Hotel California

Singer-songwriters and Cocaine Cowboys
in the L.A. Canyons 19671976

(25}
-
Q
o
1
=
155}
=
o=
p—
@]
F
N
-
o
1—l-<
=
=]

Barney Hoskyns




Barney Hoskyns
Hotel California: Singer-

songwriters and Cocaine Cowboys
in the L.A. Canyons 1967-1976

AHHOTaAMSA

The story of a remarkable time and place: Los Angeles from the
dawn of the singer-songwriter era in the mid-Sixties to the peak of
The Eagles’ success in the late Seventies.'Hotel California’ is an epic
tale of songs and sunshine, drugs and denim, genius and greed, and
is the first in-depth account of the LA Canyons scene between 1967
and 1976.Hoskyn's history of this vital period in the development of
today's great musical influences spans the rise of Joni Mitchell, Crosby
Stills Nash and Young, The Eagles, James Taylor and Jackson Browne,
and focuses on the brilliance and determination of David Geffen, the
man who linked them all. Covering genius, drug-crazed disintegration,
and the myriad relationships between these artists and the songs that
issued from them, and drawing on extensive interviews with countless
stars, singers, writers, managers, executives and scenesters, ‘Hotel
California’ is a pop-culture classic.
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Praise

From the reviews of Hotel California:

‘A terrific account of the interface between idealism and
squalor, art and commerce’

Guardian Guide

‘Takes you right into the backyards of Laurel Canyon...A
masterful history’

Observer Music Monthly

‘A comprehensive account of the Golden State’s denim-clad,
narcissistic heyday’

Mojo

‘Barney Hoskyns brings a genuine love as well as an outsider’s
keen eye to the rise and fall of the California scene in the ’60s
and "70s. It’s a riveting story, sensitively told’

ANTHONY DECURTIS, Contributing Editor, Rolling Stone

‘If you are looking for the ingredients required of a good
rock ’n’ roll story, Hotel California has got the lot...a murky
tale in which a sprawling cast of A-list celebrities nurture their
collective inner child with a steady diet of promiscuous sex,
hard drugs and soft tunes spiced with appropriately confessional
lyrics...an ambitious and authoritative account

which makes overdue sense of a spectacularly decadent period
of pop history’

DAVID SINCLAIR, Guardian
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‘The scene is small, intimate and hopeful, and Hoskyns writes
about it with a similar delicacy and verve’

The Times

‘Fantastic’

PHIL JUPITUS

‘Brilliant’

LAUREN LAVERNE

For Natalie
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Introduction

On a baking day in August 1971, five naked young men sitin a
sauna in Laurel Canyon, Los Angeles. Four are musicians, three
on the cusp of unimaginable success. Two are out-of-towners,
come to sunny Southern California to find fame, glory, girls. All
are lean, rangy, good-looking —‘like Jesus Christ after a month
in Palm Springs’, in the words of their friend Eve Babitz.

The fifth naked man in the sauna is the one who owns
it: a short, skinny agent who’s moved to LA from New York
and established himself as a talent-broker of fearsome repute.
Among his clients are Joni Mitchell and Crosby, Stills, Nash
and Young. As the sweat pours off their suntanned limbs, David
Geffen tells the four musicians — Glenn Frey, Don Henley,
Jackson Browne and Ned Doheny — about his plans for his record
label. ‘I want to keep Asylum very small,” he avers. ‘Tll never have
more artists than I can fit in this sauna.’

Twenty years later, Geffen will sell his second label — one
he modestly names after himself — for a cool $550 million. At
the same time the first Greatest Hits album by the Eagles — the
group formed by Glenn Frey and Don Henley — will officially
be pronounced the biggest-selling album of all time. ‘David took
the creme de la creme from that scene,” says Eve Babitz, ‘and
signed them on the basis of their cuteness.” Not bad work for an
afternoon’s Nordic ogling.
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Hotel California traces the incredible journey from the dawn
of the singer-songwriter era in the mid-’60s to the peak of the
Eagles’ success in the late *70s. It is the story of an unparalleled
time and place, the first in-depth account of the scene —‘the
mythically tangled genealogy’, in the words of writer John
Rockwell — that swirled around the denim navel-gazers and
cheesecloth millionaires of the Los Angeles canyons.

At a time when the influences of Crosby, Stills, Nash and
Young, Joni Mitchell, James Taylor, Jackson Browne and the
Eagles have never been more pervasive, the moment has come
to reappraise this remarkable group of artists. To re-evaluate,
too, the powerful movers and shakers who shaped their careers:
men like Geffen, the agent-turned-mogul who established an
unparalleled power base of LA talent; his partner Elliot Roberts,
manager of Young and Mitchell; and Irving Azoff, who made
multimillionaires of the Eagles.

This is an epic tale of songs and sunshine, drugs and denim,
genius and greed. The setting is the longhair Olympus of
Laurel and adjacent canyons. It’s about the flighty genius of
Joni Mitchell, the Janus-like volte-faces of Neil Young, the
drugged disintegration of David Crosby, Gram Parsons, Judee
Sill and others. It’s about the myriad relationships, professional
and personal, between these artists and the songs they wrote;
about the love affairs between Joni and Graham Nash, Joni and
James Taylor, Joni and Jackson Browne, Stephen Stills and Judy
Collins, Linda Ronstadt and J.D. Souther. More than anything



it’s a narrative of Rise and Fall — from ‘Take It Easy’ to “Take It to
the Limit’, from the hootenanny innocence of boys and girls with
acoustic guitars to the coked-out stadium-rock superstardom of
the mid-"70s.

Inevitably the recollections of the story’s characters are
coloured by their sometimes selective memories, not to mention
their own agendas. As Tom Waits, who began his career on
Geffen’s Asylum label, puts it: “The trouble with history is that
the people who really know what happened aren’t talking and the
people who don’t...well, you can’t shut ’em up.’

