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Between the Grooves 
Editorial/Music Director Vin Scelsa presents his 

humanist maxim—for music and for life 
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Song Selections 
All the information you’d ever want about the music 

we’ve selected for Volume Three 

Ice Breaker 
With hummable tunes and haunting subject matter, 

Sam Phillips seeks to crack the frozen sea of the soul 

0 & A With Boz 
Boz Scaggs muses with Grooves about his life, his 

music and his first new album in six years 

Three Hour Tour 
Grooves spends an evening with Professor and Maryann, 

a disparate duo that raises irony to an art form 

Artist on Artist 
Lenny Kaye shares a few of his dreams about the 

mesmerizing Kristin Hersh 

And Featuring... 
A look at the compelling artists—old, new, rhythm 

and blue—that round out our third volume 

There is a new diva on 
the rock scene and her 
name is Sam Phillips. 
With her intelligent 
lyrics, catchy melodies 
and soul-searching 
themes, we think you’ll 
be hearing a lot more 
from her. Enter her 
original world and find 
out why. 



T' HERE IS A WONDERFUL 

maxim written by Rolling 
Stone editor David Fricke 

mJ/Lm which I have, with his per¬ 
mission, adopted as the statement of 
intent for my radio show. I read it aloud 
at the beginning of each edition of Idiot's 
Delight, my weekly excursion into the 
generally uncharted airwaves of idiosyn¬ 
cratic, highly subjective, free-form 
broadcasting. Fricke originally wrote 
these words to describe what he saw as 
the overriding philosophy behind the 
famed South-By-Southwest music festi¬ 
val which takes place every spring down 
in Austin. When I read them on the 
radio I do so over a musical bed of the 
opening bars of John Coltrane’s “A Love 
Supreme”: 

There are three essential command¬ 
ments: Respect the elders; embrace the 
new; encourage the impractical and 
improbable, without bias. 

Do me a favor. Read it again. Out loud. 
Give it your best James Earl Jones 
voiceover delivery. Now ain’t that one 
hell of a philosophy? It works not only 
for a music festival, and not only for a 
radio show, but stands as a very decent 
guideline for a general approach to life 
at the end of the 20th century. Instead of 
all the “thou shalt nots” which permeate 
other sets of commandments, here we 
have a positive reaching out, an embrac¬ 
ing of life’s sweet cyclical nature. It’s 
real simple stuff—obvious even, once 
you actually put it in writing—but pow¬ 
erful stuff nonetheless. 

Certainly these commandments also 
serve to describe the operating philoso¬ 
phy behind Grooves. Their spirit is what 
guides us as we wade through the 
swamp of new releases in search of 
meaningful recordings. It’s why we 
haven’t limited ourselves to any one 
genre or style of popular music. Rather 
than narrowly defining a safe little niche 
for ourselves, we’re open to whatever 
comes along that tickles our fancy. 

In this issue you’ll find the Silos’ 

Vin Seelsa, Editorial/Music Director 

hard-driving version of quirky Texas 
songwriter Michael Hall’s “Let’s Take 
Some Drugs and Drive Around” segued 
into the quietly haunting “Your Ghost,” 
performed by Throwing Muse Kristin 
Hersh with R.E.M.’s Michael Stipe, and 
both selections followed by the first new 
work from Boz Scaggs in six years, 
“Time,” a moody song that builds to a 
groove that reminds me of nothing less 
than Boz’s great 1968 version of the 
Fanton Robinson blues classic “Loan Me 
A Dime.” Now there is nothing terribly 
radical about these songs, or about play¬ 
ing them back to back, but how many of 
you have a radio station that regularly 
programs sets featuring alternative 
divas and classic rockers? If you do, sup¬ 
port it, please, for it’s one in a million! 

Your “classic rock” stations won’t 
play Luna or Kevn Kinney (or any new 
record unless it’s by one of their regular 
over-the-hill superstars); your so-called 
“modern rock” stations won’t touch A1 
Kooper (playing an instrumental that 
was a Top 10 hit for A1 Hibbler in 1956) 
or Jimmie Vaughan’s heartfelt, 
Graceland-like journey through the back 
roads of American rhythm and blues (or 
play anything the program director and 
consultants haven’t seen a video of!). 
New, young, offbeat bands like double¬ 
drumming Valentine Smith and the 
beatnik, jazzy Professor and Maryann 



have very little hope of getting any 
attention paid to them. Barrence 
Whitfield and Tom Russell? A black 
soul singer and a white cowboy from 
Brooklyn performing a mambo that 
mentions both African music’s King 
Sunny Ade and country crooner Ferlin 
Husky? Yeah, your local “urban con¬ 
temporary” FMer isn’t even gonna take 
that one out of the jewel box! And 
women? In case you haven’t noticed, 
women artists don’t generally fare well 
on rock radio, especially women who 
write intelligent 
songs, like Sam 
Phillips, Elea¬ 
nor McEvoy, 
Concrete 
Blonde’s John- 
ette Napolitano 
and Wild Colo¬ 
nials’ Angela 
McCluskey. (I 
am pleased that 
many of you who 
have left comments on our GROOVE¬ 
LINE [1-800-NU-GROOVES] have men¬ 
tioned your pleasure with the inclusion 
of so many talented women in Grooves) 

O.K. You get the point. Radio, which 
used to play such an important part in 
disseminating new music, has abrogated 
that role. You’ve subscribed to Grooves 
for that reason, because you’re aware of 
a vacuum in our society when it comes to 
the exposure of certain kinds of music, 
because you feel the need for some place 
to turn for guidance and information. 
That’s also why I find myself repeating 
the essential commandments like some 
kind of secular humanist mantra. It reas¬ 
sures me that the mission we’ve taken on 
with Grooves is worth the effort and 
should always be conducted with open 
eyes, ears and hearts. 

• • • 

A few thoughts about that first com¬ 
mandment: “Elders” is not a pejorative 
word, it’s just another way of saying 
teacher or guide; it has less to do with 
chronological age and is much more 
concerned with experience and knowl¬ 
edge. And “respect for the elders” 
doesn’t mean wallowing in some empty- 
headed nostalgia for the glory days of 
one’s youth. In the first two issues of 
Grooves, we featured such estimable 
veterans as The Band, Taj Mahal, 
Rickie Lee Jones and Richard 
Thompson; in this issue we’ve got 
Kooper, Scaggs, Vaughan, NRBQ and 
Bruce Cockburn—all people who 
have been on the scene for a couple of 
decades and all working at the peak of 
their creative powers, as relevant and 

productive in 1994 as they’ve ever been. 
At Grooves, “the elders” are the touch¬ 
stones for our excursions into the world 
of new artists and recordings, the 
anchors by which we steady ourselves 
in often turbulent and confusing seas. 

• • • 

With this issue we inaugurate what we 
hope will be a regular feature, Acoustic 
Grooves—a live, informal performance 
by one of our artists, never before 
released anywhere and unavailable any¬ 
place but here; a special bonus track 

that we’ll put at 
the end of our 
regular set. 

I can think of 
no more appropri¬ 
ate person to kick 
off Acoustic 
Grooves than 
Jimmie Vaughan. 
Many of you 
know him from 
his years with 

The Fabulous Thunderbirds and from 
the Vaughan Brothers, his collaboration 
with his brother Stevie Ray Vaughan. 
Strange Pleasure is Jimmie’s first record 
following a period of personal reassess¬ 
ment which came after Stevie’s tragic 
death in a helicopter crash in 1990. It is 
the first time Jimmie has taken center 
stage as both vocalist and writer (as well 
as lead guitarist) and the album is, in 
every sense of the phrase, a joyous tri¬ 
umph. It’s Jimmie Vaughan’s tribute to 
the roots of American rock ’n’ roll- 
heartfelt, spiritual and riveting. 

