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v . " ; “Uh oh, the phone,” Captain Beef-

: heart mumbled as he placed his tarnished
soprano saxophone in its case. “I have
to answer the telephone.” It was a very
peculiar thing to say. The phone had not
rung.

Beefheart walked quickly from his
place by the upright piano across the
dimly lit living room to the cushion
where the telephone lay. He waited. Aft-
er ten seconds of stony silence it finally
rang. None of the half dozen or so per-
sons in the room seemed at all astound-
ed by what had just happened. In the
world of Captain Beefheart, the extra-
ordinary is the rule.

At age 29, Captain Beefheart, also
known as Don Van Vliet, lives in se-
clusion and near poverty in a small
house in the San Fernando Valley of
Los Angeles. Although it appeared on
several occasions in the past that he
would rise to brilliant stardom as a
singer and bandleader, circumstances
have always intervened to force him into
oblivion. In his six years in the music
business he has appeared in public no
more than 25 times.

Since virtually no one has ever seen
him play, stories about his life and art
have taken on the character of legend,
that is, of endless tall tales. People who
saw him at the Avalon Ballroom in San
Prancisco three years ago will now tell
you, “I heard that he’s living in Death
Valley somewhere” or “Didn't he just
finally give up?” But there is consider-
ably more to the man that the legend
indicates.

The fact is that Don Van Vliet is
alive, healthy and happy and putting to-
gether a new Magic Band to go on tour
soon. As his recent album Trout Mask
Replica testifies he is one of the most
original and gifted creators of music in
America today. If all goes well, the next
six months should see the re-emergence
of Captain Beefheart’s erratic genits inio
the world and the acceptance of his work
by the larger audience it has always de-
served

'I'lle- crucial problem in Beefheart’s ca-
reer has been that few people have ever
been able to accept him for what he is,

: His managers, musicians, fans and critics
listen to his incredible voice, his amaz-
ing lyrics, his chaotic harp and soprano
sax, and uniformly decide that Beefheart

could bey great if he would only (1)
sing more clearly and softly (2) go com-

- *
mercial, (3) play blues songs that peo-
ple could understand and dance to.
“Don, you're potentially the greatest

white blues singer of all time,” his man-
agers tell him, thinking that they're pay-

L ]
ing him a compliment. Record compa-
nies eagerly seek the Beefheart voice
with its unprecedented four and one

half octave range. They realize that the

man can produce just about any sound

he sets his mind to and that he inter-

prets lyrics as well as any singer in the

L d W‘ business. Urging him to abandon the
ang on Inner Magic Band and to sing the blues with
slick studia musicians, record producers

have always been certain that Don Vliet

was just a hype away from the big
money.



But Beefheart stubbornly continues
what he's doing and waits patiently for
everyone else to come around. He has
steadfastly refused to leave the Magic
Band or to abandon the integrity of his
art. “I realize,” he says, “that
playing free music isn't as commercia.
as a hamburger stand. But is it because
you can eat a hamburger and hold it in
your hand and yom can’t do that with
music? Is it too free to control?”

Beefheart’s life a musician began
in the town of Lancaster nestled in the
desert of Southern California. He had

erian, Frank Zappa. In his late teems
Don Van Vliet listened intensively to
two kinds of music — Mississippi Delta
blues and the avant-garde jazz of John
Coltrane, Ornette Coleman and Cecil
Taylor. Although he was attracted to
music and played briefly with a rhythm
and blues group called the Omiens, he
did not yet consider music his vocation.
He enrolled at Antelope Valley Junior
College in 1959 as an art major,
soon grew suspicious of books
dropped out. For a brief while
employed as a commercial artist
a manager of a chain of shoe stores.
“] built that chain into a thriving, grow-
ing concern,” he recails, “Then as a kind
of art statement I guit right in the mid-
dle of the Christmas rush leaving the
whole thing in chaos.™

In the early Sixties Don Van VHet
moved to Cucamonga to be with Frank
Zappa who was composing music and
producing motion pictures, It was at
about this time thet Van Vliet and Zap-
pa hatched up the pame Captain Beef-
heart, “But dont ask me why or how,”
Beefheart comments today. The two
made plans to form a rock and roll band

called the Soots and to make a movie
to be named Captain Beeftheart Meets
The Grunt People, but nothing ever
came of either project. In time Zappa
left for Los Angeles and formed the
Mothers. Beefheart returned to Lancaster
and gathered together a group of “desert
musicians.” In 1964 the Magic Band was
ready to begin playing teen age dances
in its home town.

The one stage appearance of the first
Beefheart ensemble was bizarre to the
point of frightening. All members of the
Magic Band were dressed in black leath-
er coats and pants with black high heel
boots. The lead guitar player had a patch
over one eye and long dangling arms
that reached from his shoulders to half
way below his knees. At a time when
long hair was still a rarity, the Captain
sported long dark locks down to his
waist. It was simply outrageous.

The band was an immediate sensa-
tion in Lancaster and very soon its fame
began to spread throughout Southern
California. Beefheart’s brand of abrasive
blues-rock was truly a novelty to young
listeners in 1964. Record companies in-
terested in the new sound began to take
notice. In mid 1964 Beefheart entered
into the first of a long series of disas-
trous agreements with record producers.

His first release on A&M was a new
version of “Diddy Wah Diddy” made
popular by Bo Diddley. It featured his
own style of frantic harp playing and
an incredibly “low dowa’ voice hitting
notes at least a half octave lower than
the lowest notes ever sung by any other
rock performer. The record was a hit in
Los Angeles and for a while it appeared
that Beefheart was going to be a bril-
liant success in the music business.

But it was not to be. Beefheart re-
corded an album of new music and took

i

it to Jerry Moss of A&M (Alpert and
Moss). Moss listencd to the songs—
“Blectricity,” “Zig Zag Wanderes,” “An-
tumn’s Child,” etc.—and declared that
they were all “too negative.” He refused
to release the album. Beefheart was
crushed by this insensitivity and abruptly
q_uit playing. A&M released the remaining
single it had in the can. The words to
“Frying Pan” now seemed strangely pro-
phetic: “Go down town/You walk
around/A man comes up, says he’s gonna
put you down/You try to succeed to
fulfill your need/Then a car hits you
and people watch you bleed/Out of the
frying pan into the fire/Anything you say
they’s gonna call you a liar.”

The record went nuwhere and neither
did Beefheart. For almost one year he
lived in retirement back in Lancaster.

The second break in Beefheart's ca-
reer arrived in 1965 when producer Bob
Krasnow of Kama Sutra agreed to re-
lease the same material that A&M had
rejected. Beefheart reassembled the
Magic Band and returned to the studio
to record the twelve cuts of Saje As
Milk (Buddah BDS 5001), an album
which is one of the forgotten classics
of rock and roll history. Even though
the album had been delayed for a year,
it was still far ahead of its time. It fea-
tured the unmistakable Beefheart style of
biues and bottleneck guitar, the first use
in popular music of an electronic instru-
ment called the therimen, and the first
effective synthesis in America of rock
and roll and Delta blues.

