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Note from the Author
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Everyone of the rock chicks in this book have sung songs that are etched into my personal history. Such is the power of music that I only need to hear a few lines or the beginning of the tune and I’m immediately transported to the moment connected to that particular song—breaking up with my boyfriend, the birth of my sons, my first trip to Europe. 

Suzi Quatro’s  Can the Can was one of the first albums I bought. I danced the heels off my stilettos to Tina Turner’s ‘Nutbush City Limits’ at the disco end of the 1970s and tried to emulate Debbie Harry’s two-tone hair while listening to  Parallel Lines. Heart’s rock anthems used to blare from my car stereo and I played Stevie Nicks’ ‘Rhiannon’ and ‘Edge of Seventeen’ until the tape became so stretched it was cobbled up by the cassette player. 

In the early 1980s I drank black coffee, wore black leather and lycra and smoked gold-tipped Russian cigarettes. I listened to Marianne Faithfull’s  Broken English as if it were the new religion. Marianne had taken tales of suicide, love, drugs, sex and hate and wrapped them in a vice-like grip with her tobacco-ravished voice and acid phrasing. It was an album of pure genius—and malice. I bought a bootleg copy from a friend who worked for Gaslight Records because it was banned in Australia for its use of profanity. 

By 1983 I was working in Los Angeles as a publicist on the Men at Work North American and Canadian tour. Australian culture was having its fifteen minutes of fame in the USA—being an Aussie made you flavour of the day. I shared a house with two sound engineers who worked with Prince and bands like Motley Crue. When I returned to Australia the following year I moved from publicist to writer, interviewing artists for various music magazines including  Rolling Stone and  Australian Musician. Although today we are not allowed to accept gifts and freebies, journalists used to get great perks and I enjoyed my fair share of backstage parties and industry events. In 1998 I covered the New Zealand Music Awards for  Rolling Stone, the year a tiny woman named Bic Runga swept the pool and alternate rock band Shihad were gods. 

Even though trends shift, and what you were listening to in the 1970s is different to what you may enjoy today, the permanency of music and its ability to move you is constant. Music’s ability to interpret, reflect, celebrate and commiserate the human condition is fundamental to how we communicate. For the average Jane on the street, music is a part of her everyday life. Through radio, CDs, films, video, TV and online, our senses—and imaginations—are constantly stimulated. 

Music is also a business. Record companies advance money to bands to record, tour and make videos. All these funds have to be repaid through record sales. The musicians make money out of song royalties and those who are also songwriters—like Stevie Nicks, Pink and Madonna—can become seriously wealthy from song rights alone. 

 Rock Chicks celebrates the women musicians and singers who have given us some of the most stimulating and evocative songs by which our lives keep tempo. Rock on. 

[image: ]







What is a Rock Chick?

A rock chick is a female musician, usually a lead singer, who rocks with real musicians. She has successfully defied the contemporary stereotypical image of women singers to rail against the pop princesses, girl groups and manufactured dolly music. She’s high energy, in-your-face, daring anyone to challenge her right to be up there on stage rocking the audience. 

The women in this book are unique in their interpretation of rock. Many have broken down barriers for generations to come—Janis Joplin, Stevie Nicks and Debbie Harry are three of the most influential women in rock and the most frequently cited as influences by other female musicians. 

My list of rock chicks came together after I hounded around thirty music and entertainment industry experts who willingly lent me their collective brain and allowed me to pick through it. My list may not be their list—or yours. But it’s the one I think best represents the essence of the rock chick. 

Some puzzled over the fact that today the rock chick has almost disappeared. 

Others questioned the inclusion of artists like Madonna. I don’t think she meets the criteria musically, but her impact on popular culture—not just music, but film, literature, fashion, sexuality and even religion—cannot be ignored. She is a rock phenomenon who just happens to be a chick. 

Courtney Love, too, is a controversial pick. In my opinion she barely scrapes in as a musician. She may have the pretences to rock, but she doesn’t have the heart. She is more obsessed with fame than with the craft of music and if it weren’t for the Nirvana-ish  Live Through This album she wouldn’t be worthy of more than a passing comment. 

There are of course, other great women singers and musicians in so many different genres, but when it comes to rock—hard, gritty, spill your soul and don’t apologise for it kind of rock—these women encapsulate it. 







That Indefinable Rock Chick Thing

 by Tony Mott

When I was first told about  Rock Chicks I had two reactions. One was excitement—my career has been blessed with working with people I would define as rock chicks. The second reaction was—wow, what a task to compile the list without missing somebody out or upsetting other people. I was excited because rock chicks are fantastic to photograph. And I know it is impossible to make a perfect list because everybody has a different view of what defines a rock chick. 

For me it’s a combination of qualities. A rock chick is sassy, sexy and has loads of charisma—and, above all, is empowering both to herself and her audience. 

The first rock chick I remember was Suzi Quatro. You just didn’t see a bass player clad in a leather jumpsuit strutting her stuff with one of the qualities I believe is essential—attitude and in abundance. The first rock chick I photographed was Chrissy Amphlett from Divinyls. She was unbelievable on stage, ranging from banshee to an escapee from the local asylum. You never quite knew what she was going to do next. Unpredictable but she was always engaging and always believable and, yes, a contradiction. I couldn’t keep my eyes—actually my lens—off her. For me, she still stands as one of the greatest performers I’ve had the pleasure to photograph. 