We met with Jimmie in a New York 
studio this summer. He arrived with 
acoustic guitar and three powerful back¬ 
up singers and quickly transformed the 
room into some timeless combination of 
roadhouse and revival tent. They per- 
fomed several stripped down versions of 
songs from Strange Pleasure—intimate, 
soulful renditions that cut to the very 
heart of Jimmie’s love for the music that 
so influenced him and his brother when 
they were kids listening to late night 
radio back in Texas. 

We’re happy to inaugurate Acoustic 
Grooves with this live one-take version of 
Jimmie Vaughan’s “Don’t Cha Know”. It’s 
the real thing—unadorned, joyous, pure. 
It’s a 1994 link back to another time in 
the American century—an appreciative 
acknowledgement of the past and an 
enlightened affirmation of the present. 

Which brings us right back to: 
Respect the elders; embrace the new; 

encourage the impractical and improba¬ 
ble, without bias. Like I said, it’s power¬ 
ful stuff. 
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Valentine Smith 

Back on Earth 
from Back on Earth (ep) 

(Dima-McGarvey) 
Billy Liar Music BMI 

© 1994 Another Round Recordings 
Courtesy of Another Round Recordings 
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Barrence Whitfield with Tom Russell 
The Cowboy Mambo 

from The Cowboy Mambo 

(Tom Russell) 
Frontera Music ASCAP 
© 1993 ESD Records 

Courtesy of ESD Records 

Kevn Kinney 
Down and Out Law 
from Down Out Law 

(Kevn Kinney) 
Drop In The Bucket Music BMI 

© 1994 Mammoth Records 
Courtesy of Mammoth Records 

The Silos 
Let’s Take Some Drugs and Drive Around 

from Susan Across the Ocean 

(Michael Hall) 
Aznut Music c/o Bag Music BMI 

© 1994 Watermelon Records 
Courtesy of Watermelon Records 

Kristin Hersh 
Your Ghost 

from Hips and Makers 

(Kristin Hersh) 
Yes Dear Music BMI 

© 1994 Sire Records Company. 
Produced Under License from Warner Bros. Records Inc. 
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BOZ SCAGGS 

Time 
from Some Change 

(Boz Scaggs) 
Windover Lake Songs ASCAP 

© 1994 Virgin Records America, Inc. 
Courtesy of Virgin Records America, Inc. 

Sam Phillips 
Same Changes 

from Martinis and Bikinis 

(Phillips-Bumett) 
Eden Bridge Music ASCAP/Henry Burnett Music Adm. by Bug Music BMI 

© 1994 Virgin Records America, Inc. 
Courtesy of Virgin Records America, Inc. 

Al Kooper 
After the Lights Go Down Low 

from Rekooperation 

(Lovett-White) 
Grove Park BMI 

© 1994 MusicMasters, Inc. 
Courtesy of Music Masters, Inc. 

NRBQ 
A Little Bit of Bad 

from Message for the Mess Age 

(Anderson-Burr) 
Bash Music ASCAP/MCA Music Pub./Gaiy Burr Music ASCAP/ 

This Big Music ASCAP 
© 1994 Rhino Records, Inc. 

Produced Under License from Rhino Records, Inc. 

mo 
Jimmie Vaughan 

Two Wings 
from Strange Pleasure 

(Vaughan-Rebennack) 
R. Mode Music Adm. by CMI BMI/ Skull Music BMI 

© 1994 Sony Music Entertainment, Inc. 
Under License from Sony Music Special Products, a Division of Sony Music, a 

Group of Sony Music Entertainment Inc. 
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Professor and Maryann 
Safe 

from Fairy Tale 

(Rockwood-Brancaccio) 
Happy Thighs Publishing BMI 

® 1993 Bar/None Records 
Courtesy of Bar/None Records 

Wild Colonials 
Philadelphia Story 
from Fruit of Life 

(McCluskey-Shark-Cantelon) 
Lemz Music ASCAP/Paulucco Music ASCAP/ Sharkadelic Music ASCAP/ St 

Bernadette Music ASCAP/ WB Music Corp. ASCAP 
© 1994 Geffen Records 

Courtesy of Geffen Records 
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Concrete Blonde 
Mexican Moon 

from Mexican Moon 

(Johnette Napolitano) 
International Velvet Adm. by Bug Music BMI/Jim Reaper Music 

Adm. by Bug BMI 
© 1993 Capitol Records, Inc. 

Courtesy of Capitol Records, Inc., Under license from CEMA Special Markets. 
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Bruce Cockburn 
Bone in My Ear 

from Dart to the Heart 

(Bruce Cockburn) 
Golden Mountain Music SOCAN 

© 1994 Sony Music Entertainment Inc. 
Under License from Sony Music Special Products, a Division of Sony Music, a 

Group of Sony Music Entertainment Inc. 
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Eleanor McEvoy 

It’s Mine 
from Eleanor McEvoy 

(Eleanor McEvoy) 
EMI Blackwood Music Inc. BMI 

© 1993 Geffen Records 
Courtesy of Geffen Records 

Luna 
This Time Around 

from Bewitched 

(Luna-Wareham) 
EMI Blackwood Music Inc. BMI/Tomato Poodle Music BMI 

© 1994 Elektra Entertainment 
Produced Under license from Elektra Entertainment 

17 Excclusive Bonus: Acoustic Grooves 

Jimmie VAUGHAN/Don’t Cha Know 

(recorded live at 92.3 K-Rock Studios in New York City, June 19,1994; backing vocals: Briz, Calvin Bums, Demis King) 
(Jimmie Vaughan); R. Mode Music Adm. by CMI BMI; © 1994 Sony Music Entertainment, Inc.; 

Under License from Sony Music Special Products, A Division Of Sony Music, A Group of Sony Music Entertainment Inc. 



ADIES AND GENTLEMEN,” SAYS SAM 

Phillips, “please welcome Sam 
Phillips.” 

The crowd packed into the 
American Theater in downtown 
St. Louis on this sweltering June 
night could more accurately be 
described as boys and girls, and 
one wonders what they will make 
of the themes that fascinate 

Phillips—the tension between spirituality 
and consumerism, between our souls 
and our bodies, to name just one of the 
notions that occupies Phillips’s far-rang¬ 
ing mind. It’s the first week of summer, 
and most of the audience are in shorts 
and T-shirts, trying to escape the heat. 
Phillips is the opening act on a bill that 
includes Buffalo Tom, a scruffy trio from 
Boston, and the headliners, Counting 
Crows. 

There is no doubt about whom the 
crowd has come to see. The biggest 
cheer of Phillips’s set comes when she 
announces that Charlie Gillingham, the 
keyboardist for Counting Crows, is going 
to be joining her band for its final num¬ 
ber. The bright, white light on stage 
makes Phillips look like a blonde mouse 
somebody’s drained all the blood out of. 
She sways ever so slightly, but that’s the 
extent of her histrionics. “I want to get 
away from the ritual of rock ’n’ roll,” she 
explains later. “It’s become so dead and 
boring.” 

This is not ritual rock ’n’ roll, but some¬ 
thing far richer. It is impossible to repro¬ 
duce live the elaborate arrangements on 
Martinis and Bikinis, so the band doesn’t 
try. Driven by T Bone Burnett’s fat, 
twanging rhythm guitar, the music is 
rawer than the recorded version. Phillips 

Wharton novel, she does not look out of 
place. Neatly dressed in a white cotton 
shirt and navy blue jacket, she certainly 
does not resemble “your basic British- 
Invasion-quoting kitten with a whip,” as 
Musician magazine memorably 
described her. She looks, if anything, like 
a grammar school teacher, neat and prim 
and businesslike, though in a very kind 
way. Phillips orders English Breakfast 
tea and starts to discuss last night’s 
show. “My audience is a lot different,” 
she notes. “They’re not necessarily older, 
but they’ve had to find me.” 