Whatever the ultimate truth, I have over the past decade
elicited invaluable reminiscences from the following artists,
managers, executives, producers, session musicians, writers,
photographers and scenesters: Lou Adler, David Anderle, Peter
Asher, Eve Babitz, Walter Becker, Joel Bernstein, Rodney
Bingenheimer, Dan Bourgoise, Joe Boyd, Jackson Browne,
Denny Bruce, Allison Caine, Gretchen Carpenter, Cher, Ry
Cooder, Stan Cornyn, Chester Crill, Chris Darrow, John
Delgatto, Pamela Des Barres, Henry Diltz, Dave DiMartino,
Tony Dimitriades, Craig Doerge, Ned Doheny, Denny Doherty,
Mickey Dolenz, Donald Fagen, Danny Fields, Bill Flanagan, Ben
Fong-Torres, Kim Fowley, David Gates, David Geffen, Fred
Goodman, Carl Gottlieb, Barry Hansen, Richie Hayward, Jan
Henderson, Judy Henske, Chris Hillman, Suzi Jane Hokom, Jac
Holzman, Bones Howe, Danny Hutton, Jonh Ingham, David
Jackson, Billy James, Judy James, Rickie Lee Jones, Phil



Kaufman, Nick Kent, Martin Kibbee, Sneaky Pete Kleinow,
Russ Kunkel, Bruce Langhorne, Bernie Leadon, Arthur Lee,
Steve Lester, Mark Leviton, Nils Lofgren, Roger McGuinn,
Robert Marchese, Ted Markland, Frank Mazzola, Bob Merlis,
Joni Mitchell, Essra Mohawk, Frazier Mohawk, Graham Nash,
Randy Newman, Tom Nolan, Michael Ochs, Anita Pallenberg,
Van Dyke Parks, Billy Payne, Robert Plant, Mel Posner, Neal
Preston, Domenic Priore, Nancy Retchin, Keith Richards, Perry
Richardson, Elliot Roberts, Jill Robinson, Linda Ronstadt, Ed
Sanders, Bud Scoppa, the late Greg Shaw, Joe Smith, J.D.
Souther, Ron Stone, Bill Straw, Matthew Sweet, the late Derek
Taylor, Ted Templeman, Russ Titelman, the late Nik Venet,
Joe Vitale, Mark Volman, Waddy Wachtel, Kurt Wagner, Tom
Waits, June Walters, Lenny Waronker, Jimmy Webb, Jerry
Wexler, Ian Whitcomb, Nurit Wilde, Tom Wilkes, Jerry Yester
and John York. My thanks to all for their time and their
willingness to revisit the (sometimes painful) past.

A major debt is owed to two people in particular: my editor
Matthew Hamilton, and Hannah Griffiths, briefly my agent
before she switched horses to become an editor herself. They
conceived the book in the first place and were a dual source of
inspiration and encouragement. My gratitude also to Nicholas
Pearson at Fourth Estate, and to Nick Davies, who shepherded
the project through key later stages. Also to Merlin Cox for an
exemplary copy edit. Tom Miller of Wiley & Sons had much to
do with the shaping of the book. My thanks to Euan Thorneycroft



at Curtis Brown, who seamlessly succeeded Hannah Griffiths,
and to Sarah Lazin and Paula Balzer at Sarah Lazin Books in
New York.

For assistance and facilitation, often beyond any possible
call of duty, thanks to the following: the indefatigable Harvey
Kubernik; Henry Diltz and Nurit Wilde for their timelessly
evocative images; Debbie Kruger for trawling through Henry’s
considerable archives and unearthing unseen treasures; to Eve
Kakassy for getting those and other images to me; Jim McCrary;
Dede at Redfern’s Picture Agency; Johnny Black, esteemed
keeper of the Rocksource Archive; Billy James, who corrected
factual errors and made many helpful comments; Roger Burrows,
who generously burned CDs for me; Eddi Fiegel, Barry Miles,
Matthew Greenwald, John Einarson, Richard Bosworth, Paul
Scanlon, Kevin Kennedy, Richard Cromelin, Steven Rosen,
Marc Weingarten, Susan Compo, Carrie Steers, Jonh Ingham,
Neil Scaplehorn, Richard Wootton, Rob Partridge, Val Brown,
Oscar Thompson, Annene Kaye, Diedre Duewel, Tony Keys,
Mark Pringle, Martin Colyer, William Higham, Paul Lester,
Allan Jones, Ted Alvy, Dale Carter, Rod Tootell, Mick
Houghton, Davitt Sigerson, Brendan Mullen, Andy Schwartz,
Mick Brown, Nic de Grunwald, Erik James, Michelle Kort, Jon
Savage, Johnny Marr, Ian MacArthur, John Tobler, Pete Frame,
Julian Humphries, Catherine Heaney and Silvia Crompton. A
special thank you to Simon McGuire, the heppest cat in all of
Glendale.



1 Expecting to Fly: Byrdsong
and the California Dream
I: Impossible Dreamers

For decades Los Angeles was synonymous with Hollywood —
the silver screen and its attendant deities. LA meant palm trees
and the Pacific Ocean, despotic directors and casting couches, a
factory of illusion. LA was ‘“The Coast’, cut off by hundreds of
miles of desert and mountain ranges. In those years Los Angeles
wasn’t acknowledged as a music town, despite producing some
of the best jazz and rhythm and blues of the *40s and ’50s. In
1960 the music business was still centred in New York, whose
denizens regarded LA as kooky and provincial at best.

Between the years 1960 and 1965 a remarkable shift
occurred. The sound and image of Southern California began
to take over, replacing Manhattan as the hub of American pop
music. Producer Phil Spector took the hit-factory ethos of New
York’s Brill Building songwriting stable to LA and blew up the
teen-pop sound to epic proportions. Entranced by Spector, local
suburban misfit Brian Wilson wrote honeyed hymns to beach and
car culture that reinvented the golden state as a teenage paradise.
Other LA producers followed suit. In 1965 singles recorded in
Los Angeles occupied the No. 1 spot for an impressive 20 weeks,
compared to just one for New York.
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‘California was so far removed from the mainstream of the
recording industry,” says Joe Smith, a Boston disc jockey who
moved to LA in 1960 to work for a local record distributor. “Then
all of a sudden the Beach Boys and Dick Dale and Jan & Dean
were making music that nobody else was making, and that was
the hallmark of the West Coast.’

Simultaneously a folk music movement swept across America
and reached Los Angeles. Hootenannies — small gatherings of
folk singers — had been staged in Los Angeles since the end
of World War 11, but the folk scene in LA was scattered, with
few performing venues to focus it. In 1957 local promoter Herb
Cohen responded to this lack by opening the Unicorn coffee
house on Sunset Boulevard.

On and around Sunset, west of old Hollywood before one
reached the manicured pomp of Beverly Hills, clubs and coffee
houses began to proliferate. Although LA had always been
geared to the automobile, the Strip now became a living
neighbourhood — and a mecca for dissident youth. Epicentre for
LA’s dawning folk scene was Doug Weston’s Troubadour club,
south of the Strip at 9081 Santa Monica Boulevard. Weston
had opened his original Troubadour on nearby La Cienega
Boulevard, but jumped across to Santa Monica east of Doheny
Drive in 1961. The more commercial-minded members of the
folkie crowd went with him. Typical of the tribe was a cocky
kid from Santa Barbara called David Crosby. A lecherous teddy
bear with a playful brain, David warbled plangent protest songs



in emulation of Woody Guthrie.

