to do that was I’d just heard John Lee Hooker’s version of ‘I Left My Heart in San Francisco.’ It was so funny I decided to do one, too. But I think Herb Alpert… bought the record from me ’cause he thought I needed the money—which I probably did.… I just did them after a session—I think it was a Bobby Darin session, and everybody was just hanging around, so we cut this record.”


The following year, Leon would play piano on the mammoth hit album by Herb Alpert and Tijuana Brass, Whipped Cream & Other Delights, including the tracks “A Taste of Honey” and “Whipped Cream.” “Leon played on quite a few Tijuana Brass records,” Alpert said. “There are a couple that he just laid a special little groove on, ‘Green Peppers,’ is probably the one.” Leon can be heard on the left speaker, first adding a bluesy riff, then subtle, anticipatory four-note climbs between sections.


“When I saw him the first session, he came in with a suit and tie, short hair, you know, like a choirboy, just about,” Alpert recalled. “He’d look at me and say, ‘Herbie, I don’t know what to play.’ I said, ‘Well, if you don’t feel anything, don’t play anything, just see what happens.’ So I’d get the thing started churning, and he’s tinkling, he’s playing something, and all of a sudden, the thing goes in his direction. He has his undeniable way of playing. And there was this unique conversation he would have with musicians, musically. He started playing something that you’d say, ‘Wow, how do you come up with that? I never would have thought of that!’” Alpert would not be the last to observe how Leon would wordlessly steer the direction of a track.


“His time was something special,” Alpert said in another interview. “This was before click tracks. He was a human click track.”


Leon lent his “special little grooves” to tracks featuring some of the biggest names in showbiz in 1964, including Pat Boone, Duane Eddy, Johnny Mathis, Connie Francis, Julie London, Johnny Rivers, and Jewel Akens, on the oldies radio station staple, “The Bird and the Bees.” Most of the material was middle of the road, but there are many highlights. He played on sessions for Ike and Tina Turner, including “Finger Poppin’.” Leon also played on sessions for Irma Thomas’s Wish Someone Would Care and Take a Look albums, including her original vocal version of “Time Is on My Side.” He added a Latin vibe to Ann-Margret’s saucy “Someday Soon.” The prior year he’d also played on her movie soundtrack recording of “Bye Bye Birdie.”


“Because of his session work—and I did lots of sessions as well—you adapt yourself to play in many, many styles,” said Elton John. “He could play any kind of music you wanted.”


Even though a player of his caliber was overkill for unsophisticated material, Leon was still the main guy such successful producers as Gary Usher and Joe Saraceno would call for surf/hot rod rock. His piano is there as a quiet rhythm instrument on Jan and Dean’s “Surf City,” as well as on “Little Old Lady from Pasadena,” recorded on March 21, 1964, for Liberty Records. They almost overlooked the latter at a recording session where the duo cranked out five tracks with session guys to flesh out their album. With a title taken from an old Jack Benny bit about a used car salesman, the artists and their assembled personnel didn’t give the novelty song much thought and recorded it last. But as is often the case in pop music, it is just those sorts of weirdo throwaways that hit squarely with the zeitgeist. It reached number three on Billboard.


While the Beach Boys and Jan and Dean were actual acts, Leon continued to work on genre knockoffs, a lucrative specialty of Liberty Records. “They did this album called Liverpool, Dragsters, Cycles & Surfing, and they made this phony group called the Eliminators.” Keith Allison laughed, recalling how they managed to merge four fads into one album.


Through Jack Nitzsche, Leon met hotshot twenty-one-year-old producer Terry Melcher, the youngest staff producer at Columbia. He had been part of a surf duo called Bruce and Terry with Bruce Johnston, who went on to join the Beach Boys. Near the end of 1963, Leon worked a session Melcher produced for the Rip Chords, “Hey Little Cobra.” Melcher was born into Hollywood royalty as the son of actress Doris Day and would play an indirect role in Hollywood tragedy as a producer who passed on signing Charles Manson to a recording contract.