Martinis and Bikinis could make that 
an easier task. Produced by Burnett and 
featuring guest musicians such as Peter 
Buck of R.E.M. and Colin Moulding of 
XTC, Martinis is an ambitious album, a 
shimmering web of guitars and sitars 
and mellotrons, that has earned flatter¬ 
ing comparisons to the Beatles’ later 
work. “It takes massive cojones to flirt so 
close to Beatlemania,” said Entertain¬ 
ment Weekly, which rated the album an 
A, “but this quirky folk-rocker has the 
talent to pull it off.” Said Newsweek, 
“Martinis—smart, biting, and full of 
immaculately conceived melodies—feels 
like her breakthrough record.” 

The gorgeous music, so catchy and 
hummable, does not keep Phillips from 
writing about big, big subjects. You 
don’t have to pick up her allusions to 
T.S. Eliot’s “The Hollow Men” or 
Kafka’s “frozen sea inside us”—“He 
used an axe to break it up,” she notes. “I 
use a fire because I want to get it done 
quickly”—to appreciate her lyrics, but 
there is a lot going on. Though Phillips 
is no longer writing for an overtly 
Christian audience as she once did, she 

With hummable tunes and haunting subject matter, 
Sam Phillips seeks to crack the frozen sea of the soul 
dedicates one song “to Rush Limbaugh, 
that handsome devil. And Jerry Falwell. 
It’s called ‘Baby, I Can’t Please You.’ And” 
she adds with great emphasis, “I don’t 
even want to think about trying.” Alas, the 
line falls on stony ground. 

The next day Phillips is sitting in the 
large, elegant lobby of the Ritz-Carlton 
Hotel in St. Louis. Though she is sur¬ 
rounded by archipelagoes of heavy furni¬ 
ture and portraits of ladies who seem to 
have stepped directly 
out of an Edith 

nevertheless borrows both her language 
and imagery from the Bible. In one song 
she rhymes “poor man’s room” with 
“rich man’s tomb,” and in others the 
notion of falling—both literally and figu¬ 
ratively, in love and from grace—works 
as a kind of unifying pun. Phillips’s is a 
world of catastrophe, filled with rains 
and raging seas and fires. “There was a 
lot of fire in my dreams when I was a lit¬ 
tle girl,” she says. “Usually threatening 
fires. I put them in my songs because 

mgmm they’ve been there all 
IHilliV my life.” mmrn 



Though she says she is flattered when 
people assume she’s from the Midwest, 
Phillips actually grew up in Glendale, a 
suburb of Los Angeles. Her father was 
an accountant, her mother a medical sec¬ 
retary, and Phillips was the middle child 
between an older brother and a younger 

sister. 
Dancing was Phillips’s first love. She 

started taking ballet and tap lessons 
when she was three, and later moved on 
to jazz and free-form dance. Thus, 
although she began taking piano 
lessons at seven and picked up the gui¬ 
tar at 14, her first exposure to music was 
visceral. “I learned a lot more about 
music from dance than I did through 
theory and piano lessons,” she says. 
“You could feel it. It’s really funny. I’ve 
danced all my life, and I don’t really 
move much on stage.” 

Phillips might have stayed with dance 
had she not developed an overwhelming 
need to express herself in a more direct 
way. “My father would go through peri¬ 
ods of not talking,” she says, adding that 
his silence could last for weeks. “That 
was a scary thing to a little kid. That defi¬ 
nitely damages you. On the other hand, if 
he hadn’t been that way, I’m not sure I 
would’ve started writing songs. That’s 
the whole reason I started writing—to 

ease the pain.” 
One of the first songs she wrote, at 

13, “Walls of Silence,” was about the 
agony of coping with her distant father. 
It has a frightening companion piece on 
Martinis and Bikinis called “Wheel of 
the Broken Voice”: 

silence and rage 
the scars of a daughter 

he gave me the knife 
i held it in deep water 

As the middle child Phillips had gained 
experience mediating between her brother 
and sister, so she was prepared when the 
task of communicating with her father fell 
to her as well. “I love my dad,” she says 
now. “It’s hard for him. He’s had a rough 
life too. You can keep pointing fingers 
back and back and back if you want to.” 

She was an extraordinarily serious 
teenager, one who began to immerse her¬ 
self in both philosophy and religion at the 
age of 14. “I sought [the church] out on 
my own,” she says. “My dad was horri¬ 
fied. He’s intellectual, loves books. In fact, 
I think I got my love of books from him.” 

She continues to be an ardent student 
of the human spirit. “The human soul 
has to be one of the most fascinating 
things in life,” she says. She has been 
“getting shrunk,” as she puts it, for six 
years, and has studied Zen and other 
Eastern philosophies. Her reading list 
includes such intrepid explorers of the 
spirit as Thomas Merton, Thomas 
Moore, Walker Percy and Flannery 
O’Connor. “I tell people, ‘You think 
Stephen King is frightening? Flannery 
O’Connor is really terrifying.’ ” 

These days Phillips, who made her 
name as an explicitly religious singer 
under her given name of Leslie, calls her¬ 
self a “Christian atheist.” She nods vigor¬ 
ously when someone quotes Tennyson’s 
line about there being “more faith in hon¬ 
est doubt... than in half the creeds.” The 
prospect of explaining her decision to 
quit the world of Christian music elicits a 
polite preface. “Before I answer that,” 
she says, “I’d like to say that I don’t like 
to talk about it much because I feel it’s 
starting to eclipse my recent work. 
Bikinis is my third record for Virgin. All 
that feels like so long ago. It did shape 
me as a songwriter and performer. My 
problem with it is that I don’t want to be 
associated with it. I feel like fundamental¬ 
ists are so bad. They call themselves 
Christian. I think we should sue.” 

Leslie—Sam is a family nickname— 
Phillips made four records for Myrrh, a 
label specializing in Christian music. “I 
started out wanting to explore spirituali¬ 
ty in music, to write about spiritual 
things,” she says. “I thought maybe the 

j church would be a good place to do that, 
i But it wasn’t. It turned out to be the very 
i worst place, because they basically 
j wanted propaganda set to music. There 
j was not much exploring to be done, 
j They wanted The Answer. It didn’t mat- 
i ter if it was the wrong answer, as long as 
i it’s an answer.” 



Oam Phillips was three when she first listened to the Beatles, and their influence 
on Martinis and Bikinis is clear in the strength of her melodies, her rich arrange¬ 
ments and the wide variety of instruments she uses, from taped keyboards such as 
mellotrons to sitars. Phillips admits to owning a copy of Phillip Norman’s detailed 
The Beatles’ Recording Sessions, but adds, “I have to be careful not to read too much 
of it.” The final cut on Martinis and Bikinis is an echoing, industrial take on John 
Lennon’s “Gimme Some Truth,” which makes the perfect coda to Phillips’s search 
on Martinis and Bikinis for “beauty and the truth I could breathe like air.” 

What they got was The Turning, 
Phillips’s final album for Myrrh. “I’ve 
always been kind of fond of it,” she says. 
“There’s quite a mood to it. I was harping 
on the differences I had with the right, 
airing my grievances before I left.” She 
gave her final two concerts as Leslie 
Phillips in Orange County, Calif. “It was 
in a 4,000, 5,000 seat theater,” she says, 
“and at both shows half the audience 
walked out.” 