Herbie Cohen, with the help of his lawyer brother Mutt, ruled
the acoustic demimonde in Hollywood. His avuncular exterior
concealed a streak of pure ruthlessness. ‘Herbie was a lot scarier
than people would think,” says folk singer Jerry Yester. “They’d
think he was a kinda pudgy Jewish guy, but he was absolutely
terrifying in conflict.” In his way, Doug Weston was no less
ruthless than Cohen. At six foot six he towered over everybody.
‘Tallest queer I ever knew,” says actor Ted Markland. Weston’s
sexual preferences were an industry secret. What wasnt secret
was his canny practice of tying artists to contracts that obliged
them to return to the cramped Troubadour long after they were
big enough to sell out amphitheatres.

For all the lip service it paid to folk protest, the Troubadour
always had one beady eye on success. The clubhouse for the
more commercial folk music epitomised by the Kingston Trio,
it rapidly became a hootenanny hotbed of vaunting ambition.
Pointedly different was Ed Pearl’s club the Ash Grove, which
had opened at 8162 Melrose Avenue in July 1958. LA’s self-
appointed bastion of tradition, the Ash Grove held fast to notions
of not selling out. It was where you went to hear Doc Watson and
Sleepy John Estes — blues and bluegrass veterans rescued from
oblivion by earnest revivalists. “The Ash Grove was where you
heard the roots, traditional stuff,” says Jackson Browne, then an
Orange County teenager. ‘Lots of people went to both clubs, but
you didn’t stand much of a chance of getting hired at the Ash



Grove.’

Another Ash Grove regular was the gorgeous Linda Ronstadt.
She had deep soulful eyes and a big gutsy voice and she’d grown
up in Arizona dreaming of freewheelin’ Bob Dylan. During
the Easter break of 1964 Linda followed Tucson beatnik Bob
Kimmel out to “The Coast’, moving into a small Victorian house
on the beach at Santa Monica. “The whole scene was still very
sweet and innocent at this point,” Ronstadt recalls. ‘It was all
about sitting around in little embroidered dresses and listening to
Elizabethan folk ballads, and that’s how I thought it was always
going to be.” Among Ronstadt’s contemporaries were obsessive
young folk-blues apprentices: kids like Ryland Cooder, John
Fahey, Al Wilson. Some of them got so good that they were
even allowed to play at the club. Cooder, 16 years old in 1963,
backed folk-pop singers Pamela Polland and Jackie DeShannon.
The nascent Canned Heat — a blues band formed by Wilson after
Fahey had introduced him to man-mountain singer Bob Hite —
played at the club.

‘The scene was just tiny,” Ry Cooder reflects. ‘It was by and
for people who were players, not for the general public. Ed Pearl
was some sort of socialist, whereas Doug Weston was just an
opportunist clubowner. We’d go down in the evening, mostly on
the weekends. At that point Ed must have had a supply line,
because he had Sonny Terry and Brownie McGhee and he had
Lightnin® Hopkins and Mississippi John Hurt and then Skip
James. Sleepy John Estes was the one I was waiting to see. He



seemed the most remote and peculiar — and I'd assumed dead.’

Ash Grove regulars looked down their noses at the
Troubadour coterie. But it was at the Troubadour that the times
were truly achanging. ‘The Ash Grove was supposed to be the
more authentic place, but it was at the Troub that you really heard
authentic regional music,” says Ronstadt. For Henry ‘Tad’ Diltz
of the Modern Folk Quartet, ‘it all came out of the scene at the
Troubadour’. Yet the MFQ had trouble breaking out of the region
to the rest of America. None of the local record companies was
truly alert to what was going on under their noses. ‘The business
for the kind of music we were playing then was all on the East
Coast,’ says Chris Darrow, a folk-bluegrass multi-instrumentalist
whose Dry City Scat Band was a fixture of the scene. ‘We all
wanted to be on New York labels like Vanguard or Elektra, and
the only thing that came out of here was the commercial stuff
like the Kingston Trio.’

Yet something was starting to change. When the Modern
Folk Quartet travelled to New York in 1964, they ran into
young acoustic dreamers who longed to learn about the LA
scene. A blond Southern boy named Stephen Stills came to the
Village Gate to soak up the rich four-part harmonies the Quartet
had honed. Accompanying him was an amiable kid from Ohio
called Richie Furay. When Henry Diltz told Stephen and Richie
what was happening in California, they were all ears. Ambitious
beyond his years, Stills was disillusioned with the Village folk
scene. Income for him and Richie was whatever found its way



into the baskets that passed round after their sets at coffee houses
such as the Four Winds on West 3rd Street. Manhattan felt
cold and unfriendly. You might be broke in LA, Stills thought,
but at least you’d have a suntan. John Phillips, a member of a
group called the New Journeymen, had the same hankerings as
he shivered through another New York winter with his lissom
Californian wife Michelle. A song entitled ‘California Dreamin”
started to take shape in his mind.

It was no coincidence, perhaps, that record companies in New
York were waking up to what snobs called the ‘Left Coast’.
Paul Rothchild, a hip A&R man with Jac Holzman’s classy and
eclectic Elektra label, flew out to LA to scout the 1964 Folk
Festival at UCLA. Smitten with what he found, Rothchild began
to commute regularly between the East and West Coasts. ‘LA
was less the promised land than the untilled field,” says Holzman,
himself entranced by Southern California. ‘We’d picked over the
East Coast pretty well.’

Columbia Records, a far bigger entity than Elektra, was also
casting a wider net from its Manhattan headquarters. If its meat-
and-potatoes income came from such pop and MOR acts as Patti
Page and Andy Williams, the label was also home to Bob Dylan
and Miles Davis. On New Year’s Day 1964, Columbia publicist
Billy James flew to Los Angeles to begin work as the company’s
Manager of Information Services on the West Coast. Already in
his late twenties, Billy was pure beat-generation, his sensibility
shaped by Kerouac and Ginsberg. Thrilled at the way pop music



was becoming a vibrant force in American culture, he plunged
into the scene at the Troubadour and the Ash Grove. ‘Billy was a
wonderful guy,” says record producer Barry Friedman. ‘He was a
charming, well-read, interesting fellow. In some ways I think he
played the corporate game very well.’

James also felt the seismic impact of the Beatles’ first visit
to America. The Liverpool group had done something no
Americans were able to do: legitimise pop stardom for hipsters
who despised identikit idols like Fabian and Frankie Avalon. All
of a sudden young folkies like David Crosby saw that you could
write your own songs, draw on rock and roll, rhythm and blues
and country music and still be stampeded by young girls. “The
Beatles validated rock and roll,” says Lou Adler, then an LA
producer and label-owner. ‘People could listen to them knowing
that these guys were really writing their songs.’

