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			Foreword

			By David Geffen

			In 1967, our country was at war and rock and roll music was the anthem of the antiwar protesters. I had dropped out of college and fudged a document to make it look as though I had indeed graduated from UCLA, all to keep my job at the William Morris Agency, and I was interested in advancing my career in the music industry by working with the best rock and roll talent.

			I was representing Janis Ian at the time and she was on a split bill with The Association at the Village Theatre (later the Fillmore East) in New York City. The concert promoter, Bill Graham, had accidentally put both Janis and The Association down as headliners. Well, you can’t have two headliners. There were afternoon and evening concerts lined up, but I walked into the theater to find Lee Liebman, The Association’s road manager, and Janis’s manager arguing over who should headline. For me, the solution was simple. “She headlines one,” I said, pointing to Janis, “and they,” I nodded in the direction of six twenty-something men, “headline the other.”

			If anyone ever tries to use words to describe what happens when you hear beautiful music live—incredible, rich, complex vocal harmonies—it can’t be done; you just can’t do that feeling justice. No group sounded like The Association. They were the real deal. Eager and ambitious to make my mark in music, I was determined to sign them.

			Pat Colecchio, The Association’s manager, rang me up to thank me for handling the headliner incident. Colecchio got the group out of their contract (with an agency that was thought to have mob connections), and I signed them to William Morris. 

			The rest, as they say, is rock history. In this book, Russ Giguere has gone back in time—over fifty years now—to chronicle the experience of what it was like to be in the music scene in 1960s LA, where everyone knew everyone, played and sang with one another in various bands at all the clubs, and forever changed music—how we hear it, how we feel it, and what it means to us. His memoir is candid, frank, and, at times, laugh-out-loud funny. If you know Russ, you certainly wouldn’t expect anything less from the man who used to call my office and answer my assistant’s question, “Who shall I say is calling?” with a dramatic pause followed by, “The Phantom.” My assistant would patch Russ straight through to me without missing a beat. 

			The Phantom days are long gone. The music business ain’t what it used to be, that’s for sure. But music made by The Association, well, there’s a reason it’s still living on in the airwaves today. 

			Turn the page, and cherish.

			David Geffen

			May 2018

			Los Angeles, CA

		

	
		
			Disclaimer #1

			If you’re sitting there, passing this book back and forth between your hands and wondering, “What the hell is The Association?” or maybe even, “Who does this Russ Giguere guy think he is, and what kind of a last name is Giguere?”—heck, maybe you’re even asking both of these things—well, you might think I’d just mouth off at you. After all, I work in rock and roll, and those of us in the entertainment business sometimes get a reputation for being difficult. But no! You couldn’t be further from the truth. Oh, sure—I’m the kind of guy who doesn’t make a habit of caring about what people think, but since your curiosity is piqued, I’m patient and more than happy to explain. 

			First of all, my last name is pronounced “jig-air.” If I had a dime for every time someone mispronounced it, I could buy the Taj Mahal. Second, The Association was a beloved (my literary agent told me to use that word and I’m not going to object) 1960s rock band (yes, I came of age in the early 1960s—I’m that old), probably best known for our chart-topping hits “Cherish,” “Along Comes Mary,” “Windy,” “Never My Love,” and “Everything That Touches You.” In fact, “Never My Love,” “Cherish,” and “Windy” are three of BMI’s one hundred most played songs (No. 2, No. 21, and No. 61, respectively) of the twentieth century. We have one double platinum record and six gold records, and we’ve sold more than seventy million records and had seven Top 40 hits. The original band consisted of six members, and I’m one of them.

			We have played stadiums, amphitheaters, concert halls, opera houses, historic vaudeville halls, movie theaters, the steps of city halls, high school auditoriums, colleges, universities, pop festivals, jazz festivals, Riverfests, racetracks, night clubs, ski lodges, armories, zoos, parks, parking ramps, blocked-off streets, cornfields, private concerts, beaches on both the Pacific and Atlantic coasts, cruise ships, and even a converted dairy barn. We have played in every state in the union and most of the provinces of Canada, as well as England, Holland, Germany, Belgium, Greece, Puerto Rico, the Philippines, and Uruguay.

			So there you have it! I love playing tour guide, so that’s what I’ll do for you here. I’ll be your tour guide through my experience of being in The Association. I promise your tour will be anything but dull! There’s some great music in store for you, as well as history, love, drugs (it was the sixties…), and well, maybe we should just go ahead and get started now that you know what’s what… 

			Have fun, kids!

		

	
		
			Disclaimer #2

			In 1966, Beechwood Music Corporation, a subsidiary of Capitol Records, Inc., together with Price/Stern/Sloan Publishers, Inc., published a book written by The Association, Crank Your Spreaders. (The word “spreaders” refers to the wing windows of your car that you had to push out or crank to open.) It featured poetry, prose, illustrations, musings, and God knows what from the heads of the six of us in the band, which at that time included me, Terry Kirkman, Jim Yester, Ted Bluechel, Brian Cole, and Jules Alexander. As we told the Los Angeles Times about our “literary” offering, “It’s the first in a series of one.”2 Of course, in this same article journalist Peter Johnson quoted us as saying, “If you are looking for some kind of label for us, you can write that The Association is the answer to Edward Albee, the Taft-Hartley Act, and World War II.” I’d like to take credit for that statement—it could have been me, but then again, it could just as easily have been Terry, who told Johnson he played “underwater Chinese kazoo,” or Brian, who claimed, “I played flower pot and volleyball on our last album.” You pretty much could never predict what was going to come out of our mouths. And that’s the way we liked it. 

			There was a 1969 edition of Crank Your Spreaders that added the work of Larry Ramos (our six-man band became, for a time, a seven-man band before Jules left for India and Larry was on the road with us, getting ready to take his place; Jules would later rejoin the band, at which point we became a seven-man band again). In both editions of the book, I wrote the following foreword, which still rings remarkably true, perhaps even more so, as I sit here fifty-four years later, marveling at my attempt to recollect memories of the times we spent and the music we made from the cobwebs of my mind.

			✳✳✳

			Many times I have asked myself why we should want to write a book. In answer to my own question, I ask, “Why should we write a book?” The reply not only seems illogical, but it is illogical. But these answers must be questioned at another time.

			Books (as everyone is aware of) are, for the most part, printed on pieces of paper and fastened together with glue or staples or string and stuff…which is why we have chosen this media. 

			We shall attempt to convey to the reader (reador, readers, or readee) something that’s neat, I bet. If you don’t agree with all the views and ideas, that’s alright too; just don’t come running to us when you’re sorry later because we’ll all probably be sorry later ourselves. But right now we can all be sorry for many things together (I could give you several examples, but I’m sure you have enough).

			When writing a book there are several rules that should be observed; it’s the least you can do if you’re not going to follow them. The most important of these are the guides on illustrating:

			
					Do not use cheap, distracting illustrations of no consequence.

					Use only those that merit observing—such as gas stations, apartments, milk, some small fires, or a gorilla or two dismounting. Even these, as snazzy as they are, can be disconcerting, so it is usually better to blend them in by printing the text over them, thereby creating a unity and feeling of oneness heretofore unknown in the physical world.Now you may begin the Author Purification. Thus: lock yourself in the bathroom for a duration of 72 to 345 hours (depending on the holiday) and eat the Author Purification Diet, which is one meal a day eaten at 9:42 a.m., made up of 37 unleavened chocolate chip cookies and a quart of akadama3 with a graham cracker crust. This meal may be eaten at any chosen speed or taken through osmosis.

Strive to maintain a constant state of confusion. This level is easily attained by continually asking yourself the musical question, “What color is the sound of one hand laughing?” and walking around a dead Cornish game hen at high noon (a craven coward?) on the corner of Melrose and La Brea, chanting, “Don’t act crazy!” This will help cleanse you, both spiritually and mentally.

✳✳✳

Consider yourself warned. (And sincere apologies if you’re now craving chocolate chip cookies.)

Though there won’t really be any illustrations this time around (just photos), I’m going to tell the story of The Association like I remember it (quite the feat, when you consider how much marijuana I’ve smoked in my lifetime). I can’t predict what you’ll think or say or do—my version may differ from any of the other guys if you talked to them, but I can promise you one thing: it’s gonna be a helluva ride.

So please, fasten your seatbelts. I’ll convey something neat, I bet. 

PS: When you crank your spreaders, be sure to watch out for water balloons that may come hurtling at you through the window.

Russ Giguere

Los Angeles

August 2019



			

			

			
				
					2  Johnson, Peter. “Hit Not a Miss—Association: Offbeat Rock’n’Roll.” Los Angeles Times. April 3, 1967. 

				

				
					3  Akadama is both a soil (used for things like bonsai plants) and a Japanese sweet red wine. Here I am referring to the wine!

				

			

		

	
		
			Ray Bradbury Was My Hero

			I never met my father. 

			I get it—your mind is probably jumping to the movie-plot-worthy notion that he was some sort of dirtbag, a two-timing jerk, a ne’er-do-well. But that couldn’t be further from the truth.

			My dad was a handsome fellow—a fine, upstanding Navy man who had been born in Flint, Michigan, and worked as a chief pharmacist’s mate in the dispensary at the Portsmouth Navy Yard in New Hampshire. He married my petite, blonde, blue-eyed mother, Marguerite Bamberger, on a cold winter day on February 16, 1942. Not long after their honeymoon just south of the White Mountains at Tobey’s Motor Court in Plymouth, he was shipped south on his second enlistment and returned home for short furloughs only. In August 1943, when Mom was seven months pregnant with me, Dad was killed by a torpedo from a German U-boat off the coast of Virginia. Such was the fate gamble a young pregnant bride wagered, marrying a serviceman at the height of World War II.