For the first time also, Beefheart was
able to demonstrate the power and range
of his voice. On one song, for example,
Beefheart’s vocal literally destroyed a
$1200 Telefunken microphone. Hank
Cicalo, engineer for the sessions, re-
ports that on the song “Electricity” Beef-
heart’s voice simply wouldn’t track at
certain points. Although a number of
microphones were employed, none of
them could stand the Captain’s wail-
ing “EEEE-Lec-Triccc-ittt-EEEEEEEE”
on the last chorus. This, incidentally, can
be heard on the record.

With an excellent album under his
belt Beefheart felt confident enough to
go on the road. In early 1966 he went
on a tour of England and Europe where
Safe As Milk had attracted considerable
attention. When he returned to the States
he played gigs at the Whiskey A-Go-Go
in Los Angeles and the Family Dog in
San Francisco. Well received in the bur-
geoning psychedelic rock scene, it seemed
once again that Beefheart was on the
verge of success. The Magic Band was
scheduled to play a gig at the Fillmore
and to appear at the Monterey Pop Fés-
tival, both of which could have been
springboards to the top.

Then disaster struck. Beefheart’s lead
guitar player suddenly quit the band leav-
ing a gap which could not be filled. The

unusual nature of Beefheart’s songs make

t necessary for him to spend months
eaching each new musician his music.

e departure of the lead guitar de-
stroyed Beefheart’s chances in the San
Francisco scene. The Monterey Pop Fes-

tival went on without him. Those who



attended it never knew what they had
missed.

From this point in the story, events
become even more chaotic and difficult
to unravel. Beefheart returned to Les
Angeles and tried to put together a new
band and a new set of songs. His pro-
ducer, Bob Krasnow, was to arrange the
second Beefheart album on Buddah. Ac-
cording to sources in the Los Angeles
record industry, Krasnow deliberately al-
lowed the option on Beefheart's contract
with Buddah to expire. When this hap-
pened he signed Beefheart to a personal
contract and then sold the rights to Beef-
heart’s next album to both Buddah Rec-
ords and MGM. Tapes of the album
were then made at two different studios,
apparently at the expense of both com-
panies. When the sessions were finished
in the summer of 1968 Beefheart left
for a second tour of Europe.

In Beefheart’s absence Bob Krasnow
released the album Strictly Personal un-
der his own label, Blue Thumb, without
Beefheart’s approval. As lawsuits filled
the air, Beefheart himself was left in
bewilderment. The record had been elec-
tronically altered through a process
called phasing which totally obliterated
the sound which he had been striving to
put down. “That’s the reason that album
is as bad as it is,” he sighs when asked
about the incident. “I don't think it was
the group’s fault. They really played
their ass off—as much as they had to
play off.” !

But despite the electronic and legalis-
tic hanky panky surrounding its produc-
tion, Strictly Personal is an excellent
album. The guitars of the Magic Band
mercilessly bend and stretch notes in a
way that suggests that the world of mu-
sic has wobbled clear off its axis. Beef-
heart’s singing is again at full power.
In songs like “Trust Us” and “Son of
Mirror Man—Mere- Man” it sounds as
if all the joy and pain in the universe
have found a single voice. Throughout
the album the lyrics demonstrate Beef-
heart’s ability to juxtapose delightful hu-
mor with frightening insights—"Well they
rolled around the corner / Turned up
seven come eleven/That's my lucky num-
ber, Lord/I feel like I'm in heaven.”

The unfortunate fact about the second
album was that few people were able to
get into it. Apparently, the combination
of Beefheart’s musical progress and Kras-
now's electronic idiocy made the album
too much for most listeners to take.
Strictly Personal sold poorly and did
nothing to advance the band's popularity.

To this day there exists a strange
love/hate relationship between Beefheart
and Krasnow over the record. Krasnow
claims that Beefheart still owes him
$113,000 and that as a result of Beef-
heart’s disorganized way of handling
money, he has been. thrown in jail twice.
Beefheart, on the other hand, "usually
cites Krasnow as a charlatan and pirate
—the man most responsible for destroy-
ing his career. At other times, both men

speak of each other with genuine re-

spect, sympathy and affection. “I'd really
like to have him back with me,” Kras-
now said recently. “He’s actually a good

man,” Beefheart will tell AT

Most of the Captain’s relationships
with those close to him are of this sort.
Everybody’s despicable villain one day,
a marvelous hero the next.

The current focus of Beefheart’s love/
hate dialectic accounts for much of his
current activity and inactivity. This time
the prime protagonist is Frank Zappa.

Zappa has always had a great admira-
tion for his old friend from Lancaster—
an admiration often bordering on wor-
ship. Like so many of those around
Beefheart, Zappa considers the man to
be one of the few great geniuses of our
time. When the smoke had cleared from
the Blue Thumb snafu, Zappa came to
Beefheart and told him that he would
put out an album on his label, Straight
Records. Whatever Beefheart wanted to
do was O.K. and there would be no
messing around with layers of electronic
bullshit. The result was Trour Mask Rep-
lica, an album which this writer con-
siders to be the most astounding and
most important work of art ever to ap-
pear on a phonograph record.

When Beefheart learned of the op-
portunity to make an album totally with-
out restrictions, he sat down at the piano
and in eight and a half hours wrote all
twenty-eight songs included on Trout
Mask., When I asked him jokingly why
it took that long, he replied, “Well, I'd
never played the piano before and I had
to figure out the fingering.” With a stack
of cassettes going full time, Don banged
out “Frownland,” “Dachau Blues,” “Vet-
erans’ Day Poppy,” and all of the others

complete with words. When he is creat-

ing, this is exactly how Don works—
fast and furious.

“I don’t spend a lot of time thinking.
It just comes through me. I don’t know
how else to explain it.” In his box of
cassettes there are probably dozens of

the tmngs that
amazing record.

For the first time in his career, Beef-
heart was entirely satisfied with his al-
bum. Zappa had made good his promise
to give him the freedom he required and
in fact issue the record in a pure and
unaltered form. Nevertheless, the Beef-
heart/Zappa relationship is presently
anything but an amicable one. Beefheart
claims that Zappa is promoting Trout
Mask Replica in a tasteless manner. He
does not appreciate being placed on the
Bizarre-Straight roster of freaks next to
Alice Cooper and the GTO's. He con-
stantly complains that Straight Records’
promotion campaign is doing him more
harm than good.