‘What started happening was that these young talented kids
would band together,” says Henry Diltz. ‘It was like double
or triple the excitement.” At the Troubadour and the Unicorn,
David Crosby hung around the MFQ, envious of their gang-like
camaraderie. Soon he was fraternising with other folkies who’'d
gravitated to California in search of something they couldn’t
find elsewhere. Jim McGuinn, a slim and cerebral graduate
of Chad Mitchell’s Trio — and of a stint in the employ of
Bobby Darin — was slipping Beatles songs into his hoot sets
at the Troubadour. Gene Clark, a handsome, haunted-looking
balladeer from Missouri, finished up his apprenticeship in the



LA-based New Christy Minstrels. Shy and slightly bewildered,
Clark approached McGuinn after one of his Beatle-friendly sets
and told him he dug what he was trying to do. “You wanna start
a duo? Clark asked.

McGuinn had crossed Crosby’s path before and was wary of
him. Clark, however, figured Crosby’s velvety tenor was just
the additional harmonic element they needed. One night at the
Troubadour, Crosby took Tad Diltz over to meet McGuinn and
Clark. With a smug grin he announced they were going to form
a group. ‘Crosby and McGuinn and Clark were in the lobby
of the Troub every night in 1964, says Jerry Yester. “They’'d
sit there with a 12-string guitar, just writing songs.” Taken up
by manager Jim Dickson, a worldly and well-connected veteran
of the folk and jazz scene in Hollywood, Crosby, Clark and
McGuinn rounded out the lineup with drummer Michael Clarke
and bluegrass-bred bassist Chris Hillman. From the outset the
band was conceived as an electric rock and roll group. ‘At some
point the groups started plugging in their instruments,” says
Henry Diltz. ‘Doug Weston saw the MFQ rehearsing at the Troub
with amps and was horrified.’

‘It was kinda like a tadpole growing legs,” says Jerry Yester,
briefly a member of the Lovin’ Spoonful. “‘We just got closer
and closer to being a rock band. Everybody else was doing the
same thing — raiding the pawnshops for electric guitars. Inside
of a year, the whole face of West LA changed.” Secretly Chris
Hillman was appalled by the electrification of folk. ‘Chris told



me he’d joined this rock and roll band,” says David Jackson.
‘He said it with this real sheepish look on his face, like he was
betraying the cause.’

After one insipid single on Elektra as ‘The Beefeaters’, the
group became the Byrds, complete with quaint Olde English
spelling. Signed to Columbia, the band was adopted by Billy
James. ‘In my opinion Billy was more responsible than anyone
for the Byrds’ success,’ says Barry Friedman. ‘It was all down to
his corporate manoeuvring at Columbia. The in-house stuff he
did is what made that band happen.” On 20 January 1965 the
band cut Bob Dylan’s druggy ‘Mr Tambourine Man’ with dashing
producer Terry Melcher and a bunch of sessionmen. Released in
April, after the group had established themselves at gone-to-seed
Sunset Strip club Ciro’s, the single went to No. 1 in June and
instantly enshrined the new electric folk sound. “You mainly just
went to parties and to hear people play,” says Jackson Browne.
‘But then the Byrds happened, and you heard them on the radio
and they had a huge pop hit.’

‘We all came over and went, “Ahhh! They got record
contracts!” said Linda Ronstadt. ‘I mean, as far as we were
concerned they had made it, just because they had a record
contract. David Crosby had a new suede jacket; that was
affluence beyond description.” Pop life in LA would never be the
same again.



I1: Claims to Fame

Paying close attention to the Byrds’ ascent were local industry
figures, many of them caught off guard. Lou Adler, the canny
and highly focused LA entrepreneur who'd turned nightclub
guitarist Johnny Rivers into a million-selling star, watched as
‘folk-rock’ caught fire in California.

‘The influx of the Greenwich Village folkies in 1964 and 1965
was very important,” Adler reflects. ‘Music changed drastically.
When Dylan plugged in his guitar he took a lot of people from
the folk field to the rock and roll field. Folk-rock swept out the
teen idols, and it gave pop a hip political edge.” With his new
Dunbhill label, Adler homed in on folk-rock. Former surf-pop
tunesmith P. F. Sloan was given a hat, a pair of Chelsea boots
and a copy of Bringing It All Back Home and instructed to write
some protest songs. He returned a few days later with ‘Eve of
Destruction’, duly recorded by ex-New Christy Minstrel Barry
McGuire. ‘Folk + Rock + Protest = Dollars,” noted Billboard
after the song topped the charts.

One afternoon, Barry McGuire brought a new folk group
along to an Adler recording session at Hollywood’s Western
Recorders studio. John Phillips, their leader, had tried his luck
in LA some years before but his timing hadn’t been right.
He’d even married Michelle Gilliam, a beautiful California
blonde who sang with him alongside Denny Doherty and
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Cass Elliott, former members of Greenwich Village group the
Mugwumps. Now here they were in LA, chancing everything on
a move to the new promised land. The Mamas and the Papas’
moment eventually came. Breaking into the pealing harmonies
of Phillips’s ‘Monday, Monday’, they followed up with ‘T've Got
a Feeling’, ‘Once Was a Time’ and ‘Go Where You Wanna
Go’. Shrewdly, they left the best for last: the soaring anthem
‘California Dreamin”. Adler was duly blown away. Released late
in 1965, ‘Dreamin” summed up what the rest of the nation was
already feeling about the Golden State. Except that this time it
wasn’t the clichéd California of surfing and blondes and hot rods
that was being hymned. It was the blossoming hippie milieu of
the Sunset Strip and its bucolic annexe Laurel Canyon.

After ‘California Dreamin’, John and Michelle Phillips did
what all self-respecting musicians were doing in Los Angeles:
they moved from a decaying dump in the West Hollywood
flatlands to a funky pad on Lookout Mountain Avenue, up in
the canyon, high above it all. Cass Elliott, born Naomi Cohen in
Baltimore, followed in their wake. A rotund Jewish earth mama,
she began to hold court in the canyon in what was a kind of
folk-pop salon. Among her close friends was David Crosby, with
whom she’d bonded on a folk tour two years before.