			Russell Henry Giguere, Sr. (yes, that’s right, I’m named after him) was on a gunboat called Plymouth (yes, it had the same name as the town in New Hampshire where they honeymooned), which was actually a gift of William K. Vanderbilt to the US Navy. Well, technically he sold it to the government for one dollar, so I’d say it was a gift! It was reputed to be the “finest yacht afloat,” according to the Navy. That probably had something to do with the gold-plated fixtures and swimming pool it had when it was a yacht. (Not that the Navy enjoyed those; that swimming pool became the mess hall and kitchen!) 

			On August 8, 1943, my mom received a telegram from Western Union: 

			The Navy Department deeply regrets to inform you that your husband Russell Henry Giguere Chief Pharmacists Mate US Navy is missing in the performance of his duty and in the service of his country. The Department appreciates your great anxiety but details not now available and delay in receipt thereof must necessarily be expected. To prevent possible aid to our enemies, please do not divulge the name of his ship or station. 

			Three weeks later on August 30, New Hampshire Republican senator Styles Bridges wrote my mother a letter: 

			Dear Mrs. Giguere: 

			I was shocked to hear that your husband has been reported missing in action and want you to know that I am thinking of you in these trying hours. I hope sincerely that you may soon receive encouraging news and that he will return to you safely. 

			Very sincerely, 

			Styles Bridges

			All 2,265 tons and 265 feet of that ship had sunk in less than two minutes and with it, my father. The incident was described as follows:

			The Plymouth was a convoy escort ship—a patrol gunboat (PG)—that cruised the East Coast, protecting the supply convoys so vital to the war effort. Its usual run was between New York City and Key West. On the evening of August 5, 1943, just after 9:30 p.m., the Plymouth picked up evidence of a nearby German U-boat on its sonar. While the Plymouth was maneuvering to drop depth charges on the U-boat, the German submarine fired a torpedo which struck the ٢٦٤-foot Plymouth abaft of the bridge. The incident occurred about 90 miles off the coast of North Carolina, almost directly in line with Kitty Hawk—famous for the Wright brothers’ first manned aerial flight. This area was commonly known as “Torpedo Alley,” as German U-boats hunted down Allied convoys there, sinking over 300 ships; a vastly underpublicized reality of World War II.4

			Seventy-five men died and eighty-five survived, most of them those who were lucky enough to jump overboard in time and not drown in the mess of shipwreck, oil, smoke, fire, or sharks they had to battle ninety miles out at sea. Those who survived were rescued by Calypso, the Coast Guard cutter located just eight thousand yards away. 

			I was born two months after the Plymouth sank, on October 18, 1943. All of the bios on me out there will tell you that I was born in Portsmouth, New Hampshire—I lived there in my grandmother’s house with my mom—but truthfully, I was born in a naval hospital just over the bridge in Kittery, Maine.

			Why do I even bother mentioning all of this? You picked up this book because you want to read about the music—the hits, the touring, the fans, the sex, the drama, everything 1960s, everything rock and roll—but this story is how I best remember it and if there’s one thing you should probably understand upfront, it’s that I never knew my father. Why? Because I think that never knowing my father made me the kind of kid, and later, man, who works hard, tirelessly, at whatever his job is. I watched my mother keep it together (gracefully, I might add) for me and my half-sister, Judy, and later my other half-sister, Nancy, and half-brother, Tyson, so to the extent that observing my mother’s behavior influenced my life, it is certain that “keeping it together,” pressing on, was all I knew. Then again, perhaps my nonstop work ethic was my way of proving myself to the world, of making my mom proud for two people—her and my absent father. Though I wasn’t conscious of it and had for all intents and purposes a fairly idyllic childhood, before I ever became a musician, or a “rock and roll star” per se, I was likely—if not to me, to other family members and at times to the outside world—the boy without a father.

			Life went on. Mom was still young and pretty. She had me and then was married again within eighteen months. Who could blame her? It’s tough to raise a child alone and she wanted a husband for herself and a father for her son. Her second husband was a spineless guy. His mother lived with us and fed lies about me and anything and everything she could to her son and my mother. He was too weak to stand up to his own spiteful mother. Eventually my mom had had enough and delivered an ultimatum: “Either we live here, or your mother lives here, but not both.” By this time, my mom was pregnant with my younger sister, Judy, but she had no problem walking out the door. My mother never asked him for a dime. The marriage was so quick and I was so young I don’t even remember it—I’m simply recounting how it was all explained to me. 

			What I do remember is sitting with Judy at the kitchen table when I was about eleven or twelve, long after we had moved to San Diego.

			“If my father was killed before I was born, but we were both born on the East Coast, and you’re my little sister,” I ventured, “then WHERE DID YOU COME FROM?” 

			Judy stared back at me, her eyes as big as saucers, as we both realized she didn’t know the answer to the question, either.

			We sat my mother down and demanded an explanation. “What happened here?” 

			And that’s how we found out there had been another husband sandwiched in the lineup. 

			My memories of New England include snowball fights and sliding from atop a mountain of snow piled as high as the second-story window of the house, all the way down to the ground below. Our backyard on Salter Street in Portsmouth had a river and a small dock, and my Uncle Bob, Aunt Jeannette, and cousins Paulie, Jan, and Bobbo lived next door. I can still see the fishermen repairing their nets and the lobster traps piled on the dock across the river. My grandmother would put me in a boat and row across that river to pick up my grandfather and uncle who worked at the navy yard. She also taught me how to do the Charleston when I was four. I learned to sing songs like “Rag Mop” and “Ragtime Cowboy Joe” by listening to them on the radio. 

			My mother’s sister, my Aunt Millie, was married to a submariner named Jack Camp and lived in San Diego. During one fateful phone call to my mother in New Hampshire, Aunt Millie said, “Margie, there’s no winter out here, and there’s lots of men. Come out here.” And with that, we packed up, moved west, and moved in with Aunt Millie and her two kids, my cousins, Jack Jr. and Gail. Jack Sr. was away at sea more than he was home.

			Aunt Millie worked as an Arthur Murray dance instructor and taught me everything she knew. “Do I really have to learn this stuff?” I’d whine. “Russell,” Aunt Millie would say patiently, “you’ll always be grateful I taught this to you.” Years later, when The Association guest-starred on Carol Channing’s TV special, “Carol Channing and 101 Men,” where we appeared with George Burns, Eddy Arnold, Walter Matthau, and The US Air Force Academy Chorale, we sang a shortened version of “Along Comes Mary” as “Along Comes Carol,” and as they outfitted us in nineteenth-century costumes, the producers asked, “Which of you guys can dance?” Larry Ramos and I were the only ones who raised our hands, and so we got our dance groove on 1960s style with Carol in her miniskirt, white tights, and white boots. The YouTube video of our performance will show you I was having a grand time since I’m dancing like a fool with a big grin on my face. And so Aunt Millie was right. But I get ahead of myself. 

			San Diego was apparently good for me. I recently reread my mother’s handwriting on the back of an 8” x 10” photo of me as a five-year-old not long after we’d moved there. She titled it “Peck’s Bad Boy,” after a fictional archetype characterized for his naughty, mischievous behavior. She wrote, “His arms show up his nice tan. Isn’t his face dirty? The man two doors down said he never saw such a dirty face so he just had to take his picture. He needed a haircut also, as you can see. I’m crazy about this, as you can’t always get one like this so good. Under all the dirt you can still see how swell he does look. He really has improved one hundred percent out here.” I guess Mom thought the West Coast sun was good for my attitude!

			[image: ]

			“Peck’s Bad Boy 1948”—Mom loved this shot of me taken by our neighbor 
Carr Tuthill, a curator at San Diego’s Museum of Man.

			Once we’d been in San Diego for about a year and a half, my mother met a tall, handsome redhead by the name of Bob Bilyue from Stillwater, Oklahoma. Bob had been a machine gunner in the Marines and served in the Philippines. He also watched as the flag was raised by Marines at Iwo Jima and knew the war journalist Ernie Pyle. Bob came through San Diego and once he got a taste of the Southern California weather, there was no way Bob was going back to Stillwater. He met my mother at the Hacienda Club on University Avenue, on a night when Roy Hogsed and His Orchestra were playing. Roy was best known for his hit, “Cocaine Blues,” which hit No. 15 on the country music charts in 1948. Mom married Bob and had two more children: my half-sister, Nancy, and my half-brother, Tyson. My new dad owned two top-of-the-line gas stations in San Diego and did pretty well for himself, so much so that he sold the gas stations and went into water softener and garbage disposal sales. 

			Things went south, however, when Bob started writing bad checks and had to do jail time in Chino. Chino was a minimum-security prison—when you went there, they’d tell you how to break out: “Throw your jacket over the fence so you don’t get cut, hop over, and run like the dickens,” because if they caught you, you sure as hell weren’t going back to Chino, which was a country club compared to the maximum-security clink they’d send you to if you tried to escape. Bob wasn’t the most terrible guy in the world, but he became a drinker and philanderer. We visited him once in Chino, but eventually, my mother divorced him while he was in the slammer. I’ll never know what made him write bad checks. But he was my stepfather from the time I was six until I was about fourteen or fifteen, so he was the closest thing to a dad I ever knew.

