
CENTRAL PARK, NYC-The wheel 
has finally turned full circle and now, 
after a brief attempt by guitarist 
Robin Trower to assert his American- 
izing influence on the musical direc- 
tion of the group, Procol Harum has 
returned to the piano -organ domi- 
nated music that is theirs alone. This 
is the first tour with the new band. 
Founding members Gary Brooker 
(with, of course, lyricist Keith Reid), 
Barrie Wilson, old member Chris 
Copping are now joined by bassist 
Alan Cartwright and guitarist Dave 
Ball. The big change is Chris moving 
to organ full time (he had shuttled 
rather unsuccessfully between bass 
and organ before) so that the group's 
musical focus is again (as it was in 
the beginning) the duetting piano 
(Gary) and organ. 

The band began briskly with "Shine 
On Brightly" with very little guitar, 
and the keyboards leading the way 
with Gary's voice. The next two num- 
bers, "In The Wee Small Hours of 
Sixpence," and "Still There'll Be 
More," were not as strong as they 
should have been, mainly due to some 
problems with Gary's vocals. 

From there it was all uphill, 
though. "Pilgrim's Progress," "Power 
Failure" (there was the applause 
right on cue at the end of B. J.'5 
short drum solo), "Broken Barri- 
cades," and especially "Simple Sis- 
ter," were very powerful. In this num- 
ber, as well as the closing sections of 
"In Held Twas I" Dave Ball played 
completely knockout guitar. He 
knows when to play ensemble and 
when to step out for a lead. He gets a 
marvelously original tone out of his 
instrument that sounds akin to an ex- 
tremely gritty violin. He's fascinating 
to listen to. 

A definite highlight was the stage 
version of "Salty Dog," which was, 
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this night, the best I've ever heard 
Procol play it. It was slowed down 
considerably from the recorded ver- 
sion, the arrangement meticulously 
thought out, with Gary's voice, now 
in spectacular form leading, the in- 
struments laying back, until the be- 
ginning of the second chorus when it 
started to build, and build, and build, 
until the tension became virtually un- 
bearable and Gary broke into "How 
many moons and many Junes have 
passed since we made land/A Salty 
Dog ..." climaxing the song. 

Again Gary's voice, one of the two 
or three finest and most distinctive in 
music, soared and roared through the 
portion of "In Held" they chose to 
do. They came back amid thunderous 
applause to play the "Repent Walpur- 
gis" instrumental from the first LP. 
What a beautiful surprise that was! 

Throughout, Chris' organ work was 
excellent and Gary's piano superb, al- 
though I still contend that it's not 
heard enough. Bassist Alan Cartright 
was fine, and on some numbers, added 
outstanding bass lines. And as usual 
B. J. laid firm sure drum groundwork. 
Welcome back, boys! 

Opening the evening at Shaeffer in 
the Park in super strong fashion was 
Mylon and his Holy Smoke band. I've 
waxed long and eloquent over Mylon 
and with good reason, he's a future 
star. He and the group played mostly 
songs from his forthcoming album, 
which is sure to break him. High- 
lights of a powerful and diversified 
set included an incredible updated 
version of "Sixteen Tons" that just 
overflows with hit potential. and the 
Mylon-standard "Peace Begins With- 
in," now beautifully expanded and 
freed. One of the best pure American 
bands. 

e,v.l. 

David Cassidy 
GARDEN STATES ART CENTER, 
HOLMDEL, N. J.-David Cassidy is 
three times as fortunate as other en- 
tertainers when he performs live be- 
cause of the audience he appeals to. 
Although 17, 18 and 19 year olds 
dig him, he has tremendous appeal 
among the 8 through 16 crowd too, 
and for each one of this age group 
attending his live concerts, you can 
expect to see one or two parents and 
perhaps an accompanied brother as 
young as 6 or 7. Seeing David Cas- 
sidy live, (one of the few rock per- 
formers appealing to the pre -teens) 
seems to have become a family af- 
fair. And there were truckloads of 
families (at a $7.50 top) here last 
Saturday afternoon. Both the Satur- 
day afternoon and the Saturday night 
shows were sell outs, which means 
more than 20,000 people total. 

Against a showcase of 6 well am- 
plified musicians and 3 voices under 
the direction of Richard Delfi, David 
leaps unto the huge stage donned in 
white. with orange tassels hanging 
from his sleeves, and tears right into 
a complete repertorie of Partridge 
hits. Oh yes, he also brings on "the 
dreamiest face and bluest eyes ever" 
as one girl in the fourth row 
described David. 