A few other rock chicks have left a lasting impression on me. Kim Gordon from Sonic Youth was the queen of the rock grunge revolution—I think her single ‘Cool Thing’ epitomises that time. Alanis Morrisette’s stage presence is unique, prowling the stage not unlike a caged lion. Meeting and photographing Marianne Faithfull—whose album  Broken English still has the power to shock—was daunting in the extreme. Johnette Napolitano from Concrete Blonde was very much her own person and took no nonsense from her record company—after the label asked her not to wear too much black, she arrived in nothing but black, including black lipstick. Patti Smith was most unsociable but totally engaging on stage, screaming her poems and songs at a bewildered young audience at the Big Day Out. And from Geelong, Adilta from Magic Dirt is everything a rock chick should be. 

Like anyone who picks up this book, my rock chicks list is my own. Here are some photographs of some of my favourites. I’ve included a few who aren’t profiled. Although they may not have had the commercial success and/or influence of some of the other woman in the book, they are true rock chicks in my book. 
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			1960s

			

			The birth of the rock band
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			The cultural revolution that was the 1960s actually began the decade before with the rise of the Beats, a group of American writers who composed riffs challenging the mores of the stuffy Western society of the post-Second World War years. On the surface everything appeared sunny and civil. But there was an undercurrent of fear and oppression darkened by the shadows of the A-bomb and the Cold War and stirred by the increasingly potent black rights movement led by Martin Luther King. And the tidy society of suburbs and wifely submission was about to be shaken by the introduction of the contraceptive pill and women’s sexual ‘liberation’. 

			The work of the Beats—most notably Jack Kerouac, William Burroughs, Lawrence Ferlinghetti and Allen Ginsberg—described the alienation of youth, was influenced by jazz and subjected to censorship. They lived on the fringe, experimenting with drugs and writing about subjects not discussed by polite society. Along with Marlon Brando and James Dean, they were ‘rebels without a cause’. The Beats hung out in the North Beach area of San Francisco, smoking weed and chewing speed in open defiance of the authorities. Many of the rock chicks—including Janis Joplin, Marianne Faithfull and Chrissie Hynde—cite the writers of the Beat Generation as major influences. 

			In August 1961 Berliners awoke to find their city divided by an ugly barbed wire wall. Overnight the Soviets had erected a wall dividing East and West Berlin. Protests against racial segregation were splitting America and folk singers were beginning to top the charts with political protest songs. Two years later, John F Kennedy was assassinated, Martin Luther King gave his landmark ‘I have a dream’ speech and the US Congress held the first hearings into the fair treatment of women where terms like the ‘glass ceiling’ were heard. There had been a seismic shift in society. 

			Rock music was born into this world in turmoil. Whether it was a case of life imitating art or vice versa, the artists of the 1960s, and musicians in particular, were central to change. The music of the 1950s—the choreographed girl groups like the Chantels and the Chordettes, female singers Connie Francis, Rosemary Clooney, Patti Page, Petula Clark, Doris Day and Peggy Lee, and the male jivers Elvis Presley, Jerry Lee Lewis, Chuck Berry, Little Richard and Bobby Darin—began to look like crooning, left behind in the wake of a new genre in music. 

			The Beatles are acknowledged as the instigators of the revolutionary sound that became known as rock. It was a musical genre that morphed into new forms with a rapidity that was as mind-blowing as the psychedelic drugs that fuelled much of the creativity. It embraced a new culture based on personal freedom and experimentation, and endorsing psychedelic drugs, protest, ‘free’ love and ‘free’ living. 

			Within a space of only two years, popular music went from Chubby Checker and doing the twist in 1961 to the Beatles, who started to hit the big time in 1963. The British embraced the new sound with fervor, just as they took to Mary Quant’s mini-skirt and other ‘Swinging London’ fashions. In the first half of the 1960s, the Brits gave the world the Rolling Stones, the Who, the Yardbirds, the Pretty Things, the Kinks and the Small Faces, many of whom took their inspiration from rhythm’n’blues. And soaring above the crowds were the stunning voices of Dusty Springfield and her American counterpart Aretha Franklin. 

			Beatlemania soon swept the States and almost all corners of the globe. In the USA bands formed at the speed in which rabbits procreate. Live venues sprung up across the country and bands played in city parks, theatres, cafes, clubs and halls. Crosby, Stills and Nash were sharing the billing with the likes of the Lovin’ Spoonful, the Mamas and the Papas, Simon and Garfunkel, Peter, Paul and Mary and Ian and Sylvia. Considered more folk rock than folk were Jefferson Airplane, the Grateful Dead, Moby Grape, Three Dog Night and Janis Joplin’s Big Brother and the Holding Company. To crown it all, Bob Dylan, the golden boy of folk scandalised the Newport Folk Festival crowd by going ‘electric’ in 1965. 

			The fashionista were encased in velvet, leather, short skirts, high boots and sex and sizzle. Style was everything, and the Beatles and the Stones were widely imitated, particularly Mick Jagger. His partner Marianne Faithfull had a hit with ‘As Tears Go By’ and was the poster girl for teenagers. Everyone wanted to be Marianne—or Twiggy, the wraith-like model who introduced a look later known as heroin chic. 

			Like other female singers of the time, Marianne Faithfull didn’t threaten anyone (that came later). The big stars of the day—Joni Mitchell, Judy Collins and Joan Baez—were folk singers. One exception was Grace Slick, whose deep voice was ideally suited to the psychedelic folk rock that made Jefferson Airplane famous. But it took Janis Joplin to really shake things up, just as the women’s liberation movement was becoming a force for political and social change. 
				
				
				
			

			The psychedelic drug, lysergic acid (LSD), had entered the collective consciousness by 1965 and advocates such as the Harvard professor Timothy Leary gave it celebrity status. Art, music and literature were under the influence, most famously the Beatles’ 1967 groundbreaking  Sgt. Pepper album, which introduced a new acid rock sound influenced by mind-altering drugs and Eastern mysticism. 