Leon worked with Melcher throughout the 1960s, most notably in 1965 on the Byrds’ “Mr. Tambourine Man.” Before that, Melcher worked with Leon and some of his session buddies, with Bruce Johnston on vocals, on the faux surf/hot rod band the Vettes’ 1964 LP Rev-Up! And Melcher brought in Leon on a recording with his mom, on her version of the Weil/Mann song “Oo-Wee Baby.” “I’ve always felt I struck out with Doris Day,” Leon said. “I couldn’t play the song she wanted me to very well, but she couldn’t stop raving about the car I was driving at the time, a beige Cadillac convertible.”


Looking suave on October 21, 1964, Leon appeared, wailing on a white grand piano as Donna Loren sang “Down the Line” and danced around him in the opening sequence of one of the first episodes of the new ABC prime-time show Shindig! It was produced by Jack Good, an English, Oxford-educated TV and film producer who had been hanging down at the Palomino Club around 1962, where he rounded up musicians from that scene, including Delaney Bramlett.


It took almost two years to get the show on the air. “We did a pilot with Roy Clark for a show called Shindig!,” Jim Halsey, Clark’s manager, said. “It was going to be a country music show, a variety show, kind of rock ’n’ roll style. So when we went to California for Roy to do the pilot, the bandleader at that time was Leon Russell.”


But ABC decided to go in the rock ’n’ roll direction. Leon had come recommended by record producers and Jackie DeShannon and stayed on to help assemble the band and produce the backing tracks for the various featured performers. Bassist Ray Pohlman was tapped as musical director, and he and Leon hired the musicians for the two bands that would be part of the show: the Shindogs, and a second nameless band that backed many of the guest performers.


James Burton was still working for Ricky Nelson when Johnny Cash asked him to play dobro for him on the pilot for the show. Good invited him to be in the house band every week. Burton also helped put the Shindogs together. Good, he said, “also wanted to have a smaller group to do all the rock ’n’ roll tunes on the show, so he called me up and asked if Glen D. Hardin and I could put together a band, which he called the Shindogs. We actually ended up doing 75 percent of the music in the show, while the orchestra [the house band] did the other 25 percent.”


Russ Titelman, who became a three-time-Grammy-winning record producer, got the call from Pohlman to come join the show as a guitarist in the house band. “The Shindogs was their little Beatles. The house band was just the house band. We didn’t have a name,” Titelman said. Donna Loren and Bobby Sherman would sing with the Shindogs, and the band recorded some and even toured a little. Burton explained, “They tried to keep us separate from the house band.”


Leon and Billy Preston would sit in as featured performers with the house band. Leon can be seen in tails, his coif, by Hollywood stylist Jay Sebring, expertly in place, playing a white grand piano and singing “Roll Over Beethoven” on the November 18, 1964, episode. A month later, he’s shown backing Aretha Franklin. On February 3, 1965, he was in a western saloon tableau, wearing a vest, sitting at an upright piano, singing “Jambalaya,” with Glen Campbell on banjo, Titelman on rhythm guitar, and Jerry Cole tearing it up on the lead guitar. By that point, the back of Leon’s hair was down to his shoulders.


Shindig! was just one of the latest vehicles to capitalize on the potential of rock ’n’ roll’s visual and visceral appeal. The T.A.M.I. Show was another. Released in December of 1964, the concert movie brought a jaw-dropping dream bill of acts to teenagers in big cities and small towns alike.


On October 28–29, 1964, two electrifying concerts held at the Santa Monica Civic Auditorium, with an audience mostly of high school kids, were captured on a new high-definition video technology called Electronovision. It seems as if they came up with the acronym T.A.M.I. first; its definitions—either “Teenage Awards Music International” or “Teen Age Music International”—changed depending on whom or when you asked. Jack Nitzsche was hired to put together the house band, including himself as conductor. The supercharged young dancers from Shindig!, including Teri Garr and Toni Basil, weaved frenetically around the stage throughout the exhilarating presentation. Jan and Dean emceed, introducing acts that were topping the charts, including the Beach Boys, Marvin Gaye, the Supremes, Chuck Berry, Smokey Robinson and the Miracles, James Brown, and the Rolling Stones. The exuberant pacing is unrelenting, and watching the film leaves viewers breathless and giddy.


