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  For the dear souls who have left me in this lifetime:

  My mother, Patricia, who once told me, “Angels fly because they take themselves lightly”; my agent Tony Secunda, whose encouragement and faith in me blessed my spirit with newfound inspiration and confidence; and to my horse, Ben, my best friend throughout my youth.

  Fly on, my sweet angels.


  EDITOR’S NOTE

  Author Linda Kelly asked the contributors of this collection to share with her their memories of the times they spent with the Grateful Dead, listening to the Grateful Dead, talking about the Grateful Dead, and everything in between. These interviews were conducted over the phone, via email, or in person. In an attempt to maintain each contributor’s voice and keep these original stories intact, few edits have been made to their recollections.

  In addition, photos featured throughout this book have been scanned from low-resolution copies in most cases and have not been retouched.
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  FOREWORD THOUGHTS

  Something I wrote caught the attention of my college professor. The story interested him, and he wanted to hear more.

  I’d been writing down the ideas flying around in my head ever since I was a little girl, but having an outsider walk into that world with me made me realize that I was the only one who knew the territory, who could navigate the way around this otherwise hidden place—my mind. This was my creation, and now someone wanted to visit. My soul was filled with a soothing feeling of hope, inspiration, and optimism.

  I grew up with a big creek running through my yard, and I spent many long days down there by myself, digging in the dirt, looking for frogs, racing leaves downstream—curiosity guiding me. Something always happened, a story always unfolded right before my eyes, keeping my imagination fresh because I never knew what to expect. I never knew what I would find. That voice of “wondering” lures my soul to this day, and hundreds of collected memories run through my head like water rushing down that creek out back. I continue to gather as many as I possibly can. There’s always something just around the end, something new always on its way.

  Magic’ll come at ya if you’re open to it. As did this book. Out of nowhere.

  So many stories came at me from so many people for this project, there are thousands more I didn’t get to hear due to time restraints. I connected with a variety of people, gave them an idea of what I was curious about, and then let them lead the way. I merely followed them, recorded the memories as we went along, gathering experiences inspired by this band called the Grateful Dead, whose music weaves the road the whole way there.
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  Giant's Stadium, New Jersey, July 1989 © Bob Minkin


  PREFACE

  DEFINING A DEADHEAD

  “The Grateful Dead are the best answer today to the atom bomb” because “the atom bomb is separating us, and this music is calling up the common humanity.” Joseph Campbell first articulated this belief about the psychedelic rock band from San Francisco after attending one of their concerts in 1986 in Oakland, California, where he witnessed what he refers to as “one incredible Dionysian ritual,” “a dance revelation,” and “magic for the future.” As Campbell explains, “They hit a level of humanity that makes everybody at one with each other. It doesn’t matter about this race thing, this age thing, I mean, everything else dropped out … it was just the experience of the identity of everybody with everybody else. I was carried away in rapture. And so I am a Deadhead now.”

  —Joseph Campbell, mythologist1

  Linda Kelly

  Writer

  What defines a Deadhead? What’s a Deadhead to you? Are you a Deadhead? If you knew Jerry and worked for the Dead, does that make you not a Deadhead? Is there a certain amount of shows that qualifies you? Maybe it’s anybody who listens to the Grateful Dead who’s not in the band? This book is definitely about artists, friends, and followers, but I don’t know if Deadheads is the proper term. I’m hoping when I finish all these interviews for this new edition, I’ll better understand what a Deadhead truly is this time around.

  I was dragged to my first Dead show. I wanted to hate it, and I ended up loving it—a revelation. When I wrote the original book, I said, “I’m not a Deadhead; I’m more like an anthropologist. I just studied everybody and interviewed people who were Deadheads.” To this day, I don’t know if I would call myself a Deadhead. I’ve never worn tie-dye. I’ve been to maybe three shows in a row at most—that’s it. I’ve never gone on tour. Does that make me not a Deadhead?

  For this creative adventure, instead of “histories,” I was seeking “heartstories”—experiences remembered viscerally as opposed to “It was 1983, Nassau Coliseum, they were playing ‘Dark Star’ …” I wasn’t searching for those kinds of details as much. I’m more interested in Deadheads sharing their personal stories, revealing the emotional, weird, memorable, tactile moments weaving in and out of the whole Grateful Dead trip.