Phillips was on the verge of quitting 
the music business altogether when 
Burnett, who had produced The 
Turning, convinced her to try again. “T 
Bone said, ‘Let’s take [some new songs] 
to these people who are starting this 
company, Virgin Records.’ The morning 
we were supposed to go, T Bone called 
up and said, ‘I’ve got this terrible hang¬ 
over. I had this big poker game last 
night. Would you come and pick me 

up?’ So I said sure. I went and 
picked him up, and we went into 
the conference room. And he 
said, ‘This is Sam Phillips. If you 
want to sign her, fine. Just give 
me an aspirin.’ He lay down on 
the couch and was out. I wouldn’t 
recommend it in pursuing a 
record contract.” 

The two got married in 1989— 
“We had so much fun making 
records together we decided to get 
married,” she says—and live in the 
Brentwood section of L.A. on 
those rare occasions when they 
are home. “Oh, to be in one place 
long enough to join a book group,” 
she says. 

Indeed, when Phillips looks 
around her, she sees a craving for 
the social context the church once 
provided for many Americans. “In 
Los Angeles they’re building all 
these Starbucks coffee houses,” 
she says. “They’re just blocks 
from each other, yet they’re com¬ 
pletely filled up all the time. It’s 
not the coffee. It’s that people love 
to sit outside and socialize, espe¬ 
cially in our city, where people are 
so alienated. You’re always look¬ 
ing for community in Los Angeles, 
desperately.” 

About her own ongoing quest 
she is optimistic. “I’m trying to 
unlearn a lot of things I learned 
early on,” she says. ‘The further I 
go, the more complicated it gets. 
The big thing for me right now is 
learning to live with opposites. I’m 
a big soup right now.” 

“T 
Am a golf widow, moans sam Phillips in 

mock disbelief, though it’s hard to see how 
her husband, T Bone Burnett, finds time to 
make her one. Burnett is one of the hottest 
producers in the business. Over the years 
he has worked with Los Lobos and Elvis 
Costello, and on this issue of Grooves he 
produced both his wife’s cut and Bruce 
Cockburn’s. “His philosophy was always 
that he’d be around a lot longer if he didn’t 
have a hit,” notes Phillips. Too late. Burnett 
produced Counting Crows’ August & 
Everything After, which has sold well over 
two million copies. 

A revered guitarist whose first tour was 
with Bob Dylan and the Rolling Thunder 
Review, Burnett grew up in Fort Worth, the 
child of “hard-assed Southern Baptists.” The 
Burnetts lived near the Worth Hills golf 
club, home of the hardscrabble course Dan 
Jenkins immortalized in Sports Illustrated. 
Jenkins’s Fairways and Greens sits on the 
coffee table of Burnett’s hotel suite in St. 
Louis, and upon discovering a fellow golf nut 
he picks it up to read choice passages aloud. 

“At one point he was following the tour 
bus with a big town car so he could head off 
to play golf,” says Phillips. When the tour 
reached Monterey, Calif., Burnett snuck off 
to Pebble Beach and shot a 74. He was not 
pleased. “I was one under through 14,” says 
Burnett. Burnett keeps a separate appoint¬ 
ment book just for golf dates and notes with 
pleasure that it includes a tee time in 
September with Jenkins himself. 



oz Scaggs was in Los Angeles 
when Grooves’ Merrell Noden 
caught up with him—in the 
parking lot of a music studio to 
be exact. (Tm sitting here in my 
car with one leg sticking out the 
window ” he told Noden by car 
phone. Scaggs was about to 
rehearse his band for a tour of 
Japan in July and of the West 

Coast in August. Scaggs’s gorgeous new 
album, Some Change, is his first in six 
years, but he has not been idle. 

What have you been doing for the 
past six years? 
Gosh, I don’t know where to begin. 
I’ve done a lot of personal things. I 
opened a blues club in San Francisco 
about six years ago that I got pretty 
involved in. I started a small blues 
band just for the fun of playing. I did a 
project for Donald Fagen, the Rock 
and Soul Review, a couple of years 
ago, which did a live album. I have 
kept up a semi-active career in Japan 
as a touring artist. 

And I travel. I’ve made some trips 
to India and Sri Lanka. I did a trek in 
the Himalayas up near the Mount 
Everest region of Nepal that I found 
fascinating. 
What is it about India that interests 
you? Did you explore its music? 
The music is everywhere. It’s roaring 
out of radios, everywhere you go. I have 
a particular fondness for that music. But 
mostly it’s culture, the culture on the 
street. I find India to be the most 
advanced civilization I’ve ever seen. I 
don’t know China. I think it may be even 
richer in another way. But I find India to 
be the most civilized and most fascinat¬ 
ing culture on earth. Being there is a 
real transformation for me. 
You chose not to record Some 
Change in a conventional recording 
studio. Where did you record it, 
and why did you do it that way? 
An engineer I was doing some demos 
with was telling me about a project he’d 
done with an artist in which he’d record¬ 
ed in his home. They brought in micro¬ 
phones and various pieces of equipment 
and just did it... casually is not the right 
word ... but in the comfort of their 
home. Also, when I was in New Orleans 
I visited Daniel Lanois’s house. It’s real¬ 
ly more of a recording environment 
than it is a house. But it’s a very com¬ 
fortable place to record. So I decided to 
have that engineer put that together for 
me in San Francisco. 

We did quite a long scouting 
process to find the right location, we 

Boz Scaggs muses uiith 
Snores about his music, 
his life and his first neui 

album in sin nears 
bought some equipment, we leased 
some equipment. It’s not an easy thing 
to do, and I don’t recommend it for 
everybody. But for what we wanted to 
do—have a real free-form, creative, 
hand-tailored environment—it worked 
beautifully. 
What sort of place did you find? 
The local San Francisco public-televi¬ 
sion station moved and left behind 
three soundstages, one of which was 
a 4,000-square-foot room with theatri¬ 
cal lighting, lots of electricity and 
thick walls. It had a quiet about it. It 
was part of a complex that was actual¬ 
ly for sale. 

You’ve always been veiy self-depre¬ 
cating about your guitar playing 
and have used other guitarists. 
Why did you decide to play so 
much guitar on this record? 
Mostly because Ricky [Fataar, co-pro¬ 
ducer] said he liked it. I’m used to hir¬ 
ing big-gun players from New York 
and L.A. and having them do all the 
musical work. They’re amazing musi¬ 
cians, and I’m in awe of them. The idea 
of going back to my own resources as 
a musician was sort of like scuba div¬ 
ing. You stick your head under water 
and your first impulse is, “I can’t 
breathe down here.” You have to sort 
of willfully take that first breath. But 
once you get comfortable with it, you 
find that you’re in a new environment, 
and that’s what happened to me on 
this record. 
You and Steve Miller went to the 
same high school, in Plano, 
Texas, and played in a band 
together. What sort of music were 
you guys listening to back then? 
Music was present in both of our 
households. His father was sort of a 

jazz nut, and my parents were sort of 
light classical, Gershwin. Dallas was a 
sort of musical hub for that part of the 
country. A lot of touring bands like 
Ray Charles and Bobby Bland picked 
up musicians there. There’s a lot of 
music on the radio and a large black 
population. There was a sort of musi¬ 
cal anthropologist there—is that the 
word, I don’t even know—musical afi¬ 
cionado, who studied the deep rural 
Southern blues. He came on the radio 
every night, and I think every musi¬ 
cian who grew up around there lis¬ 
tened to him. 
You and Steve both went to the 
University of Wisconsin. Was that 
to keep the band going? 
Steve was a year older than I was, so 
he went up a year earlier than I. And I 
went up to visit him the summer after I 
graduated, and I liked it there too. He 
was just sort of my best friend, and I 
looked up to him a lot. He was instru¬ 
mental in many ways in directing me. 
Personally, I’m just not a real self-moti¬ 
vating person. I do what I feel like 
doing. Steve, on the other hand, has 
always had a clear idea about what his 
interests were and how to get to 
things. So I just sort of tagged along 
with Steve. 
Did the success of Silk Degrees in 
1976 paint you into a comer? 
When you do something as definitive 
as Silk Degrees, people sort of expect 
you to do that Boz Scaggs thing. Well, 
I don’t know what that Boz Scaggs 
thing is. You’ve always got that thing 
tied to your tail. I think it influenced 
what I did after Silk Degrees for three 
or four years after that. I sort of used 
that same method and same approach, 
instead of listening to my changing 
feelings about music and my own life. 