Straight Records on the other hand
claims that Beefheart’s problems are all
of his own making. He refuses to go on
tour and procrastinates about making a
follow-up album. “What can we do?” a
Straight P.R. man asked me. “Beefheart
is a genius, but a very difficult man to
work with. All we can do is try to be
as reasonable as possible.” Straight's
brass recall that during the recording of
the parts of Trout Mask which were
done in Beefheart's home, Don Van Vhe_t
asked for a tree surgeon to be in resi-
dence. The trees around the house, he
believed, might become frightened of the
noise and fall over. Straight refused to
hire the tree surgeon, but later received
a bill for $250 for such services. After
the sessions were over Beefheart had
hired his own tree doctor to give the
oaks and cedars in his yard a thorough
medical check up—his way of thanking
them for not falling down. :

In another classic story of this sort,
Herb Cohen of Straight recalls that one
day he noticed that Beefheart had or-
dered 20 sets of sleigh bells for a re-
cording session. Cohen pointed out that

happen. on thid totauy



even if Frank Zappa and the
were added to the bell ringing
would account for only 14 sleigh
one in each hand of the performers.
“What are you going to do with the other
six?” he asked. “We'll overdub them,”
Beefheart replied. :

The tact of the matter seems to be
that precisely the same qualities of mind
which make Beefheart such an
ing poet and composer are those which
make it difficult for him to relate to
albums of Troutr Mask Replica quality
or better. The trouble is that once the
compositions are down it takes him a
long time to teach them to his musicians.
In this case it took almost a year of re-
hearsal. !

Trout Mask Replica is truly beyond
comparison in the realm of contempo-
rary music. While it has roots in avant-
garde jazz and Delta blues, Beefheart
has taken his music far beyond these in-
fluences. The distinctive glass finger gui-
tar of Zoot Horn Rollo and steel ap-
pendage guitar of Antennae Jimmy Se-
mens continues the style of guitar play-
ing which he has been developing from
the starf. It is a strange cacophonous
sound—fragmented, often irritating, but
always natural, penetrating and true.
Beefheart himself does not play the gui-
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Mask is the perfect blend of
irit and conception that had
wing in Don Van Vliet's mind
decade. Although it is a master-
piece, it will probably be many years
before American audiences catch up to
Frank Zappa or anyone eclse in the
orthodox music business. Like many no-
table creative spirits, Beefheart's person-
ality is not geared to the efficient use
of time or resources. For this reason and
for the reason that he has often been
burned by the industry, Beefheart is very

B LE
3

noxious techniques requ
this country. Young Don suddenly re-
belled and refused to go along.
Looking back on it now Beefheart re-
calls one day of enlightenment. “My
mother, who I called *Sue’ rather than
‘mother’ because that was her real name,
was walking me along a path to schooj—
the first dav of kindergarten. We came




to an intersection and she walked right
out into the way of a speeding car. I
reached up with both hands and pulled
her out of the way. She could have
killed us both. It was then that I thought
to myself, ‘And she’s taking me to
school.” "

So Don did not attend school, at least
not regularly, Instead, he took up sculp-
ting all the birds of the air, fish in the
sea and animals on the land. Because he
refused to come out for dinner, his par-
ents were obliged to slide his meals un-
der the bedroom door to him. It was
Don’s belief that he could re-establish
ties to everything natural through the
art of sculpture. Soon he was good
enough at what he was doing to attract
the attention of professional Los Ange-
les artists. One day during a visit to the
Griffith Park Zoo he met and befriended
Augustonio Rodriquez, the famous Portu-
gese sculptor. Together they did a week-
ly television show in which Don would
sculpt the images of nature’s art while
Mr. Rodriquez looked on.

Understandably, Don’s parents were
concerned about the unusual inclinations
of their son. When at age thirteen he
won a scholarship to study art in Eu-
rope, they took strong steps to discour-
age him. “My parents told me all artists
were queers,” Beefheart recalls, “They
moved me to the desert, first to Mojave
and later to Lancaster.”

But even though Don’s life as a sculp-
tor had ended, he never gave up the vi-
sion of art and nature that he had dis-
covered early in life. Neither did he
forsake the wonderfully unstructured
consciousness with which he had been
born. “I think that everyone's perfect
when they’re a baby and I just never
grew up. I'm not saying that I'm per-
fect, because I did grow up. But I'm
still a baby.”

Beefheart still believes that in nature
all creatures are equals. Man in his per-
versity forgets this and builds ridiculous
hierarchies and artificial systems to set
himself apart from his roots. “People are
just too far out. Do you know what I
mean? Too far out —far away from
nature.” He still sets out sugar for the
ants, creatures that he considers most
similar to man in their mode of life.
“If you give them sugar,” Beefheart con-
tends, “they won’t have to eat the poi-
son.”

In songs like “Wild Life,” “My Hu-
man Gets Me Blues,” and “Ant Man
Bee” Beefheart presents with great sub-
tlety the truths which students of ecology
are just now beginning to recognize.
“Now the bee takes his honey/Then he
sets the flower free/But in God's gar-
den only man 'n the ants/They won’t
let each other be.” It is entirely possi-
ble that it is in this area that Beefheart
will eventually attract a wide audience.
If those who are delving into ecology
would listen carefully to Trout Mask
Replica, they could advance their under-
standing by leaps and bounds. Beefheart
has lived these crucial lessons from his
very first days. g

Another definite carryover from Beef-
heart’s unusual childhood can be seen

in the marvelous quality of his lyrics and
poems. Since young Don Van Vliet de-
cided that civilization was a trap, he
refused to use civilized English in a
linear, logical way and learned. the en-
tire language as a vast and amusing
game. As a result, virtually everything
that he says or writes turns out to be
poetry. In a conversation with Beefheart
the entire structure of verbal communi-
cation explodes. A barrage of puns,
rhymes, illogicalities, absurd definitions,
and unending word play fills the dia-
logue with a wonderful confusion.

“You can’t make generalizations,” he
said to me during one such conversa-
tion.

“Why not?” I replied taking the bait.

“I wonder if anyone’s ever made Gen-
eral I, Zation?” he- continued, this time
apparently talking about the sex life of
some unknown military hero. “If all the
generals came in here right now, I bet
they’d bring those IZATIONS with
them.” Could he be talking about some
secret weapon? There was no time to
think about it, for in a flash Beefheart
had gone on to a discussion of people
who were “trving to put bandaids on
The Flaw.” The Flaw?

I have seen several occasions in which
visitors to Beefheart's home have totally
freaked because of this manner of talk-
ing. Not many people, after all, feel com-
fortable listening to the English language
collapse before their very ears.

All of this wonderment, of course,
comes through very clearly in Beef-
heart's lyrics. In “My Human Gets Me
Blues,” for example, the Captain sings,
“] saw yuh dancin’ in yer X-ray ging-
ham dress/I knew you were under du-
ress/I knew you under your dress.” One
way of getting into songs like this is to
understand that Beefheart is primarily
fascinated with the sounds of words and
their many ambiguities- rather than the
explicit meaning of terms. He believes
that all truth comes from playing rather
than from planning. Playing is what chil-
dren do, what lovers do, and what mu-
sicians and poets ought to do, if they
could escape the chains of structure and
see the light. In both his music and his
lyrics Beefheart is constantly engaged
in an ongoing process of play. Behind
the onslaught of words stand certain
insights that Beefheart wishes to com-
municate.

The secret is, however, that they can
be communicated only after the listener
surrenders his neurotic reliance on words
and established forms. “I'm trying to
create my own language,” Beefheart ob-
serves “a language without any periods.”