Who’s there in the shadows behind the Stones? Why, it’s Leon Russell, seated on his piano bench among his fellow session musicians, bearing witness to the beginning of the end of their gravy train. Jack Nitzsche started working with the Stones just a few days later, on November 2, at RCA Studios and found working with the band liberating. “The Stones stood for something,” said Nitzsche. “I thought they were going to be leaders of change. They were telling record executives to go fuck themselves… and not cracking under any of the social pressure and not doing it the way other people would have done it.… When they first breezed in, everybody in the studio stopped what they were doing and stared.”


For the time being, Leon was too busy, so after the first season, he mostly left the weekly Shindig! gig to his friends in the house bands. In 1964, much of his work still came from Liberty. But that was also the year that Leon started to blossom as a producer, arranger, and recording artist himself.


Though he would end up on thousands of sessions, Leon did not stick around the Wrecking Crew as long as Hal Blaine, Carol Kaye, Tommy Tedesco, or Don Randi did, all of whom remained session players well into the 1970s. “I wasn’t one of the main guys,” Leon said. “But I played on enough of it that it, you know, I got to experience the section; that was quite something.” He estimated “90 percent of the records that I did were bullshit. I mean, I didn’t play on any Ray Charles records. Didn’t play on any Mancini records.” Henry Mancini was a figure Leon held in great esteem. “Come on, Karstein,” he said to his friend when they were hanging around the Skyhill house one day. Leon took him out in the Cadillac to Wallichs Music City store and bought Mancini’s book on arranging.


By the fall of ’64, Leon was working with Snuff Garrett on a new project, Gary Lewis and the Playboys. According to Lewis, Garrett discovered him and his band when they were playing a regular summer gig at Disneyland. After the show, Snuff handed Lewis his card and said, “Hi, I’m head of A&R at Liberty Records, and I’d like to talk to you about doing some recording.” Lewis deadpanned, “Now, isn’t that the way everybody wishes it would happen?”


Garrett remembered it differently. He had been a lifelong fan of Gary’s father, Jerry Lewis, and Jerry’s pianist Lou Brown told Snuff about Gary’s group playing Disneyland. Snuff caught the band rehearsing at Paramount Studios. Lewis was on drums, so Garrett moved him up front. “I always told the artists, ‘Look, what you’re getting into is a totalitarian dictatorship,’” Garrett said.


Here, Gary Lewis agreed. “The first thing is that Snuffy let us all know first, right off the bat, that he was in total charge, total control. That was great because we were all nineteen. We didn’t know what we were doing. Leon was the arranger.” They met in January 1964. By the end of the year, their first single would be a number one smash.


In 1964, Al Kooper was a hustling twenty-year-old songwriter in New York. He and his lyricist partners, Bob Brass and Irwin Levine, wrote “This Diamond Ring” with the Drifters in mind, but that group turned it down. Garrett first offered the song to his proven star Bobby Vee, who also passed. Then he brought in the new act and the new arranger. “Here comes this nineteen-year-old kid, knows nothing about the recording business,” said Lewis. “I listened to everything he said.” Garrett himself was only twenty-five.


Nonetheless, Lewis harbored some skepticism. “The demo was much slower” and sung in a baritone. “I didn’t care for it at all. That’s where Leon Russell came in. Leon told me, he said, ‘Don’t judge anything by the demo. I’m going to work real hard on that arrangement.’ We used to call him ‘the Thinker’ because he would just sit in the studio sometimes, and he would be holding a piece of sheet music, and he’d be looking up at the ceiling. He always spent about twenty minutes just sitting in the booth, thinking.” Lewis laughed. “And what came out of it was always just great, all those Leon arrangements.”


He continued: “When I heard the finished product, ‘This Diamond Ring,’ I was really excited about it. Not only did he arrange it, but he played some instruments on everything we ever did. Sometimes he’d play piano. Sometimes he’d play guitar. Sometimes he’d play the tack piano. Sometimes he played a bass trumpet. It was just amazing, the amount of instruments that he could play.”


Once Kooper and his partners heard it, “we were revolted,” he wrote. “They’d removed the soul from our R&B song and made a teenage milkshake out of it.” The dismay of Kooper and his partners ebbed as they watched the song rising up the charts, eventually unseating Phil Spector’s production of “You’ve Lost That Loving Feeling” by the Righteous Brothers as number one.