  Steve Brown

  Filmmaker, Grateful Dead Records production coordinator (1972–1978)

  If we appreciated the Grateful Dead for what they brought to our lives in different aspects, then we could be considered Deadheads, I think. If it was about the songs and the music in and of themselves and you played them at home, that’d be one thing. But if you joined a lot of other friends who liked the Grateful Dead and went to see them regularly, then you were a real Deadhead—you’re traveling around, following them. And then you almost become a super Deadhead, which is kind of a special thing unto itself.

  When the Dead organization put out their Almanac in the 1990s after Jerry had passed away, they asked if they could use this photo I took of him on Haight Street in 1968, when the Dead played a free concert there. Jerry’s walking up the street carrying his guitar, a big smile on his face, no one bothering him, just, you know, going off to work! I was seeing the Grateful Dead as much as I could and, in this case, recording them that day in with a little tape recorder. As it turns out, that was the only recording made that day. They played for free on a flatbed truck near the end of Haight Street, and it was just a really special day.

  So when they asked me if they could use that picture of Jerry on the cover of their Almanac, I was honored. But … on the inside credits of the Almanac, it mentioned that I was Steven Brown from the Grateful Dead Records days, and that I was the “proto-Deadhead.” At first I thought, “Well, that’s kinda cool.” But then I started thinking, “Wait a second. All these people are Deadheads—and I’m proto? Am I responsible for all this behavior? [laughs] It was a little bit beyond what I envisioned my own personal life to be—that I was some sort of leader with a big baton in the front of this whole marching band of weirdos.

  Working for the Dead Organization as a Deadhead made it kind of interesting in that other people who organically grew into that organization from the very beginning were fans of the band, obviously, and/or boyfriends and girlfriends, lovers, whatever. They as fans would be considered Deadheads from the very beginning. Mountain Girl would set up a table sometimes at shows that had this sign saying, DEADHEADS UNITE! SIGN UP HERE! It was the first real fan listing of Deadheads so they could mail them a newsletter telling them what was happening with the band. I mean, Mountain Girl setting up a table in the lobby of an auditorium? It was cool.

  So, I don’t think I’m really a proto-Deadhead. I wasn’t the first person to be in that position. It was kind of just a random call on the editor’s part to credit me that way in the Almanac [laughs].

  The energy put into being a Deadhead, that singular focus in life going on at the time—that kind of consciousness at its peak was, in ways, both interesting as a human experiment and also embarrassing as a kind of a thing to be connected to in some ways because the general impression was that these people didn’t have lives. This was all they could do; this was all they were interested in. But the world’s larger than that.

  That said, when you talked to a lot of them individually, there was a lot more to these people; some working for USGS, some working at MIT, some of them were lawyers, some of them were media people, some of them were artists—a lot of them were artists (or thought they were!). Once you dug down into the mind of a Deadhead, you usually found a human story; they were individuals who had something worthy going on. But then there were those who just didn’t seem to have anything else but that Volkswagen bus and a veggie burrito to sell, those who followed the Dead to every show whether they could afford it or not.

  Susana Millman

  Long-time Deadhead and GD photographer; aka Mrs. McNally

  Is a Deadhead somebody who is berserk if they’re not able to get tickets for this upcoming event in Chicago? No. I mean, if that’s anyone’s definition of a Deadhead, then I’m not one. I’m a person who loved the band, who loved the music because they were willing to go out on the stage and make mistakes. I mean certain songs batted in third place. They would play a different show every night, and they could play a three-gig set in a city without repeating anything, or more than one or two songs.

  I thought the shows were important; it was really a community, and everybody was there for the music, each other and the band, and there was no enemy. And it’s really rare that you get a gathering where there isn’t an “other,” which is such a part of our culture, having the “us” and the “other.” So the shows meant a lot to me.

  Right now, I’m nostalgic for the good ’ol days, and I mean maybe the music business was already too business-like in the 1980s, but I certainly got into the Grateful Dead as a Deadhead. I just thought it was one of the most magic things in the world to be there at shows in this enormous space and just the music and me and my camera.