He moves all over the stage in long 
strides (all this after a recent gall- 
bladder operation and doctor's orders 
to take it easy) and scores best with 
the singles hits. With his audience 
primarily an AM Radio crowd, the 
big hits had the kids screaming. The 
arrangements are commercial and Da- 
vid has a warm way with the kids. 
His show would prabably be stronger 
if he incorporated a few current day 
hits (A La "Joy to the World") into 
it rather than some of the lesser 
known album cuts. 

On TV, on Bell Records, and on 
stage, David Cassidy is a giant draw. 

Osibisa 
WHISKY A GO GO, L.A.-This Afri- 
can/West Indian band, already widely - 
heralded in England. made their U.S. 
debut at a special press party hosted 
by MCA Records president J. K. 
("Mike") Maitland. The event, highly 
touted here for the last few weeks, 
was well attended and ran smoothly, 
contributing to the good reception ac- 
corded the group. 

Osibisa. themselves, turned in a 
nice, professional set-there was no 
stopping to tune up, the sound system 
had been checked out before, and the 
group seemed to be enjoying the op- 
portunity to play. 

Even with a repertoire that virtual- 
ly excludes vocals (except for some 
occasional chanting and percussive 
yelling), they managed to get and 
hold the attention of the assembled 
press, which is quite a feat at this 
kind of reception. 

Their sound is highly rhythmic; at 
times, five of the members are beating 
some sort of percussive instrument. 
The line-up of horns-two saxes (one 
doublins flute and tenor; one on tenor 
and baritone), and one each drums, 
trumpet, bass, guitar and keyboards- 
isn't very unique. But, on the other 
hand, they don't sound at all like any 
of the other currently -popular horn 
bands. Rather, they sound a bit like 
the old Ray Charles small band laid 
over a heavier, polyrhythmic base. 
These days, it's quite different. 

It should also be mentioned that 
the group's sound on their album is 
identical to that achieved in "live" 
performance. 

Britain, these days, is seeing a 
spate of African or quasi -African 
bands (like Chris MacGregor's on 
RCA, or Mercury's Assegai). Osibisa 
clearly rates with the best of them. 
And, by being the first with any 
schedule of appearances in this coun- 
try, they seem to have a head start on 
the others. 

t.e. 

Ruth Copeland 
BITTER END, NYC-No long intros 
this time; I'm gonna letcha have it 
right between the eyes, as I got it 
last night: Ruth Copeland is the most 
incredible female talent that it has 
been my privilege to see and hear. 

But, as the Red Queen said, let's 
begin at the beginning. One is so 
used to seeing female artists, Judy 
Collins, Carole King, Carly Simon, and 
so on, sitting and playing their music. 
Which is fine; they're great artists, 
doing their own act, but at midnight 
concerts one is just as likely, if one's 
had a hard day, to fall out as not. 
Which is also fine for some people. 
For me, I've always asked: There 
must be more. 

Now there is. Ruth Copeland is giv- 
ing it to us, both barrels, dead cen- 
ter, right where we live, and it's like 
nothing else in the world: an earth- 
quake of motion, a tidalwave of sound 
(and this is most important) an in- 
undation of the soul by a presence. 

The bedrock of Ruth's remarkable 
strength is mined in her four -piece 
group and the marvelous rapport she 
established with them. They begin, 
Don Hatcher on bass, Donelle Hig- 
gen on drums, David Case on organ, 
and Ron Bykowski on guitar, riffing 
through the beginning of Gray 
Wright's (ex -Spooky Tooth) "The 
Wrong Time," and Ruth enters garbed 
in a two-piece fawn suede outfit, high 
brown boots-and she sings, and she 
sings, and all of a sudden it hits you 
that, if there's any truth in legends, 
then here's Lorelei in Leather. Like 
Mick Jagger, and no one else in music, 
for both sexes, she hits you visually, 
musically, sexually, viscerally, and 
finally, in the way that defies defini- 
tion; that sets the pulses racing, the 
mind bending. 

And the kid's got guts, folks, oh 
my, has she ever! They begin the 
set, as I've mentioned, with "The 
Wrong Time," which, any other band 
than the now defunct Spooky Tooth, 

would mean sure death. It's one of 
those songs made for a certain group, 
and, to play it, you must be both in- 
credibly tight (if every group mem- 
ber isn't right on and pushing his 
guts out, the song falls apart) and 
vocally powerful. I never thought I'd 
hear anyone but Gary pull it off, but 
Ruth and the band, have done it. Both 
know the meaning of dynamics: they 
can be loud, when the energy levels 
are high and pulsing (yet never ever 
distort their instruments), and they 
know, thank God!, the uses of cres- 
cendo and decrescendo. 