Within three months, Kooper’s attitude changed from “I don’t even want to hear shit like this” to walking around boasting “I wrote that!” But Leon later distanced himself from the record. “I said, ‘Oh, my God. I hate this shit.’ Two weeks later, it was number ten or something.” Still, it was the beginning of a partnership between Snuff and Leon that would last until around 1967.


Gary Lewis was never going to win any vocal prizes. On this and other records, Leon had Lewis sing over and match guide vocal tracks by Leon or other singers, like Ron Hicklin, and he even kept a bit of that in the final mixes. “Gary would copy my vocal one line at a time,” Leon said. “It was tough, boy.”


But the track is an effervescent no-doubt hit from needle drop to fade-out. Obviously, that upbeat approach is the main point of contention for those who knew the more deliberate and haunting original recording. But the basic components are all there, taken from the demo: the opening riff, the modulations from minor-key verses to major key choruses, and the melody and structure. The original has more soul; that’s an understatement. But Leon’s arrangement demonstrates more craft, necessitated by the complete absence of soul. The Lewis version jettisons the pain and does not approach the depth of the original. It’s the kiddie end of the pool. The arrangement is more about the hooks of the song.


“This Diamond Ring” was the first of seven top tens in a row that Garrett and Leon produced for Gary Lewis. “I don’t need anybody to make a hit record except a song,” Garrett would say.


The original band Lewis “rounded up from Theater Arts College” was deemed good enough by Leon to lay down the basic tracks. Lewis himself still played drums. He had lessons from a friend of his dad. “I got like five years of lessons from Buddy Rich for nothing.” While at college, Lewis also took lessons from Jim Keltner, who would later join the Playboys.


Lewis said, “It was me and the original Playboys who did all the basic tracks. The overdubbing, that was a different story. That required a lot more musicianship than we had. Most of the solos and the overdubs were done by Leon Russell alone.”


In 1965, Garrett quit Liberty as a house producer and went independent, forming Snuff Garrett Productions and hiring Russell as a “junior partner.” They bought publishing rights on songs, scouted new artists, and conceptualized new projects. But they primarily focused on Lewis and the Playboys. Leon and Snuff would often track the band doing basics at Western Studios, and then Leon would bring them back to his recently completed home studio at Skyhill, where he would work on the arrangements. “As time went on, we’d be excited to get there to see what Leon came up with,” Lewis said. “He had everything. He had it all.”


Sonny Curtis of the Crickets was there for the recording of the Playboys’ “She’s All Woman” and “Little Miss Go-Go.” “That was before Leon grew his hair and wore a long, long beard,” Curtis said. “I remember he was really clean-cut in those days.” Curtis wrote such classics as “I Fought the Law,” “Walk Right Back,” and later “Love Is All Around,” the theme for the Mary Tyler Moore Show.


The next single Gary Lewis and the Playboys released was “Count Me In” in March. It is a perfectly framed song, with an opening glockenspiel riff that recurs thematically throughout the arrangement. Each chorus is punctuated by an elegant piano flourish, played by Leon, presaging ABBA’s “Dancing Queen” and “Oliver’s Army” by Elvis Costello & the Attractions. Glen D. Hardin wrote the song. “He came in, and he started playing it on piano,” said Lewis. “Evidently, Leon wasn’t that thrilled with what he was playing. Leon sat down and said, ‘Let me see. Let me think.’… We ended up doing Leon’s part.”


Across 1965, the Tulsa Mafia took over the Playboys. Bassist Allan Ramsay was first to leave. “He got drafted, poor guy,” Lewis said. Leon called up his old high school bandmate, the quiet and unassuming Carl Radle, who joined the band.


Next came Lewis’s drum teacher, Jim Keltner. Though he was originally from Tulsa, his family had moved to California when he was thirteen and he only met the rest of Leon’s Okie gang in LA. At the music store where Keltner gave lessons, Lewis also met John West, who played the Cordovox (an electric accordion) and organ in the Playboys. On the Ed Sullivan Show, Lewis was still seated behind the drums, alongside West playing the Cordovox.


Keltner was a jazz player. He was playing gigs with Don Randi, the first of those close to Leon to employ Keltner. “I gave [Leon] the first drummer that he fell in love with,” Randi said.