  Will Sims

  Waverly, Alabama

  I think what makes a person a Deadhead is the love of the music. I don’t care if you didn’t ever see a show. If you love the music and listen to it and get it, you’re a Deadhead. I am as far from the band, personally knowing them, as you could fucking get. Whether I’m in this book or not, I think it’s important to pepper in regular people like me. I called my brother-in-law—he’s a huge Dead fan—and I said, “Man, this girl wants to interview me for a Grateful Dead book.” In my mind, that’s like getting nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize; that’s like the coolest fucking thing. It is, because the Grateful Dead mean so much to me.

  Rick Begneaud

  Cajun chef for the Dead, artist

  I went to the Grateful Dead symposium in San Jose in November 2014, because there was one segment called “Cooking with the Dead.” Being a chef, I was interested in what that was all about. Chez Ray was there and these other three dudes who were Deadheads. They didn’t have any relationship to the Dead other than they were Deadheads. And they started talking about organic stuff, and this and that, recipes, and people are sitting there going, “We don’t really give a shit about that stuff. We want to hear stuff that happened with the band.”

  At one point, someone said, “There’s this zydeco sauce that Weir had to do with. Where did that come from?” And the guys on the panel start talking about it. I stood up and said, “Can I have the microphone please? My parents made that sauce, from Louisiana, and Russ Eddy and I brought it here, and Weir liked it. Then Russ and Weir did something together with it.” The audience was like, “Really? Cool!” That’s the stuff they wanted to hear about. They didn’t want to hear, “I’m a Deadhead, and we play Grateful Dead music in the kitchen sometimes, and …” whatever.

  I am a Deadhead for sure, but I think it’s a broad definition what a Deadhead is. Who am I to say someone’s a Deadhead or not? But I think it’s definitely someone who, at least for a while, lived it and breathed it and ate it and drank it. I don’t think the amount of shows you saw necessarily qualifies you as a Deadhead, either.

  In the late 1970s, my buddy Jimmy Mac in Louisiana sent me a little tab of acid in an Easter card with some Dead tapes and turned me on to the band. If you asked Jimmy Mac today if he’s a Deadhead, he’d probably say no. But back in those days, when he was going to Amherst, he’d wake up in the morning with “Crazy Fingers” playing. He was way into it, going to shows and all that. So, I would have called him a Deadhead back then. Would I call him a Deadhead today? I don’t know.

  It’s a fuzzy line, defining a Deadhead.

  Kathleen Cremonesi

  Author of Love in the Elephant Tent

  A Deadhead is an open-minded person who can find beauty and freedom in the music and the scene that was there to understand the gift that it was, and is able to drop all the trappings of their traditional life—whether it was for a day or a weekend or a year—to fully live that situation.

  Chuck Staley

  Restaurant owner, Georgia

  What makes someone a Deadhead? I don’t know. It’s open to interpretation. I think a Deadhead is anyone who loves the music. I don’t think it’s about how many shows you saw. I think if you never saw a show or you saw five hundred shows, if you enjoy listening to their music, then you’re a Deadhead. A Deadhead is kind of a cool, laid-back person, with a certain kind of a philosophy of life, of doing good to other people, treading lightly, and just being a kind soul.

  Billy Cohen

  Student of Bill Graham, soldier in the music biz, poet, dreamer

  For somebody who’s self-identified as being a Deadhead, I would say being a Deadhead is like autism—there’s a spectrum. It’s on a spectrum.

  There’s this great debate that if you didn’t go to the shows, you have no idea what the Dead were all about. But there are all these kids now who are into them. I’m astounded to see kids in Deadhead T-shirts today who couldn’t have gone to shows. I wonder, “If you didn’t go to a show, how do you know?” And they say, “I wish I could’ve gone to a show.” To a certain degree, I get it that when the Grateful Dead were active, people would go on and on like, “Look, you have to go to a show. If you don’t go to a show, you’re not participating, you don’t understand, you don’t know.”

  When I was eighteen, I saw my first Dead show, and there was this period where all my friends became Deadheads. I mean, you just sort of become one. Deadhead culture was all about the way you connect with other people. But that isn’t entirely unique, is it? I mean, if you’re a punk rocker at the right time, right place, or if you’re a bluegrass freak or a metalhead—they’re all devout about whatever the music might be. They connect, and they have a deep bond as a group.