It’s been a challenge year after year, 
or album after album, to contain the 
breadth of my musical interests. And 
I’m not saying that because I know a 
lot about it. I’m saying that because I 
have a lot of curiosity about music. 
And it’s always changing. It’s pretty 
much dictated by the voice I hear in 
my head. I’d like to be able to sing like 
Sarah Vaughan. I’d like to be able to 
sing like Bobby Bland, Elvis Presley, 
like a whole lot of people. That’s just 
where my musical ear goes and where 
my musical interests go. I move 
around a lot. 
Was Steve Miller the one who gave 
you the name Boz? 
It wasn’t Steve. It was someone since 
deceased and I can’t reality tell you much 
about where he came up with that name. 



PROFESSOR iLND 
IHARTAXKT 

Grooves spent an evening 
with Professor and 

Maryann, a delightfully 

disparate duo that raises 
irony to an art form 

TXT" 
% / e’re professor and 
«/ Maryann,” Ken 

Rockwood told the 
assembled at New 

York City’s Fez lounge, one of the 
nation’s most coveted venues for up and 
coming bands. “And that was our first 
song.” Not a grab-you-by-the-throat open¬ 
ing line, to be sure, but a charming, self- 
effacing one that served its purpose. 
Laughter rippled through the 
room, which had been 
abuzz with chatter, 
and the audience 
tuned in. The mes¬ 
merizing set of spare, 
ironic folk songs that 
followed made them 
glad they did. 

Professor and Mary¬ 
ann—her real name is 
Danielle Brancaccio— 
became acquainted, like 
their TV-land namesakes, on 
an island. Not a deserted, trop¬ 
ical one, but Staten Island in 
heavily populated New York City. 
Rockwood really is a professor, of mathe¬ 
matics at Stevens Institute in Hoboken, 
N.J., while Brancaccio—perhaps as her 
fictional namesake might have done in 
later years—owns a beauty salon on 
Staten Island. 

With a gold lame curtain shimmering 
behind them, they spun out most of the 
material from their debut album, Fairy 
Tale. Using one guitar and two voices 
singing pristine, elegant arrangements, 
their sound is spare but never thin. 
Rockwood’s clear and bright voice 
strikes a counterpoint to Brancaccio’s 
breathy, sultry style—she’s more Ginger 
than Maryann. The usual comparisons 

are to Rickie Lee Jones, Edith Piaf, and 
Paul Simon, but these are merely conve¬ 
nient locators; the Professor and 
Maryann are refreshingly original. 

The Professor, decked out in smart 
slacks and a bright, colorful tie, is a style 
unto himself. With his guitar strapped 
high and tight to his chest, his herky-jerky 
body language and his thick, black-framed 
glasses, he seems more the nutty profes¬ 
sor than the suave guy who served as the 
voice of reason on Gilligan’s Island. Of 
course, Maryann, with her sensuous 
vocals and occasional kazoo stylings, is not 
without her own earthy appeal. When she 
dreamily sang, “If you want to touch the 
stars/You don’t have to go very far/’cause 
I keep the moon right here in my car,” you 
were more than ready to believe her. 

Brancaccio was a backup singer in a 
band the Professor founded called Pet the 
Poodle, and the pair originally teamed up 

to sing standards as a side pro¬ 
ject. The partnership blos¬ 
somed, and after only their 
fifth gig, at the legendary 
CBGB in Manhattan, they 
signed with Bar/None Re¬ 
cords, whose executives 
were sold after hearing 
just one of Rockwood’s 

originals. No one re¬ 
members what it was, 
but it might have 
been “Be Nicer to 
Me,” which the 

Professor began at Fez 
by synthesizing a horn with 

nothing more than his vocal cords and 
flapping lips. The trick was both tuneful 
and comic, and the song is steeped in 
irony, gently urging a lover to “be 
nicer”—and get lost. 

The Professor kept things light 
between songs as well. Appraising his 
bottle of Volvic water after taking a sip, 
he launched into a soliloquy on the 
superiority of Volvic to other, less manly 
brands like Evian and Naya, with their 
sissified names and wimpy labeling. 
“Volvic; it’s like a volcano—the bottled 
water for men.” Maryann looked on, 
bemused. The Professor mopped his 
brow with an oversized cloth for about 
the hundredth time, walked over and 
mopped hers, and then they played a 
song about the circus ... the flea circus. 

—John Bolster 



Lenny Kaye shares a few 
of his dreams about the 
mesmerizing Kristin Hersh 

I HAD A DREAM ABOUT KRISTIN LAST 

night. I can’t remember the 
details, but with Kristin, it doesn’t 
matter. Any time I think of our 

moments together, over the last year 
when the solo Hips and Makers album 
was etched into analog, it seems like 
night phantasm. All our ghosts. 

Images: Kristin bent over the piano, 
birds chirping in the background, pick¬ 
ing out the notes of “Beestung” in a 
recital seemingly from another century. 
Kristin playing her guitar, silhouetted in 
front of a window that opens onto a 
meadow. Kristin cooking a welcome-to- 
Rhode Island lobster, red shell steaming 
as it tries to clamber out of the pot. I feel 
like a character in Carousel. 

We recorded at an 1890s stable near 
Newport once owned by the Vander¬ 
bilts. The studio adjoins an equestrian 
ring; the pounding of hooves was a 
mere wall away. Taking a break from a 
vocal, we’d go and look out the kitchen 
window, watching the horses cavort in 
circles, jumping gracefully, landing 
determinedly. 

For one so out on the astral plane, so 
connected to the seismic vibrations of 
the human spirit, Kristin is remarkably 
down-to-earth. She likes Japanese beer. 
She has an easy laugh. I watch her on 
stage, eyes focused on a distant emo¬ 
tion, head balancing on neck, rolling 
with an oceanic to-and-fro, lost in her 
song. En-trance. The next moment she’s 
back in reality, telling a joke about her 
sons Ryder and Dylan, or husband-man¬ 
ager Billy, or their dog Crow. 

Her muse surrounds her, like a halo. 
When she was about to give birth, she 
came pounding down the hall, each 
contraction feeling like she had “to 
write a song!” Such is the power of her 
creation. 

The liason with R.E.M.’s Michael 
Stipe, rendered so harmonically on 
“Your Ghost,” came about similarly 

meta-casually. She was talking with him 
on the phone while engineer Phill Brown 
(who started as an assistant on the ses¬ 
sions for Hendrix’s Electric Ladyland and 
has worked with everyone from Bob 
Marley to Talk Talk) and I were cycling 
a chorus endlessly, searching for some 
odd bit of bass frequency. She liked the 
way his voice sounded against the track 
and asked him to sing along, a ghost 
within the ghost of “Your Ghost.” 

Of course, the acoustic Kristin allows 
the electric Kristin to have more ampli¬ 
fied room, and she’s about to turn up the 
volume. Her proper band, Throwing 
Muses, have long been regarded as one 
of the more alternative alternatives to the 
live-styles thrown up by modern music. 
Now recording in New Orleans in Daniel 
Lanois’s studio, the latest Throwing 
Muses album is officially on the way. I’ll 
have an Asahi while I can’t wait. 