In his discouragement with the music
business Beefheart has now turned much
of his energy to writing as an outlet for
his creative demon. The closets of his
house are strewn with thousands upon
thousands of poems and at least five
unpublished novels. The song “Old Fart
At Play” from Trout Mask Replica is a
tiny excerpt from a long novel of the
same name which Beefheart hopes to
publish soon.

The formlessness and intensity of

Beefheart’s music have often led people
to conclude that he is merely another
product of the drug culture. Sadly, much
of the promotion material on him in
past years has implied that he is the
king of the drug heads and hip freaks
Nothing could be further from the truth
Don Van Vliet does not use drugs anc
does not allow members of the Magic
Band to do so either. Like his friend
Frank Zappa, Beefheart admonishes
everyone to stay away from LSD, speed
and marijuana. The reason for this is
not only that he believes that drugs have
harmful and irreversible effects, but alsc
that each person has the power to get
“there” all by himself.

In my conversation with the man,
Beefheart would often smile broadly anc
tilt his head far back on his neck anc
say, “You know, I'm not even here. [
just stick around for my friends.” Mov-
ing his hand up and out from his templ¢
and wiggling his fingers (the Beefheari
“Far Out” sign) he would then say
“You're not even here either. You knov:
that. Don't kid yourself. You just stic
around for your friends too.”

Like Socrates, Beefheart believes tha:
everyone knows everything he needs ¢
know already. What he tries to do i
to make them realize this. Most people
he reports, fight it every inch of th
way. They refuse to be free even whe:
they see what it's like. “They just hav
too much at stake.”

The absolutely boundless character o
Beefheart’s mind has taken him into 1
vestigations of exXtra-sensory perceptior.
clairvoyance and even reincarnation. |
addition to the ability to answer th
phone before it rings, Beefheart is ap:
parently able to foretell parts of the fu
ture. On all of my visits to his hous
in the San Fernando Valley, Beefheur
told me that he knew in advance that
was coming. On one occasion he wa
able to prove it to me by showing th:
he’d put on “The Florsheim Shoe” un
bright red socks which we'd joked abou
on my earlier visit. *I wore them ju:
for you,” he said holding out his foo
Beefheart also maintains that he has Je
previous lives. At present he believc
that he is a reincarnation of a mu
named Van Vliet who was a friend «
Rembrandt’s. “Van Vliet was a tremend!
ous painter who could never finish an
thing, Rembrandt used to write him le
ters saying, ‘I'm pretty good, but if yc
ever got it together . . . wow!'"

In order to pursue the possibilities «
this previous existence, the Captain h.,
recently begun painting again. Like ever
thing else he does, his paintings a
simply astounding. During one of o
conversations he went to a two foot t:
stack of poster paper and pulted o
one of his recent works. Holding it u
der his chin and peering over at m
Beefheart asked, “Well, what do y:
see?” I stared into the splots and blo
of yellow, green and red and had
confes.f\ that the painting said nothi
to me. With that Beefheart reach:
around and pointed to a small obje
in the middle of his masterpiece. “S
the little finger with the decal ring’



ne asked. 1 looked carefully. Sure
enough, there in the midst of the chaos
—a little finger with a decal ring! “Is
thar what it's about?” “It sure is,” he
replied.

What, then, of the future of Captain
Beefheart? What are the chances that
he will leave his self-imposed house ar-
rest and begin to spread his music and
magic more widely into the world?

Al present the Captain stands at a
crucial turning point. On the face of it
everylhing seems to be in his favor. His
new Magic Band is probably the best
he's ever had and may be one of the
best in the country. He has recently
added drummer Artie Trip, formerly of
the Mothers of Invention, who provides
exictly the right blend of rhythmic nov-
elty and imagipation 1o the group’s sound.
Zoot Horn Rollo and Rockette Morton,
musicians that Beefheart taught from
seratch, have reached musical maturity
and are eager to get out before the
public. Both of them are remarkably tal-
ented and love the music they play with
an unwavering passion, The Captain him-
self is clearly at the peak of his crea-
tivity in terms of both composition and
performance. His new songs in rehearsal
—"Woe Is A Me Bop,” “Alice in Blun-
derlund,” and others- -ure even better
than the tunes on Trou: Mask Replica. 1
hive heard the new Magic Band play
this music in the shelter of Beefheart's
living room and, believe me, it's simply
incredible.

Beyond this. Beefheart now has around
him a group of associates that he should
be able to trust. His new manager,
wrant Gibbs, is both honest and thorough-
ly sensitive to the special needs and
toibles of his artist. Previously an un-
biased observer of Beefheart's career, Mr.
Gibbs is now trying to untangle the web
of contractual knots which the Magic
Band had stumbled into over the years.
Although Beefheart thinks otherwise,
Straight Records is probably giving him

HEY GARLAND | DIG
YER TWEED COAT

i'l trade you a dominoe this size .

Hey garland 1 dig yer tweed coat . . .

! darkness . . .
, as silent as ink . ., .

mothballs scented . . . the woman Silk
nude tie . . . painting his chest . . . one
:elluloid stay, exposed thru his nibbled
collar. Feet speckled the sidewalk . . .
Faces gurgled thru windows . . . passing
cars gum rubber streaks . . Neon
plants swim like green seaweed to a
deep rhythm of blues . . . Red thyroid
sunsets . .. . Flame n’ speckled Chemis-

{ try . . . pipes run off dark tubes . . . .

erase into marks that pour the dye of
Crystal comes together
I don’t think I
could let it go, I got it at the Religious
scene . . . teeth let go . . . Tobacco
juice . . . An oiled balloon . . , Brown

as good and forthright a deal as he'd
find anywhere in the business. And there's
no dearth of opportunities either. Beefs
heart is very much in demand both in
the United States and in Europe. Offers
for a tour of England and the Continent
have come from five different agencies in
recent weeks. He could also do well
touring college campuses and jazz and
pop festivals in America. All Don bas
to do is say yes.

At the point of decision, Caplain Beef-
heart wavers erratically. He hires and
fires musicians with great abandon and
then says that the group is not yet ready,
He also creates imaginary enemies in
his mind and then spends his days trying
to figure out ways to fight them off. Dur-
ing the writing of this articls, for ex-
ample, Van Vliet became convinced that.
I was public enemy number ome. Far
days he brooded about the crimes that
I was supposedly committing sgainst
him. What Beefheart cannot seem to
understand is fhat he hss nothing like
the number of foes he thinks he has.
There are literally dozens of people who
would do anything to enable him to per-
form on stage again. All those who may
have had evil designs on him have long
since retired in frustration.

Fortunately, it appears that Beefheart
is regaining the necessary confidence in
himself and his surroundings. He has re-
cently married a lovely girl named Jan
who is a constant companion in the
wild and delightful realm of Beefheartism
imagination. He has also made tenta-
tive preparations for a tour and a new
album. All of it hangs on choices that
he will make in the next several weeks.