  If it hadn’t been for Jerry’s coma, I wouldn’t have been stranded in Long Island with a bunch of Deadheads selling jewelry on the beach! They would’ve otherwise been out on tour selling jewelry in the parking lot. There are no shows, so what do you do? You rent a house in Long Island, and you sell jewelry on Jones Beach. These folks became lifelong friends.

  Bob Sheehan of Blues Traveler is an example of Deadhead-ism. He understood the music and the whole scene. Blues Traveler happened the way it happened because of Bobby. He’s the one who came and spent time at Columbia University to network with David Graham and get to know Bill Graham and all that.

  Bobby hung out with everybody. The way Bobby connected with the fans, his sound, he made that band be this jammy thing with this groove that he had. He knew. Bob was one of the shrewdest, most clever—I mean, Bob Sheehan to me is one of the great, great underappreciated geniuses. He was a true Deadhead and shaped the arc of Blues Traveler and the arc of the whole modern jam-band thing.

  To me, I think being a Deadhead is more about connecting with similar minds and spirits than number of shows or how many days you wear tie-dye or how much acid you ate or any of that shit. I think it’s about connecting with people.

  Miriam

  Health-care analyst

  A Deadhead is anybody who loved the Grateful Dead. You could’ve gone to one show—maybe you never went to any shows, and you only heard taped shows. I know people that never went to a Grateful Dead show and I met them at Grateful Dead dances and they loved the Dead and they were Deadheads to me. Deadheads are everywhere. We are everywhere—from all walks of life, all over the country, all over the world.

  

  1 Quoted by Elizabeth Carroll in The Journal of American Popular Culture
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  Getting Turned On

  ____________
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  “An all-night club crawl in New York back in 1993. Me, Linda Kelly, and Timothy Leary at Club USA. Timmy and I were both delighted to be out with the beautiful Linda Kelly—and very happy to share stories for her 1995-released book, Deadheads.”—John Perry Barlow. Courtesy of Steve Eichner.

  Linda Kelly

  Writer

  I think it was John Perry Barlow who once told me, while trying to explain the difference between New York and San Francisco (of which, if he had to choose between the two, he’d go with New York)—that he’d much rather have someone say, “Fuck you” and mean “Have a nice day” than the other way around.

  This rings true for me when it comes to punk rock versus the hippie scene. At least it rang true back in 1978 when leather jackets, spiked hair, spitting, vomiting, and cussing resonated much more honestly and deeply with my mother-loss, weary, young broken heart than a bunch of smiling, touchy-feely, patchouli-soaked, tie-dye-clad folks did.

  So that’s why it felt so weird at that show in the early ’80s, my very first Dead show—which my boss Blair from Mix Magazine (my very first gig out of college) and his lovely wife Regan dragged me to—when I let me freak flag fly. I felt like an imposter, a failure in a way, that I was betraying the hard edges the punks had worked so hard to build up and maintain. I felt embarrassed as I walked through the crowd. I wanted to be invisible, but there I was in the middle of this Grateful Dead hippie rainbow of freaks, thousands of them, and I had to surrender, I had to let go of the hate and my closed heart and reluctantly embrace the love. And man, it was weird.

  I don’t think I could’ve done it without the drugs. Drugs so thick and all-consuming at one point I thought I was on some weird spaceship and I got cold and then I forgot I was cold and then I was sweating and hot and that’s when I thought I should put my jacket on, but then I couldn’t figure out what a jacket was, and there I am standing—or rather dancing some bizarre dance I’d never done before—and I forget that I have half a jacket on and I kind of freak out, in a mellow kind of a way, that I now have this strange sort of growth on my arm, swirling around with the circular, goofy movements of my limbs, like some contorted giraffe, long and gangly and quite the fuck high.

  But then there’s that moment of super clarity that comes at Dead shows, with which I was unfamiliar and supremely surprised, where the music is perfect and the band is narrating your moment, the exact workings of your inner brain, and you’re suddenly right there with them, with everyone. And it is a goddamn spaceship.