			As a kid, I built forts and rafts, dug caves, and played Cowboys and Indians. I preferred to play an Indian. We would see Arabs on television and then we would play Arabs, too, putting on robes and using broomsticks for horses. When I got to junior high, I took Mechanical Drawing, Metal Shop, Woodshop, Printshop, and Calligraphy. I even received the 1957 “Best Dancer” award (the title came with a six-inch-tall plastic trophy) for winning a competition at the end-of-the-year dance at Woodrow Wilson Junior High. I asked Barbara Dumler to dance because we’d danced together before and I knew she was good. “Oh, cool,” she said. The contest came down to two couples, a very popular buttoned-down duo, and me and Barbara (I was always on the fringes of the social scene; I didn’t care about popularity). At the end of the song, the applause meter registered the same rating (which was totally bogus—there was no way the performances were equal) for both couples, so they had us dance to yet another song. We really dialed it up. After that, there was no mistaking the pair that deserved to win. When the second dance finished, they ran the applause meter test again, and Barbara and I were the clear winners. (Thanks, Aunt Millie!) 

			In the seventh grade, I handed in a book report on a collection of Ray Bradbury short stories—it was either The Golden Apples of the Sun or The Martian Chronicles.

			“We can’t accept this,” the teacher said.

			“Why not?” I asked.

			“Because this isn’t literature,” she said, peering down her nose at me, drawing out the last word like it left a bad taste in her mouth.

			“What do you mean it’s not literature?” I asked. “Have you read it?”

			“No,” she admitted. “It’s not on the list.”

			As a young boy, I’d been an avid reader, devouring piles of books I carried home from the library. (I read less by the time I was in high school.) The lady who checked out the books would ask my mother, “Is he really going to read all of those?”

			“Oh, yeah,” she’d say, “some of them two or three times.”

			By the time I finished junior high, I’d read something like a thousand books—everything Jack London ever wrote, everything John Steinbeck ever wrote, you name it—but I hated stupid lists and rules. I didn’t love the system. In fact, I did whatever I could to bust it, so I turned in the same three book reports three years in a row. I remember one of them was Captain Courageous—I never even read the actual book, only the classic comic. (There were no computers then, so it was easy to get away with handing in the same thing year after year.) It’s safe to say that none of my teachers thought of me as a sterling academic, but then again, I’m not writing this book to share my illustrious history making straight A’s, now am I?

			

			
				
					4  Devlin, Philip R. “Memorial Day Tribute: The Amazing World War II Tale of Survival and Heroism of Roger H. Fuller.” Manchester Patch. May 25, 2011.

				

			

		

	
		
			Hoots at the Ice House

			1962–1964

			(with a lil’ bit of 1960s history…)

			Why weren’t you in class?”

			“I was busy.”

			“Do you have an excuse?”

			“I said I was busy.”

			The previous day, Mom had stood outside the front door to our house and watched me walk down the road from the bus stop. She had never done that before. When I reached her, she told me a policeman had stopped by the house to tell her I hadn’t shown my face at school for some time. When The Man calls on your mom personally, you know it can’t be good. There was no dodging the firing squad on this one. I’d been caught red-handed, and it was fight or flight.

			The Hoover High guidance counselor barreled ahead, “‘Busy’ doesn’t work, Mr. Giguere. You have to have a written excuse.”

			“Well, what happens if I don’t?”

			“You missed one hundred days of school this year. You’re out of school more than you’re in it. They’ll have to expel you.”

			“Please don’t expel me.” I honestly couldn’t give two shits.

			“Russ, you can’t just stop going to school.”

			“What’s the alternative?”

			“You have two alternatives. You can go to the California Youth Authority, or you can get a job.”

			The California Youth Authority, known today as the California Division of Juvenile Justice, was a division of the California Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation. In other words, the education, training, and treatment services it provided was basically jail for those of us deemed “serious youth offenders.”  

			“I guess I’ll be getting a job.”

			They set up four interviews for me, and I accepted the job that put me to work full-time as a shipping clerk and involved attending school a mere four hours a week at E. R. Snyder Continuation High School in San Diego, about a five-block walk from work. The standing joke was that E. R. Snyder was the only person who ever graduated, so they named the school after him. I’d walk into the room, sit in the back, and read. I never said a word. I did this until the time I turned seventeen and a half.   

			I’d had some job or another since I was twelve years old, everything from cleaning gas stations to polishing and greasing carousel horses, manning the brass rings, and serving as the safetyman for the Balboa Park merry-go-round. Everything in Balboa Park was free up until the age of twelve, so I practically lived at the zoo until I started working. In my later teens, I sold popcorn and candy at the Starlight Opera, an outdoor amphitheater also in Balboa Park. I loved seeing all of the big musical productions—Bells are Ringing, Carousel—they would usually do four or five shows per week over a two-week run. 

			As a teenager, when I wasn’t working, I was playing guitar and singing, but even my years in the 110-member all-male Glee Club in junior high hadn’t helped raise my confidence to the performance level it needed to be at if I wanted to fulfill my dream of playing guitar and singing solo in front of an audience. So by the time I was fifteen and a half, I was spending many an evening at the Upper Cellar, a San Diego coffeehouse at 6557 El Cajon Boulevard that sat about fifty people and served no alcohol, just coffees and teas from around the world. There was a small wooden platform against a wall in the middle of the room that served as a makeshift stage, with the four lights hanging from the ceiling working together to serve as stage lights. When I started, I cleaned the floors and tables, and worked my way up to serving customers and even co-designing the menu cover with Morris Lafon, who would later move to New York City in the 1970s and make a bit of a name for himself acting in downtown experimental theater productions. 

			I also fell in love with one of the waitresses, Birdie McNichol, who was dating another guy when we first met. When she broke up with him, a few years later, I was nineteen and I made my move. Now, don’t go thinking that I was moving in on another man’s woman—let’s be clear here, I’m not that kind of guy. I waited until the coast was good and clear. Birdie would later become my first wife. She was like Lauren Bacall in Key Largo, only sexier.  

			Birdie was a music major putting herself through school working at the Upper Cellar, serving as musical director for a Lutheran church choir, and cooking dinner five nights a week for several San Diego State University students. Bob Stane, the Upper Cellar’s owner, was one of her clients. Incidentally, one of Birdie’s roommates at that time was none other than Judy Henske, a stunning six-foot, model-tall singer/songwriter who would later marry Jim Yester’s brother, Jerry, of the Lovin’ Spoonful, The New Christy Minstrels, and the Modern Folk Quartet (MFQ). Judy would also be part of a short-lived band, the Whiskeyhill Singers, formed by Dave Guard after he left the Kingston Trio. The Whiskeyhill Singers lasted about six months and was comprised of Judy, Dave Guard, Cyrus Faryar, and David “Buck” Wheat. (Cyrus would later join the MFQ.) The Whiskeyhill Singers’ main claim to fame would become the four songs they recorded for the How the West Was Won soundtrack—they actually recorded more than four, but only four made it onto the album. (What is it they say about six degrees of separation? I’ve found that in this life, and especially the music business, it’s often far fewer.) Judy was later known as “Queen of the Beatniks” and performed with up-and-coming stand-up comedian Woody Allen (whom she also dated) in the Greenwich Village Clubs—it’s rumored she’s Woody’s inspiration for the title character in Annie Hall—a fairly substantial claim, considering Annie was an aspiring singer from Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin, Judy’s hometown. 

			Judy went from a folksinger to a real chanteuse. I saw her at a gig she did at The Troubadour in the mid-sixties with legendary jazz guitarist Herb Ellis. She did tunes like “Miss Otis Regrets,” “’Til the Real Thing Comes Along,” “High Flying Bird,” and other standards, along with some blues songs she was known for belting out, like “Duncan & Brady” (in the song, Duncan shoots Brady with a shining star). She was one of the funniest people on stage that I ever saw, and a big favorite with local talk shows.

			But back to Birdie. Birdie was smart, easy on the eyes, and she spoke the language of my other love, music. With her perfect pitch, she would be instrumental—no pun intended—in making all of the written notations of our vocal arrangements on Insight Out (1967), The Association’s third album, while we were in the recording studio. Our arrangements took ideas from everybody. Birdie would write down everything as it was happening and changing in real time—she really made sure everything was dead-on. Insight Out had two No. 1 hits on it, “Never My Love” and “Windy,” and the album climbed all the way to No. 8 in Billboard on September 2, 1967:

			
					The Beatles—Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band


					Monkees—Headquarters


					The Rolling Stones—Flowers


					The Doors—The Doors


					Jefferson Airplane—Surrealistic Pillow


					Young Rascals—Groovin’


					Engelbert Humperdink—Release Me


					
The Association—Insight Out


					Aretha Franklin—I Never Loved a Man the Way I Loved You


					The Temptations—With a Lot O’ SoulIncidentally, I saw The Doors (No. 4 on the list) perform before they ever hit the charts. One summer night in 1966, a friend of mine and I went to the Whisky a Go Go on the Sunset Strip to hear some music. The opening band, unheard of at the time and calling themselves The Doors, came on. The lead singer, Jim Morrison, was so drunk he could barely stand up. We walked out. Less than a year later, The Doors had their first hit, “Light My Fire.” Regarding “Windy,” sometime in the 1980s, when The Association played with an orchestra in Detroit, the conductor, who had studied with Leonard Bernstein in New York, shared what Bernstein told his students when he played them our song: “That is a perfect record.” Bernstein even sang “Along Comes Mary” to demonstrate the Dorian mode octave as part of his “Modes of Music” section in the series of Young People’s Concerts5 he gave in the sixties. But I’m getting ahead of myself once again.    