Lewis was chiefly looking for a drummer for the live band and invited Keltner down to the studio to listen to what they were working on. “Leon had him play drums on a tune that I couldn’t really get,” he recalled. “He had Jim sit in and play this tune, and it just happened to be ‘She’s Just My Style,’ one of the big hits. I couldn’t play a very good shuffle, so Jim sat in and played it real good. That’s how Leon heard him.”


Leon implied that it was Lewis who brought Keltner in. “So he started playing, Jimmy sounded like jazz to the max, I mean there was no after-beat,” Leon recalled. “I sang all the fills to him, and he says, ‘You want me to play [sings beat]’ and I said, ‘Yeah. We’re making rock and roll records. That’s a rock and roll fill.’… I said, ‘Jimmy if you ever learned anything about the genre, you could make a lot of money.’” Decades later, Leon would tell the story with a bit more piss and vinegar. After Keltner told him the part sounded “stupid,” Leon summed it up for Keltner: “Well, either you’re gonna play that or I’m gonna get another fuckin’ drummer!”


“Just My Style” was Keltner’s first serious recording session. “I had done some other recording prior to that, but it was demo stuff. I didn’t know what Leon’s background was at that point. All I knew was that he was from Tulsa.… The time that I spent with Leon in the studio doing that, I got hooked. I knew I wanted to make more records.”


This Gary Lewis song, this bubble of froth, was a pivotal point in rock ’n’ roll. It turned on an erstwhile jazz snob to the musical and financial rewards of rock ’n’ roll. That jazzer became one of the most in-demand drummers in rock ’n’ roll history.


Lewis had ego clashes with Keltner, who lasted less than a year as a Playboy before being replaced by Karstein (keeping it a Tulsa-heavy crew). “I was just having too much fun thinking that I was the cutest and the funniest of the Playboys,” Keltner admitted. “I was getting a lot of attention from girls, and we would do press conferences.… I had no clue that, ‘Wait, this is not your show. You’re supposed to help your friend to look good.’”


Karstein’s stint lasted eight months or so before Lewis was drafted. Another Tulsan, Tommy Tripplehorn (father of actress Jeanne Tripplehorn), had also joined the band. Radle and Karstein had been almost inseparable since the early days in LA, even sharing a bed at Leon’s apartment during the summer of the Pandora’s Box gig. “Carl, he was always the most practical of the bunch,” Karstein said. “Carl was the guy whose shoes were always shined. He always had gas in his car. He always had a clean shirt to put on. He always had money in the bank.”


As with Keltner’s, Karstein’s role in the band was for live performances, while Lewis and Hal Blaine handled recording sessions. But Lewis and Leon arranged for Karstein to be credited on sessions so he would get paid. “Hal Blaine was there with his drums all set up,” Karstein explained. “I went, ‘Well, all right.’ What I did is pulled up a chair, sat there, and got a free lesson from Hal on how to cut records.”


While the Playboys were out on the road supporting their seemingly endless stream of hits, Leon was back in the studio. On January 20, 1965, Terry Melcher brought him in to play electric piano on one of the most celebrated singles of the 1960s, “Mr. Tambourine Man,” by the Byrds.


The band had just been formed the year before (and had adopted the name only two months before the recording) by folkies turned on by the Beatles who electrified the strumming and arpeggios of their acoustic folk guitars. Written by Bob Dylan, the lyric “jingle jangle morning” is as accurate a description as any for the sound that Melcher captured. Roger McGuinn was the only member of the band with recording experience, having played on sessions for Judy Collins and others, and his chiming Rickenbacker twelve-string guitar was the keystone of their arrangement. So Melcher surrounded McGuinn with the studio musicians his friend Brian Wilson had used on hit records.


Unlike on tracks that featured his high-octave flourishes on acoustic piano, Leon is not easily discernible on the recording. The best way to hear him is to seek out online the various takes without vocals. There he is, just filling out the midrange on the Wurlitzer electric piano, which he also did on the Gene Clark–penned B-side “I Knew I’d Want You.” Hal Blaine played drums while Bill Pitman and Jerry Cole played guitars. Melcher asked Cole to replicate the staccato “chick-chick” rhythm part that he had played on “Be My Baby.” Larry Knechtel was on bass, playing that hooky sliding line during the introduction and ending. “I didn’t start playing keys until Leon quit doing sessions,” Knechtel said. “He was the number one piano player—he had a great feel. I’ll tell you what, at a certain point I thought I was a pretty good piano player, and when I heard him it scared the shit out of me.”