Lenny Kaye is a guitarist (Patti Smith 
and Jim Carroll), record producer 

(Suzanne Vega, 
Soul Asylum, 
James) and writer 
(currently working 
with Waylon 
Jennings on his 
autobiography). He 
is also a lover of 
dogs, most notably 
Winnie (left) and 
Quillie. 



A look at the other 
compelling artists—old, 
new, rhythm and blue— 
that round out the third 
edition of Grooves 

Featured Song/Album: 
“A Little Bit of Bad ’’/Message for the 
Mess Age 
Home Base: Various U.S. cities 
Years Performing: 27 

A TICKET TO AN NRBQ SHOW BUYS A VOYAGE 

to music’s land of the unexpected. “We’ve 
never done two sets in our lives the same 
way,” says Terry Adams, the keyboard 
player who has been with NRBQ since its 
origins in Miami in 1968. Universally 
acclaimed as the hardest gigging band in 
showbiz, NRBQ has a repertoire of some 
500 songs and will take an honest stab at 
any tune the audience requests. No less 
an authority than bespectacled sage Elvis 
Costello once said, “I’d much rather any 
day go see NRBQ playing than any of our 
illustrious punk bands in England.” 

It has been an eventful journey for the 
onetime New Rhythm and Blues Quintet 
(now a quartet, which conveniently also 
begins with q). Along the way they have 
survived unwanted early hype as the “New 
Beatles”; collaborated with the unlikely tri- 
fecta of Carl Perkins, Slim Harpo and Keith 
Richards; and, of course, created their own 
celebrated bag of eclectic compositions. 

In fact, NRBQ’s live reputation some¬ 
times obscures the fact that the band also 
makes great records, like the new Message 
for the Mess Age, a delightful potpourri, at 

times rollicking and sincere, 
at others hard-edged and 
disdainful. “A Little Bit of 

Featured Song/Album: 
“Mexican Moon”/Mexican Moon 
Home Base: Los Angeles 
Years Performing: 10 

Concrete Blonde is not the term for 

what happens when some floozy double- 
crosses the mob, but a tight, rocking three- 
piece group from Los Angeles fronted by 
Johnette Napolitano. She is the black¬ 
haired bass player who writes most of the 
material and provides the band with its sig¬ 
nature in the form of her powerful, from- 
the-guts vocal style. Formed in 1983 and 
playing early shows under the name 
Dream 6, Concrete Blonde—whose name 
came off the top of R.E.M. singer Michael 
Stipe’s head—underwent several personnel 
changes and endured legal entanglements 
with a former label, yet still managed to 
record five compelling albums. 

Mexican Moon is both a beginning and 
an end: It’s the first Concrete Blonde 
album on Capitol Records, and it’s the last 
Concrete Blonde album, period. As you 
read this the band has already called it 

quits. But they have five albums 
well worth checking out, and 
Napolitano, whose solo career is 

poised for takeoff on Capitol, is 
just getting warmed up. To 
whet your appetite, try a taste 
of “Mexican Moon,” the hyp¬ 
notic title track that appears 
on the album in both English 
and Spanish. Lushly romantic 
and mournful at the same 
time, it is the very essence of 
bittersweet. 

sweet and successful romance to the next 
step, “far beyond our wildest dreams.” 
Ride their surf guitar—you’ll reach the 
beach happy. 

CONCRETE BLONDE 



LUNA 

Featured Song/Album: 
“This Time Aroundn/Bewitched 
Home Base: New York City 
Years Performing: three 

If you’re becoming a bit weary of hearing 
bands generically labeled as Alternative, and 
can’t quite seem to figure out what makes 
many of these so-called Next Big Things dif¬ 
ferent from such 70s hard rock icons as 
Black Sabbath or Led Zeppelin, well, move 
over, because you’re not alone. Boston- 
based Luna, risen out of the ashes of white- 
noise band Galaxie 500, is an alternative to 
Alternative. Luna leader and primary song¬ 
writer Dean Wareham asserts, “You’ve got 
to get out there and scream about your terri¬ 

ble and tortured youth and connect with the 
kids, but that’s not just what we do.” 

What Luna does do, however, is turn the 
aggression down and explore their musical 
themes with now-unfashionable restraint 
and subtlety. Their second album, 
Bewitched, seductively weaves Velvet-like 
lyrics and Undergound-ish guitars into a 
sweet web that beckons all to not only lis¬ 
ten but also to feel. As Wareham observes, 
“there’s nothing on this record that 
screams ‘Play me on the radio,’ but by the 
same token I don’t see any reason why it 
couldn’t be.” 

Neither do we. 

KEVN KINNEY 

Featured Song/Album: 
“Down and Out Law”/Down Out Law 
Home Base: Atlanta 
Years Performing: four as a solo artist 

Kbv evn Kinney, the frontman and song- 
writer for the Atlanta-based rock band 
Drivin’ n’ Cryin’, reached a nadir a few years 
back. He was drinking too much, using too 

much cocaine and separating from his wife. 
Smoke, the band’s last album, was also its 
darkest. “It was a primal scream kind of 
therapy thing for me,” admits Kinney. 

He was also coming to realize that 
Island/Polygram Records did not know 
what to do with the 
band’s quieter material. 
“They tried to pretend 
those songs didn’t 
exist,” says Kinney. And 
he had a bunch of 
them—B-sides, unre¬ 
leased tracks and other 
miscellany—all perfect 
for stripped-down re¬ 
working. So Kinney 
holed up by himself in a 
Memphis studio, disap¬ 
pearing at two in the 
morning and reappear¬ 
ing at dawn. “I turned off all the lights, lit 
some incense and just rolled tape,” he says. 

The night-owl sessions paid off. Down 
Out Law, Kinney’s second solo effort, is an 
extraordinarily intimate album, full of tales 
of ordinary people facing down hard luck: 
itinerant musicians who will “work for beer” 
and forgotten Vietnam vets. Kinney’s frayed 
voice suits the material perfectly. 

Some bands are just too special 
for mere words. Only letters—capi¬ 
tal letters—can do justice to them. 
Hence ABC, AC/DC, ELO, R.E.M., 
X and, of course, NRBQ, which 
originally stood for the New 
Rhythm & Blues Quintet We know 
that you’re dying to know which 
bands with letters for names have 
had a No. 1 hit. So here they are, 
along with the date they hit the top: 

M, “Pop Muzik,” 11/3/79. 
While in Paris, British popster 
Robin Scott cast about for a name 
that would preserve his anonymi¬ 
ty. His eyes alit on a sign for the 
Paris subway: the metro. 

INXS, “Need You Tonight,” 
1/30/88. The Australian band 
took a roadie’s suggestion of In 
Excess, then twisted it. 

EMF, “Unbelievable,” 7/20/91. 
English acid rappers claim to have 
borrowed the name from a troupe 
of groupies for the band New 
Order who call themselves Epson 
Mad Funkers. More likely it 
comes from the drug Ecstasy and 
a naughty epithet. 



Featured Song/Album: 

“Philadelphia Story’'"/Fruit of Life 
Home Base: Los Angeles 
Years Performing: two 

1 hey’re wild, and they’re in the colonies 

now, but the Wild Colonials plucked their 
moniker out of an Irish songbook, just one 
of the many anomalies that surround this 
spirited group. Glasgow lassie Angela 
McCluskey has a pronounced vocal resem¬ 
blance to the late-model, world-weary 
Marianne Faithfull. Canadian guitarist Shark 
consciously apes Duane Eddy. Classically 
trained concert pianist Paul Cantelon relish¬ 
es his physical similarity to Chopin. The 
three, who were acquaintances in London, 
met up again in Los Angeles to 
form the core of the Colonials. 
Buffeted by her antithetical side- 
kicks, McCluskey declares “it’s a 
wonderful balance. I feel lucky.” 