I made friends with Bob Stane while working at the Upper Cellar. Bob had put himself through San Diego State College as a marketing major while running the joint. “I had been exposed to coffeehouses and I was looking for a new career,” Stane said. “I was not happy working day hours. I am not a morning person. Getting up in the morning was painful to me. That limited my options. I had done a lot of jobs. I had surveyed for the railroad, I’d worked in mines…I got involved in coffeehouses when I went to the Unicorn on Sunset Boulevard in Hollywood, in 1957. Now, I don’t know for sure, but I have this memory of Theo Bikel playing guitar and singing there. It was a turning point. I looked around and within ten seconds I thought, ‘I can do this.’”6 Many of the acts that appeared at the Upper Cellar, like Mason Williams (of “Classical Gas” fame), Paul Sykes, and Judy Henske, also then traveled north to perform at The Ice House, a comedy and music club in Pasadena. On one occasion, Bob took a performer from the Upper Cellar to audition at The Ice House and asked the owner, Willard Chilcott, if he liked the act. Willard didn’t, but he said he’d be willing to give Bob anything if he would come up from San Diego to run The Ice House. Bob asked for half ownership, to which Willard agreed, and the rest is history…Bob ran the club for seventeen years. Bob sold the Upper Cellar to Dave Schoolcraft, a DJ who worked for the local radio station, KPRI. Dave changed the name of the coffeehouse to The Greenwich West. 

Bob penned a successful pamphlet released in 1960, How to Run a Coffee House (which has the menu cover Morris Lafon and I designed on the front of it). That pamphlet was such a hit, Playboy called and asked him to work out of their Chicago headquarters and standardize all of their clubs around the country. The money was too good to turn down, so Bob left for the Windy City and whipped them into shape over the next six months while simultaneously continuing to run The Ice House via phone through Lori Spring, the manager he hired to take his place while he relocated. By the end of those six months, his mission was complete, and Bob could no longer hack the Windy City’s weather or Playboy’s dress code, so he moved back to Pasadena permanently. “I’ve got it set up here now so the secretary can run things,” he explained as he fled the bone-chilling Chicago winter. No one had ever heard of anyone quitting a job with Playboy!  

But back to the Upper Cellar—now The Greenwich West. As soon as I turned eighteen and was able to stay out past the citywide enforced youth curfew of 10:00 p.m. (a popular trend during the 1950s juvenile delinquency scare—“Keep violence down and protect your children by keeping them indoors at night!”), I began programming the coffeehouse’s entertainment, selecting the movies for movie night, deciding which night would be poetry night, jazz night, and so on and so forth. I also designed some of their posters. One of our most memorable performers was a homeless man who would sign up for poetry night, reciting classics such as Hugh Antoine d’Arcy’s “Face on the Barroom Floor,” Ernest Thayer’s “Casey at the Bat,” and Robert Service’s “The Shooting of Dan McGrew.” He’d deliver an impressive, theatrical performance, pass his hat around to collect a fat wad of cash tips, and waltz right out the back door until the next poetry night, when he’d do it all over again. The artist Richard Allen Morris would read poetry and create tension in the audience by rocking back and forth on his heels slowly, looking like he was about to fall over. 

Even though we were all in San Diego, there was a buzzing music scene that acted as a feeder and stepping stone to the Los Angeles music clubs. I met Mason Williams at the Upper Cellar, as well as Paul Sykes and Randy Sparks before Randy formed the Randy Sparks Three (which Paul would also join, and not to be confused with the Randy Sparks Trio, which was the next venture Randy formed with his wife, Jackie Miller, and Nick Woods, before founding the fourteen-member group, The New Christy Minstrels). Bob recalls of Randy, “He is one of the best single acts I have ever seen in my life. He sang, played guitar, and was a comedian full of funny patter. I mean, he tore the paint off the wall. This was a full five years before The New Christy Minstrels.” Paul Sykes had one of the best voices I’ve ever heard; he eventually gave up music to return to his work as a florist. In fact, he even turned down an offer from Randy to join The New Christy Minstrels—rumor is he didn’t want to be part of such a big group (by the time they recorded their debut album, they had gone down from the original fourteen members to just ten). Paul was a damn good singer (and a damn good florist). 

Now settled back in Pasadena, Bob Stane invited me to spend New Year’s Eve 1961 with his family. He took me to the Troubadour, the legendary music club at 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard in West Hollywood, where I first met owner/manager Doug Weston. Even living 120 miles away in San Diego, I had heard about the club: Doug had first opened it in 1957 as a coffeehouse on La Cienega Boulevard, before moving it to its current location in 1961. At six and a half feet tall, Doug was a towering figure, literally and figuratively—a complete force of nature, his presence couldn’t be ignored. When he died in 1999, the Los Angeles Times pop music critic Robert Hilburn wrote, “Doug Weston was arguably the godfather of the Southern California singer-songwriter movement in the late sixties and early seventies, someone whose unshakable belief in the inspirational power of music made his club both a showcase and meeting hall for much of the best young talent of a generation.” True—all of that. Larry Murray of Hearts and Flowers remembers, “People had love-hate relationships with him. But he really held that thing together in a subtle manner, and really made things happen. For example, if you were an unsigned act and he could kind of spot if you were gonna do something, he’d hire you, and you’d have to sign this deal with him that you owed him two to three more engagements at the same price. So you worked for twenty-five dollars a night. Like, three years later, you were making $2,500, and Doug would go, ‘Oh, by the way, on the Saturday of Easter, I would like to exercise my option.’ Managers, mainly, hated him for it.”7

The Troubadour accommodated up to three hundred people—for a live music venue, it was an intimate performance space. Weston said, “What we do offer an entertainer is a place where he can check up on his own validity. The Troubadour gives them a chance to get back to that atmosphere and make sure their music is still valid. It is so much more satisfying than the big concert halls where the closest person in the audience is fifty to a hundred feet away. The people who play our club are sensitive artists who have something to say about our times. They are modern-day troubadours. It is important for them to get away from the crowds and check their own validity once in a while. We provide them with the atmosphere in which they can do it.”8

Linda Ronstadt wrote in her memoir, Simple Dreams, “The limited space of the Troubadour put the bathrooms in a back-hall area off the performance space. That meant everyone from the bar had to travel through the room where the stage was in order to visit the plumbing. Even if you were an up-and-coming hopeful hanging out in the bar but too broke to pay the admission fee, you could get a rich sampling of what was happening on the stage every time nature insisted. If you had been hired in the past by owner Doug Weston to play at the Troubadour, you got free admission, so when somebody interesting was playing, we veterans would crowd the staircase and the upstairs balcony night after night to see our favorites.” Linda Ronstadt, Tom Waits, Elton John, The Eagles, and many more owe the launch of their stardom to Doug. 

To give you an idea of the influence Doug had, Elton John’s first album, which was released in the United States on July 22, 1970, landed on the desk of Doug Weston as a booking request. Elton John was a complete unknown—no one had ever heard of him. After listening to the album, Doug immediately booked him for six shows August 25 to August 30. Robert Hilburn, the Los Angeles Times music critic who had interviewed Doug Weston earlier that month about the Troubadour, would write about Elton John’s performance: “Tuesday night at the Troubadour was just the beginning. He’s going to be one of rock’s biggest and most important stars.” Rolling Stone pointed out, “The stakes couldn’t have been higher: His debut LP, which had come out that spring, wasn’t selling.”9 After those concerts at the Troubadour, “Your Song” hit No. 8 on Billboard and was later voted No. 137 in Rolling Stone’s “The 500 Greatest Songs of All Time.”10 Thanks to Doug Weston, Elton John soon became a household name. 

So you get it now—the story of Elton is just one of countless artists Doug introduced to the masses. When I first heard “Rocket Man,” which Elton wrote with Bernie Taupin and wasn’t released until 1972, I immediately thought of it as my song. They say it’s inspired by the Ray Bradbury story, “The Illustrated Man,” and so maybe that explains my affinity for it. Elton doesn’t even know me, I thought. How could he write this? That’s how much its lyrics resonated with me.

Anyhow, back to my first visit to the Troubadour with Bob—we saw Oscar Brown Jr. perform live; to date it is still one of the best shows I’ve ever seen. Oscar was a prolific singer/songwriter perhaps best known for “Afro Blue,” “Work Song,” and “Jeannine.” On that same trip, I joined Bob at work at The Ice House every night, where I met comedian Pat Paulsen while he was working there. This was several years before Pat hit it big with regular appearances (and a 1968 Emmy win) on The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour.

Pat Paulsen would become a dear friend of mine. He first met the Smothers Brothers when he sold them his song “Chocolate,” but Pat also had his own act at The Ice House. Once we formed The Association, Pat did “cranial painting,” a PR stunt Bob Stane invented, wherein Pat would hang upside down from a tripod and paint with watercolors on butcher paper using his head and beard (grown specifically for the stunt) while we played our music in the background. Bob Stane muses, “I learned a lesson about promotion and publicity.… At first, I called the three local television stations and they all said this was a publicity stunt, not a news story, and they wouldn’t cover it. Then, one of the stations called and said they had a three-minute slot they needed to fill during the news hour and wanted to come film the cranial painting process. After they made an appointment—and I found ‘appointment’ to be a key word to use—I called the other two and let them know about the appointment the other station had made for the cranial paintings, so they said that they would like an appointment, too. It opened up the door, just by using that word, ‘appointment.’” His idea was wild and wacky, and by golly, it worked, and brought both of us publicity. 