The record was revolutionary. Dylan himself, upon hearing his song electrified, evidently enthused, “Wow, you can dance to that!” and went electric himself.


Leon was not aware the session was for an actual band. With an infamously arrogant personality like David Crosby and an imperious drummer Michael Clarke, the Byrds were livid at being replaced by session musicians. The record, which went to number one, is widely considered ground zero for folk rock, a pivotal gateway to the late sixties. In a 1970 Rolling Stone interview, by which time he was a superstar himself, Crosby allowed, “So, those cats were good, but there were some stupendous musicians amongst the studio cats. And Leon, I guess, would be the most highly developed of all of them. He’s a stone fucking genius.”


With popular music growing more serious in lyrical content and musical scope, even the master chronicler of the Southern California teenage beach culture, Brian Wilson, would soon take giant steps into increasingly ambitious projects, reaching his creative peak on the Pet Sounds (1966) and unfinished Smile (1967) albums. Leon was already too busy arranging and producing to contribute to those sessions, but he did play on such towering numbers as “California Girls” and “Help Me Rhonda,” though it was the Today! album version of the latter. The single was a completely different session. Don Randi and Leon each spent much of their respective lives believing they had played on the only version of “Help Me Rhonda,” but Randi explained: “[Leon] did the first [album] version, and I did the second [single] version, which was the big hit.” 


Brian Wilson directed everything exactingly. “He normally told me what to play,” said Leon, who was always impressed with how Wilson arranged in his head. In a variation of a story he told often, Leon said, “In Western Studio, there was probably fifteen, twenty guys in that studio. He’d start with the first guy; he’s singing their part until they got it, then the second guys sing their part, and third guy, all the way around the room. Then he’d go back to the first guy, well, the first guy had forgot his part, and he’d sing it again. Sing the second. Taught the whole thing by rote. And all of a sudden, that whole band could play that shit. I mean, Brian is, when you want to talk about genius, there’s not any like him that I know of. He’s unbelievable.”


Leon worked with the most legendary singer of them all, Frank Sinatra, in 1964 on the “Softly as I Leave You” session, which resulted in a few other tracks. On April 14, 1965, he worked again with Sinatra, on tracks released as two singles and both released on the Sinatra ’65 album. “When Somebody Loves You” is an up-tempo pop song (not to be confused with the standard “All the Way,” which begins with the same lyric). The Sinatra track follows a similar template to Dean Martin’s hit “Everybody Loves Somebody,” with Leon hammering out triplet riffs in his high-octave wheelhouse. He takes the same approach on “Tell Her (You Love Her Each Day),” which would also be included on the That’s Life LP in 1966. This track blasts in with the big bang of Hal Blaine’s tom-toms in a wonderful arrangement from Ernie Freeman. Leon would work with the crooner again in May 1965 on “Let’s Forget About Domani.” Later, Leon told his collaborator A. J. Croce, “All I could think about was trying to play like [Count] Basie. And I used every single riff and trick that I knew of Basie’s to back Frank Sinatra.”


Leon would tell this story about Sinatra for the rest of his life: He caused the Chairman of the Board to walk into a pole. By this time, the regular group of session people were well known for dressing casually hip yet sharp, and Leon was no exception, cutting a slick presence into whichever room he would strut. After hearing raves about Jay Sebring’s salon on Fairfax and Melrose, Leon made an appointment at what he described, in trademark understatement, as the “expensive barbershop.” When men’s haircuts topped out around five dollars, Sebring charged fifty-five bucks for his mod coifs for such stars as Warren Beatty, Steve McQueen, and Sinatra himself. Sadly, the innovative stylist and entrepreneur was later murdered alongside his friend, the actress Sharon Tate, and others at Terry Melcher’s former home on Cielo Drive by the Manson Family on August 8, 1969.


Leon recalled how he “went to the shop with hair that looked vaguely like that of the Little Rascals’ Alfalfa and came out looking, in my own estimation at least, like a movie star. I remember gazing at myself in the rearview for all of half an hour, ecstatic that I was finally and forever divorced from the chronic rooster tail that had plagued me for my entire life.” He later said his hair was “lacquered, like a helmet almost.” It looked so good that he felt compelled to up his game on the clothes front and wear tailor-made suits from “Harvey Krantz, ‘tailor for the stars.’ It was the first time in my life that I’d had the least interest in clothes.”