			The Haight-Ashbury area of San Francisco was taken over by stoned hippies who were ‘dropping out’ of conventional society and embracing a ‘holistic’ attitude to life, in which spirit, earth and self come together. The hippie movement spread, fuelled by music, acid and disillusionment with the politics of war and discrimination. The young were leaving behind the beliefs and values of their parents’ generation. Song lyrics shifted from love to environmentalism, consumerism, politics, war, drugs and personal freedom. There were anti-war songs, songs against segregation and songs like Jefferson Airplane’s ‘White Rabbit’ about the effects of psychedelic drugs. 

			By 1967—the ‘summer of love’—the hard-edged London fashions had morphed into frills and flowers, and the hippie movement had blossomed into a community of tens of thousands, many of whom congregated in San Francisco. At the world’s first large-scale rock festival, at Monterey in California, Janis Joplin gave the landmark performance of her career. Less blossom, more grunge, Warhol darling Nico was recording her first album with the Velvet Underground in New York. 

			It wasn’t all peace, love and sex. By 1968, when Martin Luther King was assassinated, crime rates in the USA had increased nearly tenfold on the decade before, anti-Vietnam demonstrations were daily events and race riots were causing havoc. In some American cities the atmosphere was close to that of civil war. Musically, one of the positives was the rise in prominence of African-American singers such as Tina Turner. For the first time, black artists were being ranked in the mainstream charts and rock artists like Janis Joplin and the Rolling Stones continued to cover songs by old blues artists. 

			Joplin was a headliner at 1969’s Woodstock, a festival held on a farm in upstate New York. For three days, over 400,000 people grooved—to Jefferson Airplane, the Grateful Dead, Jimi Hendrix, Santana, Canned Heat, Sly and the Family Stone—as the heavens opened and rivers of rain turned the ground into a bog. Hippies got stoned, danced, rolled naked in the mud, made babies and freaked out on bad acid. 

			But the peace and love turned sour at the Stones’ free concert at Altamont in California when a concertgoer was stabbed to death by one of the Hell’s Angels, who were acting as security guards. 

			As the 1960s came to a close, man  [sic] walked on the moon with a greater certainty than he was treading the earth. 
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			Queen of the Dionysian Rock Age
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			But few can deny her impact. Her on-stage flamboyance, bravado, raw vocal style and drug-ravished rock-star behaviour shocked a society used to women being compliant and polite. 

			Janis could sing like an African-American blues singer then pick it up a tempo and roll her voice around the new hard-core rock sound. She was the first real rock chick, shaking up the music scene with her powerful performance and strong personality. Her influence extends far beyond her musical output—she only recorded four albums. She was a role model for young women who were inspired by her apparent fearlessness at being herself, of embracing the times. Some thought her hard. But Janis was struggling, caught up in the moral dilemmas of eschewing the established social mores. 

			
			
				 she had disastrous relationships with cruel men and emotionally dysfunctional women. She got stoned and beaten up on the street
			

			David Dalton, one of the founding editors of  Rolling Stone magazine, interviewed Janis numerous times. ‘It is really important the way she is represented because she was a wonderful person,’ he told me. ‘I did a lot of the  Rolling Stone interviews and I love a lot of the people I interviewed, but Janis absolutely was my favourite person.’ 

			Port Arthur, Texas, where Janis was born in 1943, was an oil town, a bastion of redneck conservatism. The American South was still segregated and racial tensions were high. Janis was the black sheep of a conventional, church-going family, always questioning the status quo, but she excelled at school. As a child she loved to perform. At high school, she was always singing or starring in plays she wrote. She developed a talent for drawing and instead of painting landscapes, as expected, she specialised in voluptuous sexy nudes—and delighted in the scandalised reactions. 

			Bill Haley and the Comets and Elvis Presley were dominating the radio waves, but Janis gravitated towards the rawness of the blues, preferring Bessie Smith and Big Mama Thornton. She sang in the church choir and in glee club as a child, but never thought of being a singer until she was in her late teens. 

			An avid reader, Janis devoured the Beat writers, in particular Jack Kerouac whose seditious take on the world appealed to her. Adopting the rebellious idiosyncrasies of Kerouac’s characters, she took on mannerisms that were masculine and concealed her insecurities. She felt unattractive. She began dressing in a mannish manner, with trousers and long shirts, her unbrushed hair pulled back into a rough ponytail. Her face was pock-marked with acne scars, her skin dry and patchy. She never wore make-up. Janis attached herself to a group of male musicians and writers who fancied themselves the ultimate rebels. But her outrageous antics rattled her male companions, who were bemused and horrified at the same time. Her ‘unladylike’ manner and penchant for profanity landed her in hot water wherever she went. 
				
			

			In 1961 she enrolled to study arts at Lamar State College in Port Arthur, but she barely lasted the year. That summer she took off for Los Angeles. It didn’t take her long to gravitate to Venice Beach, then a seedy suburb where dealers, pimps and con artists littered the boardwalk. Grass, benzedrine, heroin and codeine-based cough syrup were readily available. Janis began a wild ride of drugs and indiscriminate sex with men and women. She exuded confidence, but her bravado concealed her anguish. Janis just wanted to be loved and accepted. 

			Whatever she was looking for in LA didn’t materialise. The following year she was back in Port Arthur to resume her arts studies. She started singing at a club in Austin, Threadgill’s, every Wednesday night as part of the Waller Creek Boys, a trio with Powell St John on harmonica and Lanny Wiggins on bass. They played the club circuit around Austin and on campus at the University of Texas, where Janis was now studying and where she was named ‘ugliest man on campus’—an incident that reportedly drove her to despair and haunted her for years to come. 