  Steve Brown

  Filmmaker, Grateful Dead Records production coordinator (1972–1978)

  In 1963, my old high school buddy, Phillip, was going to Stanford and earning extra bucks from Stanford Research Institute, going to the V.A. Hospital as a subject for some psycho-active drug study sessions (LSD). In May, he invited me down to Palo Alto to join him at a new folk club, The Tangent. We spent that evening catching up on our lives and enjoying some cool folk tunes by a “beatnik” guy and gal duo. The guy was a good picker with multiple instruments. It was my first time to see and hear Jerry Garcia.

  The next time was the end of summer in 1965. I was working for a San Francisco recording distributor doing sales and promotion, with the Peninsula as my territory. An emerging rock sound-savvy store manager told me about this band, The Warlocks, who were playing every night at a singles bar in Belmont called “The In Room.” The Warlocks were into their first set when I arrived. They were playing loud rock and r&b with a bad-ass biker-looking singer. I liked them and soon recognized the lead guitarist—it was that guy Jerry Garcia again!

  At the end of their set, I decided to join them outside. I approached Jerry and let him know I dug their band and told him of my band, The Friendly Stranger. I then mentioned to Jerry that I had some primo Oaxacan already rolled. I got a “Cool, man!” from Jerry. And with a couple of other Warlock fans, we all slipped into an old sedan that smelled like it had been used often for this purpose. It was the first time I got to meet and laugh with Jerry.

  In 1968, the Grateful Dead were playing a free gig on Haight Street to thousands and thousands of people—from Cole all the way to Masonic, solid with people on the rooftops, people hanging out of windows—just San Francisco being a really cool place to be. And the same with the initial Be-In in 1967. People had come in January ’67 at the early offset of this whole counter-culture movement. And they didn’t necessarily know what it would be like. A lot of them hadn’t experienced anything like it, and they didn’t know what to expect or how to bring themselves to it as themselves. So they came in all these weird fashions and mindsets. And as the day went on, it formed itself, like “everybody is okay.” For the first time in a large, massive scale of folks, they all gathered together. I knew that this was the thing that would be happening from that day forward.

  David Gans

  Musician, writer, radio producer

  My first show was in 1972. I was 18, living in San Jose. My friends had been bugging me for months to check out the Grateful Dead. I was into the wimpy singer/songwriters of the time, playing my guitar and singing for fun and sort of a living, doing Elton John, Cat Stevens, and things like that. It was kind of a leap for me, but my songwriting partner and best friend, Steve Donnelly, persuaded me to take some acid and go see the Grateful Dead. I had been to concerts before—I’d seen the Doors—but not many. I didn’t have a car and a lot of bucks, so it wasn’t that easy for me to get around. Plus, I lived in San Jose. I wasn’t a guy who frequented the Fillmore or anything like that.

  We got our friend Dennis to be our designated driver, we took some Windowpane, and we hit the road. By the time we got to San Francisco, we were completely out of our skulls, and there was something wrong with the car. The throttle was stuck all the way open, so we had blazed up Highway 280 at about 80 miles an hour! We were determined to get to the show and not deal with the car thing. It was a VW 1500, and Dennis had to ride the clutch to keep it from going 90 miles an hour all the time. We got there and took the car to a service station. Something got dealt with—at least enough to get us to the show.

  It was completely crazed. We got there late, the place was full, and we ended up going all the way to the topmost part. This was Winterland, and the stage was on the side, which is the only time I ever saw the stage on the side. There was one balcony that went way up to the roof. Well, that’s where we ended up—all the way in the last row. It was 130 degrees up there, and this is March 5, 1972. The weather inside had nothing to do with the weather outside. In fact, one thing I remember distinctly about the ride home was that we were driving through this thick fog, and then suddenly we were in this tiled tunnel, like being in the biggest fuckin’ bathroom you ever saw! From this murky fog into this porcelain heaven for fifteen seconds, and then back into the fog again. Obviously, I have only fleeting impressions from this tremendously big night.

  Cree McCree

  Music writer, flea-market queen

  Up close and personal, the Dead are grittier, the soundwaves more compelling, as the acoustics begin to crystallize. It’s an epic musical journey, the hills higher, the valleys deeper, crazy as the marching bears; as vividly close to the bone as the grinning skulls. Suddenly, it’s just us and the band, Jerry’s white hair flying behind him like angel wings, all of us singing “the sun’s gonna shine in my back door someday” like it’s the “Hallelujah Chorus.”