By the time of the Sinatra session, Leon had let his hair go a bit, having been too busy to get back to Sebring’s. He was running late the day of the session and, though he was able to slip into his Krantz suit, he did not have time to devote attention and ozone-layer-destroying amounts of hairspray to keep his swept-up hairdo molded in place. Instead, it was hanging down close to his shoulders when he arrived at the studio, and some of his embarrassed colleagues scolded him as a slob. Didn’t he know who this session was for? Frank Fucking Sinatra! “Frank himself honored me with an icy stare that resulted in a minor collision between Mr. S. and an unfortunately placed post in his path. I wondered if that might end up being my major contribution to pop music.”


Leon would point to this incident as making him aware of the undue importance placed on surface appearances. More profoundly, it provided him with a small but galvanizing look at how prejudice forms. Like Johnny Cash singing about his emblematic all-black wardrobe or David Crosby singing “Almost Cut My Hair,” Leon explained, “I decided right then and there that no matter how uncomfortable or inconvenient it might be, I was never going to cut my hair again.”


In 2000, reflecting on this same sort of awakening, he told a story to some fans: “Me and Rita Coolidge was coming back one day from Memphis, Tennessee, I was bringing a car back. I was in Oklahoma, in one of those places that was in the middle of the country someplace, and there was a gas station. I used the restroom and as we were getting ready to leave, a little Black family… wanted to use the restroom. And the guy said, ‘Oh, you can’t use our restroom; it’s broken.’ And I just thought, you know, I just always want to look this way [indicating his appearance] to see who my friends are.”


Like many of his generation, by 1965 Leon was increasingly withdrawing from anything resembling straight society, letting his hair down figuratively as well as literally, a shaggy Okie floating between sessions at the wheel of a yacht-like Cadillac. He was too busy, too young, and too libertine to be held down by any steady romantic relationship. At least two people interviewed for this book spoke about him briefly dating a prostitute around this time.


Leon’s style would slide from playboy to beatnik to hippie in a few short years. “I remember we were on a lunch break from a Beach Boys gig,” said bassist Carol Kaye. “Leon Russell had been out in his new Cadillac with that long beard of his, and his robes and cowboy hat; even back in the sixties he dressed pretty out-there. The cops stopped him and thought that he’d stolen the car. He’d left his wallet at the studio, so the cops followed him back. After Leon showed them his license, one cop looks at all of us: ‘Why the hell don’t y’all get a real job? You guys can’t be makin’ more than twenty bucks!’ Everybody was real quiet, and as soon as they left, we all started laughing, ’cause we were making about $400!”


Kaye and Leon play together on a killer version of “Lipstick Traces (on a Cigarette)” by the O’Jays. These 1970s hitmakers had been releasing music since the early 1960s. Leon had played on “You’re on Top” in 1964. Released in April 1965, the recording of Allen Toussaint’s “Lipstick Traces (on a Cigarette)” was the first production hit for erstwhile promo man Tommy LiPuma, who had recognized Leon’s talents back in ’62 at Pandora’s Box. LiPuma would champion Leon for decades, producing his song “This Masquerade” as George Benson’s overdue breakthrough and producing Leon’s own final album, Life Journey. On the O’Jays recording, Leon’s cascading piano flows through the slippery New Orleans groove laid down by Kaye (her first session with a Fender Precision bass) and Earl Palmer on drums.


His partnership with Snuff Garrett represented a significant stepping-stone for Leon. He was no longer just another ace session musician playing on hits for other artists and producers; now he was part of a highly successful production team. But Garrett increasingly pressed Leon’s patience.


“He actually drove me nuts,” Leon told the LA Record. Talking in an interview with Denny Tedesco, Leon reflected on the collaboration with Garrett. “I often wondered how my life would have been different if Snuff Garrett wasn’t the first big music producer that I met when I came to California. If I’d met, oh, somebody like Lou Adler. I mean, he was kind of a Beverly Hills version of Snuffy. He made better records than Tommy.”


And Leon wanted to make better records.
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