McCluskey, no wallflower she, 
established herself as a force at 
Hollywood’s Cafe Beckett, where 
Tuesdays became “Angela’s Big 
Night Out.” Subsequently she 
and her mates became a fixture at 
trendy Cafe Largo, where the 
likes of Bono, Winona Ryder and 
Keanu Reeves regularly checked 
out their action. 

Parts of Fruit of Life were 
recorded at Peter Gabriel’s Real 
World Studio in Bath, England. 
McCluskey, the lyricist, says, “All 
the songs explore the darker side 
of relationships, but the music is 
much more spirited.” Opening 
with gentle strains of Scott 
Roewe’s tin whistle and 
Cantelon’s fiddle, “Philadelphia 
Story” is actually close to sunny. 
McCluskey realizes “everyone 
wants a love song that’s happy in 
the end,” and she endeavors to 
offer one, complete with a hero 
who’s “my Cary Grant.” 

V Y HAT DOES BRUCE COCKBURN HAVE IN 
common with Aimee Mann, Patty Larkin 
and Melissa Ferrick, all of whom appeared 
on the first edition of Grooves? Hint: It’s the 
same thing Cockburn has in common with 
Tonight Show bandleader Branford 
Marsalis, guitar wizards Steve Yai and A1 
DiMeola, pianist Bruce Hornsby and pro¬ 
ducer Quincy Jones. 

No, they don’t share an astrological sign 
or a fondness for plaid. We’re going to turn 
over all the cards: All of them honed their 
chops in Boston’s Back Bay at the Berklee 
College of Music. Founded in 1945 by 
Lawrence Berk and named for Berk’s son 
Lee (who is now the school’s president), 
Berklee prides itself on sending its gradu¬ 
ates out into the world with a practical 
knowledge of the music business. Along 
with majors in obvious subjects such as 
performance, composition and theory, the 
school also offers them in film scoring, 
music production and engineering, and 
commercial arranging. 

BRUCECOCKBURN 

Featured Song/Album: 

“Bone in My Ear”/Dart to the Heart 
Home Base: Toronto 
Years Performing: 25 

\^4at a long strange trip it’s been for 

Bruce Cockburn. A poor Paris street musi¬ 
cian in the ’60s, Cockburn to his shock 
found himself playing in 1993 at Bill 
Clinton’s Presidential Inaugural, an expe¬ 
rience which he likened to 
“playing a big bar mitzvah.” 
Of course, most bar mitz- 
vahs don’t also feature 
Johnny Cash, who salut¬ 
ed his fellow guitar pick¬ 
er with the words: “Nice 
playing, son.” 

By this time the much- 
traveled, eclectically in¬ 
clined Cockburn must have 
thought he had seen every¬ 
thing. After all, this is a man 
who has mastered styles from French 
Acadian to urban rock to reggae, an experi¬ 
mental approach that has earned him 10 
Juno Awards, Canada’s Grammys. The 
Associated Press even called Cockburn’s 
Nothing but a Burning Light 1991’s Record 
of the Year. 

His themes have varied over the years. 
Love, which Cockburn describes as “a force 



Featured Song/Album: 
“Let’s Take Some Drugs and Drive 
Around "/Susan Across the Ocean 
Home Base: Los Angeles 
Years Performing: eight 

Silos frontman Walter salas-humara is 
one whimsical dude. Among other fanciful 
anecdotes, he tells of modernist master of the 
surreal Marcel Duchamp appearing to him in 
a vision and announcing, “Les peches marchent 
dans la rue” or, for those of you who have for¬ 
gotten your high school French, “the fish are 
walking in the street.” A University of Florida 
art student at the time of this visitation, Salas- 
Humara offers this as cryptic explanation for 
his decision to leave college and pursue a 
career in music. Take his tale as you will, art 
school’s loss was music’s gain. 

Susan Across the Ocean is the Silos’ fifth 
album and contains a blend of funky coun¬ 
try and raw mid-tempo rock, all of it filtered 
through Salas-Humara’s avant-garde art 
school sensibility and driven by churning 
guitars and Mary Rowell’s sinewy violin. 

The Silos were assembled in 1986 by 
Salas-Humara—the band’s name is a cor¬ 
ruption of his surname—who was con¬ 

ceived in Cuba, born in New York City 
and raised in South Florida. In 1988 
the Silos won the Rolling Stone crit¬ 
ics’ poll as Best New American 
Band, but that designation failed to 
catapult them to commercial suc¬ 

cess. Will Susan Across the Ocean 
finally win the Silos the recognition 

they deserve? One thing’s cer¬ 
tain: When they decided to do 
an ultra-catchy cover of “Let’s 
Take Some Drugs and Drive 
Around,” Michael Hall’s 
tongue-in-cheek paean to self- 
medication, the Silos proba¬ 

bly forfeited any chance 
they had of being 

d to give a 
command perfor¬ 
mance for Tipper 

Gore. That’s her loss. 

like gravity or light,” is the subject matter 
these days. It’s a long way from the political 
themes that occupied him in the ’80s, but on 
Dart to the Heart he brings the same laser- 
beam insight to matters of the heart as he 
did to U.S. involvement in Central America. 
Replete with folk ballads and with a feel 
“more rootsy and North American sound¬ 
ing,” the album plumbs the depths of the 
human experience. 

Exhibit A: “Bone in My Ear,” a lament 
rendered wistfully in Cockbum’s trademark 
gruff baritone. The “bone” sings the name of 
a still cherished ex-lover. The sound inside 
his head is sometimes “like pleasure, some¬ 
times it’s like pain.” All this soulfulness is 
accompanied by the sounds of a 10-stringed 
Chilean charango, a Parisian-sounding accor- 
dian and the country strains of a mandolin 
and pedal steel guitar. Welcome to the cos¬ 
mopolitan world of Bruce Cockbum. 

Featured Song/Album: 
‘Two Wings”/Strange Pleasure 
Home Base: Austin 
Years Performing: 19 

When 12-year-old jimmie vaughan broke 
his collarbone and found himself in a sling, 
someone handed the boy a guitar in an 
attempt to keep him quiet. Within a week, 
Jimmie was playing, as he puts it, “some¬ 
thing. It just fell in my lap and kinda played 
itself.” By age 14, all the while coaching 
younger brother Stevie Ray, the budding 
axeman was traveling from Dallas to the 
University of Texas to play fraternity gigs. 
First chance he got, Jimmie hitchhiked the 
200 miles south to make Austin his home, 
and the rest, as they say, is history. 

Vaughan, who scorched audiences for 15 
years with the Fabulous Thunderbirds, took 
some time off to gather himself for his solo 
effort, Strange Pleasures. He drew his inspira¬ 
tion for “Two Wings” from a story he 
heard from co-writer Dr. John about a 
New Orleans preacher who, while 
preparing to play spirituals, would put 
on a robe with wings made of aluminum 
foil. As the preacher sang and got 
caught up in the moment, the 
wings would fall to his feet. “I got 
two wings on my head. I got two 
wings on my feet.” 

Vaughan’s lean but soaring 
guitar playing cuts the angels 
no slack as he takes us all 
way beyond the stars, 
where, no doubt, great 
blues men such as Muddy 
Waters, Lightnin’ Hop¬ 
kins, Albert Collins and, 
of course, Stevie Ray, all 
smile in delight. 



Featured Song/Album: 

“Back on Earth "/Back on Earth (ep) 
Home Base: New York City 
Years Performing: two 

Cbgb, the fabled hole-in-the-wall in 

lower Manhattan, has launched the careers 
of such rock ’n’ roll luminaries as Talking 
Heads, the Ramones and Living Colour. 
When guitarist Stephen Dima and singer Bill 
McGarvey crossed paths at CBs—or traded 
elbows, it’s a cramped room—another 
career, also bound for bigger 
venues if the advance word is 
any indication, took root. 
McGarvey and Dima, who 
share songwriting duties, 
picked up drummer Wilbur 
Jones, bassist Brad Finkel, and 
violinist Lorenza Ponce, 
dubbed the band after a char¬ 
acter from Robert Heinlein’s 
classic sci-fi novel, Stranger in 
a Strange Land and Valentine 
Smith was bom. 