But who knows? Perhaps 1970 will
be the year that we finally catch a
glimpse of the man behind the Trout
Mask. Maybe this will be the year that
all of us can experience the amazing
wisdom and humor that Captain Beef-
heart has in his grasp. Clearly though,
it's strictly up to him.

eye in an egg whit . . . Black tat bub-
bles in stripes . . . A straw hat squeaked
on the brim of a feather . . . News-
print thumbed thru nicotine fingers . . .
a dark olive was turmed on . , . Its
small pulp speaker, burst into a scream
. . . one large tomatoe was immediately
peeled skin red . . . It bled into a red
“0" n* smacked behind accepted fangs
+ « . Quick eyebrows danced cutely
above a mole . . . the front was smooth
. . . It gradually gathered n' wrinkled
at the holes . . . a dark wooden mous-
tasche deposited below above chinese
red vamnished lips . . . that dented

" slightly into the evening. “It's gotten

quite cold I've decided I can’t sell you
my coat" . ., . Honking the wind
puffed into the clumps above the lattice
rows n’ out looked panatella . . . naked
n’ not ashamed . . . without no clothes

ONE MAN SENTENCE

Inside the tub-ette on the small duplex
tile shadow of my hand made a movie
wolf head the dangling cigarette made a
leng five tipped tube resembling a-smok-
ing fang which curled from his mouth
to my mouth then slowly into the peeled
back tiny mouths of the flaky enamel ceil-
ing above my shaggy head a test of endur-
ance metered by what with things chang-
ing this fast I drown the soggy creature
through his wet butt out of the bath tub-
ette trembling as it was a small room
with a very large open window he
bounced and disappeared off the sill into
morning aching and yawning like a neg-
lected tooth that took root in both night
and day. —Don Van Vliet

A COLLECTION OF
BEEFHEARTIAN WISDOM

“There are only forty people in the
world and five of them are hamburgers.”

“Everybody's colored or else you
wouldn't be able to see them.”

“God's doin’ the jerk and it's the jerk's
fault for lettin® him do ir.” (iitle of a

)

“Think about the poor rhinoceros., He's
in trouble because people think his horn's
good for sex. They grind it up as a po-
tion for sex. We're lucky they don’t find
out about our teeth.” (The secret of our
teeth, according to Beefheart, is that like
elephants’ tusks, they’re made of ivory,)

“I don’t want to sell my music, I'd
like to give it away because where 1 got
it, you didn’t have to pay far i1,”

“Do you know what I mean?” (Asked
at the end of every Beefheart sentence).

“Everybody drinks from the same
pond.”

On the Vietnam war: “If's gelting
pretty desperate when you have to shoot
somebody with a bullet just 10 say
‘hello. "

“I'm not really here, I just stick around
for my friends”

wiggle pig went snout first into a tree
. « . the rubber turkey was gobbled up
by night's dark rubber mouth . . . a
white phosphorous raindrop dropped in
the sky . . . Hot sillouettes in a con-
vertible . . . gave this a applause . . .
n' several white porcelain trays were
rolled in by Bumble Bees . . . Their
wings arranged with pictures out of the
past n’ the rainbow baboon gobbled fif-
teen fisheyes with each spoon . . . Pock-
ets was caught at window level ap-
proaching the fractured glass dripping in
light he spoke . . . I just looked at my-
self . . . N’ from here t* there it ain't
far enough . . . But from here t' here
.. . It's too short . . . n' circles don't
fly, they float Pena exclaimed, n' went
oa to say “Sun shore did shine this year
.+ ., who'd ya look like underneath?
—Don Van Vet







BEEF

VINTAGE

CAPTAIN BEEFHEART is
one of the seminal figures in
the American West Coast Pop-
Naisance. When in London a
few weeks ago Bectheart volun-
teered a few choice comments
to IT. After you read what
he says listen to his songs on
the fantastic . L.P. SAFE AS
MILK, soon to be released by
Pye.

WATER

BEEFHEART: You know
what I can do? 1 can stay
under water for four and a half
minutes.

TRAVEL

BEEFHEART: Everybody's
turning on to fucking back-
wards now. These people at
this passport bureau — are ab-
solutely  backwards.  They’re
the ones that are wrong; they're
the ones that are out of reality
—don’t you think so? You

get a passport to walk through
a country, man; if you were
walking you have to stop at
all these places and after you
do that it sort of gives you a
negative thing,

NAMING
OF NAMES

IT: Where d'you pget the
name from, how d’you come
on it?

BEEFHEART: [ was out in
the desert five years ago and [
was sitting in a car and we
were all stoned. Frank Zappa
and I and a bunch of other
guys were there. Frank doesn't
turn on at all . , . but anyway,
I' was just sitting there and I
started laughing and I had
thought of this pame and I laid
it on everybody in the car and
Frank says “AH!” like you
know that’s great, we'll make
a movie. So he said we'll
make a movie and we’ll call it
—~Captain Beefheart Meets the
Grunt People. So we started
work and we studied the script
for a year and we wrote a thing
and something happened and
the movie fell lﬁrough. It
doesn’t agree with the things I
think now—changed so much in
that length of time, It’s a good
movie though . . . tear on the

dotted line, paste up rockets

. it was really going to
far out.

DRUGS

BEEFHEART: You know,
a thing I've become aware of
since I've been here—one good
thing, they gave junk addicts
—here possibilities—no  vio-
lence happening in any of them
like in New York . . . and now
they're taking it away, abolish-
ing it, that's really far out.

EDUCATION

BEEFHEART: University is
a joke, college is a gigantic
waste of time—you know what
I mean? I think it’s detrimen-
tal, I think you have to shake
it off later before you can even
do anything — as far as I'm
concerned, I had three years
at college and I know, I had
to get rid of it — start talking
the right way.




ROUGH TRADE FROM VENUS

ME_ playing live in L.A. It was at that point Brighton for a Captain Beefheart concert.

that it all clicked together somehow Some old friends had been lost along
ATRUESTORY Mark’s eyes connected with the mad the e ::nrrlrtegnaetl {mimyiviidng s
§ Captain’s right up there on stage ‘just mother the Desert Psalms in a trailer
x:;!;.olilr}:: tl;::)(;t:gol:];;:a lu-il{aeiaﬁaosls?e:?]fich like snails’ and a mystical alliance was situated somew.here'_ in _the Desert, the .
come with being young in the United States formed. Beefheart befriended Mark as well Mascara Snake is painting and Drumbo is
oF A miabica, Thats Wie (he Whole dva as Mark’s 19 year old acid-freak buddy ~ still moving in mysterious ways, coming
AaE & and gave them a job in his new combo., and going — but new friends have been

scene about going to school and then after
that there was the grim prospect of being
drafted and then after that... But Mark
wasn’t just another basically all-American