Observing the success of both the Byrds and the Mamas
and the Papas were the savvy executives at Warner/Reprise
Records in Burbank, north of Hollywood. It was a testament
to their acumen that the conjoined labels were still in business



at all. Warner Brothers Records, launched merely because the
rancorous Jack Warner thought his movie studio should have a
music division, had nearly gone under just three years earlier.
Nor had Reprise, bought from Frank Sinatra in a deal that
was laughably generous to the singer, launched promisingly. But
Morris ‘Mo’ Ostin, who’d come into the Warners fold as Sinatra’s
accountant, turned out to have instincts and ears. He was a bean-
counter with soul. “The company had learned some good lessons
coming out of the Dean Martin era,” says Stan Cornyn, who
became Head of Creative Services at the company. Warner/
Reprise had missed the Byrds and the Mamas and Papas but were
swift to sign the Kinks and Petula Clark to North America. ‘We
got on the London express, because we weren’t getting fed artists
here,” says Joe Smith, who joined Warners in 1961. ‘We had to
go dig out our own and sign them for North America.’

Mo and Joe were determined not to let the next Byrds pass
them by. Helping them was a young A&R man named Lenny
Waronker. ‘It’s amazing how little I paid attention to the Byrds,’
Lenny says today. ‘T'm embarrassed to even talk about it, but we
were so focused in our own world.” Waronker was the son of Si
Waronker, founder of LA label Liberty Records. He’d got his
grounding at Metric Music, Liberty’s publishing arm, overseeing
a stable of songwriting talent that was the closest California came
to New York’s Brill Building. Among Metric’s writers — Jackie
DeShannon, David Gates, P. J. Proby, Glen Campbell — was
Lenny’s boyhood friend Randy, nephew of movie composers



Alfred and Lionel Newman. ‘We were a kind of poor man’s
Carole King and Barry Mann and Neil Sedaka,” Newman recalls
of his Metric days. ‘I was trying to do the same things as Carole
and I knew I wasn’t doing them as well.’

‘We used to crank out songs for singers like Dean Martin,’
says David Gates, who packed his wife and kids into a battered
Cadillac in 1962 and drove from Oklahoma to California. ‘Seeing
some nice songs go down the drain, you started to think, maybe
I ought to do them myself.’

‘Dylan exploded the universe of folk songwriting,’ says
Jackson Browne. ‘Suddenly there was a whole wealth of ideas
out there, and you could discuss anything in a song. You also had
Jackie DeShannon on pop TV shows talking about songs she’d
written herself. Normally you wouldn’t even wonder where the
songs had come from, so it was really something to learn that
Jackie had written them.’

When an opening at Warner Brothers came in April 1966,
Waronker jumped on it, exploiting the fact that Joe Smith had
done business with his father. “There was a real sense that there
was a change,” he says of the mood at Warner/Reprise. ‘Mo
convinced Frank to let go. He had an amazing sensibility — very
sharp, very intuitive.” Ostin and Smith became a formidable duo:
Mo the reclusive mastermind, Joe the more gregarious public
face of the company. Lenny, shy like Mo, fitted in perfectly
behind the scenes.

There were others, too. Ostin’s greatest gift was delegating



taste, cultivating an inner circle of trusted talent-spotters. More
often than not these men were mavericks. Bernard Alfred ‘Jack’
Nitzsche, who’'d come from Michigan on a bus in 1955 and
had arranged the early ’60s hits of Phil Spector, was a difficult
and belligerent man but a typical Ostin confidant. He even gave
Reprise one of its earliest hits, the 1963 instrumental “The Lonely
Surfer’. ‘Jack was helpful and supportive,” says Waronker. ‘He
really understood what we were trying to do at Warner/Reprise.’
Others had a different slant on the bespectacled oddball. ‘Jack
was very interesting and very talented,” says Judy Henske, whom
Nitzsche produced for Reprise. ‘But he was really crazy if he ever
took a drink. I mean, he completely changed. And you didn’t
want to be anywhere near that person.’

Another man who had Mo’s ear was Derek Taylor, a suave
Liverpudlian who’d moved to LA after working as the Beatles’
press officer back home in England. Dapper and witty, Taylor
was a conduit to British talent, but he was also doing press for the
Byrds and the Beach Boys. ‘I had two and a half per cent of the
Byrds and no fee,” Taylor remembered. “That became quite a lot
of money. I didn’t really have to do a lot for them except express
what I wanted to. Billy James had really done all the work, but
he was such a generous soul he just said, “Over to you.”

By the spring of 1966, Warner/Reprise was poised to strike
— to become a true power on the West Coast. ‘New York itself
was going through enormous financial problems and became
very hostile to the music business,” says Joe Smith. ‘So a lot of



it shifted out here. California was now regarded by people as
the place to go.” Among the freewheeling folkies who pitched
up in Los Angeles in the late summer of 1965 was Stephen
Stills. A tenacious Texan with thinning blond hair, Stills had
spent time in a military academy and brought the discipline
of the place to bear on his musical career. He quickly found
the Troubadour more receptive to his talent than Greenwich
Village. Hooking up with folk scenester Dickie Davis, he began
networking, befriending several key people. Among them was
Van Dyke Parks, a diminutive genius who looked like a child and
spoke in a camp Mississippi drawl.

Parks and Stills knocked about together, sharing a love of
Latin and Caribbean music. Parks was fascinated by calypso;
Stills had spent part of his adolescence in Costa Rica. But it
was Barry Friedman, former carny and fire-eater, who started
making waves for Stephen. A native Angeleno, Friedman had
done publicity for the Troubadour. When the Beatles played the
Hollywood Bowl in August 1964, he was the publicist for the
show. ‘Stephen ended up at my place,” Friedman says. ‘I guess the
floor was softer or something. He was pretty focused. He said he
wanted to put a band together, and I thought that would be fun
to do. So we just started finding people and phoning around.’

Van Dyke Parks himself passed on the opportunity, as did a
young Warren Zevon, then eking out a living as one half of folk
duo Lyme & Cybelle. Stills’s abrasive personality may have had
something to do with their reluctance. ‘Stephen was not really a



very nice guy,’ says Nurit Wilde, a photographer and Sunset Strip
scenester of the time. ‘He was definitely talented, but he was not
a nice guy then and he continued being a jerk as long as I knew
him.” Drawing blanks in LA, Stills summoned Richie Furay from
New York, lying to him that he had a recording deal in place.
Furay, a friendlier soul who conformed closer to the archetype
of the optimistic folk singer, arrived in California in late 1965.

Parks remained pally with Stills but made his basic living
from sessions and arrangements. His work with Brian Wilson on
the Beach Boys’ Dumb Angel/Smile — the unfinished psychedelic
masterpiece that should have been America’s Sgt. Pepper —
had everybody in LA talking. Elbowed out of the Beach Boys
picture in April 1967 by the play-it-safe Mike Love, Parks was
devastated. Then a call from Lenny Waronker at Warners got his
attention. Parks knew Lenny was a rich kid like Terry Melcher,
son of actress Doris Day, but it was obvious he was as determined
as Mo Ostin and Joe Smith to make Warner/Reprise a home of
credible and innovative artists.