The result is a ’90s-style 
folk-rock outfit that generated 
a serious international buzz on 
the strength of just one demo 
tape. Threaded through with 
intricate guitar leads, violins and cellos and 
featuring passionate vocals over driving 
rhythms, Back on Earth is a six-song debut 
that hints at huge promise. Just ask the regu¬ 
lars at Cafe Sin-e in New York City, who 
stopped traffic last November at a Valentine 
Smith show, thronging outside the store¬ 
front club trying to glimpse the band and 
prompting the police to issue the club a sum¬ 
mons for disturbing the peace. Listen to the 
hypnotic beat and catchy melodies of “Back 
on Earth”—you may find yourself thronging 
for a proverbial peek too. 

ALKOOPER 

Featured Song/Album: 
“After the Lights Go Down Low”/Rekooperation 
Home Base: Nashville 
Years Performing: 35 

Is AL KOOPER REALLY ONLY 50 YEARS OLD? 

Like Bill and Ted, Kooper’s excellent adven¬ 
ture has made him a virtually ubiquitous 
presence, popping up everywhere to make 
some of the best American music of the 
rock ’n’ roll era. 

Kooper’s odyssey began in 1959, when 
as a 15-year-old Brooklynite he joined The 
Royal Teens. Never mind that he arrived 
after the Teens had made their only big 
hit, “Short Shorts.” It was merely the first 
small step on a journey that saw Kooper 
co-write “This Diamond Ring,” a No. 1 for 
Gary Lewis and the Playboys in 1965; play 
organ on Bob Dylan’s “Like a Rolling 
Stone”, Jimi Hendrix’s Electric Ladyland 
and the Rolling Stones’ Let It Bleed; found 
first the Blues Project and then its off¬ 
shoot, Blood, Sweat and Tears, thereby 
popularizing the use of horns in rock ’n’ 
roll; and produce Lynyrd Skynyrd’s 
Southern rock warhorse “Sweet Home 
Alabama.” 

Rekooperation is Kooper’s first album in 
12 years. Never one to do the obvious, he 
has chosen, in this era of rap and grunge, 
to make an album of instrumentals. “Ain’t 

no New Age 
on this al¬ 
bum,” says 
Kooper em¬ 
phatically. 
Most of the 
cuts are clas¬ 
sic R & B from 
the ’50s and 
’60s, songs 
like Betty 
Wright’s 
“Clean Up 
Woman” and 
King Curtis’s 
“Soul Twist” 
(which Koo¬ 
per, in the 

interest of accuracy, has renamed “Soul 
Twist-ed”). 

With the help of pals such as guitarist 
Jimmy Vivino and Letterman drummer 
Anton Fig and distinguished guests like 
the Lovin’ Spoonful’s John Sebastian, alto 
sax giant Hank Crawford, and Chuck 
Berry’s pianist Johnnie Johnson, Kooper 
lays down a groove so thick and catchy 
you can go out for a sandwich and come 
back right on the beat—only you won’t 
want to. Or need to. The music is suste¬ 
nance enough. 



ELEANOR McEVOY 

Featured Song/Album: 

“It’s Mine”/Eleanor McEvoy 
Home Base: Dublin 

Years Performing: four 

I N THE SUMMER OF 1992 ELEANOR 

McEvoy found herself in what, for a 
young Irish woman, was a mightily sym¬ 
bolic position. She was duking it out with 
the pope himself. A Woman’s Heart, the 
album to which McEvoy and five of her 
countrywomen had contributed tracks, had 
become such a fixture atop the Irish charts 
that it was threatening to replace a record¬ 
ing of a 1979 papal mass as the best-selling 
album in Irish history. It didn’t—Pope’s still 
No. 1—but it did make McEvoy a major star 
in Ireland. 

No one was more surprised by this than 
McEvoy herself. “Along came this record 
on which six women were just singing 
about real things, and people were absolute¬ 
ly passionate about it,” says McEvoy, who’s 
now 27. Eleanor McEvoy is her first album. 
Though it sounds at times like Joni Mitchell 
in her Blue period, its airy arrangements, 
use of cellos and oboes and hint of Celtic 
melodies give it an elegant beauty all its 
own. According to McEvoy, “It’s Mine” is 
about “not intending to get involved but 
its being inevitable.” 

A career in popular music seemed any- 

ANY SELF-RESPECTING ENGLISH 

major will tell you, the nation of 
Ireland has produced a dispropor¬ 
tionate number of literary greats— 
Yeats, Shaw and Joyce to name but 
a few. But as evidenced by Eleanor 
McEvoy on this volume of Grooves 
and the Pogues on our premier edi¬ 
tion, the Emerald Isle has produced 
a similarly stunning array of musi¬ 
cal talent. 

Of course, McEvoy represents a 
somewhat new development on the 
Irish music scene: a popular female 
singer-songwriter. With the elec¬ 
tion in 1990 of Mary Robinson as 
Ireland’s first female president and 
the growing popularity of musi¬ 
cians like McEvoy, Sinead 
O’Connor and Maura O’Connell, 
Irish culture is clearly undergoing 
a sea change. Listeners of the 
world are the beneficiaries. 

thing but inevitable for McEvoy, 
whose pedigree is as formal as 
they come. She studied music at 
Trinity College, Dublin, and 
then spent three years as a vio¬ 
linist with Ireland’s National 
Symphony Orchestra. While her 

days were full of violin etudes, 
McEvoy’s nights were something 

else. “I was running off with every 
rock band and going to clubs in Dublin,” 

she says. She doesn’t seem to regret it, and 
neither should we. 

Featured Song/Album: 
“The Cowboy Mambo”/77ze Cowboy Mambo 
Home Base: Boston and Brooklyn 
Years Performing: two as a duo 

Ihysics informs us that opposites attract. 

O.K., but how palatable is the music they 
might make? Wouldn’t blues-and-soul 
shouter Barrence Whitfield and hillbilly 
tunesmith Tom Russell be a twain that would 
not so much meet as collide? Russell admits, 
“Not long ago, the walls were bricked up a 
thousand feet high between country, soul, 
pop and roll”—until Whitfield’s “celestial 
horn” toppled those barriers and helped cre¬ 
ate this duo’s peerless 1993 album, Hillbilly 
Voodoo, heralded by Billboard as “a unique 
and stimulating cross-genre experiment that 
works all the way.” 

The specific inspi¬ 
ration behind “The 
Cowboy Mambo,” and 
the Whitfield-Russell 
pairing in general, was 
a legendary tale about 
Nigerian juju music 
superstar King Sunny 
Ade’s desire to meet 
Hank Williams. It 
seems that the meet¬ 
ing was thwarted by 
Williams’s coterie, 
effectively keeping country and the blues 
segregated from each other—a wrong that 
Whitfield and Russell set out to right after 
their first meeting eight years ago at New 
York City’s Lone Star Cafe. Russell quickly 
discovered Whitfield to be a “country afi¬ 
cionado and closet George Jones fan.” Their 
collaboration proves that the most unlikely 
musical hybrids are worth attempting: The 
results might be as felicitous as their joyful 
hillbilly voodoo. 

The Cowboy Mambo's title track, which 
Russell says “sort of name drops a lot of our 
influences,” is less a mambo than a liltingly 
rhythmic samba. Forget the pigeonholes— 
Whitfield and Russell’s rampant cross-polli¬ 
nation renders categorization pointless. 
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