The band, — Jeff St. Claire, perhaps better added, Mark, — now re-named Rockette
known as Antennae Jimmy Semens, John Morton, dapper in multi-coloured egg-
French — the mysterious Drumbo and the shell designed shirt, purple trousers and
Mascara Snake - went into the Desert for 2 immaculate white slouch-hat was

boy; for a start he lived on Quartz Hill, eight months to practice a number of sitting beside the belly-dancer quietly
o of odimontary bAgin, found fogt %918 the Captaln ad worked out ana: -feading The Risoand Fall of the Third
abundantly in the oldest ge:ological strata planain 8. hours, They got hdd of e Relolt  Hig haiz wag neatly cut, while his
(Eutiovelapedia Britantica) whileh ¥ ¥inda- -“01d sequaintance piBoathicart v, usk moysiache wes waxed out to accommo-
weird and exclusive, you gotta admit, And nessman and leader of a ’505‘? pachueo- dus i spread'mg e e
then, what Wit ‘h all the Vislonié‘of violence * 100k band, who had pretensions 10 being upper lip, Just like Salvador Dali, No,

4 Bloodletting summen=d i from the Stravinsky or Varese or someth_mg_but not at all, That moustache shows a cat-
2 £ P who was also well-known for his nifty fish influence. Rockette Morton doesn’t

fear of being drafted, Mark had really
freaked out and vanished into a mental
hospital. It was around this time that he

work behind the switches at the record- even like Salvador Dali. This was stated
ing studio and, lo and behold, a double-  in no uncertain terms by the plumpish

: ; il album was conceived containing man who looked rather like a cross
goteto Listert toap AERTE At = VS inarguably some of the weirdest music between Orson Welles and a pixie and
by Ca'ptam Beefheart and his Magle Band, ever to be found on black plastic — who was easily the centre of attraction
Nothing had made that much sense to ‘“Trout Mask Replica’ ! i s
Mark before — sure he’d doodled around Lip on the bus —Don Van Vliet, alias Captain
with a few things — dropped acid a couple Beefheart, painter, writer, absurdist and

of times, smoked a little ‘pot’ y’know — he BOZOED ON THE Dada to the Delta Blues tradition. Van

Vliet always states things in no uncertain

house which he souldnt be botnered to /A /AP WITHTHE CAP  terms, he is absolutely convinced of his

get into — but this album really got to him. own rightness. But this is understandable,
. He played it every morning and every Well, friends, that was some three for, in his own words, he is an artist and

night for almost two years until, one fine  years ago, and there we all were on a a genius. Everyone s the bus knew tl}at.

day, he went to see Captain Beefheart coach travelling from Kensington to Even those who hadn’t before, after direct

ROCKETTE MORTON ‘ THE CAPTAIN Z0OT HORN ROLLO



confrontation with the charismatic Mr.
Van VHet, were at least temporary be-
lievers. And of course everyone in'the
band + Zoot HornRollo, seven feet tall
and now with short hair, looking like an
all-American boy from Saturn, Ed
Marimba with the green moustache.
Winged Eel Fingerling who looked like
he’d stepped right out of a particularly
harrowing extract from the Bible — all
matted hair and beard, and intensity, and
Orejon; a fat jovial greasy trucker with
a voice like a hyena — they all held
Beefheart in a kind of awe. Meanwhile
Beefheart waxed ecstatic about his band.
‘Y’ know, I'm totally happy with the
band I've got. I tell you I'm proud to

be playing with them. Rockette Morton.
Have you seen him play bass? He's a
killer, He claws the strings — uses all his
fingers. Just wait till you hear him play —
you won’t believe it. And Zoot Hotn .
Rollo — personally I believe that he is
becoming the greatest guitar player alive,
There is no end to his contribution as an
innovater. His lines, man — his whole
approach, There’s no way you can turn
that kind of flow off.” Beefheart treats
the musicians in his band as equals in all
respects, He stresses that he is not the
leader — ‘The only leader there is runs
down the back of your leg’ and that the
band themselves are starting to write
‘their own music. Winged Eel Fingerling,
Marimba and Orejorn were ‘all musicians
in Frank Zappa’s band. Not any more
though. But that’s sort of a sore point
and all will be revealed a little later on.

While the members of the Magic
Band tend to keep very much to themsel-
ves (though perfectly sociable when
approached for a rap), Van Vliet is
more than gregarious. We talked for god
knows how long touching on numerous
topics. Don’s old friend Ornette Coleman
was constantly brought up in the conver-
sation — ‘I was with him just before I came
here. He’s top-notch, y’know, there’s none
better, But he’s not a jazz musician, man—
Tie’s a painter, Most people are afraid to
play with Ornette — a lot of people are
afraid to go into the area of genius. They
don’t think they can take it 'cos they
i« zep believing they have to measure things
aut. You can’t measure genius, Measure-
ments are just humourous to a genius,
That's why someone like Cecil Taylor isn’t
& gemius, Taylor just keeps measuring up
that piano — what’s the point in that?
Now Robert Johnson and Son House are
the real geniuses. They’re the primitive
‘painters.’

Beefheart’s whole concept of the
artist/genius is structured around the
idea of the primitive. To him creating is
the most natural function all forms are
ultimately ‘the same in the force of their
expression, ‘Talking about different art-
forms izlike counting rain-drops. There
are rivers and streams and oceans, but
it’s all the same substance. Nat that art

comes from one source — that’s too
pointed, too much investment in one
thing, like Jesus on the cross. I see a
cross-walk out here, which is a joke
to me. Take an orange, right — if you
pull it apart, it comes in segments, If
you squeeze it, the juice just comes
out.’

The names of John Coltrane and
Charlie Parker are brought up in the
conversation, Beefheart dismisses them
thus —

‘Listen, the fish is in complete control
of the scale. When man tries to play scales
like a fish has, forget it. The fish, the
armadillo — they’ve got it all down, Ed
Marimba is doing an album called,
‘Armadillo Xylophone’ — he’s not going
to even try and play the scales. First
there’s the cover of an armadillo and
then there’s the music, No-one plays
ahead of the armadillo.’

Had he heard the album ‘Songs of the
Humpbacked Whale?”

‘I don’t use Scales when I play the
horn, and I used to play that instrument

feeling that certain things were communi-
cating with me, Most people look up in
the sky after that kind of experience but
I don’t, I look in the ocean. I just got hold
of that record and now I've heard it, I
know who it is. [ mean, the largest living
land mammal is the absent mind, but
those whales are out there. Didn’t you
hear any whales or dolphins in my solo
(a spontaneous piece called ‘Spitball
Scalped a baby’ played at the Albert Hall
gig)? I couldn’t hear myself because I was
playing but I felt sure they were out
there.’

He, his wife and the whole band live

in Eureka which is 69 miles from the Oregon

border, ‘The whales are right outside our
window cleaning their bornades and sing-
ing.’

The conversation carries on with every-
one present totally subservient to the
eloquence of the Captain. Someone
attempts to take him on in a word game
but fails miserably. ‘Let’s not play mar-
bles’ says Beefheart good naturedly,
carrying straight on into a wild rap about
the bisexual capabilities of the hyena.