Not long after Waronker joined the company, Joe Smith took
him up to San Francisco to evaluate the catalogue of Autumn
Records, a label Warners was proposing to buy. Co-founded
by larger-than-life DJ Tom Donahue, Autumn had a roster of
promising groups that Smith fancied: the Beau Brummels, the
Tikis, the Mojo Men and more. For Waronker this was an instant
opportunity to experiment with ready-made pop acts. Along
with Parks he brought in Randy Newman and Leon Russell,



an Oklahoman writer and arranger who’d worked on hits by
Gary Lewis and the Playboys. The records that they wrote and
produced at Warners — particularly those by the newly formed
Harper’s Bizarre — were interesting and significant. They pointed
backwards to the Brill Building and early Beach Boys pop era,
but were also in sync with the complex orchestral psychedelia of
Smile. “‘We wanted hits,” Waronker told writer Gene Sculatti, ‘but
we wanted them on our own terms.’

Hit versions of Stills’s ‘Sit Down, I Think I Love You’ (by
the Mojo Men) and Paul Simon’s ‘59th Bridge Street Song’ (by
Harper’s Bizarre) helped to build a creative nucleus around
Waronker. Following Mo Ostin’s lead in making A&R the
primary focus at Warners, Lenny gradually introduced — and
blended together — the company’s backroom talent: Newman,
Parks, Russell, Templeman, Ron Elliott, and guitarists Ry
Cooder and Russ Titelman. ‘We never made profit the thrust,’
says Joe Smith. ‘It sounds very self-serving, but that was the
reputation we wanted. Van Dyke we were in awe of. This little
drug-ridden crazy kid from the South was so talented.’

Yet Waronker could also sense that the days of pop groups
like Harper’s Bizarre, in their matching suits and ties, were all
but done. The new template for bands was the Rolling Stones,
who looked and sounded more threatening than the Beatles ever
did. Here was the ultimate gang of rebels, openly flaunting their
sexuality and drug use. Meanwhile Mo Ostin, who'd already
signed the Kinks for North America, was checking out another



UK export, a flamboyant guitarist born and bred in the US.
Jimi Hendrix wasn’t Waronker’s personal style, but he rightly
identified him as the avatar of a new sensibility in pop — or ‘rock’,
as it was starting to be known.

A native Angeleno, Waronker was himself more intrigued by
anew strain in the LA sound: a countryish, back-to-the-roots feel
heard in songs by the Byrds and other groups. ‘My goal was very
simple,” he says. ‘It was to find a rock band that sounded like the
Everly Brothers.’



II1: So You Want to
Be a Rock ’n’ Roll Star

‘I'm sitting in Barney’s Beanery,” says Denny Doherty of the
Mamas and the Papas, ‘and in walks Stephen Stills. He looks
kinda down, so I ask him what he’s doing. He says, “Fuck all,
man, I ain’t doin’ nothin’.” Two or three weeks later I walk into
the Whisky and Bam! — there he is onstage with a band. I said
to him, “What the fuck? Did you add water and get an instant
band?!™”

Early in April 1966, Stills and Richie Furay were stuck in a
Sunset Strip traffic jam in Barry Friedman’s Bentley. As they sat
in the car, Stephen spotted a 1953 Pontiac hearse with Ontario
plates on the other side of the street. ‘T'll be damned if that ain’t
Neil Young,’ Stills said. Friedman executed an illegal U-turn and
pulled up behind the hearse. One of rock’s great serendipities
had just occurred.

Young, a lanky Canadian with bad teeth, had just driven all
the way from Detroit in the company of bassist Bruce Palmer.
They’d caught the bug that was drawing hundreds of other pop
wannabes to the West Coast. ‘I didn’t know what the fuck I
was doing,” Young said. “‘We were just going like lemmings.” A
week later Stills had the band he’d fantasised about for months.
With drummer Dewey Martin recruited from bluegrass group
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the Dillards, the lineup was complete: three singer-guitarists
(Stills, Young, Furay) and a better rhythm section than the Byrds.
Van Dyke Parks spotted a steamroller with the name ‘Buffalo
Springfield’ and everyone loved it. It was perfect, conjuring a
sense of American history and landscape that interested all of
them — Neil Young in particular.

Young was skinny and quiet and more than a little freaked
out by the bright automotive sprawl of Los Angeles. His intense
dark eyes, framed by long sideburns, mesmerised women. ‘Neil
was a very sweet fellow,” says Nurit Wilde, who’d known him in
Toronto. ‘He was sick and he was vulnerable. Women wanted to
feed him and take care of him.” At least Young and Palmer didn’t
have to sleep in the hearse any more. When Stephen and Richie
took them over to Barry Friedman’s house on Fountain Avenue,
a floor and mattresses were proffered. “The whole thing was...a
tremendous relief,” Young told his father Scott. ‘Barry gave us a
dollar a day each for food. All we had to do was keep practising.’

‘People thought Neil was moody, but he didn’t seem moody to
me, says Friedman. ‘He seemed like just another guy with good
songs, though he did have a funny voice.” To Young, the affable
Richie Furay was ‘the easiest to like’ of the Springfield members,
though he told World Countdown News that Richie’s ‘hair should
be longer’. Furay had a small room in a Laurel Canyon pad
belonging to Mark Volman of successful LA pop group the
Turtles. ‘Our living room was the frequent meeting place for
Stephen, Neil and Richie,” Volman recalls. ‘Dickie Davis was



always coming by. With the Springfield, a lot of it was created
around the energy of Dickie.’

Between Davis and Friedman, the Springfield’s career took
off with a flying start. Their first performance was at the
Troubadour on 11 April, barely a week after their formation.
Little more than a public rehearsal, the set was the prelude to a
mini-tour in support of the Byrds, whose Chris Hillman was an
early and ardent champion. To the other Byrds, the Springfield
came as a galvanising shock. Within a space of weeks the group
had developed a fearsome live sound that was rooted in the twin-
engine guitar blitz of Stills and Young. ¢ The Springfield live was
very obviously a guitar duel,” says Henry Diltz, who took the
group’s first publicity shots on Venice Beach. ‘They’d talk back
and forth to each other with their guitars and it would escalate
from there.’

Friedman wanted to sign the Springfield to Elektra, but Jac
Holzman wasn’t the only record executive interested in the band.
Nor was Friedman the only person keen to manage them. When
the Springfield returned from their tour, Dickie Davis introduced
them to a pair of Hollywood hustlers named Charlie Greene and
Brian Stone. The duo had hit town five years before, ambitious
publicists who set up a phoney office on a studio lot. With Greene
as the frontman schmoozer, Stone hovered in the background and
controlled the cash flow. Inspired by flamboyant svengalis like
Phil Spector, Charlie and Brian rode around in limos and played
pop tycoons.