			By 1963 Janis was back in California, living in North Beach, San Francisco, where the Beats had hung out in the 1950s. The area swarmed with artists, poets, writers, musicians, painters and actors, the accepted lifestyle was dionysian and LSD was becoming the favourite party drug. For the first time, Janis felt she belonged. 
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			She began singing at small venues like The Coffee Gallery, sometimes alone playing her autoharp or with guitarist Jorma Kaukonen, who would turn up later in Jefferson Airplane. On the personal front she was turning from one disastrous relationship to another with cruel men and emotionally dysfunctional women. She got stoned, beaten up on the street and ended up in hospital after a motorbike accident. 

			The next year Janis was in New York, singing in Slug’s and other East Village clubs. Her outfit had morphed into black pants and a V-neck jumper. She cut a slender figure, thanks to an increasing flirtation with the city’s newest drug craze. Janis hung with the speed freaks. But it wasn’t long before she returned to the more mellow vibes of San Francisco and the nascent Haight-Ashbury scene. The city was rocking along with Dylan and the Stones and overloading on grass and acid. 

			Chet Helms, an old Texas friend who was managing and promoting bands, suggested she hook up with Big Brother and the Holding Company, who were looking for a female singer. Janis was her usual unkempt self when she arrived to meet Big Brother but wowed the band with her deeply drawn blues voice. 

			
			
				 She was raw, emotional, sexy and at times agonisingly ugly in her pain
			

			Big Brother—Sam Andrew, Peter Albin and James Gurley on guitars and Dave Getz on drums—was transformed by Janis’s powerful stage presence. Within months the band, along with the Grateful Dead, Country Joe McDonald and the Fish and Jefferson Airplane, had a big following. They became an instant attraction on the touring circuit, spending much of the year on the road playing halls, theatres and campuses around America. Through it all, Janis was consuming vast quantities of pills, powders and heroin. She was loving recklessly, often with strangers, and drowning her sorrows with hard liquor. The first album,  Big Brother and the Holding Company, was released on Mainstream Records. Then it was into the studio to record  Cheap Thrills, which was released in 1968 and reached number one. The album features one track written by Janis, ‘Turtle Blues’. 

			But it wasn’t the record that catapulted Janis into rock stardom—it was her live performance which rocked in a way no white woman had ever done. She was raw, emotional, sexy and at times agonisingly ugly in her pain. Her stage performance—fuelled by the copious quantities of Southern Comfort that she slugged before, during and after a concert—lifted the audience to great heights and spun them around with the emotional urgency of her voice. When Janis and Big Brother performed at the first Human Be-In Festival in Golden Gate Park in 1967—on the bill with Jefferson Airplane and the Grateful Dead—each performance was more dramatic and flamboyant than the last. 

			The turning point was at the Monterey Festival later that year. Taking to the stage in a silver lurex pant suit, Janis mesmerised the audience, crews and other performers with her electrified performance. She sang Big Mama Thornton’s ‘Ball and Chain’, one of the songs she’d listened to as a child, and Bessie Smith covers. The press went overboard in their praises and began to seek Janis out for interviews. She was featured in  Newsweek and  Time as the woman who had infiltrated the male rock world. Her Monterey performance made Janis an instant celebrity and the media swarmed, delighting in her bad behaviour. Soon she was signing a deal with Albert Grossman, Bob Dylan’s manager. Grossman had the reputation of behaving like a pit bull, but with Janis he was caring and understanding. 

			
			
				
					 Rolling Stone
				
				 compared her to Judy Garland: a tragic artist hell bent on self-destruction
			

			Her dependency on Southern Comfort was growing to such an extent that she wrote to the distiller pointing out how much free publicity she was giving its product, making her one of the first artists to leverage product endorsement. The company responded by sending her a fur coat. 

			Photos of Janis were appearing in journals like  New York magazine, the  Village Voice and  Vogue and the rock sections of the major dailies such as the  New York Times. The rash of new music titles led by  Rolling Stone, the first issue of which was published in San Francisco in November 1967, were fighting to feature the wild woman of rock. The Janis of Big Brother jangled with jewels, bangles, rings and bright swirling scarves. She often wore pants, lots of black and lots of bling. The press loved her flamboyance and theatricality, her multi-coloured hair and the layers of fabric. She rarely disappointed in her raw emotional crudeness. Reviewers raved about her as if she were a new species. 

			But Janis was more than the performing, partying animal, although few had the opportunity to know the real person. She was intelligent and outspoken, her rebellious statements stabbing at the heart of conservatism. Janis topped the list of rock stars not permitted to perform in Texas because of their liberal views. 

			Janis and Big Brother played to thunderous applause at the opening of the new Fillmore theatre in San Francisco in 1968. The Fillmore became one of the central venues to watch psychedelic light shows enhanced by LSD. Mirroring theatrical gatherings, the men dressed in tail coats with velvet pants and leather top hats and women wore layers of colours, flowing pants and handkerchief skirts. There were high heels and sandals. Boots and suede. Bangles and bells. 

			With the money starting to flow in, Janis bought herself a Porsche and an apartment. She paid for a headstone for Bessie Smith who had died impoverished. But most of her money went on partying and drugs, and she footed the bill for a considerable entourage. 

			Despite her commercial successes and the adoration of fans and media, Janis wasn’t happy. She was constantly brought down by the drugs and booze hangovers. The emptiness didn’t evaporate with the endless procession of lovers and the ever-increasing substance abuse. Janis was consumed with self-loathing and doubt. 

			Grossman started telling Janis she needed a more professional band, a view repeated in reviews. Although she felt guilty about it, she recognised Grossman was right. Janis didn’t want to be seen just as the queen of the Haight-Ashbury sound. She wanted to be a big star. A new band was one way of getting the professional acclaim she was seeking. Before the year was out Janis had left Big Brother, taking Sam Andrew with her. 