In his later years, Pat announced he would walk on water. He’d show up for the appearance in a white robe, and then ask for absolute silence and meditate for some time, before walking serenely off the Santa Monica Pier! The newspapers reported, “If anything, Mr. Paulsen sank faster than the normal rate.”11 

Believe it or not, Bob Stane once had to talk Pat out of quitting show business, just before he hit it big. This was long before Pat went on to run for president…in 1968, 1972, 1976, 1980, 1988, 1992, and 1996. What can I say, he thought it was funny!—it was, and he was. Mason Williams remembers being at dinner with Tommy and Dick one night and saying, “It would be great to have a candidate on the show.” Tom then said, “Why not Pat Paulsen?” And the idea took off. When the Smothers Brothers first asked Pat to run for president in 1968, he said, “Why not? I can’t dance—besides, the job has a good pension plan, and I’ll get a lot of money when I retire.”12 Mason says, “Hubert Humphrey told Pat, ‘You know, Pat, you might have cost me the election,’ because thousands, maybe millions, voted for Pat.” Pat could have you laughing so hard you felt your sides would split, particularly with his political humor: “All the problems we face in the United States today can be traced to an unenlightened immigration policy on the part of the American Indian,”13 or “I’ve upped my standards. Now, up yours,”14 or even, “I am neither left wing nor right wing. I am middle-of-the-bird”—I could go on and on. 

The humor Pat utilized in his The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour appearances (where some of his writers included Mason Williams, Rob Reiner, and Steve Martin) and in his presidential campaigns paved the way for people like Jon Stewart and Stephen Colbert to exist today. In his book, Dangerously Funny: The Uncensored Story of “The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour,” David Bianculli writes, “In terms of introducing and encouraging new talent, pushing the boundaries of network television, and reflecting the youth movement and embracing its antiwar stance and anti-administration politics, the show was, quite literally, their finest hour.… Mostly they were in the right place at the right time, reacting to the sixties as events unfurled around them.” The show’s soaring popularity and the brazen reaction to politics it generated sent people like President Nixon, who advocated for more governmental control of broadcast media, into a tizzy. Pat Paulsen, in one of the editorials written for him on the show, said, “The Bill of Rights says nothing about Freedom of Hearing.… This, of course, takes a lot of fun out of Freedom of Speech.” Ultimately CBS yanked The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour off the air in 1969, bogusly citing a violation of their contract by failing to turn in a copy of that week’s show in time—Tom and Dick later sued CBS and won. Though the lawsuit victory came far too late to save their show, it did much to further the cause of freedom of speech and cement their pioneer status in history as television’s founding fathers of political satire.  

Why in the world am I going on and on about Pat Paulsen and Tom and Dick Smothers, you ask? Because what Tom and Dick Smothers did for audiences, who were gathering around the television to hear and feel the state of world affairs reflected back to them, had been happening in the lyrics and composition of folk-rock and the rock and roll music scene since the early 1960s. Indeed, television, which was still a relatively new medium at the start of the decade—nine percent of households (six million) owned one in 1950, compared to ninety percent (sixty million) of households in 1960—demonstrated its rising power in September 1960, when forty percent of Americans tuned in to watch then Vice President Nixon go head to head with John F. Kennedy in the first televised presidential debate, where a pale, underweight, five-o’clock-shadowed, nursing-an-injured-knee Nixon, in a hastily applied pancake job, faced off with the handsome, younger, well-rested JFK. JFK went on to win the election by 303 electoral votes to Nixon’s 219, and a little more than only 112,00 popular votes. Many people attribute the trajectory of JFK’s victory as beginning with that televised debate, when information was no longer about content only, but also about the visuals accompanying that information.

That presidential debate was widespread proof of how moving images reaching a mass audience had the power to influence opinion and culture. Perhaps nowhere was this more prevalent than when The Beatles first appeared on The Ed Sullivan Show on February 9, 1964, and Beatlemania, all music and mop tops, officially penetrated the USA. 

All of this is to say that in early 1960, while I was on the cusp of experiences that would lead me to become part of The Association, American culture was entering an entertainment revolution: radios in every household slowly turned into television sets in every household—and so sensory-wise, you could no longer just hear; you could also see what you were hearing, making entertainment that much more accessible. Talk shows and variety shows tested the boundaries of this new format, and this experimentation was mirrored in the developing sounds of popular music, which had morphed from the big band and sweeping doo-wop love ballads of the 1940s and 1950s to the electric sounds of the 1960s that were expressing unrest, discontent, and (gasp) sometimes deep sadness, a far departure from the songs our moms and dads grew up with or the traditional folk songs that shared sadness in a more removed fashion via a story told in third person. 

Arlo Guthrie said, “The corporations, businessmen, and women who were controlling the entertainment business did not understand the lyrics of the songs that they were selling. The guys on the radio didn’t get it. The guys that owned the radio had no connection with the music, in terms of understanding it. For the first time, there was an explosion of all different kinds of music being played. And the lyrics were unintelligible. Not just the lyrics—the philosophy, the heart of it, was unreadable, unknowable, to the people who controlled the industry. So all of a sudden, all around the world, for a very short time…imagine a world where everybody’s got a radio, and all of a sudden everybody’s saying what they really think, in words you could understand, but your parents couldn’t…A floodgate had opened, because we were using a language that couldn’t be understood over whose system we were using to communicate it. And it was so wonderful.”15 

As I continue my story and you try to place who and what The Association was in this time period and look at the spectrum of the whole decade, remember—as The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour would shed light and focus our laughter on the very things going on politically that were making us uncomfortable, for the other solo musical acts and groups that came up with us at the same time, it was no longer only about great music you could dance, sing, or groove to, it was about using the art as a means to express feelings of the counterculture that weren’t always pretty or safe—rage, anger, fear, sorrow, and more.

Anyhow, back to that 1961 New Year’s Eve trip to visit Bob Stane, where I also met Doug Weston and Pat Paulsen. Bob and I spent New Year’s Day watching the Rose Parade on television while his family went to watch it in person. I then returned to San Diego, and it wasn’t long before Bob stopped in at The Greenwich West on a brief trip into town.  

“Russ,” he said, “my light man is leaving The Ice House. Would you like to replace him?”

“When would that be?”

“In a month or two.”

“Perfect.”

I thought I’d found my dream job, or if not my dream job, at least one in which I’d be getting paid to work full-time in the field I wanted to live and breathe in: music. I was already used to working with talent and managing people on a small scale at the coffeehouse, and now I would get paid a regular salary to run the lights and sound full-time for a nightclub in the big leagues, and it would leave me time to work on my music, all the while remaining in close proximity to the Los Angeles music scene. On September 23, 1960, when The Ice House first opened, Chuck Immordino wrote in “Chuck’s Corner” in The Pasadena Independent, “The Ice House, a theater restaurant featuring folk music in concert, full-course dinners and imported beers and wines, will open this evening. The Ice House will feature top-name folk song interpreters from all over the world. The Ice House should not be confused with a beatnik coffeehouse. It will be a complete gourmet restaurant and will take its place among the other fine eating places in Pasadena. The food will be expertly prepared by Chef Pierre Boissy—former catering manager at the Americana Hotel in Miami and a man with thirty years cuisine experience.” Immordino also quoted The Ice House’s original owner and creator, Willard Chilcott: “Local night life activity is limited, and The Ice House was conceived to bring the foremost professional music artists in the country to Pasadena.”

The Upper Cellar had another regular customer, Carl Heckman, whom Bob would ask to run the Glendale Ice House. Carl was about ten years older than me and was a civilian electrician employed on North Island Naval Base in Coronado. He’d come to the coffeehouse in the evenings after work. He looked sort of like a bulldog—a cigar-smoking, sweatshirted, flat-topped bulldog. He had a huge magazine collection, just stacks and stacks, including every copy of Paul Krassner’s The Realist. He also had a great record collection, too—comedy, jazz, blues, folk, flamenco guitar, Ken Nordine (Word Jazz albums)—it went on and on. Carl was an artist/chef/poet at heart, so in a way, he was the perfect choice to run the Glendale Ice House.

Two months after Bob’s offer to run lights, I bid goodbye to San Diego, declared my love for Birdie with the promise we’d carry on our long-distance relationship while she finished school, and moved to Los Angeles with a sleeping bag, suitcase, and the dark brown LG50 Gibson acoustic guitar with a sunburst on it that I’d bought for fifty dollars from Ed Harris, my high school friend who lived three blocks down from our family. In Pasadena, I lived in the Catalina Continental, a two-story rooming house designed by famed architect brothers Charles Sumner Greene and Henry Mather Greene. This Greene & Greene house had at least two rooms with secret panels leading to very small closets. The Greene brothers also designed The Gamble House, a Pasadena landmark that was the former home of David and Mary Gamble of Procter & Gamble and is now held up as a beacon of American Craftsman architecture. I lived in the attic of the Catalina Continental while I waited for the light man who was on his way out and showing me the ropes to vacate his room. Eventually, I’d graduate from a single room with a communal john down the hall to two rooms and my own private bathroom. 

Mondays were my day off. On Sunday evenings, when I wasn’t planning on doing a hoot at the Troubadour the next night (more on that shortly), I’d take a Greyhound bus to San Diego, where Birdie would pick me up, we’d go to her house, and she’d go to class—I would either sleep or go to class with her. Then we’d hang out on Monday night and on Tuesday morning, I’d take a bus back to Los Angeles to make it to Pasadena in time for work at The Ice House. I never missed a day of work. 