For Van Dyke Parks, schemers like Greene and Stone changed
LA’s innocent folk-rock vibe. ‘There was a severe competitive
atmosphere in this scene,” Parks recalled. ‘The Beatles had
exploded and the youth market had defined itself.” Greene and
Stone set about wowing the Springfield, fuelling Stephen Stills’s
fantasies of stardom. And they were ruthless in cutting Barry
Friedman out of the picture. Taking him for a limo ride, the duo
sat Friedman between them. Minutes into the journey, Greene
quietly placed a pistol on Friedman’s thigh. By the end of the trip
Barry had signed over his rights to Buffalo Springfield on a hot
dog napkin. ‘People like that do what they do,” Friedman says. ‘I
don’t, though I'm still waiting for a cheque. I read in Neil’s book
that he owes me money, but he must have lost my address.’

When Lenny Waronker saw the Springfield live they were
wearing cowboy hats, with Neil Young positioned to one side in
a fringed Comanche shirt. He went berserk: ‘I thought, “Oh my
God, this is it!”” Waronker got Jack Nitzsche interested early on:
‘I needed weight behind me, and Jack had that weight. I talked
to him about co-producing the group.” Nitzsche instantly bonded
with Neil Young, intuitively recognising a fellow square peg in
LA’s round hole. ‘Jack really loved Neil,’” says Judy Henske.
‘He told me Neil was the greatest artist that had ever been
in Hollywood.” Young, aware of Jack’s pedigree, reciprocated.
Nitzsche’s approval wasn’t enough, however, to land the Buffalo
Springfield in Burbank. Greene and Stone turned to Atlantic’s
Ahmet Ertegun in New York. Upping Warners’ offer of $10,000



to $22,000, Ertegun was only too delighted to whisk the group
from under Mo Ostin’s nose, assigning them to Atlantic’s
affiliated Atco label.

By the time Greene and Stone were in the studio with the
Springfield, having imposed themselves as producers of the
band’s Atlantic debut, it was too late. The group’s career was
obviously in the hands of charlatans. For the naive Neil Young
especially, the sense of scales falling from the eyes was almost
too much to take. ‘There were a lot of problems with the
Springfield,” he later said. ‘Groupies, drugs, shit. I'd never seen
people like that before. I remember being haunted suddenly by
this whole obsession with “How do I fit in here? Do I like this?””
Compounding Neil’s unease was the growing competitiveness
between him and Stills. The band wasn’t big enough for the
both of them. Neil acknowledged and respected Stephen’s drive
and versatility, but the guy’s ego — the presumption that Buffalo
Springfield was his group — was beginning to grate. Although
Buffalo Springfield’s first Atco single was Young’s fey and
slightly pretentious ‘Nowadays Clancy Can’t Even Sing’, Stills
was soon coming down hard on Young’s material. To the
consternation of the hippie chicks who nursed Neil’s emotional
wounds, Stephen undermined Neil at every turn.

Robin Lane, briefly Neil’s girlfriend, recalled Stills storming
into the small apartment his bandmate had rented. Irate because
Neil had missed a rehearsal, Stephen picked up Lane’s guitar
and only just restrained himself from smashing it over Neil’s



head. ‘You’re ruining my career!” Stills screamed at the cowering
Canadian. Dickie Davis thought it no coincidence that Young
had the first of several epileptic fits just a month after the
Springfield formed. During the band’s residency at the Whisky in
the groovy summer of 1966, the sight of Young thrashing around
onstage in a grand mal seizure was not uncommon. The real truth
was that Stills and Young were both driven and egomaniacal —
Stills’s pig-headedness was merely more overt. Neil, a classic
passive-aggressive, stifled his resentments and licked his wounds
in private. ‘We know each other,” Stills would later say of his
relationship with Young. “There was always a kind of alienation
to the people around us. They are old things that no amount of
analysing and psychotherapy and all of that stuff can wash away.’

For all the conflicts, Buffalo Springfield represented a new
chapter in the unfolding narrative of LA pop. They were hip and
genre-splicing, angry young men with talent and attitude. Last of
the folk-pop groups, they were also one of the new electric rock
bands. Now they even had a hit record. After Stills watched the
LAPD come down hard on a demonstration march on the Sunset
Strip on 12 November 1966, he wrote ‘For What It’'s Worth
(Stop, Hey What’s That Sound)’. With its lines about paranoia
striking deep and ‘the man’ taking you away, it was protest pop a
la Barry McGuire’s ‘Eve of Destruction’. But unlike Neil’s singles
it cracked the Top 10.

Like the Springfield, the Byrds were riven by internal feuds
and resentments. The enmity between David Crosby and Jim



(now Roger) McGuinn was plain to see. McGuinn, lean and
aloof in his pebble sunglasses, was the antithesis of the chubby,
hedonistic Crosby in his hat and cape. McGuinn’s cerebral voice
and glinting guitar runs had defined the Byrds sound, but Crosby
was determined to insert his more rambling and flowery ballads
into the mix. ‘David was a bit of a brat,” says Billy James. “There
was this contentiousness about him. His hackles got up very
quickly.” The Byrds’ best writer, meanwhile, was sandwiched
between Crosby and McGuinn. The group’s tambourine-rustling
frontman, Gene Clark was paradoxically its most introspective
member. He had supplied the B-side of ‘Mr Tambourine Man’
and written the most songs on the first album. As a result — to
the envious indignation of his bandmates — publishing royalty
cheques were pouring into his mailbox. Soon he was haring
around town in a maroon Ferrari.

Alcoholic from an early age, Clark was a troubled soul. In
contrast to McGuinn’s and Crosby’s songs his folk-throwback
ballads sounded grave and timeless, closer to the soulful grandeur
of a Roy Orbison than to the amphetamine poetics of a
Bob Dylan. The bittersweet ‘Set You Free This Time’, a
failed single from Turn! Turn! Turn!/, was the template for
several folk-country masterpieces Clark would record. Crosby
recognised that Gene was ‘an emotional projector on a huge
and powerful level’, but it didn’t stop him and McGuinn preying
on his insecurities. ‘In the beginning, David was very musically
intimidated, so he tried to intimidate others,” said Jim Dickson.



‘He shook [Gene’s] sense of time by telling him he was off.” Early
in 1966, Clark decided he’d had enough — enough of the sudden
fame, enough of the tensions.

‘After “Eight Miles High” 1 felt we had a direction to go
in that might have been absolutely incredible,” Clark said in
1977. ‘We could have taken it from there, but I felt because
of the confusion and egos — the young, successful egos — we
were headed in a direction that wouldn’t have that importance
or impact.” One afternoon in March 1966, Barry Friedman and
drummer friend Denny Bruce went to score some pot from a
friend named Jeannie ‘Butchie’ Cho. Sitting in her Laurel Canyon
living room was none other than Clark. He had black bags under
his eyes and looked ravaged.