			
			
				 when Kristofferson arrived at Janis’s house to discuss the song with her, ‘he was terrified because Janis is overwhelming’
			

			Her new backing band, Kozmic Blues, included horn and saxophone session players and Andrew on guitar. Janis appeared with her new line-up at the annual concert held by Stax-Volt, one of the leading R&B recording companies, in Memphis in late 1968. Her performance was atrocious. Clearly inebriated, she wailed and screamed and was her usual unruly self. The crowd were used to choreographed routines and booed her off stage. Although she loved R&B artists’ music, the compliment wasn’t returned. 

			Still rattled by her performance at Stax-Volt, Janis took the stage with her new band at the opening of the Fillmore East in New York a few months later. She was obviously nervous and throughout the performance sought approval from the audience, prompting one  Rolling Stone journalist to compare her to Judy Garland: a tragic artist hell bent on self-destruction. 

			Janis toured Europe in 1969, the only time she performed outside North America, playing to capacity crowds at such venues as the Albert Hall in London. She was on the bill for the massive Woodstock Festival, but her performance didn’t come near the brilliance of her Monterey act two years earlier. Complaining she couldn’t connect with the 400,000 crowd, Janis spent the day drunk, surly and antagonistic, snapping at everyone and refusing to do interviews. 

			In between touring Janis went back into the studio to record  I Got Dem Ol’ Kozmic Blues Again Mama! The album featured eight tracks, with a re-recording of ‘Piece of My Heart’, one of her Big Brother hits, the Bee Gee’s ‘To Love Somebody’, her own ‘One Good Man’, ‘Try (Just A Little Bit Harder)’ and Hart and Rogers’ ‘Little Girl Blue’. The album reached number five on the Billboard charts, but her move further into blues didn’t sit well with fans. They wanted the rocking Janis back. 

			As the next decade dawned, Janis left Kozmic Blues behind, taking two of her band mates with her: bass player Brad Campbell and guitarist John Till. The new ensemble, Full-Tilt Boogie Band, also featured drummer Clark Pierson, organist Ken Pearson and pianist Rick Bell. 

			Around this time Janis embarked on a brief affair with Kris Kristofferson, who gave her ‘Me and Bobby McGee’ to record, one of her most memorable songs. It appears on the posthumously released album  Pearl. Her association with Kristofferson was erratic, like all her relationships. David Dalton tells of Kristofferson arriving at Janis’s house to discuss the song with her. ‘He was like terrified because Janis is an overwhelming person you know. Incredibly endlessly needy and wanting and this is not the kind of thing that guys are especially attracted to ... poor Janis. She was always pursuing guys who weren’t likely to really be lifelong mates.... it was always said as part of the Janis Joplin persona, but if I would hit on a waitress or an airline steward, Janis would say, “well, what about me honey?” ... I think that a lot of people were probably intimated by her.’ 
				
				
				
				
			

			By the time she was on the Festival Express railroad tour of Toronto, Winnipeg and Calgary in early 1970, she was no longer shooting heroin, but was feeding herself plenty of booze, powder, pills and dope. Dalton joined Janis on the tour, spending days with her, recording interviews and random conversations. ‘Festival Express was very innocent,’ Dalton said. ‘People always imagined all this wild stuff, but really it was just people having a good time and getting together and recreating the whole situation on the Haight-Ashbury before they became famous. It was wonderful in that way, there was no real monstrous behaviour.’ 

			The Festival Express tour featured the Band, the Grateful Dead, Delaney and Bonnie and Friends, Ian and Sylvia, New Riders of the Purple Sage, Tom Rush, Buddy Guy, Eric Andersen, Ten Years After, Traffic, Seatrain, Cat, Mashmakan and the Modern Rock Quartet. As there were no washing amenities on the train, in each town the musicians and crew would descend upon the local swimming pool. Janis threw modesty to the wind, stripping naked and plunging into the pool to the horror of authorities and amusement of her fellow musicians, many of whom followed suit. 

			
			
				 she loved to party, but she was very introspective—she was a beatnik and intellectual. She was very philosophical, had a very, very serious side to her
			

			‘She loved to party, but she was very introspective,’ said Dalton. ‘A lot of the time on tours she would be in her room reading; she was a beatnik and intellectual, someone who pondered. She was very philosophical, had a very, very serious side to her. I think this created a dilemma with her desire to present the Janis Joplin character twenty-four hours a day. She felt she had to go out and be this person,’ 

			When the Festival Express tour ended Janis sunk into a depression. She had enjoyed the camaraderie and getting stoned, singing, drinking and playing with the other musicians. 

			Dabbling in heroin again, Janis flew to New York that year to perform at the Peace Festival at Shea Stadium. She was electric on stage and it was one of her best performances, the crowd spinning and jumping wildly. The band played numerous dates in New York and Janis befriended the young Patti Smith, who was starting to put words to music. She gravitated towards Greenwich Village and hung out at Max’s Kansas City, where Debbie Harry waited on her. Feted by the artistic elite, including Warhol and Ginsberg, Janis became entrenched in the celebrity culture. 
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				 she exuded confidence but her bravado concealed her anguish. Janis just wanted to be loved and accepted
			

			After New York she paid her family a visit in Port Arthur, which might as well have been on another planet. Her parents were at wits’ end and were no longer prepared to tolerate her bizarre lifestyle. Her desire to be different drove her poor, staid mother Dorothy to distraction. Her father Seth was a stern man who didn’t understand his unruly daughter. Rock music was as foreign to him as casual sex and drugs. Sparks flew. Janis left the house disgruntled and emotionally shaken. 