‘The hyena — man, that creature is
one of the most highly evolved on this
planet. It can change it’s sex at will, Did
you know that? A male hyena can have
babies, Isn’t that amazing? Beefheart is
very involved in the idea of breaking down
basic sexual barriers (though he stresses
that he and the Magic Band are all men
with good healthy sexual apetites playing
music for women). However when the
name of Alice Cooper is mentioned in
this cantext, he retorts —

‘Sure, what Cooper and his band are
doing sound good, but they’re exploiting
the concept. I'hrowing little chickens
into the audience — I think that’s despic-
able, If I saw Cooper again, I"d spank his
arse, That band — they go into the woods

with their ‘guns and kill animals, They’re
all sick.” One of the projects Beefheart has
tentatjvely planned once he gets hold of
some money (‘The Spotlight Kid’ is doing
good business in'the States, having broken
through the top 100) is to help curb the
killing of rare animals in Africa. He, and
his ideas — like his views on politics (he ,
has none) and pollution (a sincere ‘I think
it should be stopped right now’ was all he
could manage on that topic) — becomes
vague. Another project he hopes to
finance is the construction of ‘a female
building’ in London, which goes under-
ground, ‘You won’t have to have an
air-raid to go into it, and it won’t be
scarey. Maybe all the other buildings will
fall into a hole where they belong. Then
they can see all the mountains and oceans
without all the male-blood in their head
and the red-faced erection, Tut! Tut!
People won’t be afraid of the opposite
sex.’

His current relationship with Warner-
Reprise is an amicable one, He has total
artistic control.

‘If they don’t let me do what [ want,
then I’ll be on another label — You can
be assured of that, Nobody tells me what
to do.!

His next album — ‘Brown Star’ —
though yet to be recorded, is completely
worked out in Beefheart’s head. It was
written during an 8 hour car journey be-
tween Boston and Yale. Amonst the
numbers to be featured are ‘Big-Eyed
Beans from Venus’ (which says you
don’t have to go back into the past. All
the past in the world doesn’t go to
make up a man of the present) and ‘Happy
Blue Pumpkin’ written by Jan Van Vliet,
Don’s wife and constant compaign, Now
that the link between artist and record
company has strengthened and become
comparatively stable, Beefheart intends
to release far more material, He writes an
average forty to eighty pages of words a
day and spends up to ten hours at a
stretch working out tunes on the piano.
‘I could release 20 albums a month,
easily.’

The talk turned to rock music and the
market he was now establishing himself
in. Chuck Berry — ‘one of the greatest
poets ever — a true original *, and Jimi
Hendrix were rated as geniuses; The
Rolling Stones didn’t fare so well, Mick
Jagger was dismissed contemptuously but
Beefheart had some kind words to say
for Brian Jones whom he had once met.
‘He was a fine man — he seemed very
interested in what I was doing. You know
I've got the feeling that he wrote ‘The
Last Time’ and ‘Satisfaction’. I know
those songs are credited to other people
but...’

The Beatles are attacked vehemently
except for McCartrey who also met

-Beefheart — ‘he was always the creative

one in the band’. Lennon is not one of
Van Vliet’s favourites, ‘I’ll tell you one



thing, to this day I can't understand what
happened. I personally sent a telegram to
John Lennon when he was doing his campaign
for peace and told him that Captain Beef-
heart and his Magic Band had some definite
ideas about gaining peace without violence
or blood-letting., And I didn't get an ans-
wer. Now I don't know what happened, but a
telegram usually gets through, right? But
how could he ignore someone like me on a
topic as important as that? And believe me
I have a few things to say about peace."

Lennon also thinks of himself as a gen=
ius, "So Lennon is an artist, now?" says
Beefheart, laughing to himself. "I'1ll tell
you one thing i didn't like -~ the Beatles
saying they were going to turn you on.I've
never heard anything so ridiculous in my
1life.No man or woman can turn another per-
son on. The minute you hit the air you're
on. Like I said on "FLASH GORDON'S APE" -
"jump in the air and hit your eyes /try to
go back and there wasn't nons."The idea of
trying to turn somecne on,that's the bigg=-
est concession stand I've sver heard."

Maybe they meant well,someone suggests.
You mean mint well, Mint as in money, in
which case it's true. People who mint any-
thing have bad breath.

"There has to be a changs," he contin=
ues, flying off at a tangent. "How can th-
ings just stop? Like a cowboy stabbing his
spurs into the prairie to stop the ball
rolling; or putting a bird on a leash. Why
not fly a kite so you won't have to fly a
bird?"

The Captain didn't have much time for
Bob Dylan, either. Bob Dylan? Oh, you mean
Robert Zimmerman? He's no genius, Quote me
any of his songs and I'd pick out the ori-
ginals of his imagery. He steals his st=
uff from real geniuses like Robert Johnson
Beefheart wouldn't accept the proposit-
ion that maybe Dylan used the essence of
the work of the old masters in order to
create original statements himself.
Beefheart believes that basic communic=
ation is one of the greatest, if not the
greatest art form. "Talking is more of an
art form than music, in fact it's probably
the best one. Music is just like a worm
crawling over a razorblade - no, a word
crawling over a razorblade.That's it} What
do you do as a writer? I guess you do what
you can within the restrictions; the human
mind, ear and eye. The next time an artist
tells you that a writer does not make it
just tell him that he should be doing soup
cans like Warhol: I'm a writer myself - I
have two books cominy out; one of them is
called OLD FART AT PLAY - that's a novel,
and the other ones a book of peetry called
SINGING INK. Listen, I want to get the
tape of what we're saying here now. I want
to sit back, and listen to the music we've
been making."

Beefheart is planning on using some of
the tapes of interviews he's made in this
country for inmclusion on "BROWN STAR".

THEKID GETSHEAVY

Finally, the conversation turned to his
old buddy from El Monte, Frank Zappa. It
was at this point that one got a taste of
what it must be like to be one of those
- who has sver crossed Don Van Vliet in any
way.

"Zappa is the most disgusting character
I have ever encountered. EVERJ Y'know, he
claimed to have discovered me} This sham,
this bum who is under the impression that
he is an artist claimed that he discovered
mell I mean, people say that I discovered
Zoot Horn Rollo which is crap; he found me
and I found him. I didn't discover him or
anything like that., He was on when I met
him. It was just that he thought he was
off. But Zappal And the thing is he didn't
have to be what he is, he just chose to be
a shit. He's got a real burden - nose=to=
the=-grindstone, red-faced ersction. He
should know better than that, being around
musicians like Ed Marimba, He claimed that
he produced "TROUT MASK REPLICA" =~ he was
asleep at the switches, man! He's like a
switchman with Parkinson's disease. Look
what he did with Wild Man Fischer.He tried
to exploit a man who was not a freak; the
word 'freak! just doesn't exist as far as
I'm concerned. I haven't seen any freaks =
I've seen people who say they're deformed.
I do not know what deformed is, because I
like art and form = that'!s all beautiful,
Do you know what Wild Man Fischer is doing
now? Zappa drained him - he prostituted
that man's integrity. Herbie Cohan,Zappa's
associate and manager, reminds me of a red
marble in a can of lard, Zappa reminds me
of a cataract. The only reason I played on
"YILLY THE PIMP" was because I wanted to
straighten Zappa out. T thought that if
he came into contact with a real artist he
might see the 1light, but he was too far
gone by then, Listen man, you'd be degrad-
ing yourself as a writer by even mentioni-
ng his name in your article. Ask the boys
in the band who used to work with him,
Listen, Orejon started the Mothers, not
Zappa. Did you know that? Even I didn't
know thati"