Clark was in crisis, pouring out his heart to Butchie. He said
he was due to go on tour with the Byrds the next day. ‘[ can’t do it,’
he kept repeating. ‘I can’t see myself on that airplane tomorrow.’
Butchie said that nobody left a successful group. ‘I don’t give a
shit,” Gene insisted. ‘[ don’t like what it’s doing to my head.” Clark
did make it to LAX but started screaming as the plane taxied
to the runway. The Byrds flew to New York as a quartet. The
official announcement of Clark’s exit came in July.

The departure only increased the tension between McGuinn
and Crosby, even as the Byrds propelled folk-rock into a new
psychedelic realm with Fifth Dimension. By the summer of
1967, relations between the two were severely strained. McGuinn
approached the Byrds’ music with what Derek Taylor described



as ‘a fussy school-marm attitude’. Crosby, enamoured of the wild
new scene up in San Francisco, felt the Byrds had become square.
He wanted to be in a dynamic band like the Buffalo Springfield
or the Jefferson Airplane. He was seeing an increasing amount
of Stephen Stills, whose sheer appetite for playing and jamming
thrilled him. ‘I remember hearing all these horror stories about
what an arrogant asshole David was,’ said Stills, often accused
of the same trait. ‘But when I met him I found he was basically
just as shy as I was and making up for it with a lot of aggressive
behaviour.’

Crosby had interests besides music. One was hanging out with
scenesters like Cass Elliott. The other, despite the shame he
felt about his roly-poly physique, was sleeping with any fetching
nymphette who offered herself to him. ‘David was charming
around chicks,” says Nurit Wilde, who lived around the corner
from Crosby in Laurel Canyon. ‘But there was a revolving
door with him — one girl in, one girl out. And if a girl got
pregnant, he was mean to her and dumped her.” By the summer
of 1967 Crosby had become so obnoxious that McGuinn and
Hillman could take no more of him. After he used the Byrds’
appearance at the Monterey Pop Festival to launch into a tirade
about the Warren Report on the Kennedy assassination — and
then compounded that by appearing onstage with the Buffalo
Springfield — the decision was made to axe him.

In October, McGuinn and Hillman drove in their Porsches to
Crosby’s new place on Lisbon Lane in Beverly Glen. ‘They drove



up,” Crosby said in a 1971 radio interview, ‘and said that I was
terrible and crazy and unsociable and a bad writer and a terrible
singer and I made horrible records and that they would do much
better without me.” Shaken as he was, the firing came as a relief.
Accepting a $10,000 payoff from the Byrds, he was ready to
cut loose and take time out. An obsession with sailing got him
thinking about boats. He hung with Mama Cass, now holding
court in a funky new abode on Summit Ridge off Mulholland
Drive. A bold narcotic adventuress, Cass was even dabbling in
heroin and pharmaceutical opiates — a major no-no in the LSD
and marijuana community of that time. ‘{Smack] was always the
bad drug,” Crosby would write. ‘It got a little more open around
the time that Cass and I were doing it, but it wasn’t something
you told people.’

Crosby was the nexus of a nascent scene, the supercool spider
at the centre of a web of new relationships. ‘He was the main
cultural luminary to me,” says Jackson Browne, then struggling
on the hoot scene. ‘He had this legendary VW bus with a Porsche
engine in it, and that summed him up — a hippie with power!’
For Bronx-born Ron Stone, owner of a hippie boutique on Santa
Monica Boulevard that Crosby regularly frequented, the ex-Byrd
was the scene. ‘The Byrds were the California band of the time,’
he says, ‘and there he was, the rebel within that group, tossed
out on his ass. There was no question that it all spun around him
and Cass.’

If Crosby used the Monterey Pop Festival to sabotage his



position in the Byrds, he was nonetheless a key presence on
that seminal weekend in June 1967. Bridging a sometimes
insurmountable gulf between the Los Angeles faction behind
the event and the Haight-Ashbury bands that dominated it,
David hobnobbed with everyone from an edgy Paul Kantner to a
diaphanous Brian Jones. Of all the LA stars he was the one who’d
responded the quickest to what was happening in the Bay Area.

The brainchild of Lou Adler and John Phillips — whose
Mamas and the Papas hits had made both men rich — Monterey
Pop was effectively a rock 'n’ roll trade show masquerading as
a love-in. Wresting control of the festival away from LA-based
paper fortune heir Alan Pariser, Adler and Phillips transformed
it into a seismic event starring as many of their superstar
friends and contacts as they could cram into one long weekend.
Also present at the event were the key rock executives of the
day: Clive Davis of Columbia, Ahmet Ertegun of Atlantic,
Mo Ostin and Joe Smith of Warner/Reprise. Following Mo’s
acquisition of Jimi Hendrix, Joe had signed the Grateful Dead,
the quintessential Haight- Ashbury band. Clive Davis now picked
up Big Brother and the Holding Company, featuring Janis Joplin.

Country Joe McDonald described Monterey as ‘a total ethical
sellout of everything that we’d dreamed of”. Perhaps it was. But
it was also the inevitable moment when the underground went
mainstream. “The San Francisco groups had a very bad taste in
their mouths about LA commercialism,” Adler admitted decades
later. ‘And it’s true that we were a business-minded industry. It



wasn’t a hobby.’

From the perspective of Haight-Ashbury, LA was an
apolitical anti-community, a sprawl of suburbs whose only focus
was the lie of mass entertainment. The Haight bands would
have agreed with embittered folkie Phil Ochs, who described
his adopted Los Angeles as ‘Death City...the ultimate in the
materialistic exaggeration of America’. Yet it was the very
tension between LA and SF that made Monterey so fascinating.
‘I saw everything change there,” Judy James, wife of Billy James,
says. ‘It was as if everyone went, “Wow! We’re no longer
preaching to the converted.” They walked into this candy store
of drugs and sex and saw that people would buy the music as the
soundtrack to that.’

‘The industry totally changed after Monterey,” says Tom
Wilkes, who designed the famous poster for the festival. “The
festival was basically a peaceful protest against the Vietnam
War, against racism and all those things that were going on.
Afterwards, everything opened up.’

A year after Monterey Pop, English underground poet Jeff
Nuttall looked back in disillusion at the summer of love. ‘The
market saw that these revolutionaries could be put in a safe pen
and given their consumer goods,” he wrote. ‘What we misjudged
was the power and complexity of the media, which dismantled
the whole thing. It bought it up. And this happened in ’67, just
as it seemed that we’d won.’
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