			Returning to her home in Larkspur in San Francisco, Janis threw herself back into the social fray, trying to shake off her anger and hurt. There she met Seth Morgan who was twenty-one, six years younger than Janis. They became inseparable. For a few short weeks she played house, shopping, cooking, going to the movies, eating out—doing all the normal things you do when in a new relationship. She enjoyed the semblance of normality but knew it wouldn’t last. She was scheduled to go to LA to lay down tracks for  Pearl.
			

			According to Dalton, ‘Fame is one of the huge paradoxes of Janis’s life because in a way she started out wanting to find a good guy who would love her and care for her, but her fame created a situation where that was going to be impossible. The sort of guys she claimed she wanted—log-splitting guys who lived in Alaska and fucked bears—are not going to turn up back stage. The kind of people she met were more like the sexy lounge-lizard character who was always there on tour, like her fiancé Seth Morgan. A good-looking hustler and ex-drug dealer. They were going to have an open marriage. I don’t think Janis realised quite how open that was going to be, you know.’ 

			Janis was planning a whole domestic package with Morgan: marriage and perhaps even a baby. She began talking about winding down her career and touring less, much to the chagrin of Albert Grossman, who was battling an increasing number of promoters reluctant to take on Janis. Her reputation for blowing off gigs and her manic on- and off-stage antics preceded her. Her arrest for using profanity on stage did not help Grossman’s attempts to book her. Promoters were playing hardball and local governments banned certain performers and musical genres. Janis incited audiences to frenzy, her calls to ‘fuck not fight’ infusing an already-electric atmosphere. For those lucky enough to have seen Janis perform live the memories are unforgettable. 

			
			
				 after she’d shot up the smack, she ventured into the hotel lobby to buy cigarettes
			

			Tearing herself away from Morgan, Janis headed off to the Landmark Hotel, a Los Angeles establishment as popular with celebrities then as Chateau Marmont. In the studio under the direction of the Doors producer Paul A Rothchild, work on  Pearl was progressing. Janis recorded ‘Me and Bobby McGee’, which would become her greatest hit. The album also included ‘Mercedes Benz’, which she co-wrote with Michael McClure. 

			Also at the Landmark was her old mate Peggy Caserta, a lesbian she knew from her San Francisco heroin days. Caserta is infamous for penning the bestseller  Going Down with Janis Joplin, which opens with a description of Janis giving Caserta head while stoned on heroin. 

			By 1970 she had overdosed five times on heroin. But on 4 October she didn’t recover from the super-pure heroin she shot up around one in the morning alone in her hotel room. That day she’d been in the studio listening to the tracks already put down. Then she went with the band to eat at Barney’s Beanery before retiring around 12.30am. 

			Apparently, after she’d shot up the smack delivered to her earlier by her dealer, she ventured into the hotel lobby to buy cigarettes before returning to her room. There she fell and died at 1.40am that night. 

			Her death, aged twenty-seven, became one of the most celebrated events of the era, along with those of Jimi Hendrix, Otis Redding and Jim Morrison. Perhaps the one person who would have been most surprised is Janis herself, who had often imagined herself as an eccentric old lady making music well into her twilight years. 
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			Janis Joplin’s place in history is secured. While she continues to inspire a new generation, the rock chick will live on. 
			

		

	
		
			

			

			MARIANNE FAITHFULL
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			Tales of her drug addiction and life on the streets of London as a heroin junkie have kept Marianne in the media for the past forty years, relegating her considerable artistic achievements to second place, much the same way as her relationship with Mick Jagger did in the early days. 

			Before her landmark album  Broken English was released in 1979, Marianne enjoyed a string of hit singles in the 1960s. A whisper of a girl with a slightly husky voice, large eyes framed by thick lashes, blonde hair and ‘big tits’, as her first manager so charmingly described her, she was the quintessential 1960s waif—all sex, pout and attitude. Singing for her was just a hobby. 

			Marianne Faithfull was born in 1946, the only child of Eva, a headstrong, feisty Austro-Hungarian baroness, and Major Glynn Faithfull. They were not a wealthy family and there was little love between her parents. Her father, a somewhat eccentric inventor, was off on tangents that her mother couldn’t fathom. When Marianne was about four her parents split and she didn’t see her father for years. 

			Under the care of her mother and grandmother, Marianne grew up in Reading in southern England. Sent to the local Catholic convent as a charity boarder, she was not allowed to forget her lowly status. She didn’t like the confines of the convent, its cloisters feeling more like a prison, its staid thinking stifling her adventurous spirit. 

			As a teenager in the early 1960s she sang folk songs at coffee shops and performed in amateur theatre. She didn’t know what she wanted to do, but thought it might involve performance. Artistic and articulate, Marianne was a compulsive reader interested in existentialism, Nietzsche and de Beauvoir, jazz and poetry, and Brigitte Bardot and Juliette Greco. She visited London often, going to the ballet and theatre, attending art gallery openings and revelling in the excitement of pop culture. London was a creative melting pot. Fashion designer Mary Quant, artists like David Hockney and Lucian Freud, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones were among those pushing the boundaries, placing London at the heart of the swinging 1960s. 

			
			
				 Marianne was artistic and articulate, interested in existentialism, Nietzsche and de Beauvoir, jazz and poetry, Bardot and Greco
			

			Marianne was ‘discovered’ at a party in London. Within minutes of seeing her, Andrew Loog Oldham, the Rolling Stones’ manager, decided to sign her. He didn’t know if she could sing, but that was immaterial. She had the right look—a virginal waif with a glint of confidence in her eyes—that promised an exciting mix of innocence and sex. 