Orejon, the bassist, alias Roy Estrada
who stuck with the Mothers from FREAK'- OUT
to the UNCLE MEAT period, nodded his head.
He started a band along with Ray Collins
and Jimmy Carl Black called The Soul Kings
until Zappa came along and took them over.
Estrada, a killer bass-player, whose fal-
setto renderings of such classics as "Do

You Wanna Dance" and "In the Midnite Hour"
could be heard at the back of the bus, is
very bitter about the way Zappa treated
him. Since he split with the Mothers, he's
played with Little Feat(an excellent coun=-
try - rock band which alsc featured Lowsll
George (another ex-Mother)) and worked as
a session man.Hes recently joined the Band
allowing Rockette Morton to play the
guitar when the mood takes him. His old
friend Ed Marimba, alias Art Tripp, looked
kind of weird on the stage, his hair fixed
in three ring-lets, green mustache, and,
with a pince-nez around his neck. He spent
six years studying at a university, carr-
ying on with that tradition with that ~
Furmal/classical chamber music that Zappa
fooled around with in the later days of
the original Mothers. Tripp now despises
all that "formal crap" as he calls it and
is totally committed to Beefheart's music..
Ian Underwood (Zappa's key-board player )
was in the band for a few weeks but he
just couldn't make it. "He said the music
gave him a headache", Tripp says contempt=-
uously.He explained the reason why so many
ex = Mothers were playing with Beefheart



lilp this:"Well, all that stuff with Zappa
a5 just hard work.This band is like total
libaration - work does not come into it at
all, We've been released.'" Winged Eel Fin-
gerling, aka Elliot Ingber, is perhaps the
most intaresting of the ex-lMothers. He pl-
ayed guitar on the "FREAK OUT" album (he's
the straight=-looking guy with the crew-cut
and roll-neck sweater as shown on the L.P.
cover), and after his dalliance with Zappa
his main claim to fame lies in the inclus=-
*on of the "Don't Bogart That Joint' track
on the Easy Rider soundtrack, which Elliot
urote.He eventually joined Beefheart after
"LICK MY DECALS OFF" had been released but
soon split owing to his hatred of being on
the road. Now he too is totally committed
to Beefheart: "As long as there is a Magic
Band, that's the place I want to be." He's
the only member of the band who has anyth=
ing good to say about Zappa = "I like and
admire Frank very much - he's a fine guit=-
arist but he seems very distant from ever=-
ythinh going on around him." After polite-
ly answering questions, he mutters "Jigg-
ers" and goes off to sit by himself again.

AFTERIT BLEW
ITS STACKS

After a seemingly endless coach journesy
(the first coach had broken down half way
between London and Brighton) we finally
arrived at the Dome, a sort of mini-Albert
Hall, filled to capacity, as all the Beef-
heart gigs have been. In the dressing room
the Band get changed while Zoot Horn Rollo
gets his spider-like fingers around the
fret-board of his guitar, crafting almost
impossible chords from the instrument,in
preparation for the show. Beefheart disap=-
pears into the john, eventually emerging
in his stage clothes = an incredible red
silk suit over a black shirt, with a gold
necklace in place of a tie. All this is
topped off with a black cloak emblazoned
with a weird embroidered design, and he
looks every inch a rock and roll star, just
like Little Richard. "Better, man, Richard
was too little." The stage looks fine,

BOOGLARISING
THE JOINT

It must be after the first three bars
of WHEN IT BLOWS MY STACKS that you real=
ise something truly astounding is going to
be laid on you.Beefheart told me that they
never do free gigs because they need money
to buy good food in order to play good mu-
sic, All I can say is that Beefheart and
company are no vegetarians, they're canni-
balls, Their music comes right out and it
eats up the audience. The guitars slip and
slide with a vengeance, slicing the music
up into magnificent splinters, while Beef-
heart howls like some croned shaman going
werewolf. The band never seem quite human,
more like spirits suckled Ffrom birth by
one of those strange, treacherous figures
that appear in Doctor John's more inspired
ramblings, or which found a place on Bo
Diddley's creepy "WHO DO YOU LOVE" saga.
Make no mistake, Captain Beefheart and his
Magic Band ain't just another black magic
hype for the kids to lap up; they are the
real voodoo, the acorn gospel in the grand
tradition of the old Delta music vision of
the Twilight Zone. The demons that drove

Robert Johnson to his grave at the tender
age of 21 are working in harness with Beef
-heart, transforming his music into some
weird, bastard offspring.of the music of
spheres.

The numbers the band do come from TROUT
MASK, DECALS and SPOTLIGHT KID exclusively
and the live sound that they get makes
most of their studio efforts look sick in
comparison.The Magic Band at full=-strength
on such numders as CLICK CLACK,BOOGLARISE,
and MY HUMAN GETS ME BLUES are quite un-
ique; Beefheart sums it all up =~ their
playing is so together that "they look as
if they're untogether, if you know what I
mean".The music is both jagged and flouwing
and when, for an encore, the Captain
produced his alto=-sax and proceeded to as=
-sault the PA with his highly unconventio-
nal style of playing it was all literally,
tog much,for some of the kids in the audi-
ence = although I would imagine that the
whales coasting off Brighton beach apprec-
iated the communication from a fellow spi-
oLt

The scene backstage after the shouw is
hectic. Bad vibes are present in the form
of some acid-heads who keep annoying Beef-
heart with their inanme jive, Beefheart is
vehemently opposed to drugs of any kind =
hard drugs he considers poison and psyche-
delics as just "an extension of Disney=-
land." And has actually spoksn out again=-
st them on stage, But the fact remains th=
at his music appeals to a young drugorien=-
tated audience. While he recognises that
the majority of his followers are young(16
year-old kids in the States make up the
bulk of his afficianados - he steadfastly
refuses to believe that they are heavily
into drugs.

"I'm appreciated by those people who
realise how pointless the drug experience
ig. It is also sad that most Beefheart
addicts have never heard of Albert Ayler
or Son House, or even Don's old friend,
Ornette Colman; for them,bis appeal is th-
at of a charismatic crazy-man spouting in=
spired gibberish. There is a good deal of
humour and insanity in his work, which he
recognises, but he is most concerned that
the ideas which he puts across and the mu-
sic that the band produces should ultimate
ly be taken seriously as great art,

He contends that within the bizarre st-
ructure of his art there lie some incredib
ly advanced ideas. Whether or not the rock
and roll population of Planet Earth ever
pick up on them remains to be seen,but the
Captain and his Magic Band ain't worrying.

Elliot Ingber (aka Winged Eel Fingerling of
The Magic Band), went a little weird in the
studio. It's said that Ingber started talk=
ing to his amplifiers during the recordings
of a track called "Rumble", After B85 takes
it was concluded that ol! Elliot was defin-
ately out to lupch.

Nevertheless, George cites Ingber as an im-
portant influenc