  Tom Constanten

  Keyboardist, Grateful Dead; composer

  I saw the Grateful Dead back when they were the Warlocks. They were like a lot of other garage bands, doing the pop tunes of the day. It was sort of funny seeing Jerry Garcia singing “Wooly-Booly”!

  Rick Begneaud

  Cajun chef for the Dead, artist

  I was born in Lafayette, Louisiana, and grew up there. In the early 1970s, I used to go to a store called Budget Records, which was this little hippie place. I was about twelve or thirteen years old, and I’d get those original Rolling Stone newspapers. That’s the first way I heard about the Dead. It’s the only reason I ever knew about them. There wasn’t a radio station where I could plug into too many different kinds of music down there. Lafayette was a little town, and it wasn’t hip. A few hip folks were around, but I was young, and I wasn’t really connected with those types of people. The hippest I got was when I would travel with my uncle (artist Robert Rauschenberg) and my mom. We’d go to concerts like Ravi Shankar in a tent in upstate New York.

  The first person who ever really turned me on to the Grateful Dead was Jimmy MacDonell. Jimmy and I grew up together in Lafayette. There were no Deadheads in Lafayette. If there were, nobody knew about it! Most people didn’t even know about the Grateful Dead. When we were about 18, Jimmy left our little Cajun domain to go to Amherst College. He started rantin’ and ravin’ about this band called the Grateful Dead. I remember once I was down at Rauschenberg’s house in Florida, and Jimmy sent me an Easter card with this list of records to buy: Wake of the Flood, Mars Hotel, and some others. I got to learn the Dead’s music, and I fell in love with it. The more I listened it, the more it made sense. The Easter card also had some other things in it that helped the music make more sense, too! It just kept getting more and more interesting, lyrically and musically.

  I’d been to a lot of rock concerts, but I’d never gone to a Dead show yet. I remember Jimmy brought a live tape once, and I heard a “Scarlet Begonias.” I said, “Man, the stereo is messed up. It’s warbling, man. It’s off-sync.” Jimmy said, “No that’s how it is.” I was only used to studio versions of the songs, and I was listening for the first time to this live audience tape somebody had recorded in the back of a stadium. The syncopations—everything—was totally different. It totally threw me! I was used to a more consistent sound.

  Then Jimmy and I went to our first show on January 8, 1979, at Madison Square Garden. We came in from Amherst, and the train station must have been underneath because we just walked up the stairs and got a ticket for the show. Then we went home, changed clothes, and went back to the concert. I remember I bought my first Dead T-shirt there that night. Some Egyptian thing, really ugly, but I wore it anyway!

  Anyway, we got in and got to our seats, which were eye level but way in the back. Right before the band came on, we took … I don’t even know what it was, but it had some label of green associated to it. I remember the second set beginning and the whole building … Madison Square Garden in the round, and everybody was little pink pyramids dancing around me, and I didn’t know how to deal with it! I couldn’t navigate too well that night. I was totally out there, and finally I blasted through the roof. I said to Jimmy, “I gotta go.” And Jimmy said, “You can’t leave. We can’t go.” And I said, “You don’t have to leave. I have to go.” I start making my way through what seemed like catacombs, tunnels. I was trying to make my way through the hallways. Jimmy was following me because I hadn’t been to New York that many times, and I didn’t know where I was going.

  There were police slamming a guy’s head in the door, all this weird shit going on, and we opened this one door out of all this chaos, closed it behind us, and everything was silent all of a sudden in this huge room! At the time, it seemed like ten stories high, five basketball floors wide. Two policemen with white gloves were standing there with their arms crossed, talking to each other, at the very opposite corner. They just looked at us, and we’re standing there looking bewildered, like, “Where are we?” Jimmy and I looked at each other like, “Well?” We tried to walk out, but the door was locked. Finally, we got out of the place somehow, I don’t quite remember how, but we got out!

  We negotiated a bit and then got this bizarre Jamaican cabdriver. It was his first night ever as a cabdriver. Jimmy was at the helm. He was trying to tell the guy how to get home, but he didn’t know where we were, either! Buildings were bending over the road, so we just wanted to go somewhere we knew! Finally, we got to Rauschenberg’s house on Lafayette Street, and I thought, “I can’t even go inside.” So we walked down to this little bar, and for about thirty minutes, I couldn’t even talk. Jimmy was saying all this stuff, and he started getting concerned because I was just sitting there!