			When her first single ‘As Tears Go By’ was released in 1964 she was in her final year at school. One semester to go and she bailed. The lure of London and the status of pop star were calling. The song, the first written by Mick Jagger and Keith Richards, wasn’t written for Marianne, despite folklore. But the cachet of it being penned by the new rock’n’roll aristocracy wasn’t lost on Marianne or on the record-buying public. It reached the top ten. 

			Within weeks of the single being released Marianne appeared on  Top of the Pops, Ready Steady Go! and  Juke Box Jury, the three big music shows on British television, along with the likes of Dusty Springfield and Sandie Shaw. 

			
			
				 she had the right look—a virginal waif with a glint of confidence in her eyes—that promised an exciting mix of innocence and sex
			

			To promote the single Marianne hit the road on one of the multi-bill shows that were popular at the time. Performing in draughty halls to punters who wanted her to either get her gear off or get off—they hadn’t come to see her—she quickly discovered that touring wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. The lesser known act on a bill that included the Hollies, Freddy and the Dreamers and Gerry and the Pacemakers, Marianne was far down the pecking list. Stiff and sore from sleeping in crammed spaces, jostled about by the rickety old bus, and suffocated by the testosterone in the air, her bright-eyed enthusiasm was eroded by the endless loneliness and monotony of being on the road. Falling ill, Marianne left the tour early. 

			Another two singles followed in quick succession: a cover of Bob Dylan’s ‘Blowin’ In The Wind’ failed to chart, but the February 1965 release of ‘Come and Stay With Me’, written by Jackie De Shannon, shot Marianne back into the top ten. Then there were tours with Gene Pitney and Roy Orbison. 

			On the surface, she was living a life that made her the envy of tens of thousands of young girls. But behind the hip bravado and the on-tour affairs, Marianne was longing for love. Despite the loose love ethos of the 1960s, she wanted to belong to someone. 

			That someone was her longtime boyfriend, poet John Dunbar. He ran an art gallery and was the epitome of the cool intellectual. Such were the circles Dunbar moved in it wasn’t uncommon to find Paul McCartney or John Lennon at one of his gallery’s glittering parties. In 1965 she married Dunbar and later that year gave birth to her only child, Nicholas. 

			But Marianne quickly learned that being married wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. Before they’d tied the knot, the two had happily co-existed, Marianne doing her thing and coming back to Dunbar when she was ready. Once Nicholas arrived, the playing field changed. She had intended to play wife and mother, but the novelty soon wore off. She was only nineteen and felt hemmed in by the confines of married life and motherhood. Through it all Marianne kept working, recording four singles and two albums, and performing at the Uxbridge Blues and Folk Festival with the Who.  Come My Way, her first album, reached number twelve on the British charts. It didn’t make any impact in America but her second, Marianne Faithfull, made it into the top twenty on both sides of the Atlantic. 

			
			
				 Anita Pallenberg introduced her to a whole new level of hedonism
			

			She started going to parties and events without Dunbar, whose flirtation with heroin was beginning to escalate—much to the disapproval of his wife, who was a lightweight in the drugs stakes. Around this time German model Anita Pallenberg entered Marianne’s life, introducing her to a whole new level of hedonism. Pallenberg was muse and lover to Brian Jones, one of the original Rolling Stones. Pallenberg and Jones dressed in theatrical garb and were stoned to the eyeballs morning till night. Marianne worshipped the glamorous, intimidating Pallenberg and started to feel her stay-at-home life was dull in comparison. 

			Of course Marianne was much more than a housewife, being the main breadwinner in the family. Her royalty cheques paid for their lifestyle and fed Dunbar’s smack habit. Resentment began to creep into the relationship, from both sides, and soon baby Nicholas was the only glue keeping them together. Marianne grew tired of stepping over Dunbar’s drugged-out mates, who would crash at their flat. Litter was everywhere, cigarette butts, syringes, empty booze bottles. She began to spend an increasing amount of time at Anita and Brian’s apartment in Kensington, where life was much more scintillating. 

			
			
				 Mick Jagger was fun, rich, young, famous and he pursued her relentlessly—he was her knight in shining armour
			

			In 1966 there were three singles, ‘Go Away From My World’, ‘Tomorrow’s Calling’ and ‘Counting’, and two albums,  North Country Maid and  Faithfull Forever (released in Britain as  Love in a Mist), none of which came near the success of her previous works. 

			The writing was on the wall for her marriage. While still married to John, she took up with Mick Jagger. He was fun, rich, young, famous and he had pursued her relentlessly, making him her knight in shining armour. Moving into Jagger’s house in Cheyne Walk with baby Nicholas, Marianne found herself in a world of excess—it was a constant cocktail of drugs and alcohol on hand, shopping sprees and a nanny to look after the baby. 

			Decadence ruled the day. It was astonishing there was only one major drug bust, which ended in suspended sentences for Richards and Jagger and the famous ‘Who Breaks a Butterfly on a Wheel?’ editorial from  The Times, arguing that the two were being persecuted because of who they were. The media coverage was phenomenal. Not only because it was the first incident of its kind to involve the rock’n’roll hierarchy, but because of the naked girl found wrapped in a fur rug, reportedly with a Mars bar between her legs. 

			That girl was of course Marianne. She thrived on the notoriety. If she were going to be famous for something, a beautiful, sexy, naughty rebel was the perfect fantasy, although the addition of the Mars bar was a pure fabrication that incensed her for years. 
				
				
			

			In 1967 Marianne released only one single, a cover of the Ronettes hit ‘Is This What I Get For Loving You?’, but it failed to make it into the top forty in either Britain or the States. 