Ruth, for her part, simply has the 
finest voice I've ever heard from a 
rock female throat. Funny thing is, 
I'm big on wailers, because there's 
always that area, at the top of their 
lungs, when musical notes become 
abrasive sound. But when Ruth wails, 
throws her head back, eyes squeezed 
shut, one leg drawn up and body 
tensed, the notes remain notes, like 
cream pouring and running in heady 
rapture. 

They do an improvisational blues 
number and Ruth plays fine mouth 
harp at first (I told you she's got 
guts) before switching to vocals. And 
she pulls very last ounce out of those 
twelve bar lines. They do the Stones' 
"Play With Fire," very slowly, sens- 
ually deliberate in its presentation 
with the song's center filled with a 
beautiful half -sung, half -spoken spon- 
taneous vocal from Ruth. And that 
band cooks! She turns from the audi- 
ence and they're as mesmerized as we 
are. She exhorts them, and they be- 
gin to build. grinning with pleasure. 

Ruth and the quartet set them- 
selves the most arduous task of all 
for the set's finale: "Gimme Shelter" 
(which also happens to be her new 
single). Guts, grit, power, and music 
make Ruth's "Gimme Shelter" the 
definitive one. She turns the most 
difficult of all Stones' songs into 
her own. e.v.l 

Ian Matthews / Dion 
BITTER END, NYC - If the thir- 
teenth century was the golden age 
for troubadours, was Ian Matthews 
born too late? Maybe. But then so 
were the audiences which welcomed 
him during his six night stay at the 
Bitter End, first stop on his debut 
American tour. 

Actually, although Ian would have 
functioned comfortably as a lyric 
poet in a medieval court, he is very 
much a contemporary artist. And 
while his own compositions retain a 
traditional sound, they are garnished 
with elements of country and rock. 
His ventures into the catalogs of 
other songwriters reflect a strong in- 
terest in the best and most individu- 
alistic of present day composers, men 
like Paul Siebel and John D. Lauder - 
milk and women like Karen Dalton. 

A typical set at the club featured 
one or two selections from Ian's cur- 
rent album on the Vertigo label. Most 
consistently effective of these were 
"Never Ending" and Richard Farina's 
bittersweet nod to "Reno, Nevada." 
"And Me," complete with some ex- 
traordinary dulcimer playing by 
Richard Thompson, was a reminder 
of Matthews Southern Comfort days 
and occasional solos by acoustic gui- 
tarist Andy Roberts, particularly "Ra- 
dio Lady," a song about discovery in 
New York, were well received too. 

Headlining the bill was Warner 
Bros. artist Dion. He seems to have 
found his own level of showmanship 
to all of us, he updated things like 
forming. Drawing on the nostalgia 
strings which are somehow fastened 
to all of us, he updated things like 
"Runaround Sue" and "The Wander- 
er" just enough to also appeal to 
members of the audience too young 
to understand that madness. To 
"Abraham, Martin And John," he 
brought his usual competence, though 
his offhand remark that "This one is 
sure to get to you" might have been 
an entirely too accurate summation of 
the deliberateness of his act. Still he is 
a thoroughgoing professional, whose 
sets aren't disappointing even when 
they happen to be predictable. 

OA. 

Mike Corbett & Jay Hirsh 
GASLIGHT II, NYC-This Atco re- 
cording team is a musical analogue 
to that little nursery rhyme girl with 
the little curl right in the middle of 
her forehead. When they are good, 
they are very very good, but when 
they are bad, they are on the floggy, 
dog -eared -country side of Crosby, 
Stills & Nash. 

Their voices sound better in har- 
mony than they do solo. The rem- 
nants of one of the finer, yet vir- 
tually unknown chamber psychedelic 
bands of the late sixties (Mr. Flood's 
Party), Mike and Jay can still draw 
their inspiration from their earlier 
work. "Bittersweet" is such a tune. 
"Mighty Emerald" is another power- 
house, and features Mike on flute and 
some fine gospel shouting from Don 
McCracken, a member of their band. 

Jay's acoustic guitar is almost in- 
audible in live performance; his elec- 
tric piano technique ("Baltimore La- 
dies") is quite striking. But the po- 
tentially strong showing slips back 
more than a few feet from triumph 
when the country -rock genre is tack- 
led. Here they are lyrically and mu- 
sically bankrupt, and one only hopes 
that they'll come back to the city 
where they belong. 

r.a, 
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