  The show was great, but whatever we took that night was too out there for me. I mean, there were bottles flying at Madison Square Garden, and it just wasn’t something I was used to. That was my first experience with the Grateful Dead. It was so overwhelming for me. It was heavy. It’s what I call a “colorful blur.” It changed my life.

  John Popper

  Blues Traveler singer, harmonicist

  My first show was in 1986 or so. I was just starting to hang out with Bob (Blues Traveler bass player) a lot, and he was big Deadhead since 1982. So I went to see Dylan and the Dead at JFK. I ate a whole lot of acid. I remember that, and I remember everybody knew the words, and it was like the emperor’s new clothes. Everyone was asking me, “Aren’t you enjoying it? Don’t you like this?” That drove me nuts. It made it impossible for me to enjoy the show. If you’re not having fun, it ruins their fun. I remember I was convinced at one point that they were trying to hypnotize me and control my mind. I hallucinated severely at that show. Luckily I had my harmonica and just sat playing as hard as I could during the set break, and that got me back down.

  The first time I actually enjoyed a show was at Madison Square Garden, I think in 1987. I snuck away from everybody and sort of lost the people I was with, so when people said, “Dude! Why aren’t you dancing?” I said, “Because I don’t want to!” I just sat in a chair and watched the Dead, and that was really fun.

  When I went to Fredonia State College up near Buffalo, New York, that’s when I got turned on to the Grateful Dead. My roommate was into them. The first song I remember hearing over and over again was “St. Stephen.” My name being in it made it mean even more. Everybody was always describing to me the Grateful Dead experience and how great it was. In 1983 or 1984, there was this show near college in Niagara Falls. We all road-tripped up there with a guy named Fred Bonn, who was taking ceramics class and had been making these Grateful Dead plates and things. He called them “Stonedware.”

  I was always a partier, but I was more like a heavy-metal guy than a Deadhead type, but I went to this show, and we all dosed. It was a really nice day, Fred sold all his Stonedware, and we went into the show. We were all dosed, and we walked up on top of this really high structure, which was amazing.

  I don’t remember the songs they played because I wasn’t familiar with them, but apparently it was a really good show. I was really psyched because I went with people who knew it and were into it. The Deadhead experience was really cool, so I started to go to shows with all those people.

  Jerry Miller

  Moby Grape, Jerry Miller Band guitarist

  I’m from Seattle. Jimi Hendrix and Larry Coryell were from up there, and we all used to hang out at the Spanish Castle. It burned down, but that’s where we’d go to Gene Vincent, Chuck Berry, Jimi Hendrix. Yeah, Jimi was magic. He was really strong, he played hard.

  I came to San Francisco in 1964. The first time I played with the Dead, they were the Warlocks. It was down in Belmont at the Anteroom. This was right about when they were changing their name to the Grateful Dead, back in 1964 or ’65. My first impression was, “These guys are pretty radical.” They had great people working from them. They were a little different. Half the time pretty sour, and half the time genius; at that time, that was the way it went. There wasn’t much in between. I heard them a few more times, they were a bit sour, and then I heard them in Pescadero. There wasn’t hardly anyone there, maybe three or four kids slidin’ back and forth in their stocking feet. That was a day when the band was firing good. They were really playing nicely. It was really cool.

  At that point, we were just starting to get Moby Grape going. We were playing the same gigs as the Dead. That’s about when we got Bob Mosley in Moby Grape. All the people were around—they just weren’t in the same band. Lee Michaels was showing up. Things were staring to cook pretty good. They had the acid tests and everything going on then. New bands forming. That’s the early experiences when I first starting checking out the Dead. They were nice. Good folks. Down-to-earth people. They had quite a following even then. They had a lot of friends.

  John Perry Barlow

  Dead lyricist, cyberspace pioneer

  In June of 1967, I found out that the Grateful Dead were going to be in New York, so I could see them for the first time—finally. That would be my first opportunity to see Bobby in three years, since I’d seen him at my ranch in Wyoming.