			More interested in pursuing a career in acting, Marianne made her film debut in the forgettable  I’ll Never Forget What’s ’Isname with Orson Wells and Oliver Reed and she played Irina in Chekhov’s  Three Sisters at the Royal Court. The next year she appeared in  Girl on a Motorcycle with Alain Delon (known as  Naked Under Leather in the US), a film better known for Marianne reportedly being naked under her bikkie leathers than for its quality. 

			She and Jagger were blissfully happy during the early years together but he didn’t share her enthusiasm for heroin. Acid, pot and pills were his general fodder. He was too focused on the main game. Only the dedicated ventured into cocaine and heroin territory—and Marianne was fast on her way there. Her body was already suffering from the constant abuse. She was rail thin, and anaemic, the reason given for a 1968 miscarriage. 

			
			
				 her experience in Australia was uncannily similar to that of the character in ‘Sister Morphine’, the song she’d written with Jagger and Richards
			

			She played Ophelia in the film version of  Hamlet, directed by Tony Richardson and starring Nicol Williamson. The next year, 1969, it was off to Sydney where Jagger and Marianne had been cast in Richardson’s next film  Ned Kelly, but she was dropped after a botched suicide attempt that left her in a coma for six days. The Australian media pronounced her dead. Marianne’s experience in Australia was uncannily similar to that of the character in a song she had written earlier with Jagger and Richards, ‘Sister Morphine’, which documented the demise of a young woman, the morphine taking her away from her pain. It must have been a spin for Jagger to see its lyrics come to life. 

			When Marianne and Jagger returned to London they presented a vision of togetherness in public. But behind closed doors it was a different story. Marianne had started her affair with heroin in earnest. There was clearly no room in her life for anything other than drugs. She has said she was greatly influenced by William Burroughs’  The Naked Lunch, which motivated her to seek out the life of a drug addict. Marianne threw herself headlong into the world of heroin, twisting the novelist’s words to suit herself—Burroughs had not set out to glorify the life of a junkie, quite the opposite. 

			
			
				 Marianne and Jagger presented a vision of togetherness in public. But behind closed doors it was a different story
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			Her relationship with Jagger ended in the same year that her divorce to a very bitter and twisted John Dunbar was ratified. Still smarting from the years when Jagger had played daddy to his son, John wanted custody of Nicholas and was prepared to battle an already beleaguered Marianne in court. When he was granted custody, Marianne’s mother Eva, who had been caring for her grandson, was driven to attempt suicide. Unlike her daughter, she was furious she had failed. 

			Without Jagger to give her protection and status, and her music career for all intents and purposes over, Marianne plummeted headlong into self-pity and self-medication. 

			It is at this point that the Marianne Faithfull tale takes a turn that in fiction wouldn’t seem plausible. Leaving behind a life of glamour and fame, she opted to become a full-time junkie, moving out of her mother’s home, where she’d been living after her split with Jagger, to take up her station on the street at St Anne’s Court in Soho along with the other desperate souls—winos, junkies and prostitutes. It was this location that became her stomping ground, a piece of wall marked as her territory, where she slept and sat in stoned silence almost every day for two years. Marianne was a registered heroin user on the National Health Service. She fronted up with her prescription each day, got her fix and returned to the wall to shoot up and stay stoned. She never ran out and she never had a reason to stop. 

			Seemingly able to live on nothing, occasionally spotting a fiver from doormen or accepting the charity of passers-by, Marianne was a virtual beggar on the streets of London. She has denied the accusation she resorted to prostitution. And she didn’t take welfare. One British newspaper described her as ‘far too hoity-toity to do anything as common as signing on.’ 

			
			
				 without Jagger to give her protection, Marianne plummeted headlong into self-pity and self-medication
			

			Marianne must have had one hell of a guardian angel. In all the time she lived on the streets she was never attacked or harassed or even arrested. Everyone left the strange, skinny, blonde girl whose beauty was still evident, if spectral, alone. She was only in her early twenties and her 165-centimetre frame was a pitiful forty-one kilograms. She was in mortal peril. It is some kind of miracle that she didn’t go the way of Morrison, Hendrix or Joplin. 

			It seems incongruous, but even during this time she was still making records, if unremarkable ones. In 1971 Mike Leander, the producer she’d worked with in the 1960s, took Marianne under his wing and back into the studio to record  Rich Kid Blues, an album that wasn’t released until 1985. It features cover songs from the hit-makers of the day, including George Harrison, Bob Dylan, James Taylor and Cat Stevens. You can hear the weariness of life on the streets in Marianne’s voice. Once the recording was over, she went back to her spot on the wall. 

			Just as she was at her lowest ebb there came another knight in shining armour. Oliver Musker, an academic, rescued her. As only Marianne could, she entered an unorthodox rehab program based on the premise that if you can have as much of anything you will eventually cease to want it. It took her eight months to get bored, during which time she shot a lot of smack. 
			

			After rehab she took off to India in 1973 to film  Ghost Story, a B-grade horror flick. Musker was by her side. But the stronger she became, the less she needed him. He wanted to marry her and she wanted freedom. She was back to her old self, before the heroin—although that drug would prove harder to banish than the men in her life. 

			With Musker behind her, Marianne took up with her old manager Tony Calder to try and reignite her singing career. Her first comeback album  Dreamin’ My Dreams was a collection of pop and country-influenced songs released in 1977. The album didn’t chart, but it did send a message to the rock fraternity that Marianne Faithfull wasn’t dead after all. The record was re-released early the following year with slight variations, including a name change to  Faithless. Again Marianne had included a Dylan song, ‘I’ll Be Your Baby Tonight’, along with Chuck Berry’s ‘Sweet Little Sixteen’ and the self-penned ‘That Was The Day (Nashville)’. 
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