The Ice House was an altogether different beast than The Greenwich West. It got its name because it had, at one time, been just that; one of those places they stored ice to keep it cool back before the invention of the modern refrigerator. (I still have the old Ice House club logo, a pair of ice tongs holding a musical note, hanging on my kitchen wall—some man bought it at auction years ago and went out of his way to insist I should have it.) Located on Mentor Avenue just off Colorado Boulevard, The Ice House was on two levels and sat about 120 people in canvas director’s chairs and had a restaurant that served food, beer, and wine. (They wouldn’t serve hard liquor until the 1970s.) The club entrance was in the alley, which gave it a speakeasy feel. While I was at The Ice House, they would gut and renovate the room on the north side of the building, which had a much higher ceiling, expanding the seating capacity to something like 200 or 225 people on three different levels, with a fancy dark blue curtain as the stage backdrop and nine or ten large lights in their lighting plot—red, white, or blue backlights for the curtain, as well as five or six small spots downstage and large lights to wash the stage in color—a system that was a step up from the lights at The Greenwich West. 

During the renovation, Pat Paulsen and I made extra dough painting walls during the day (and sometimes stuffing envelopes in the office, too)—seemingly boring work, but there was never a dull moment with Pat. Construction always stopped before the evening’s entertainment began, so we never had to halt performances as a result of cosmetic work on the building. The only time The Ice House ever shut down was on November 22, 1963, the day President John F. Kennedy was assassinated.   

The official title on my business card was “Light and Sound Technician and Hootenanny Coordinator.” “Hootenanny” was a funny and fancy word for “open mic.” Bob Stane managed the club, a man named Rudy was the bar manager, and I ran all the technical stuff that made the shows happen. Each night I would open up the club, count out the money, start the water to make the coffee, and select the music to play over the loudspeakers in between sets—I always played jazz, including the Dave Brubeck Quartet, Ramsey Lewis, Pete Jolly, and The Ahmad Jamal Trio—and the music was a welcome change from the usual live music. I would make the announcements for each act from the booth in the back (“Ladies and gentlemen, for your pleasure…”) and work sound and lights at the same time. We had comedy acts, folk singers—duos, trios, quartets, Mexican bands, flamenco guitarists and troupes, mimes—if it could be classified as live entertainment, chances are it could be seen at The Ice House. There were two twenty-five-minute acts followed by a thirty-five-minute headliner act. 

Miraculously, no one ever discovered I was color-blind—I flipped on the brightest combination of lights possible—the bluest of the blues and the reddest of the reds. I never missed a light cue. The rudimentary system was made fancier by the light gels that allowed me to illuminate the stage with a wash of colors, which was often needed—some of those folk singers looked like zombies up there! 

The sound system was solid—the Smothers Brothers actually recorded a live album there. I’ll never forget when, on a break in the middle of the live recording, Tommy Smothers singled out an audience member seated in the front row with his feet up, parked on the stage.

“Excuse me, sir, are you in show business?” 

“No,” said the man. 

“Well,” said Tommy, “get your fucking feet off the stage.”  

In terms of folk music and comedy, everyone who was anyone and everyone who didn’t yet know they were going to be someone came through The Ice House. Lorenzo Music, known then as Jerry Music, had a folk music and comedy duo, Jerry & Myrna Music, with his gorgeous wife Myrna—I did lights for them at The Ice House, too. Lorenzo later wrote for The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour and The Mary Tyler Moore Show, and cocreated The Bob Newhart Show and Rhoda, where he was also the voice of the only heard, never seen, Carlton the Doorman. I did the sound and lights for Randy Boone’s act—Randy’s star was on the rise at that time for his role in the 1962–63 popular comedy-drama, It’s a Man’s World, and he later went on to have recurring roles in the Western television shows, Wagon Train, The Virginian, and Cimarron Strip. He was a great storyteller. I share all of this so you can understand just how small The Ice House world was in the early sixties. Everyone knew everyone else, if not by name, then by sight, and though we didn’t necessarily know it just yet, we were all on the way up. Born out of the Beat Generation, we were ready to break on to the scene, challenge the establishment, and forge a new way of expressing ourselves in the world.  

You have to remember, too, that at this point in time rock and roll was still in its infancy and once Kennedy was assassinated in November 1963, America barreled full speed ahead into a cultural revolution. “Looking back through the decades, it seems clear that Kennedy’s death marked an important turning point in American life, after which time events began to move in strange, unexpected directions. This was the moment, if there was a particular moment, when the cultural consensus of the 1950s began to give way to the oppositional and experimental culture that we associate with the 1960s.”16 In fact, perhaps more than any other time period prior, at the heart of this book when The Association was just forming, politics and culture were indelibly intertwined. 

When Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated in 1968, the Academy Awards broadcast was postponed, movie attendance dropped sharply,17 and the Beach Boys were forced to cancel four of their concerts due to curfews being imposed in the South. Consider that some of the most radical legislation in the history of the United States—from the Civil Rights Act (1964) to the Voting Rights Act (1965) to Medicare and Medicaid programs (1965)—was passed in this decade, while the Vietnam War raged overseas into its second decade. Racial tensions were high, as evidenced by the Watts riots that erupted in Los Angeles in August 1965, not even a week after the Voting Rights Act had passed. Some historians even argue that the riots made white voters panic and switch their allegiance from the Democratic Party to the Republican Party. Needless to say, there was plenty of ripe material from which one could be inspired to write music encompassing not only songs about love and heartbreak, but also the unrest brewing across a country wrestling with its discontent.

The first combat troops—3,500 marines—landed at China Beach on March 8, 1965, joining 23,000 military advisers already there training the South Vietnamese. The day before that was Bloody Sunday (the United States Bloody Sunday, not to be confused with Northern Ireland’s Bloody Sunday that occurred fewer than ten years later), where civil rights demonstrators, in a movement supported by 1964 Nobel Peace Prize winner Martin Luther King Jr., as they were trying to walk peacefully in protest from Selma to Montgomery, were physically blocked and had tear gas released on them, before being beaten by Alabama state troopers. People were downright hot and bothered, and their feelings were bubbling to the surface. The songs musicians wrote reflected life back to a population hungry for a new way to express their feelings and experiences. 

Musically speaking, at the start of the 1960s, we were a few years into the popularity of Dick Clark’s television show, American Bandstand—it had gone national on ABC in 1957. We were also only a few short years on the heels of what was known as rock and roll’s first tragedy: the February 3, 1959, plane crash near Clear Lake, Iowa, referred to as “The Day the Music Died” in a Don McLean song of the same name. That plane crash resulted in the death of Ritchie Valens, Buddy Holly, and J. P. Richardson (the Big Bopper), who had been on the Winter Dance Party Tour of the Midwest with Dion and the Belmonts. And all of this was long before the drug-related deaths of Jim Morrison, Jimi Hendrix, Brian Jones of the Rolling Stones, and Janis Joplin by the early 1970s. I mention these musicians not only for what they have in common—their untimely early deaths at the age of twenty-seven—but because their music stands in stark contrast to the untimely demise of those on the Winter Dance Party Tour with Dion and the Belmonts just ten years prior. If there’s one thing I hope you’re getting, it’s that there was a lot of dramatic cultural, social, and political change in a short period of time.

Bob Dylan said, “It’s just like when talking about the sixties. If you were here around that time, you would know that the early sixties, up to maybe ’64, ’65, was really the fifties, the late fifties. They were still the fifties, still the same culture, in America anyway. And it was still going strong but fading away. By ’66, the new sixties probably started coming in somewhere along that time and had taken over by the end of the decade. Then, by the time of Woodstock, there was no more fifties…I guess the fifties would have ended in about ’65.”18 

Anyhow, back to what was going on at the time I began working at The Ice House and later, performing. In the fall of 1963, American newspapers were covering the Beatlemania that people were buzzing about across the pond, and CBS ran a special about The Beatles on their morning news program with Mike Wallace on November 22, 1963. They never re-aired it on the evening news with Walter Cronkite because it was trumped by President Kennedy’s assassination. By the end of the year, however, enthusiastic listeners of that first CBS broadcast had convinced American disc jockeys to play music by The Beatles, which led to “I Want to Hold Your Hand” being their first hit single in the United States, along with a release of their album three weeks early in the states, and on February 9, 1964, after already selling one million albums (in the US), they appeared on The Ed Sullivan Show. I always thought they sounded like The Everly Brothers, but with one more vocal harmony part. 