  I think they played at a placed call the Champagne A Go-Go in Manhattan. I can’t really remember where the hell this place was. It was down in the Village somewhere. I went to the concert, but I can’t really remember that much about it. I thought my buddy Bobby was in a pretty hot band. I liked a lot of the stuff they were doing. There was a lot of press, like, “Something weird is happening in California, folks. Put up your early-warning flag because we’ve got something strange in our town.” There was a fair amount of attention for something that was basically small potatoes showbiz-wise. I had a good time.

  Kathleen Cremonesi

  Author of Love in the Elephant Tent

  I thought my first show was Ventura, 1985. At the time I thought I had never heard of the Dead, but that wasn’t true. I’ll get to that in a moment.

  I was working for a company in California and the assistant director of security happened to have his own company that did the security for the Ventura shows. He asked me if I would like some backstage passes to a three-day rock concert. I’m like, “Sure! I don’t care who they are. I’ll go.”

  My roommate and I didn’t know who to invite, we didn’t have that many friends in the area, so we brought these two guys who had heard of the Dead. They were just these two guys we had just known from the Santa Monica pier. They used to try and teach us how to roll joints. As far as I know, they might’ve been homeless guys!

  My roommate had checked American Beauty out of the Santa Monica Library so we could listen to it. It was an LP, it was scratched up, and we didn’t really get into the music. But we were like, “You know, it’s a free show, let’s go.” I was nineteen going on twenty—born the same year as the Grateful Dead. We’re both going to be fifty this year!

  So we went to the show and we were absolutely swept up in it—just blown away by everything. We ditched the two guys, went through crowd and never looked back. I don’t recall even trying to go backstage. We were so taken as to what was going on around us. People just seemed so happy, and sharing everything. I remember people offering us a pipe. If you just stood next to somebody for more than thirty seconds, if you were walking through the crowd, they were passing a pipe or a joint your way. I think it was more joints back in that day.

  I don’t even know where we slept that night. I have no idea! We went to all three shows and that was it. I don’t even know if I went back to work on Monday. I probably called in sick just because it took some time to get over those first Dead shows mentally and physically and to process everything we’d seen and experienced. We both knew that we had found home.

  For the next shows, we hitchhiked up to Boreal Ridge. We didn’t have sleeping bags, we didn’t have warm clothing, we had no idea what we were doing, we just stuck our thumbs out and hitchhiked all the way up to Boreal. A month later, we hitchhiked down to Chula Vista, and that was it: we were Deadheads. We may not have looked like Deadheads right away, but we did soon enough.

  So the story I alluded to earlier: I live in Elmira, Oregon, which is the home of the Oregon Country Fair, and the hippies always came to town once a year for the fair. For a little town like Elmira, it was pretty wild when these people came to town in these busses and psychedelic clothing.

  In 1982, I working at the Dairy Queen there and there was this guy who came in with his dreadlocks woven around his head like this big beehive. Here’s this very tall skinny guy, practically in rags, telling me, “You gotta come to the fair. It’s the Grateful Dead, man, you need to go. It’ll change your life.” And we’re just like, “Yeah, yeah, yeah. Go smoke some more pot, dude.”

  Then a co-worker’s boyfriend came to pick her up and she wasn’t off for another hour but I was. I mentioned this thing about the show to him. Everybody was talking about it. It’s a little town of 500 people, a bunch of cowboys, and it’s in an uproar when we’re just inundated by all these people. So her boyfriend said, “Let’s go check this out.” So we drove his Volkswagon Beetle down there. I remember this long line of motorcycles, all the chrome. He parked his Beetle just wherever, and we simply walked into the fair. Nobody asked us for tickets!

  The show was already going on, and I remember there was this parking lot area that had been turned into the show area. It was lined with booths and one of them was selling those rose things you put on your head, and necklaces out of rosebuds, and these girls were twirling around. I remember their skirts twirling and the dust and the smells and the pot, and we were just like, “Wow!” My friend and I walked around for probably fifteen minutes, turned around and walked out. We walked really close to the stage. There weren’t that many people there. No one was rushing the stage like they were in later years at Dead shows. It was all very, very mellow and we listened to a little bit of the music, thought whatever, and turned around and walked out.
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