Henry Diltz, one of the original members of the Modern Folk Quartet, recalls watching the live broadcast of The Beatles’ first US appearance. “We were on the road. And instead of driving all night, we made sure we had a motel room early enough to watch Ed Sullivan. And we were mesmerized. I mean, we had sort of heard of The Beatles, and maybe had heard one song on the radio. You’d think, ‘Wow, that’s really something.’ But to see them standing there, these four guys, playing their instruments, making that music…it was the joyfulness that got everybody; really infectious and joyful music.”19 Beatlemania distracted our sad spirits, and lifted Americans out of the doldrums we’d plummeted to in the wake of Kennedy’s assassination. Dr. Steve Williams, Associate Professor of Sociology at the University of Southern Indiana, explains with regard to The Beatles, “Instead of having songs written for them, and using studio musicians, now they were writing their own lyrics and music. They played all their own instruments and toured as a group, which meant they controlled what they’re expressing. Combine that with folk music expanding lyrical content and suddenly…Things were being expressed in ways they weren’t before. Now, not only was there suggested sexuality of rock ’n’ roll, there’s an actual free love movement.”20

At the same time The Beatles took the US by storm and Dylan was breaking the folk music rules by ditching his acoustic guitar, The Rat Pack, a group of entertainers including Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin, Sammy Davis Jr., and their pals was also playing what would be their last concert for twenty-three years. James Wolcott wrote in “When They Were Kings” for Vanity Fair, “…the Rat Pack performed during the same period that the Beatniks rolled onto the scene—Jack Kerouac, Allen Ginsburg, William Burroughs…At first the two outfits couldn’t seem more bizarre-o worlds apart, the Rat Packers showing the money in their sharkskin suits and slick grooming, the Beats bumming around in fleapit pads from Monterey to Morocco on the path to Buddha-hood. Yet both were a reaction to the suburban conformism of work-home-family in the Eisenhower era. The Rat Pack, like the Beats, disdained middle-class moderation in their pursuit of free-wheeling kicks.”21 

The Kinks, The Who, The Rolling Stones, The Hollies, and The Dave Clark Five were also part of the British Invasion infiltrating American pop music charts with their hits. “The Beatles loomed over their era possibly like no other artist has since. From January 1965 through January 1966, they enjoyed six No. 1 US singles in a row, a feat unbroken until the Bee Gees tied it in 1979 and Whitney Houston topped it with seven singles in 1988…The sunny “I Feel Fine” and “Eight Days a Week” matched the optimism of America rebounding from President Kennedy’s assassination. The hopefulness continued through the first half of 1965, as blacks secured the right to vote in the South and President Johnson vowed to end poverty with such Great Society programs as Medicare and Medicaid…1965 was a year with one foot in the world of doo-wop…and the other in the future as British art school rockers transmogrified the blues with fuzz boxes and distortion.”22 Rock and roll’s popularity was heavily influenced by demographics at the time; half of the US population was under the age of twenty-five, while forty-one percent were younger than the age of twenty.23  

So you get it: the country and rock and roll were changing, and rapidly. Let us also not forget the abundance of sex and drugs (oh, please, let’s not forget)! This was an era long before AIDS and Nancy Reagan’s “Just Say No” antidrug campaign. With the Supreme Court’s ruling on Griswold v. Connecticut in 1960, the pill was suddenly available in all fifty states. Sex not only for function, but also for pleasure, was becoming more…prevalent (thank goodness). At the same time, US Production Code allowed the Hollywood movie, Sidney Lumet’s The Pawnbroker, to show breasts on screen for the first time. And forget marijuana! (Okay, I admit, personally I can never forget marijuana…) However, I’m actually talking about LSD at the moment—One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest author Ken Kesey took advantage of the legality of LSD (it wouldn’t become illegal until late 1966), and hosted parties in the San Francisco Bay Area to encourage LSD experimentation. In 1967, Paul McCartney admitted he’d taken LSD. Life Magazine reprinted a quote from him that had appeared in Queen, a UK-based magazine. “After I took it [LSD], it opened my eyes. We only use one-tenth of our brain. Just think what we could accomplish if we could only tap that hidden part. It would mean a whole new world.”24

So I think you can safely say that in the “swinging sixties,” for those interested in expanding musical experimentation into sexual or chemical experimentation, there were options. I stuck mostly with pot: the joke among my friends and me was “Just say how much.” For an early twenty-something guy with his life in front of him, it was an exciting time and place to be alive.

As The Ice House grew, so did the depth and breadth of the acts. When I began working there, Gale Garnett had a huge hit with “We’ll Sing in the Sunshine,” a song that went all the way to No. 4 on the charts. I remember when The Dillards—Doug Dillard on banjo, Rodney Dillard on guitar and dobro, Dean Webb on mandolin, and Mitchell Franklin “Mitch” Jayne on double bass—hit town and played all the hoots. They were the best bluegrass group I’d ever seen or heard. The first time they came through town, they had just two microphones, and by the next time they came through they’d graduated to four microphones, and it was a whole different show. 

You’ve heard The Dillards even if you don’t realize you’ve heard them—Doug and Rodney performed most of the 1967 Bonnie and Clyde soundtrack, along with Glen Campbell. After Elektra released their first album, “Back Porch Bluegrass,” The Dillards were invited to audition for The Andy Griffith Show, where they were offered to be the Darling family even before the audition was over. Their television appearances on a hit show did much to expose many Americans to bluegrass music for the first time. Many years later, Doug went on to play and tour with The Byrds. Folk-rock (what The Association was first known for; indeed, I can go so far as to say we trailblazed folk-rock into the fabric of American music, as I’ll share later) borrows from many music styles, including bluegrass. 

If there’s one thing I don’t like and The Association doesn’t like, it’s being pigeonholed. We had many influences, just one of which was bluegrass. Of course, The Dillards, like most other groups, including us, had humble beginnings. When they ran out of money on their first trip from Missouri to California, they got a gig playing the Buddhi Club in Oklahoma City and were able to earn enough money to complete the journey and reach their destination (and thank goodness for music history, they did!). Bob Stane said of The Dillards, “They were perfect in all ways. It was instrumentally perfect, the vocals were perfect, the humor was great.”25 A man by the name of Tom Campbell was responsible for booking the entertainment acts into every land at Disneyland. He booked all sorts of bluegrass, folk, and country players he first saw at The Ice House, including The Dillards, and later, The Association. The Association would work every land in Disneyland long before we had a hit record.

My job at The Ice House came with a few unlisted responsibilities and perks. We had so many acts coming into town for two weeks or a month at a time, and since the talent’s time was free all day long until the evening shows, they wanted to take in the sights. I quickly became an expert Los Angeles tour guide. One time I drove down to Mexico with Canadian singer Karen James; her guitarist, Doug; and the Gold Coast Singers—a duo that had a big hit with “Plastic Jesus,” which Billy Idol would later go on to rerecord: “I don’t care if it rains or freezes / As long as I’ve got my Plastic Jesus / Ridin’ on the dashboard of my car.” We were harassed by plainclothes policemen with relentless, ridiculous questions such as, “How much do you make a year?” until they found out Karen was Canadian and changed their tune and were as nice as could be. In the 1960s, if you had long hair or looked anything like a hippie, the authorities took it as an invitation to badger you as they saw fit. 

Speaking of hair, a few years later, one interviewer asked me backstage, before an Association concert at a college in the Midwest, why I had short hair. 

“I’m gonna do you a favor,” I told him, “and not answer that, because your question is irrelevant.” 

I stood up and walked out to grab some fresh air and relax. I didn’t want to start the concert irritated. An irate mom, who had just dropped off some kids for our concert, approached me as I stood outside. 

“Why do you have long hair?” she asked. 

This, on the heels of a question asking me the exact opposite! In truth, I had neither long nor short hair; it was something in between. I laughed at the absurdity of it all and went back inside to do the concert. I mean, what can you say to that? Hair and skin color are comparable in one thing, and one thing only: neither of them are the gauge of anything whatsoever.

There was a time when security at Disneyland gave our light man Pete Stefanos a hard time for his long hair. It must have been the combination of his stature (he was six feet tall) and his locks. He also had a black belt in karate, so they may have sensed he could have kicked their asses if he wanted to.

“How did you get in here?” they asked him.  

“I work with The Association, I’m working at The Golden Horseshoe,” he explained. 

“Well, stay in your land!” the guy shot back. All because of the length of his hair!

In the summer of 1968, my daughter Jill was born. The doctor kept poking his head in while Birdie was in labor to ask, “How is everything going?” “Fine,” we’d say. And then he looped back around to catch her when she came out! Shortly after her birth, I stopped in Portsmouth to visit my uncles George and Bob Bamberger and my cousins, whom I hadn’t seen since Judy and I had left for San Diego with my mother in the late 1940s. In a story on my visit, the local paper wrote the following about me and my hair (or in this case, lack thereof): “The twenty-four-year-old rhythm guitar player is not the typical rock and roll star. At the present time he doesn’t have long hair! When offstage, he doesn’t dress in mod clothes or Nehru jackets, either. Giguere caused some commotion the other night when he appeared on a television show minus any hair, 
whatsoever, on his head. Why did he cut his hair? ‘I didn’t want to comb it,’ he simply replied with a laugh. ‘My hair was once a foot long, and it waved and curled and bounced when I walked. I loved it,’ he said. ‘The hair really keeps a lot of people away from me, but I don’t care. Now the short hair kind of puts people off, too. I just enjoy getting people exasperated!’”26 

It’s true, I cannot lie; I don’t care if you’re exasperated by me or not, I’m always going to tell it like it is. The fact is, people judged men by the length of their hair in the 1960s. That may even still happen today, but trust me, it was worse then. There was a case that went all the way to the Massachusetts Supreme Court about a high school senior, George Leonard Jr., who played nightly in a successful band, in which he was known as Georgie Porgie. The principal kicked him out of school and told him not to come back until he got a haircut. His father filed a lawsuit saying Georgie needed to keep his hair long for his job (as a musician). Ultimately he lost, as the Supreme Court sided with the principal and said he had a right to tell Georgie to get his hair cut and then expel him when he didn’t comply. Unbelievable! This was a court case about the length of a guy’s hair! While we were in the middle of a war overseas! I mean, there were far more important issues with which we should have been consumed. Personally, I loved watching people get their panties in a twist when I made them uncomfortable because of some label they put on me based on what my hair did or didn’t look like. My 1968 buzz cut came about when my daughter Jill was born with a few wisps of hair, and I shaved off all of my hair the day after her birth to see if our hair would grow out at the same rate. As it turned out, mine grew much faster! 

But back to my early days working at The Ice House in Pasadena. I had to be familiar with all of the museums in town because musical guests were constantly coming and going for gigs (arriving from out of town) and asking questions—this is how I became well acquainted with Descanso Gardens and The Huntington Library, Art Collections and Botanical Gardens—I’ve never seen anything in the world like The Huntington’s succulent garden. Their art collection has an incredible set of twelve Paul Revere silver spoons, each with an apostle on them. Descanso Gardens became the backdrop for the cover of The Association’s Greatest Hits album. I also became an expert on Forest Lawn Cemetery, or, as it was affectionately referred to, “Disneyland of the Dead,” where you can find the graves of Humphrey Bogart, Nat King Cole, Errol Flynn, and more. (Los Angeles Tourist Sidebar: If you want to see the graves of as many stars as possible, I recommend you check out Forest Lawn Glendale over Forest Lawn Hollywood Hills. Forest Lawn had these great coloring books—one year I bought a bunch and gave them all out as Christmas gifts.) Clearly, I acquired a bevy of useless trivia in my unofficial role as ambassador to Los Angeles tourism. 

When I wasn’t working, playing guitar and singing, or offering up tourist tips, I could be found catching an afternoon movie screening at one of several local movie houses, which let all card-carrying Ice House employees in free of charge. I saw every single movie they screened. Later, when Birdie moved in, if we weren’t going to a Monday hoot at the Troubadour, we would catch the shows and ride the rides at Disneyland, where we also enjoyed free admission, thanks again to Tom Campbell, who booked the acts there.

So I ran the lights, sound, and the Sunday night hoots at The Ice House in Pasadena. The Monday night hoots at the Troubadour were the bigger stakes gig of the two for any performer who signed up—you were, after all, that much closer to the Hollywood lights. Hootenannies were like an organized evening of cabaret—you’d sign up for a time slot—if you were a musician, you’d do four or five songs, and if you were a comedian, you’d do ten minutes of your best material. I’d put my own name on the list at The Ice House one Sunday a month, and at the Troubadour one Monday night a month. By this time, I’d decided I wanted to be a professional singer. There was just one problem: the cold terror I experienced performing in front of live audiences. I had no choice—I wanted to be a pro, so I had to get over it. I knew that if I wanted to conquer my stage fright, I was going to have to get used to playing in front of people. So in my two-year stint working at The Ice House, I did twenty-four sets at Ice House hoots and twenty-four sets at the Troubadour hoots. With this consistent commitment, my confidence grew, and my stage fright was cured.  

I saw a lot of the big names at each of the clubs, while I was working there and after—some of them before they were ever household names: David Letterman, the Smothers Brothers (they were already a major concert act and pretty big in radio when I met them, but weren’t yet on television—by the time they did get there, The Association was also making waves, and they had us on three times), Jay Leno, The Eagles (years after I worked at The Ice House, during the time I left The Association, I saw the guys who would go on to form The Eagles play as Linda Ronstadt’s band in a Troubadour hoot—I even sang backup with them!), Steve Martin, Lily Tomlin, George Carlin, Modern Folk Quartet (the most handsome male quartet that ever was—their banjo and clarinet player, Henry Diltz, who already shared his experience of watching The Beatles perform live on The Ed Sullivan Show, would become a major rock and roll photographer, shooting over eighty album covers while Chip Douglas, their bass player, would later produce all the hits from The Monkees), Doug & Jennifer (a duo act of Jennifer Warnes and Doug Rowell), and many more. Doug would eventually carve my guitar and costar in a national tour of the hit Broadway musical Hair, and Jennifer catapulted to fame with “Right Time of the Night” in the early seventies, and later “Up Where We Belong” with Joe Cocker, before also collaborating with Leonard Cohen on some of his music, tours, and albums. I saw Fred Willard as part of the best comedy duo I’ve ever seen, Willard and Greco (with Vic Greco), and also as part of a comedy quintet, the Ace Trucking Company (where the members included Fred, George Memmoli, Michael Mislove, Bill Saluga, and Patti Deutsch), long before they appeared on The Tonight Show with Johnny Carson and over a decade before there was ever a Saturday Night Live. 

In 1966 at a Troubadour hoot, I saw the first set Buffalo Springfield ever did (it was incredible). I saw my buddy Mason Williams from my days at The Upper Cellar, The Ice House, and of The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour fame (he was their head writer) play silly and exquisite folk music on both his six- and twelve-string guitars. He could also play the banjo and wooden recorder. Mason introduced me to one of his dear friends, the American artist Ed Ruscha, whom he’d gone to school with, and we all had a lot of good times together. In working on this book, Mason told my coauthor Ashley, “Russ and I hung out a lot together…one of the things about Russ that I think is important is that he had excellent taste. If he recommended an album I should buy and listen to, I did, or if it was a movie he had seen that he thought was great, I would always go check that out. He had his thumb on the pulse of what was going on in LA and had a great sense of what was worth the time to check out.” 

Mason and I actually bought pot together for the very first time—we’d certainly smoked it before, but never purchased it. See, when I was thirteen, I was harassed by a cop in a park near my friend’s house in San Diego. My Levi jeans were rolled into cuffs about a third of an inch wide, and he bent down to check within them to see if I was hiding anything. 

“Son, you’re going to have to roll those down all the way.”  

“What is it you’re looking for, officer?” I asked. 

“Marijuana,” he said. 

“I’m a thirteen-year-old boy!”27 

I made a mental note in the back of my mind after that experience—if that cop is so against marijuana, and so focused on suppressing it, then it must be pretty good! Mason and I bought a pack of cigarettes, emptied them one by one, and filled them up again with marijuana. “Some dope fiends,” we chuckled to ourselves. Mason’s bass player, Tandyn Almer, would pen the music and lyrics to our first hit, “Along Comes Mary,” at the age of twenty-three. (Tandyn also happened to be a piano player.) Why do I mention “Along Comes Mary”?

Because in discussing Tandyn’s lyrics and the controversy that would abound over “Along Comes Mary”—“Was it about marijuana or was it about the Virgin Mary?”—I can only respond, What do you think? We’re just getting into my story, but you can probably guess the answer! On NPR’s “All Things Considered,” former Rolling Stone editor Parke Puterbaugh remarked, “It [“Along Comes Mary”] is a breathless set of lyrics. There’s a lot of harmonic complexity, so it was a pretty challenging piece of music, especially for the time. There is the just torrents of words and the internal rhyme and the enigmatic lyric, which are a cut above typical pop fare.” Terry Kirkman says, “When musicologists look at ‘Along Comes Mary,’ it is an accepted identified benchmark in American popular music as a total departure from any form that had preceded it.”

I remember Roger McGuinn (known then as “Jim” McGuinn), who would become the lead singer and guitarist of The Byrds, sitting in the lobby of The Ice House fingering a pop music/rock and roll ditty (a Beatles tune I can’t recall at the moment) on the guitar. “This music,” he said, “is finally the cross between art and money.” I also remember the purity of the singing voice of David Troy (“Diamond” Dave Somerville), the original lead singer of The Diamonds. They had big hits with “Why Do Fools Fall in Love” and “Little Darlin’.” Dave sang his ass off and gave great concerts all the way through to his death in 2016.  

If you weren’t alive during this time period I’m talking about, you might be reading and thinking like you were when you saw my name on the cover of this book: “Who are all these people and all these names and why should I give two shits?” Well, these names are truly some of the greatest there ever was, both in comedy and in music. In the case of many of them, they paved the way for the later successes of other major rock and roll stars and bands, simply because their talent and music existed. The scene was so tight and so small, it would be like turning on your television today to watch your favorite stars on your favorite shows, all of whom just happened to be your friends. Without the Smothers Brothers, Steve Martin, and Jay Leno, there would never have been a Stephen Colbert, Jerry Seinfeld, or Chris Rock. Without Buffalo Springfield, The Byrds, and—dare I say it?—The Association, there never would have been an Aerosmith, Maroon 5, or Backstreet Boys. The 1960s music culture in Los Angeles was full of pioneers who didn’t even know they were pioneers—we were merely doing what we loved, making art and music in response to the world around us, fighting war with songs of love and peace, and cracking jokes to break the tension of the social unrest. In the words of Bob Stane, “We had winners on this stage every night. A lot of people who made it. We had award winners in every field. Oscars, Emmys, Grammys. You’d find Oscar winners in the kitchen talking with the cook. Leonard Nimoy would come in. It was just a brilliant place.” 

When I performed at the hoots, I sang some of my favorite blues tunes, which I learned from the records of Sonny Terry and Brownie McGhee, Josh White, and Big Bill Broonzy. At The Ice House in the mid-1960s, the country was at the height of what is now called contemporary folk music, or the folk revival. It began in the 1940s with a resurgence of square dancing and folk dancing, ebbed in the 1950s with McCarthyism and left-wingers like Pete Seeger being forced to testify in front of the House Committee on Un-American Activities (HUAC), and then rose again to popularity with the spread of folk music in coffeehouses and the chart-topping hits of The Kingston Trio. So at the time I was working at The Ice House, we had the British Invasion on one side, and folk revival on the other. Folk music was the primary attraction at the Ash Grove, a popular Los Angeles folk club that was open from 1958 until 1973. Chris Hillman of The Byrds explains, “Within a two-mile radius in Hollywood was the Ash Grove, and up the street was the Troubadour, and it was worlds apart in the folk music period, prior to the Beatles. So at the Troubadour, you would hear the Modern Folk Quartet or a Kingston Trio-type band, down at the Ash Grove you’d hear—and I did see—the Stanley Brothers, Bill Monroe, Flatt & Scruggs, Mance Lipscomb, and Lightnin’ Hopkins.”28
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